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New Orleans Item, 5/23/18:




COUPLE HACKED TO DEATH WITH AX IN SLEEP


[image: ]


Joseph Maggio and Wife Slain in Grocery Home During Night
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BROTHER OF MAN IN NEXT ROOM HEARD GROANS
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For the last six years Joseph Maggio, a native of Sicily, has run a small grocery at 4901 Magnolia street, corner of Upperline.


It was a typical establishment of its kind—the grocery in the front and the rooms of Maggio and his wife in the rear. In one of them there also lived Maggio’s brother, Andrew, a barber.


The grocery served a small and mixed clientele, half black and half white. Its receipts were not enormous, but they were sufficient to keep Maggio and his wife in comfort.


HAD NO KNOWN ENEMIES


So far as is known they had no enemies. Born of a farming class, they had attained the distinction of owning a small business—the ambition of nine out of ten immigrants. They had been married fifteen years. Altogether a commonplace, contented couple, with a long and peaceful life ahead of them.


At 5:30 o’clock Thursday morning the police received a telephone call from Andrew Maggio. They should come to Upperline and Magnolia at once. His brother and sister-in-law had been killed.


A squad found the bodies of Maggio and his wife lying in bed, throats and heads cut open by repeated blows from an ax. The story of a wholly murderous intent was told by the fact that, of the dozen blows struck, all but one or two would have been sufficient to kill. But the murderer had wanted to make sure . . .


New Orleans States, 5/24/18:


TERROR:FOUR MEN FALL VICTIM TO BANDITS; ONE LOSES HIS SHOES
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The waylaying of four early-morning pedestrians in three separate holdups in the upper-rear section of the city Friday brought the negro highwaymen but scant returns. For hours a squad of men was busy rounding up negro suspects.


The victims of Friday morning’s holdups are: Charles Lowe, ticket agent at the Union Station; Florin Bodemuller, 16, of 1748 Jackson avenue; Joseph Tolozzio, banana packer for the United Fruit Company; and Richard Boland, newsdealer at Canal and Royal streets.


Lowe had gone to a bakery shop at Clio and Liberty streets, where he purchased two loaves of bread at 2:30 o’clock Friday morning. While waiting for a streetcar, he was approached by a negro, who forced him to throw up his hands at the point of a revolver. The negro took from Lowe thirty cents and compelled him to give up his blue worsted coat.


Bodemuller was returning from a dance at 1 o’clock when a negro held him up with a revolver at Jackson avenue and Brainard street. After taking a Waltham watch and ribbon fob, valued at $30, Bodemuller was forced to remove his shoes, valued at $4.50. The youth was compelled to walk home in his stockings.


Tolozzio and Boland got out of a streetcar at Howard avenue and Carondelet street and were confronted by a negro with a revolver, who forced them to throw up their hands. From Tolozzio the highwayman secured $1.50 and from Boland twenty cents in pennies. Tolozzio and Boland set up cries for help and the highwayman fired a shot at them as he fled.


New Orleans Item, 5/25/18:


BAKERY DRIVER WOUNDED BY NEGRO HIGHWAYMAN
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Victim of a negro highwayman’s bullet, received at 2 o’clock Saturday morning, Theodore Blaum, driver of wa bakery wagon, is in Charity Hospital in a critical condition. Chances of recovery are said to be slight. He was shot in the left breast, the bullet just missing his heart.


Blaum was fired upon without warning as he emerged from an alley in the rear of 1813 Baronne street, where he was delivering bread. After shooting him, says Blaum, the negro took $3 from his clothing. Blaum climbed back on his wagon and drove to the hospital. The negro escaped.


Hours earlier, Charlton R. Beattie, former U.S. district attorney, residing in the De Soto Hotel, was fired upon by a negro highwayman at Coliseum, near First street. He was not injured. Henry Baldwin, president of A. Baldwin & Co., who witnessed the assault from the gallery of his home, was fired upon when he yelled at the footpad. Mr. Baldwin was not hurt. The negro got nothing.


The police believe the man who held up Mr. Beattie is the one who shot Blaum. The descriptions tally. The highwayman is said to be about 25 years old, 5 feet 8 inches, and 135 pounds. He wore a brown shirt and black pants.


The holdups Saturday morning made five “highway jobs” in 48 hours. In all cases the assailant was a negro.


Although the negro held a revolver to his head, Beattie refused to comply.


“I’ll not do it,” he told the robber, when ordered to throw up his hands.


The negro’s loud talk attracted Mr. Baldwin.


“As I came out on the upstairs gallery to investigate the loud talking,” Mr. Baldwin told the police, “I saw a negro pointing a gun to the head of a white man. I hollered to the negro and he backed away and fired two shots.”


Mr. Blaum is married.


New Orleans Times-Picayune, 5/26/18:


AX MURDER SUSPECT RELEASED
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Withstands Grilling by Police Chief
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Andrew Maggio, held since Thursday in connection with the murder of his brother and sister-in-law, keepers of a grocery store at Magnolia street, was released from custody by Superintendent Mooney Saturday night.


“It is terrible that I should be accused of killing my brother when I am innocent,” said Maggio. “I may say something at another time, but I can’t talk about it tonight.”


New Orleans States, 5/26/18:


NEAR DEATH AS BANDIT FIRES IN SIXTH HOLDUP
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Saturday night was no exception to the rule applying to the nightly holdups since Wednesday, during which time six holdups of citizens occurred. In every case the highwayman was a negro who held his victim at bay with a revolver.


The latest highway victim was J. E. Ragan, supervisor for the Illinois Central Railroad at the Union Station.


Mr. Ragan was on his way home shortly after 11 o’clock. When he reached Baudin and Rendon streets, a negro jumped out from a hiding place and commanded Ragan to throw up his hands. Instead of complying, Mr. Ragan leaped forward and grabbed the hand which held the revolver. A struggle followed, during which shots were fired. Fortunately they all went wild. The negro escaped. He secured nothing.


POLICE SQUAD ON SCENE


Armed with riot guns, and led by Senior Captain Capo, a squad of policemen scoured the neighborhood in a vain search.


The highwayman Saturday night did not escape without leaving telltale evidence behind. The police are in possession of a dark slouch hat which remained in the grip of Mr. Ragan, who tried desperately to hold on to the negro until assistance could reach him.


New Orleans Times-Picayune, 5/26/18:


HIGHWAYMAN TAKES CLOTHES
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Another holdup in the series of highway robberies of white persons by armed negroes was reported to the police early Sunday morning. Richard Bray, 17, was relieved of $1.40 and a bundle of clothes, at Banks and Clark streets.


The negro answers the description of the one who, earlier in the night, held up and shot at J. E. Ragan. As in the earlier robbery, the highwayman left his hat in making his getaway.







