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Three years ago today, I left the year 2000. I now live in 1948. I have a successful business, a successful marriage, and a son. Once I finally realised that being a detective was waiting for the threads to unravel, I was able to be patient with myself. I am finally pretty good at this job. 

When I had Sylvia’s employers arrested on my first case, I took a chance and hired her as my secretary. She has turned our detective agency into a successful business with her organisational and marketing skills. I had lived in what was now our office. My former dining room was now a conference room; the bedroom was for sleeping emergencies only. The front office and the kitchen remained the same. I lived uptown on Constance Street with my wife, Sioban.

While my marriage had begun as a marriage of convenience, it had blossomed into much more. Sioban’s goal may have been societal recognition and staying out of jail, but once we fell into bed, we never fell out again. 

Did I mention she shot me? That’s how we met. 

We had consummated our marriage six weeks after our wedding, and days after that, I decided to live with my bride. 

Our story began when I did not want to testify against my beautiful shooter, my now-wife, Sioban. She was engaged to another man, a marriage of convenience. She had wanted respectability and party invitations. My appearance on the scene ruined her chances for her intended marriage, so I thought the least I could do was marry her. Besides, I didn’t want to send her to jail. 

I fell in love with her the moment I saw her. Once we relaxed around each other and slipped into bed, nature took its course. I am glad it did. Being married and happy about it made me more comfortable around Vivienne Carver, the mother of my son. 

At the office, we had added a second telephone line and a staff member. Sylvia, now my office manager, spent much of her time doing background and reference checks. She was paid five times her starting wage. She was worth that and more. 

Background checks and insurance fraud comprised the bulk of our business, which was fine by me. The less blood and danger, the better. 

I heard Sylvia’s voice cutting into my thoughtful reverie. “Mr. Evans, your appointment will be here in 30 minutes.”

“Who is it again?”

“Tony Boudreaux, the attorney from uptown. He lives quite close to you. I am surprised you have never met. He headed up your wife’s defence team.” 

“We may have met. I meet a lot of people. I will talk to him in the conference room so you can work peacefully.” 

I grabbed a notepad and went to the back of the house. As long as I was there, I made a pot of coffee. Coffee and exercise were my fuels of choice. 

I was sitting, making notes about an insurance fraud case we had completed, when Mildred brought Mr. Boudreaux back to me. He was taller than I and built like a linebacker. We exchanged the usual pleasantries. “May I offer you some coffee, Mr. Boudreaux?” 

“No thanks, I never touch the stuff.”

“Mildred, would you like coffee?”

“No, thank you, Mr. Evans.”

“Is there something you need?”

“No, sir.”

“Feel free to go back to your desk.”

Mildred was always tentative, never decisive, about anything. She could type, and she had a pleasant phone voice, but the real reason we had hired her was because we felt sorry for her. Mildred was a single mom and a war widow who needed the job. She helped us out during the busy period between 10:00 a.m. and 3:00 p.m., which allowed her to get to the school in time to pick up her son. I let Sylvia deal with her. I did not have the patience. 

“Okay, Mister.”

He interrupted, “Call me Tony.”

“Hello Tony, I’m John. Tell me what we can do for you.” 

“I want you to investigate me.”


“Come again?”



“My whole life, my background, search my house, go into everything you can find.”

“How far back do you want us to go?”

“All the way to kindergarten.”

“Tony, that is going to be very expensive. May I ask why you want to be investigated?”

“I want to go into politics, and those muckrakers in the press will comb through my garbage if you won’t. And they will put it on the front page. I want to know what you find and face it head-on.”

“Wouldn’t you already know?”

“No, and most men can say the same. We see our lives one way, but we never know how others see us. What have I done that maybe meant nothing to me but offended someone else? What have I written or said that could be used against me? I am thirty-eight years old and have never been married, but I have had a lot of drive-by moments. Did I ever father a child?”

As the father of the child of a woman to whom I was not married, I understood more than I could say. 

“I will get you a key to my house. Search it whenever you like. Reporters would not hesitate to go through an open door to search my garbage; I would like you to be just as invasive and vicious.”

“Tony, first, I need a little background. What is your current job?”

“I work in Criminal defence. My office is in Lee Circle. I defend the bad and occasionally the good guys and do my best to get a fair trial for both. You may not remember, but I was the head of the team your wife hired.”

“That day is a little blurry. I’d just gotten married.”

“Your little stunt meant no defence was needed.”

“Let’s get back to you. Do you have any family in New Orleans?” 

“Quite a bit. My immediate family: Mother, Father, and Sister live in the Bywater, but we go back generations, with folks all over Louisiana. My Mom’s folks live in Baton Rouge.”

“Why Politics?”

“Mr Smith Goes to Washington" 

“The movie?”

“To me, it was more than a movie. It was proof that one man can make a difference if he’s willing. I aspire to be that man.”

“That’s noble.”

“So, will you take the case?”

“I will meet with my team and have Sylvia type up a contract and estimate. I will call you when it is ready.”

“Thank you for your time, and just so you know, the story about the chickens is true.”