MAY 26, 1918—THE IRISH CHANNEL


Navies called it instinct. Not sense, skill, talent—instinct. If it wasn’t in you, you couldn’t fake it. How to hear the truth in a lie. How to spot the shark in a crowded streetcar. How to persuade a mother to betray her son. How to locate the trigger that would make a man talk: A full revolution of the wrist? A poke to the baby skin behind the knee? A potato sack cinched around the neck? Most critical: how to figure when a person was lying to your face. In that category he was gallingly deficient. Particularly when the person of interest was a woman. Particularly when the woman was his wife. No, that wasn’t fair—Maze had never lied to him. At least so far as he knew. If Maze had lied to him, he wouldn’t have been able to tell, so what difference did it make? This was how his brain worked, in closed circuits, always questioning itself, questioning itself questioning itself, questioning itself questioning itself questioning itself.


Two police skills Bill did have: observation and memory. They came to him conjoined like the two-headed boy, grinning from both mouths. They were loyal old companions, observation and memory, and had never abandoned him, though in the last year they had been less blessing than curse. Nineteen minutes had passed since he and Charlie Breaux had split from Obitz and Dodson, and he could remember, with photographic clarity, every person he had seen since. On Clio an emaciated bald man driving a peanut wagon, most likely asleep, bent like a tree in a storm. Two women of high school age, though assuredly unenrolled, floated across the intersection at Erato in silk gowns that brushed the rubble. Around the lakeside corner at Thalia loped an ursine man, about thirty, in a long trench coat and dark homburg. And near Terpsichore an unconscious drunk blocked the sidewalk, belly down, his cheek caked with mud. On a typical night the drunk would prompt a call to the butcher wagon. But this was no typical night, for a maniac highwayman was loose.


The stillness of the street was a rebuke. But what did Bill expect? Citizens’ groups on patrol? A marching band? The families in this back-of-town neighborhood, stuck between the rock of the Irish Channel and the whirlpool of Storyville, many of them recently arrived on steamers from Naples or Queenstown, barricaded themselves inside at night, ceding the streets to the drunks, the blackguards, the thieves. Electric streetlamps supervised the major intersections but most of the bulbs had died. It was madness: the city was spending six million dollars on the excavation of a gargantuan canal to connect the Mississippi River to Lake Pontchartrain and it couldn’t bother to maintain its streetlamps? But even when the lamps worked they gave little benefit, as the blocks were long and for great lengths suffocated by night.


Charlie’s bad leg scuffed on the gravel, creating a clumsy percussion that announced their presence to the rows of darkened houses. Step-scuff, step-scuff, step-scuff.


“I don’t like this, Billy,” said Charlie. “It’s hinky.”


“Too quiet? Too dark?”


“Too hinky.”


It was three in the morning. Bill had traveled a full day’s distance from his last sleep. He’d awoken early to provide security at a breakfast rally at City Hall for war bonds; at noon he was summoned to Annunciation and Second Street, where a six-year-old girl had been struck by a streetcar; at five, after registering the girl in Charity Hospital, he reported to the station for a briefing on the all-night patrol for the negro highwayman. That meeting was delayed by three hours, however, because Superintendent Mooney was busy interrogating Andrew Maggio, the brother of the butchered Italian grocer. Mooney made a habit of presiding over the flashiest cases, and before the highwayman spree that meant the Maggio murders. The only suspect was Andrew Maggio, a barber, who claimed to have overheard the slaughter, but he did not break and Mooney had to release him. It was nine before Mooney gave the men their details. Bill and Charlie had patrolled six hours without relief.


“I’m tired,” said Charlie. “My feet are singing.”


“Tired. I don’t remember what that’s like. Tired.”


“It’s like being thirsty in your brain.”


“I moved past tired a long time ago.”


“It is like your feet belong to a stranger.”


Bill felt mainly a panicked restlessness. The knowledge of the lurking fanatic had whittled his senses to a fine point. In the queasy silence of Baronne Street the creaking of Charlie’s bum knee and the ghostly scuffing of his foot and the muddy squelch of Bill’s own trench boots screamed in his ears.


So when the gun fired it was like a thunderstroke.


Another police instinct: run toward gunshots. Bill never had the instinct and even used to puzzle at its existence, but since returning to New Orleans he thirsted for violence and its baptismal promise. Here was his first real chance at it. He followed George downtown, their legs pistoning, ribbons of green slime leaping onto their pants, toward the explosions.


Near the corner of Calliope they came upon two men hugging. The men were sprawled across the step of a shotgun cottage. The larger one—six feet, two hundred pounds—lay on top, his posterior extruding unnaturally. His cap had fallen off and the moon illuminated his bright yellow hair and the gold buttons of his navy jacket. The smaller man was nearly invisible beneath him. Bill realized at once that it was Harry Dodson, being smothered by Teddy Obitz.


“Offa me.” Dodson’s voice was a deflating balloon.


Charlie stopped midstride, an automaton that had lost its electrical charge. “That you, Harry?”


“Get ’em offa me!”


They pulled the large man’s shoulders but Big Blond wouldn’t budge. Harry wheezed terribly.


“Whatsa matter, Big Blond?” said Charlie. “You’re hurting Harry.” The poor bastard was always feebleminded, but when he was scared, he became borderline moronic.


“Teddy’s shot, Charlie.”


“Big Blond is shot?”


They tried again, tugging on Obitz’s stiff giant shoulders. With a grotesque peeling sound, Obitz fell back, his head cracking against the porch column like an ax striking a tree, the sound reverberating in the empty street. Obitz’s blond hair was wet. His eyes were open, staring in disbelief. His chest was sticky with black mess. As was Harry’s.


“You shot too?” said Charlie.


Harry shook his head. He gulped the night deeply and crossed his hands over his ribs, as if to protect them from further insult. “It’s Teddy’s,” he said. “It’s his insides.”


“The man did this,” said Bill. “Where is he?”


Harry coughed, a wet, mucousy cough. He was breathing strangely. He wheezed something that sounded like “telephone.”


“Which telephone?” asked Charlie.


“Down Baronne. Toward the Battlefield.”


That’s all Charlie had to hear. He was off in a sprint—a bowlegged, herky-jerky sprint. That was instinct for you.


With his two comrades sitting on the porch, staring at him—one gasping like a fish, the other dead—Bill knew he should say something, something reassuring. He tried to remember what you were supposed to say but the violence was pulling him. “I promise,” he began. “I promise.”


“Get!” shouted Harry.


Charlie was nearly a block ahead. Bill ran after him and almost immediately stumbled on a broken paving stone, twisting hard to the ground. When he rose, Charlie was gone. This stretch of Baronne had no cuts—the cottages were jammed tight against one another—but when he reached the corner, the intersection was empty. The only sign of life was a cur with a deformed front paw. It walked in a repeating loop, its head bent, its jaw working furiously. To the right, beyond the dog, was Lee Circle. To the left, Union Station Plaza and behind it the Battlefield. Bill stopped, listening. He heard only the cur’s low plaintive whimper. Toward the Battlefield, Harry had said. Bill’s instinct was to go right, toward the sick dog, away from the Battlefield, so he ran left.


Five rows of palm trees ran the length of the grassy plaza in front of Union Station. Electric globes stood on tall black stanchions around its perimeter. The palms cast shadows like long fingers across the lawn. It was an obvious place to hide, within the alleys of the tree-lined plaza, among the broad palm fronds that were like gigantic splayed hands protecting a secret.


Bill waded between the palms, the stiff leaves raking over his cap. A sharp pain shot through his wrist—he was squeezing his revolver too tightly. He transferred the weapon to his left hand and flexed until feeling returned. In his mind he saw Teddy Obitz, sprawled on the cottage porch, staring into infinity. Detective Obitz: the city’s shrewdest investigator, a mentor to Bill before the war, kind, loyal, shrewd, strong. If the violence could claim a man as strong as Obitz, it could claim anyone, and there was no resisting its dark lullaby. It helped to remind himself of that.


He burst into the first alley, gun ready, and swiveled—left, right. Nothing but a smooth rectangular lawn followed by another row of palm trees. He listened for rustling, but the grass muted everything and the silence was a Klaxon in his ears.


He dashed across the lane and into the next line of palms. The gigantic hands parted to admit him. There: across the next alley, a movement. He froze. One of the shadows bent like a beckoning finger. Someone stood not fifteen feet away, screened by a pair of low-hanging fronds. The light from the electric globes barely reached the center of the plaza and Bill squinted into the darkness. It had become very cold. The sky was ashy, the palms blackish green, the grass blue. The fronds across the alley waved again, as if taken by a breeze, but there was no breeze.


“New Orleans Police!” Bill felt cowardly even as he yelled, for he was still hidden behind his own scrum of leaves. But only part of him was here, in the plaza in the middle of New Orleans. The other part of him was in a dark linden forest near the Alsatian border, the branches scratching his face, the burrs sticking in his socks, the blood gavotting in his brain.


The leaves trembled.


“You can’t see me,” said Bill. “But I see you. I am aiming a revolver.”


The frond hands flapped loudly together, applauding. The night was momentarily still. There came another burst of activity and out rushed a black hog.


It was a big bastard, three hundred pounds, its tusks flaring in the moonlight. The flank was banded by harsh silver bristles, the flat forehead was like the back of a shovel, and from the wide, clownish mouth, the jaws extended nearly to its ears. But the hog had no interest in Detective William J. Bastrop. It grunted, a sound like an air horn, as if to underline the point. It hurtled down the aisle toward Baronne. Bill watched it hop over the curb, its rump falling and rising as it trotted away. He placed his hand on his chest and pulled it away, as from a blazing panhandle, when he felt the hammer of his heart. He decided he would like to sit in the soft grass below the palm tree, to lean against the trunk and sleep until it was tomorrow. He wanted to sleep there very much.


“Bill!”


The voice was distant but clear. It came from downtown. One navy instinct he did have: when his partner called out, he ran to him. Bill sprinted down the alley to the back of the plaza. He broke right, down Rampart.


“Bill!” Charlie’s voice was still faint—at least a block away.


He came to the terminus of the New Orleans Canal. He was fully exposed here, but could see nothing. He continued down Rampart, past the Texas Gas Station on Julia Street, and came to a work yard that occupied a full square block. The sign said LOUISIANA DEMOLISHING COMPANY, HECTOR SCHMITZ, PROP. The gate was open. Beyond it stood a huge pile of amputated cypress trees, each trunk easily seventy feet long.


Behind this great wall of lumber came an agonized shriek.


“He’s loose!” screamed Charlie.


Bill prepared himself. He squatted slightly to lower his center of gravity, raised his weapon, and prayed wildly in his mind.


In a frenzied flurry a form whirled into view from behind the wall of trees, mewling incoherently, and for a moment Bill wondered whether it wasn’t again the snorting hog attacking him, eyes wide and crazed. The silence became very loud in his ears, the Klaxon revving up until Bill suspected he had gone deaf.


Bill noticed that the right part of the highwayman’s face had fallen off. The man stumbled and raised one arm. His hand rotated as if unscrewing an invisible lightbulb. The revving grew even louder, climaxing in a series of detonations.


Everything went still.


Charlie’s disembodied voice came from behind the lumber. “You get ’im?”


Bill tried to form words.


Charlie crept into view. “He must’ve got nervous when he heard you,” he said, approaching tentatively. “He was sleeping when I found him.”


“He was asleep?”


“He’s sure sleeping now.”


There were footsteps behind Bill.


“New Orleans Police Department!” someone shouted. “Yay! NOPD!”


“It’s us, Harry.” Charlie raised his hands. “Bastrop and Breaux.” Charlie gestured at Bill to lower his revolver.


He saw that he was still pointing it at the body on the ground.


Bill turned to find Harry Dodson’s silhouette edging through the gate, followed by Harry himself. Harry looked minuscule in the wide factory entrance. He had shed his bloody jacket but still wore his cap. That’s funny, Bill thought. A tiny navy in his undershirt with a cap but no uniform. That’s a funny sight.


Harry approached, relaxed by the sound of Charlie’s voice. But he lurched violently when he saw the corpse. He bent over it, tentative. He knelt. He peered into what remained of its face. He seemed baffled.


“That’s him, right?” said Bill.


Harry Dodson, his mouth contorted in a jagged rictus, turned to look up at Bill.


“Harry? That’s him, isn’t it? The guy shot Big Blond?”


It wasn’t confusion on Harry’s face, Bill realized. It was horror.


“That’s him, Harry—isn’t it?”


“Billy,” said Charlie.


Bill ignored him. He wished Harry would speak.


“Harry?” said Bill, louder. “Isn’t that him? The highwayman?”


His own voice sounded strange in his ears, as if it were coming from another person. Was it coming from another person? From the body on the ground? The more he thought about it, the more certain he became. Yes, the body spoke to him. While Charlie gaped idiotically and Harry, solemn now, stared at Bill, the dead man screamed out of the half of his mouth that remained. He pleaded through his bloodied broken teeth, screaming, “That’s him—isn’t it, Harry? That’s the highwayman who shot Big Blond. Isn’t that right, Harry? Harry?”


MAY 26, 1918—UPTOWN


A fat red-haired fellow stood at the entrance to the alley. His bearing—stooped posture, smug arms crossed over the swollen chest, a smirk, just visible in the streetlamp’s pale gumdrop light—exuded a cool self-assurance, as if he and Isadore had made a plan to meet right here, next to the garbage barrels in the middle of the 2100 block of St. Charles Avenue, at exactly 4:09 a.m., and he was mightily looking forward to their parley. Isadore flashed the palms of his hands, the palest skin on his body. They were trembling; he jammed them into his pockets. He gave a silent prayer in gratitude for having been spotted from a hundred yards away and not surprising the man by coming up behind him. Isadore concentrated on maintaining an even stride, holding eye contact, and resisting the urge to run. As he stepped into the streetlamp’s penumbra he forced a large, supplicatory smile.