“What about the chickens?”

“That is for you to find out, detective.” He chuckled at his own joke as he made his exit.

––––––––
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After I had finished briefing Sylvia.

“Mr Evans, this investigation will take many hours. May I make a suggestion?” I nodded. “Mildred and I will call all the people he went to school with. I will source the information from old yearbooks and work with that phone directory. If he is Catholic, he went to Brother Martin, but you need to find out where he went to grade school. You can do the interviews with the folks from his recent past and present. Get a list of every woman he has dated and his friends. Call your friend Chase and see who he talks to at the courthouse, and check out any controversial cases. I have decided we are hiring you a junior detective, an apprentice. These insurance cases keep us hopping, and you are the only legs in the business. If you have to do a full background check, you won’t be around to help with anything else. The only question is, do you want to choose, or should I run the interviews?”

“You run the interviews. I want our trainee to know who he is really working for, and if he can’t take orders from a black woman, he can’t work here.”

We heard voices in the front office and went to see who Mildred was talking to. It was Sioban. “I wanted to see if I could take my husband to lunch.”

Sylvia responded. “He can go, but you have him back in an hour. We have a big job to do.”

We took a walk over to Brennan’s. It belonged to the same family as Commander's Palace, yet I was a first-time diner there. 

“Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Evans. Your table is ready.” The maitre d’ did not ask for our names or reservations. Either he recognised me from the papers, or Sioban was a regular. 

“Come here often, Mrs. Evans?” I asked. 

“I do, sir; they make a delicious turtle soup. Tell me, what big job has Sylvia in such a state?”

“Tony Boudreaux wants us to investigate him. He has decided to enter politics. He needs to know if anything out there can hurt him.”

“He led my legal team before you had the brilliant idea of marrying me.”

“That was a brilliant idea. I will start with you. Tell me what you know about Tony.”

“He came up with the insanity defence for me. He wanted to claim that your investigation put so much strain on my mental capacity that it had caused temporary insanity. We had already lined up a string of doctors to demonstrate how this was possible, and then you ruined it all by falling in love with me.”

“Need I remind you this began as a marriage of convenience?”

“That was your excuse, but you found me irresistible the moment we met.”

“You are correct, Mrs Evans.”

“I thought you would take me to bed that first day, but you showed remarkable restraint.”

“That was foolish of me.”

“Foolish and unnecessary.” 

“Had I only known.”

Even the food did not completely distract me from the flirtation. I loved my wife, and I strongly suspected the feeling was mutual. 

When I got back to the office, Sylvia had prepared a questionnaire for our candidate that did indeed go back to kindergarten. In addition to listing his relatives, she asked for friends' names, classmates, neighbours, girlfriends, short and long-term clients, and clients whose cases he lost. I drove to his office to drop off the questionnaire, leaving instructions with his secretary to ensure he did it today so I could begin this investigation in earnest tomorrow. 

Sylvia had been trying to get me on an early morning gym schedule so I could be in the office by 9:00 a.m. sharp. The best I could manage was to be up in time to have coffee at home before driving to the office and making more coffee. As always, I snuck off to the gym. The place tended to be too crowded in the evenings, and I liked my afternoon breaks. I lifted, swam, then went into the sauna to bake. Who should I spy but Tony Boudreaux? He, too, had the gorilla gene. 

“I just dropped off an extensive questionnaire. It will take time, but fill it out as completely as possible.”

“Will do.”

“Tony, how long have you been a member here?”

“I just met Michael today and signed up. I hear this is the place to be if you need to know the uptown crowd with money to donate.”

“Be careful. That money has long strings attached. I forgot to ask, but what office are you running for?”

“The Gubernatorial primary is happening on January 18, 1949. Which gives you time to investigate me and me time to throw my hat in the ring.”

“With no political connections, why not try for city council first?”

“City council is not high-profile enough for me, given my aspirations. I may not have a chance, but a senate seat is opening, and people will know my name by then. That’s why I am running now, just to get my name out there.”

We showered, said our goodbyes, and I went back to the office. 

The moment I stepped inside, Sylvia began, “I hope the gym cleared your head, Mr. Evans. I have three phone calls you need to make. We have some background checks where the men won’t confide in a woman, especially not a black woman. Bosses want to talk to bosses.” 

“Yes, Ma’am, I will take care of it immediately.” 

Using the phone in the kitchen, I was able to make calls and coffee simultaneously. I had purchased the new Sunbeam coffee master, which produced enough brew for the office and guests, but Sylvia would not touch coffee in the afternoon, so I did not fill it. I kept trying to cut down on the caffeine and failing. 

After the calls, Sylvia and I went over the books. We could afford an apprentice detective, which was good because Sylvia had already placed the ad in the paper. 

​Calling All Sharp Minds! Detective Apprentice Wanted!

Do you yearn for the thrill of the chase? Does the truth call to your relentless spirit? Are you tired of pushing pencils when you were born to walk the mean streets?

The Evans and White agency seeks a bold and inquisitive individual for a unique opportunity as a detective's apprentice!