“Sir.” Isadore nodded, two stiffs passing each other on the way to work.


“I don’t know you.” The Paddy seemed very pleased with himself, as a toddler might be pleased at forming a full sentence.


“I can see what you’re thinking,” said Isadore. St. Charles was so silent that he could hear the vibration of the iron streetcar tracks against the gravel, though the streetcar itself was not yet in sight. “You’re wondering if I’m up to something.”


“Something.” He was almost exactly the same diameter as the garbage barrels beside him. “There’s been some business with a Negro highwayman. Maybe you heard.”


“I stay right here,” lied Isadore. “Down the block.”


“That so.”


“I’m puzzled,” he said daringly, “that I haven’t seen you around yet.” He wondered where Bailey was. He hoped Bailey had been smart enough to go home when they parted, at the first sight of the police, that he hadn’t kept chasing down bakery-truck drivers like a stray dog. “I’ve been staying here nearly a week.”


“At whose pleasure?”


“My old lady works for some gentlefolks here.”


“Which folks?”


Isadore laughed—too loudly perhaps, but the laughter was the only channel for his rage. It often went like that with him, the terror, unexpected and sudden, slipping into rage. It was enraging to be scared all the time. Enraging and also exhausting, being perpetually alert to mortal threats that might be triggered by the crime of walking on the wrong street, looking at the wrong person, saying the wrong thing or saying the right thing with the wrong inflection. Not to mention being the wrong color, or no color, not quite white enough to pass, not dark enough to be invisible. But in those moments when he came face-to-face with his fear—face-to-face with a red-faced Paddy on a dark night on New Orleans’s whitest street, who had legal sanction to kill him—he felt something close to relief. Nothing bad could happen anymore. It was already happening. The awareness soothed his fear, which is to say his rage, and his mind focused.


He could not reveal that he was visiting his wife because if the Tiltons found out they would fire her. He could not run because the watchman would shoot. He could not head back to the Battlefield, into the dragnet, nor continue blindly into the night, now that he’d said he stayed down the block. He could not do anything. It was a familiar feeling.


He imitated the watchman, crossing his arms over his chest, to create the impression that he was in no rush either—that he wouldn’t mind chatting until sunup. With his right hand, concealed beneath his left elbow, he felt through his jacket for the butt of his revolver, tucked into the rolled-up waistband of his trousers. Its heft reassured him and he told his next lie.


“I call them Sir and Missus, to be honest.” Isadore gave his voice a singsongy lilt and despised himself for it, picturing a shoeblack executing a buck-and-wing. “That is,” he said, “when I have the chance. I keep unfriendly hours, on account of my trade.”


The watchman nodded. “What’s that?”


“Sir?” Isadore snuck a glance at the alley. It wasn’t ten yards away. Halfway down the alley was the back entrance to the Tiltons’ house.


“You work nights.”


“I play the honky-tonks, sir.” Isadore recognized his mistake as soon as he heard himself say it. Most of the tonks were in the District or the Battlefield. He might as well have said he ran prostitutes, played cotch, cut cocaine. He might as well have said he was an accomplice to the highwayman.


The Paddy’s grin stayed frozen but his eyes sharpened, a photograph developing in a chemical bath.


“When I’m not working my regular gigs, at least,” said Isadore. The sound of his own voice made him want to vomit. “The New Orleans Country Club,” he lied. “Economy Hall. On the weekends you can find me at Spanish Fort, playing at the gentlefolks’ picnics. Cornet man, myself. Just about blowed my brains out tonight.”


“Jass.” The man spat. “ ’S’not music.”


“No, sir. But it’s a living.”


“Where’s your instrument?”


Now that was a good question. The watchman’s ghastly grin stretched a bit wider, the streetlamp notching shadows in the creases of his cheeks. The streetcar tracks hummed louder. Isadore made a show of looking down at his arms, as if surprised to realize that he wasn’t holding his horn. The weight of the Webley & Scott tugged on his hip.


“Mr. Webley, at the Country Club?” he said blindly, crazily. “Mr. Webley holds our instruments overnight so we don’t have to carry them home.” Isadore was speaking quickly—too quickly, perhaps—and might have kept going had the watchman not poked a stubby forefinger into his own eye. He dug around the socket, as if trying to carve out the eyeball.


“I got something in here,” mumbled the Paddy. “Something what won’t get out.” Isadore tried to master his disgust while the man dug deeper into his skull with his filthy finger. “Doctor prescribed silver nitrate. But with the salary I draw from the neighborhood association . . .” He kept digging. The tracks rumbled; the next streetcar couldn’t be five blocks away. Undoubtedly navies would be on the streetcar. The police were fanning wide tonight.


“Sir, how much does the medicine cost?”


“Oh?” said the Paddy, removing his finger. Isadore could swear the finger was covered with a waxy residue. “I expect it’ll take about a dollar.”


It was a trick. If Isadore took out a bill, he would renew the man’s suspicion.


“Would you allow me to make a donation to the eyeball fund?” Isadore reached into his pocket, past his roll, and scooped out the coins. “Here’s seventy-two cents. It’s everything I got.”


The watchman gave an irritated grunt but accepted the money. “C’mon. I’ll see you home.”


“I know the way. I’ll let you continue with your rounds.”


“Don’t be ridiculous. It’s a dangerous night. You said you lived on this block?” He paused. “Or are you down the alley?”


The men stared at each other for some time.


“Down the alley.”


With a magnanimous gesture, the Paddy indicated that Isadore should lead.


The alley, which ran between the delivery entrances of grand houses, was littered with broken things: a cracked cistern, a dismantled pram, a splintered palette stamped RIZZO’S GROC. He saw his lifeless body lying facedown in the alley, another broken, discarded thing. The Tiltons’ door was the fourth down, maybe twenty paces away. Isadore gripped hard the barrel of the revolver. In the moonlight, puddles of sewage, swarming with mosquitoes, glowed green. A rat glanced up from a nest of chicken bones, rubbing its paws like a wino before a fire. If the watchman struck him down, would the rats find his body before Orly did? The Paddy was so close behind him that Isadore could smell the gin on his stubble. He could hear the man’s watery exhalations. Without thought Isadore twisted and swung the gun barrel into the watchman’s rheumy eye. There was a loud pop and the watchman fell sideways to the ground. He didn’t move. Panic electrified Isadore. It told him: Move.


Within a heartbeat he was at the small back door to the Tiltons’ manor. He glanced once behind him—the watchman remained motionless on his back—and swung the door open. His wife’s amazed face stared back at him. She stood wrapped in a thick brown muslin bathrobe cinched at the waist with a lanyard.


“Izzy!”


“Don’t speak.” He closed the door behind him. “Does this lock?”


“It don’t lock,” she whispered. “What are you doing here?”