No experience necessary! Just bring your:


●  Eagle eyes: Can you spot a clue a mile away?

●  Steely resolve: Unfazed by danger, fueled by justice.


●  Swift feet: Keeping up with the boss is no walk in the park.


●  Sharp wit: Cracking codes and charming witnesses are your forte.


●  Discreet lips: Secrets are our bread and butter.






Rewards:


●  Invaluable experience: Learn from the best in the business.

●  Unforgettable adventures: Every day is different in this line of work.


●  Opportunity for advancement: Show your mettle and become a detective yourself!



Don't dream of solving mysteries; live them!

Apply now! Come to our office tomorrow afternoon prepared with a brief letter detailing why you're the perfect fit for this thrilling opportunity. Only the determined need apply!

I saw the ad in the morning paper. It was not in the classifieds; she had placed it as a quarter-page feature. The expense could be justified; it was as much an ad for our services as it was for an apprentice. As I was running out the door, the phone rang. It was Michael Laurine, the manager of the New Orleans Athletic Club. After helping me establish myself in this new world, we had become friends. 

“I am ready to quit my job and work for you, Detective Evans. You do have a knack for getting the whole town talking.”

“Sylvia wrote that ad.”

“Just a warning. I drove past your place, and a line was forming outside the door. It looks like half the town wants a thrilling adventure.”

Sioban rose later than I and was just coming downstairs as I was leaving. I kissed her on the cheek. “Give Doris the night off. I will pick up some steaks at Wagner’s and grill them tonight.” 

Mr. Wagner’s son had been involved in a previous case. I became and remained a steady customer since then, and once he had accepted his son’s marriage to a black woman and their subsequent move to Paris, they had reconciled; he often gave me a discount or threw in some extras. His wife ran the bakery part of the business and made the best bread in New Orleans. 

When I arrived at the office, I could not find parking. There must have been 40 men lined up outside the door, and Sylvia had opened the office, so I assumed that a few candidates were already inside. Driving around, I spotted someone pulling out of a spot on Toulouse Street. I parked and walked to my office. Three men were seated on the leather sofa in the front room, and one was at Sylvia’s desk. 

“Morning, Mrs White. Did Mr Boudreaux return his questionnaire?”

She looked up from her interview. 

“Mr. Evans, he just had it sent over.” She handed it to me. “If you don’t mind working from the conference room, I will let you know when I have candidates for you to see.”

I started the coffee. Our client was being more than transparent. He included many details to help us find/contact/screen, and talk to his past lady friends. Several ladies graced the list.

I sat with my coffee, grabbed a phone directory, and looked up numbers. People move on, marry and change names, so I was fortunate to find three listings. 

I knew one name instantly, and I could call without looking up the number. The Times-Picayune's top female reporter, Eliza Jane Sprizzo, appeared at the top of the list. I gave her a call. 

“Eliza Jane here; you have five minutes, Evans. Talk fast.” 

“Tony Boudreaux, tell me what you remember about dating him.”

“We never dated; we fucked. I was already separated from Marvin; we met at the pool hall, shot a few games and went to bed. He was ‌good, much better than most men, so we continued to fuck. He was one of the few men I could bed while sober.”

“He is considering a run for office; anything you know that could harm him?”

“We didn’t go the long, deep conversation route. He makes a good living, has a lovely house, does his own cooking, likes Italian, and has a girl come in weekly for the cleaning. We had good times, but I had to go out of town for a story. I came back, and he had moved on, so I moved on. No harm, no foul.”

“Thanks, Eliza.”

“Wait, is this one or off the record? His running for office, I mean.” 

“Off for now, but if it becomes a story, you will be the first person I call.”

Without saying goodbye, she hung up. She wasn’t being rude. She was being Eliza Jane. 

I wavered between calling and making appointments or using the element of surprise. I decided on appointments. This was a background check, not a murder investigation.

Tony had provided places of work for the women he had met in his career, so I reached out to all three women and set aside some time to see them. All were secretaries in other attorneys’ offices. The attorneys were all prosecutors, and Tony was the defence. It was an angle I would have to check. I needed to ensure he was not pumping these women for case information.

I went to the front room to check in with Sylvia. 

Sylvia stood and handed me a resume. “Mr. Evans, I would like you to meet Jeffrey Douglas. It would be worth your time to speak with him.”

Mr. Douglas was a powerfully built man, short with white skin and blond hair. I shook his hand. “Come back to the conference room with me, and we can chat.” Sylvia handed me his resume.

“Sit down. Would you like some coffee?” 

“I am fine.” Resisting the urge to have more coffee, I sat down opposite him. 

“Tell me what attracted you to this job.”

“I read the ad, and it made me laugh; it was somewhat hyperbolic. Also, it made me think. I was considering law school, but this is within and outside the law. I have seen your picture in the paper and am intrigued to apprentice and learn.”

Looking at his resume, I saw part-time jobs while he was at the university, but nothing since. 

“How old are you?”

“I am twenty-one.”

“You worked for Mr. Wagner over at the butcher shop; what did you do there?” 
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