In the middle of the tiny room a copper lantern stood on a doll-size table covered with green oilcloth. The lantern cast onto the walls the roiling waves of a black ocean.


“Turn off the light,” he said.


“Why are we whispering?”


“I came to surprise you. A night watchman saw me, got suspicious.”


“Mr. Boyle. Where is he?”


Isadore snuffed the lantern and returned to the door, listening for movement. He heard nothing but his own shallow breathing. In the moonlight he took in Orly’s room for the first time—he had dropped her off before, using the alley, but had never dared to enter. The ceiling wasn’t seven feet high. A narrow bed lay against one wall, the sheets rumpled. A tiny brown oval rug covered the remaining floor space. Despite its size, the room was meticulously clean. At the back, between the doll table and the bed, a door connected to the main part of the Tiltons’ house. He was touched to see that Orly had mounted above her mattress a torn print of Saint Peter Claver, parrots on his shoulders and an infant in his arms.


“We’re clear,” Isadore said finally. Even if the man, Boyle, came to, he’d have no idea where Isadore had gone. He’d have to assume that Isadore ran out the other side of the alley.


“Why did you come here?”


“I wanted to see you.”


Orly gave him a serious look.


“I guess I was excited after the show. We were on it tonight. I tell you, it was getting Spanish in there. Real Spanish talkers, the bunch of us.”


Orly slapped his mouth.


“How stupid do you got to be?” She caught herself raising her voice and repeated herself in a whisper. “How stupid do you got to be?”


Isadore rubbed his mouth. A wave of exhaustion overtook him. He leaned back on the table for support.


“You almost died.” She said it matter-of-factly. Her brown eyes—normally so open, warm, erotic—narrowed to slits. “Mr. Boyle is a savage.”


“Come.”


She gestured behind her, presumably toward the nursery, where the two Tilton children slept. “You know how easily I can get fired?” He noticed that, despite her anger, she was trembling. She never trembled. She sat heavily on the bed. “I love you, Izzy, but you’re bringing evil home with you.”


“The watchman doesn’t know I’m here.”


“Forget Boyle. It’s not hard to find someone to wash children’s behinds. If the Tiltons come to suspect I have a man coming around, even if he is my husband—”


He sighed. Lately she had begun to place emphasis on that word. Whether conscious or not, it conveyed a subtle indictment, to the effect that he wasn’t holding up his marital duties: bringing home sufficient money to support his family, to be precise. “It was a long night at Savocca’s,” he said, “and the streets being so wild—”


She shot him a wrinkled, pinching look. “You were at Joe Savocca’s tonk?”


“—with the highwayman on the loose, but I don’t worry about that so much as the navies, there’re more of them than termites tonight, fanned out looking for any black son of a bitch they see walking the streets.”


“This morning you said Ferrantelli’s.”


“Savocca’s. Anyway, you should’ve seen Sore Dick . . .”


She let him talk himself out of breath. She had been looking forward to bawling him out all right and she was going to take her time with it. But he wasn’t about to make it easy for her. He reminded himself, halfheartedly, that he had done nothing wrong. At least nothing wrong to Orly. He had taken up with Bailey for her, after all. Not that he could tell her that.


“I figured it’d be stupid to walk through the Battlefield. Besides, I didn’t want to scare your mother coming home so late. Besides, I wanted to see you.”


She nodded patiently, languorously—no doubt the same gesture she used with the Tilton kids when they made excuses for their cretinism. “You were playing at Savocca’s,” she said in a reasonable voice.


“That’s what I said.”


“Where’s your horn?”


“Funny, that’s what the Paddy said.”


“What’s that?” She sniffed—a bit melodramatically, it seemed to Isadore. “Smells like the gutter.”


It wasn’t the gutter, but she was close. It was fear—similar to sweat but stiffer, like a toxic mushroom.


She shook her head. “Get out.”


“What?”


“Go out the other end of the alley.”


“What about the watchman?”


“You said it. He’s either passed out or he’s gone.” She rubbed her stomach absently. That was another new habit she’d been developing. It made her look as if she were hungry all the time. “This job’s the only steady money we have.”


“Dick agreed to take my horn. He lives across from Savocca’s. The cornet’s with Dick.”


She paused, trying to read him. “All right,” she said at last, her tone softening. She rose from the bed. “Give me your jacket.”


“Thank you, baby.” He removed the jacket and handed it over. He unbuttoned his shirt. He really did feel exhausted. He could have slept standing up, leaning against the wall. Given the size of her bed, that might be the only place for him. “We were Spanish tonight, I’m telling you. Just a bunch of regular Spaniards. We stormed. We thundered and lightninged. We tornadoed. I’m telling you, people are starting to understand.”


When he glanced up she was holding his roll. She had tossed the jacket onto the bed. The pockets were turned inside out.


“It must have been a hurricane if you made eleven dollars in tips.”


“Orly.”


“I know you play better than anyone in this town. But eleven dollars?”


“We raised Cain.”


“You’re bringing some bad business home with you. Home to us.”


“Baby—”


She pointed to the door.


“To go where?”


“To my mother’s house. Or anywhere else you go. I’m tired.”


He wondered what she would do if he just fell onto the ground and started to snore. Probably she would beat on his head until he woke up.


She stuffed the wad back into the pocket and held the jacket out as if it were a garbage bag containing a dead rodent. He slumped toward her but she sidestepped him, dropping the jacket onto his shoulder. He bent for a kiss and she jerked her face away. Her eye was wet.


“I suppose you didn’t go see about the canal,” she said, looking away.


He froze. He didn’t know what she was talking about.


“I’m not just making words over here.”


“You said a canal?”


“The dig, Izzy.”


Right. Several days ago she’d handed him a classified ad, clipped from the Tiltons’ copy of the Times-Picayune. Men were wanted for a major industrial project at the eastern edge of the city. They were digging a river. It would connect the Mississippi to the lake, crossing the city at its narrowest point, in the Ninth Ward. It promised to be filthy, grueling work. He was too defeated to lie anymore.


“I haven’t asked about the dig. I will. I promise.”


Orly walked past him to the door. She placed her hand on the knob—and hesitated. With a surprising nimbleness, a bird hopping from one branch to the next, she pulled back the doily that covered the small blue transom window and just as quickly released it. She covered her mouth to stop herself from screaming.


Isadore approached and slowly lifted the doily. There, on the other side of the door, not four feet away, stood the fat man. One of his eyes was closed and puffed over. He cocked his head, listening.


“I’ll kill him,” said Isadore beneath his breath.


She put her hand over his mouth.


They stood in the dark, staring through the threadbare doily at the silhouette of the man’s derby, a hillock of darkness darker than the night. Had Boyle heard them? Inside Isadore the fear spread like mildew.


“The kids don’t wake until seven at the earliest,” Orly whispered. “The Rizzo’s Grocery truck comes at six. I know the driver, Reginald.”


“How?”


“Shhh.”


“How you know driver Reginald?”


“He delivers the groceries every morning at six o’clock.” She sucked her teeth. “He’ll take you in the back of the truck, hide you under some rice sacks or something. Rizzo’s is at Danneel and Terpsichore. You can walk safely from there.”


She tiptoed away from the window. He heard the springs of the bed creak beneath her weight. He counted to fifteen and looked outside again. Boyle was gone. The Paddy’s derby was bobbing down the alley toward Carondelet Street.


Orly turned to face the wall and Isadore pulled the revolver from his waistband, balling it in his jacket. It wasn’t exactly a goose-down pillow but it would serve and he needed easy access in case Boyle returned. The floor was hard but it beat to hell the crumbling cot in the room he shared with Orly and her mother on Liberty Street.


“Orly,” he said, “I’m going to do it.”


“He didn’t hear us.”


“I’m not talking about the watchman. I’m talking about the Slim Izzy Quartet.”


“I know, honey,” she said, after a pause. “I know you will.”


“We’re just about there. Lot of people come in Savocca’s. Kid Ory last week. George Baquet comes between gigs at the Funky Butt. Then there’s the bookers—from the Country Club, Jackson Hall. Even the advance man from the Butt, looking for new acts. They just have to hear me.” He was surprised at the urgency in his voice. Orly, judging by her silence, was surprised too. But he felt it powerfully, the desire to prove his greatness. He wasn’t convinced, despite Orly’s praise, that he had even proved it to her, not yet. He carried the secret of his genius like a bellyache. He felt relief when he played but it was never enough relief, and too many things kept trying to pull him away from the music: money trouble, the tone of his flesh, the human hostility to original sound.


“Why are you on the ground?” said Orly.


“Figure if I lie across the doorway, Mr. Boyle won’t be able to force it in.”


She sucked her teeth. The bedsprings creaked. Isadore could see, through the darkness, that Orly was rubbing her stomach.


“I’m sorry,” he said. “Orly, I’m sorry.” In his mind he heard an echo of Boyle’s eye socket popping.


“Don’t say sorry,” said Orly quietly, “when you know how much I love you.”


“I’m going to work the dig. And I’m going to get some big shows.”


“Hm.”


“I’m lying here on the floor begging you, woman.”


“You’re lying all right.”


“Begging your mercy.”


She gave a low laugh. “All right, rough boy.” Her voice was so quiet he had to strain to hear it. “Come get onto this bed.”


MAY 26, 1918—HEINEMANN PARK


Pels salivaballer Dick Robertson, unbeaten in his first six starts, will put his perfect record to the test against the Little Rock Travelers in today’s tilt between the Southern League’s two top squads. How to win a ball game off the Pelicans with “Robby” on the hill: this is the conundrum that none of the Pels’ rivals have mastered. “A lucky victory,” said the Mobile Bears, on April 21, after being held to five hits and zero runs; “fortune flew with him,” said the Birmingham Barons, whose nine hits came to naught on April 27, and who did no better five days later (“luck was a rueful chippy this afternoon”). From the Memphis Chicks, the Chattanooga Lookouts, and the Nashville Vols, the same response, the sentiment more pathetic with each iteration. Robby is now the leading pitcher in the Southern League and undoubtedly at the top of his form, the slender spitballist flinging better than at any point in his career—and at a discount no less, as Prexy Heinemann purchased him off the Barons for a piddling five hundred dollars in advance of the 1917 season. But today Robby draws his toughest challenge yet in Kid Elberfeld’s Travelers, who will send out Ham Hyatt, Bob Fisher, and Dutch Distel: batters that will not be easily intimidated by the saliva-ball expert.


And what a glorious day for a ball game—pale blue heavens, high sun, a casual breeze off the Mississippi—so glorious that even Detective Bill Bastrop, emerging from beneath the grandstand, was momentarily distracted from his inner seethings. The sight of Heinemann Park’s vast grassy atrium restored in him the old boyish excitement. The Pelicans arrayed across the outfield, lazily warming up in their cream uniforms, their left breasts stamped with a baseball framed by the Star of David. Dick Robertson, cap doffed, flannel jacket loose on his shoulders, chatted to a small crowd of women along the third-base grandstand. The colors were sharp, the air bright, having been scrubbed by the storm. Rising heat, full sky—nowhere to hide.


This was reassuring as Bill had begun to suspect that things were hiding from him. Strange things, hiding in plain sight, glimpsed in his peripheral vision. When he squinted at St. Louis Cathedral, it transfigured itself into the Ypres belfry tower; the ghost of Leonard Perl of the 69th Regiment stared with his one eye from a passing streetcar; a black cur in Lafayette Square, at least until Bill turned to look at it directly, had walked upright on its hind legs like a man, as if only to mock him. He had seen an identical dog, with the same white snub nose, striding briskly through the Forest of Purroy at the end of his tour, but he had assumed then it was a product of his wartime delirium. Now he wasn’t certain.


Surely there could be no tricks of sight in Heinemann Park on such a clear bright day. Bill was relieved to spot Maisie immediately, or at least her wide yellow straw hat, a purple iris fastened to the brim. She sat in the box behind the Pelicans’ dugout, alone in the last seat of the row, which had been reserved for the soldiers and their guests. It might have been the fatigue—it was probably the fatigue—but the sight of that great big hat on her small delicate head made him want to weep. An innocent woman, bursting with so many contradictions and obscurities it was a wonder she could get out of bed. When he came up behind her he lifted the hat straight off her head, causing her to whirl around in shock. He laughed and handed it back to her.


“Billy.” She frowned. “You pulled out my hairs.” With a dainty, almost comically refined gesture, she smoothed her thin brown hair over her white ears, gleaming like cockleshells, and rebalanced the hat on her head. “I got enough problems.”


When she’d first showed him, not long after his return, the clumps that collected like miniature hassocks of dead grass on her pillow, he’d tried to reassure her. Hair came out; it was a natural process. But the tangles that appeared on her pillow grew denser. She’d tried every scalp bath ballyhooed in the newspaper columns: Knowlton’s Danderine, Honic’s Baldpate Tonic, Frenchy’s Follicle Cure. Her hats, meanwhile, grew larger and wider, until he couldn’t sit beside her unless he arranged himself at a cockeyed angle. She attributed the hair loss to anxiety—first the anxiety of failing to find a job, later the anxiety of being yelled at, by her boss at the law office of Dufour and Janvier, for misfiling meal receipts. Bill didn’t argue but he didn’t think she had it right, exactly. Anxiety may have plucked out her hairs—and inscribed inky lines beneath her eyes and flattened her belly until the ribs started to show—but it wasn’t her anxiety. It was his.


Bill once read a story about a man whose outward appearance never changed even as he defiled his body with liquor, drugs, and criminal sex. But a painting of the man, hidden in his attic, revealed the toll of his behavior, becoming bloated, liver-spotted, diseased. Bill wondered whether a similar transference was taking place in his marriage. His appearance had barely changed since he’d left for basic training. He returned from Europe the “same old Billy Bastrop”—that’s what everyone said. But Maze had altered significantly and their reunion seemed only to accelerate the transformation. She wasn’t going to pieces or anything, but she had suffered a more gradual, elusive transformation. It was as if she were being poisoned by his nightmares. He hadn’t told her what had happened in the Forest of Purroy in any detail—she couldn’t possibly comprehend—but a wife could intuit evil. Once she learned what had occurred that morning at the Louisiana Demolishing Company, whatever was changing inside her would only change faster.


“It’s glorious,” she said.


“It is a strange green, the field.”


“You can scream as loud as you want and nobody looks at you funny.”


“You can be as silent as you want and nobody looks at you funny.”


“You didn’t sleep,” she said, noting his rumpled uniform, the dried mud on his pant cuffs. His bloodshot eyes. “Again.”


“How can you tell?”


“You’re the same color as the sand.”


He followed her eyes to the manicured diamond, with its smoothly raked base paths. They were also a peculiar hue, a grayish white. It wasn’t sand, exactly, but silt dredged from the Mississippi at Point Manchac, about a hundred miles upriver, by Jahncke Service, Inc., a sponsor of Heinemann Park. JAHNCKE proclaimed a banner on the left-field fence, the letters bright red against a black background. WE GETS OUR HANDS DIRTY, SO YOU DON’T GOTS TO.


“I intended to come home before the game. But it didn’t fall out that way.”


“I guess I’ll never understand why you have to work nights.”


“Have you seen the papers?”


“I saw the States. ‘U-boat Sunk by the British.’ ‘Wilson Marches for Red Cross.’ ‘Digging of the Industrial Canal, Triumph of the South, Set to Commence.’ ”


A young girl squealed as a ball bounced into the stands several rows ahead. Two boys raced down the aisle, competing with the girl’s father for the ball.


“A navy got killed,” said Bill.


“What?” Maze’s eyes widened. They were still magnificent: hazel, lucid, shielded by long, fluttering lashes.


“Teddy Obitz.”


One of the boys, having crawled beneath a seat to grab the ball, emerged triumphantly, dancing in the aisle.


“The man who trained you? The handsome blond man?”


“They called him Big Blond.”


Maze visibly shuddered.


“He has a wife and two daughters,” Bill heard himself say. The boy threw the ball on a line to the Pelican fielder and whooped with joy. “It was the Negro highwayman who did it.”


Maze had stopped listening. The shudder had intensified into a convulsion of rage. “Just quit, won’t you?”


“You’re right. We don’t need to talk about it.”


“No—quit the Department.”


“Maze.”


“It’s too horrible. I never thought I’d survive the war, but this—it’s an endless war, war forever.”


“I guess I won the war.”


“What is that supposed to mean?”


“I killed the highwayman.” Bill chuckled in a way that he hoped she might interpret as blithely heroic.


He looked out over the field, surveying the players. They tossed baseballs, they joked, they lay on the grass, stretching hamstrings. Yes, thanks to him—and the other navies—these men could play a child’s game under the sun and thousands of complacent citizens could assemble in peace on a Sunday afternoon, worrying about nothing more than the viscosity of Dick Robertson’s saliva. Bill glanced at Maze to gauge the effect of his bravura. Her mouth was twisted all the way to one side.


“What?”


“You killed a man?”


“Not a man. A murderer.”


“Murderers are men too.” She shook her head. “My God. You must be upset.”


“Can’t say I am.”


She paused, studying him. “Why not?”


Someone leaned over and tapped the rim of Bill’s cap. He turned and stared into the damp, grinning face of Captain Thomas Capo.


“Billy Bastrop.” Capo was cleanly shaven and when he removed his cap his black hair was bright with brilliantine. Apparently he had found time to go home this morning, likely while Bill was still in the interrogation room. After an excruciating visit to Obitz’s widow, Eloise, Bill had helped to interview nearly two dozen potential witnesses—anyone they could find outdoors in the Irish Channel between 3:00 and 6:00 a.m. Only two were willing to identify the corpse as the man who had shot Obitz and fled to the Louisiana Demolishing Company. The first was a petty foon with several outstanding warrants. The other was a Spaniard without papers. Bill cleared the warrants and sent a note to a friend in Immigration. But the witnesses’ statements were merely corroborative and would have had no value were it not for the testimony of Obitz’s partner.


A navy of fourteen years experience, Harry Dodson understood that he needed to give a clean account, and quickly. Not only for Bill—he didn’t owe Bill a thing—but for the Department, for the easily panicked public, for Captain Capo and Superintendent Mooney, and, most of all, for Obitz’s widow and little girls. At the Obitzes’, after Dodson and Bill had delivered the news, Teddy’s eight-year-old, Carrie, insisted on giving them a tour of her father’s war garden, proudly listing the names of the exotic vegetables they were cultivating for Uncle Sam: chard, salsify, kohlrabi. The whole business was unsettling, frightening. After a painful half hour in which Carrie explained fertilization strategies and canning processes, Dodson mentioned delicately that he had to return to the station. Carrie burst into tears. It was a grim tableau: Dodson standing in the doorway of his fallen partner’s house; Carrie, sobbing, tugging on his legs; Mrs. Obitz, sobbing, tugging on Carrie’s legs.


If Dodson said that the man Bill had shot was the highwayman, and Captain Capo was satisfied, then Bill figured he ought to be satisfied too. He rose to greet his boss.


“Captain Cap.” Bill smiled tightly. “Have you met my wife, Maisie Bastrop?”


Bill was relieved to see that Maze had recomposed her face into a pantomime of polite expectation.


“You war heroes.” Capo shook his head. “You always attract the most fetching female company.”


Bastrop noted that he hadn’t used the word beautiful. It was a precipitous fall from beautiful to fetching and Maze had tumbled the full distance in less than seven months. Not that fetching was unlovable, or undesirable. Fetching was wonderful. But there was a distinction.


Capo—stout, firm, with professional creases around his mouth and a purple liver spot beneath his left eye, the same size as the eye—touched Bastrop’s shoulder.


“Give us a sec, would you?” said Bill.


Maze seemed relieved to turn back to the field. She appeared to give her attention to it fully, as if instead of pepper and lazy games of catch it were the ninth inning of a tie game, runner in scoring position, two outs, full count.


“The teenagers,” Capo was saying, as he steered Bastrop up the aisle, “they were giddy. Never been inside a morgue before.”


“You’re saying that they took suggestions well.”


“Didn’t have to suggest anything. Not in words, that is. The Hun—Bodemuller? He said he was ‘almost positive’ that the Negro on the table was the same who held him up on Friday. And little Richard Bray says, ‘Yah, he looks like the same Negro, but they all look the same if you want my professional opinion.’ ”


Capo gave a vacant laugh. The stress of the last days showed on the captain’s face—his jowls, already pendulous, had begun to melt.


“How long is this going to go?” said Bill. “Not to be ungrateful.”


“You trot out to the mound, throw the pitch, shake some hands. Then you can go home.” Capo again touched Bill’s shoulder. “Superintendent Mooney wanted me to thank you. These are on the house.”


Capo waved two nickels in the air, rubbing them between thumb and forefinger. A Dixie boy promptly appeared by his side and traded him two mugs for the coins.


“I’m happy to represent the company,” said Bill.


“I meant last night.”


“Mooney was pleased?” It was difficult to tell what the boss thought without reading the newspapers. There were rumors he would run for higher office; Mayor Behrman was in his fourth term and aging in dog years. Beside Capo, who possessed the bearing of a career navy—relaxed in his authority, courtly, generous—Mooney could pass for a desk clerk. He was at heart a politician. Before Behrman named Mooney superintendent he had been a railroad executive. It was difficult to credit a man like that.


“He was elated,” said Cap. “Can you imagine if the Negro was loose even a day longer? Mooney asked me to thank you personally.” Capo’s jowls wobbled. “A hero abroad and now a hero at home. Billy, it’s an honor. ’S’really a damn honor.”


Bill forced himself to look directly into Capo’s liquid eyes as they shook hands.


In their row Maze had been joined by two other police wives. Bill recognized one as John Mestre’s wife, a brassy heavyset girl with lips painted bright carmine. She traced Dick Robertson with her eyes. The pitcher removed his jacket and began a light toss with his catcher along the third-base line.


“Wish he wasn’t always licking that dirty baseball,” said the other woman, whose nose twisted upward at the tip, as if its designer had lingered a beat too long with his pen.


“But he does it so delicately. With such affection.”


“Ruth!” The women looked around to see if they had been overheard and turned pink when they saw Capo and Bill at the end of the row, trailed by John Mestre and a man Capo introduced as Okie. Capo raised two more nickels in the air. The wives moved down the aisle to make room and Bill noticed that Maze was being ignored by the other women, who inclined toward each other, laughing conspiratorially.


The Pelicans jogged around the field. Robertson lagged twenty yards behind, escorted by a ball boy. The boy handed him a small jar, from which he took a swig. The jar appeared to contain a white liquid, though Bill knew not to believe his eyes. But Mestre, following Bill’s gaze, had reached the same conclusion.


“Milk!” he said, in amazement. “He’s going to make himself pump ship.” Mestre had been sent back in February after some kind of accident and had yet to recover full use of his hearing. “You cain’t drink milk and run at the same time.”


“It’s probably a chalk potion,” said Okie. “With rejuvenating vitamins.”


“Spoken like an actual Okie,” said Capo. “Milk makes the saliva thick. Old spitballer’s trick.”


Okie scratched his ear. “Maybe it’s both.”


“You cain’t drink milk and run,” said oblivious Mestre. “He’s going to make himself chuckle.”


“You’re not from Oklahoma?” said Bill, turning to Okie.


“I was born the eleven hundred block of Melpomene.” He snorted. “Captain Cap thinks just because he served in Manila twenty years ago that he can bully with actual trenchers. You saw the trenches?”


Bill nodded, a vague gesture that communicated either he was in a trench or agreed that Capo was taking too much license with his manner of address.


“I was at Cambrai.” Cam-bry. “Eleventh Engineers. Got in the way of a tank. It burped boiling metal.” He turned to face Bill for the first time and Bill saw the scar, dark purple, branded across his jaw. It looked like a stovepot with a handle. Or the state of Oklahoma. “My name is Guy.”


“Bill.”


“Bill, I commend you on killing that nigger highwayman.”


“I did what any navy would do.”


Bill glanced down the row but Maze was blocked by the two other wives, who waved their hands and laughed. A cheer rose in the grandstand. Marching down the aisle was a Prussian brigade commander dressed in a field tunic, with rounded back flaps like a skirt, a high collar embroidered by red piping, and turned-back cuffs. The Generalmajor was briefly obscured behind a passing vendor of Broussard’s peanuts and when he reappeared he had been transformed, like a magician’s assistant, into A. J. Heinemann, the Pelicans’ owner, who had begun his pre-game tour of the stadium. A chewed-over stogie protruded from his lip. He twirled a cane and fanned himself with a wad of dollar bills. The fans jeered playfully as he strolled the concourse.


“Cheapskate!”


“Skinflint!”


“Criminal!”


Heinemann grinned and mooned and twirled his cane. Since buying the Pels he’d taken it upon himself to direct the fans’ ire away from the woeful product on the field and onto himself. But now that the Pels were decent—second in the Southern League last year—the boos were lighthearted. Heinemann, noticing the cops, pointed his cane at Capo. The navies rose from their seats.


“Gentlemen,” said Heinemann broadly, the cigar sticking to his lip. A tangerine bounced off his shoulder and caromed onto the field. Heinemann didn’t flinch. “Your sacrifices have conferred honor and dignity upon our great city.”


The big man had thick sticky lips, wide ears, and tiny melancholy eyes that withdrew deep into their sockets, like sea creatures shrinking from sunlight, when he smiled. For his act he had applied kohl around his eyes and rouge on his cheeks like a clown, or harlot.


“Great dignity,” added Heinemann. A grapefruit landed in the small of his back with a juicy thud. Heinemann turned to Bill. “Detective Bastrop, I presume?”


“Yes, sir,” said Capo. “That’s the slob hisself.”


“So you’re the man to stop the highwayman? A heroic act.”


“Thank you, sir.” Heroic! Bill felt a wild laughter chattering inside him.


“These Negroes running wild with guns in our streets,” said Heinemann. “It’s as terrifying a prospect as the human mind can conjure.”


“I did what any New Orleans officer would do, sir.” Bill winced internally.


“That detective.”


“Theodore Obitz,” said Capo. “A damn good man.” He seemed instantly on the verge of tears.


“Wasn’t he the one working on the ax murder?”


“Maggio.” Capo nodded. “The Italian grocer on Magnolia and Upperline. Detective Obitz was overseeing the investigation.”


“This city is plum going to shit.” Heinemann shook his head. “Thank the Lord for people like you, Detective Bastrop. You’re our last line of defense.”


The laughter rose again and Bill could not suppress it but managed, at the last moment, to turn it into a cough that he covered with his fist. Heinemann gave him a scrutinizing look but was distracted by the Six and Seven-Eighths String Band, which had taken up position behind home plate, twanging the first bars of “Clarinet Marmalade.” Heinemann led the officers down the aisle. They had to go slowly because, as Bill noticed for the first time, Mestre walked with a limp; in place of his right foot was a block of wood, secured by leather stirrups. An initial burst of jeers at the sight of Heinemann taking the field tapered once the crowd noticed the navy jackets beside him. Heinemann raised his hand and addressed his stadium in his loudest baritone:
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