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? One

". .. nigger," muttered aman's voice, hoarse in the dark of the dley but very clear.

Benjamin January froze in histracks. Would this, he wondered, be the occasion on which held be hauled
into court and hanged-or, more informally, beaten to death on the public street-for the crime of defending
himsdlf againgt awhite man's assault?

The gas-jet above the American Thester's stage door was out. A misty glimmer beyond the dley's
narrow mouth showed him that the gambling-parlor at the City Hotel on the other side of Camp Street
was gill in operation, and above the wet plop of hooves, the creak of harness, a man's voice sang jerkily
in English about Irdland'sem'rald hills. It was past three and bitterly cold. Even in Carnival season, New
Orleans had to deep sometime.

January consdered turning immediately back to the stage door and retreating through the theater and out
to the street by one of the sSide-doors that admitted patronsto its gdleries or pit. He was abig man-six
feet three-and built on what the dave-dedlers at the baracoons along Baronne Street liked to cdll
"Herculean" lines; he could have taken most assailants without trouble. But he was aso forty-two years
old and had learned not to take on anybody in a pitch-dark aley lessthan five feet wide, especialy when
he didn't know if they were & armed b) white or ¢) done. Words had been uttered: that implied one
auditor at leadt.

But Marguerite Scie, balet mistress of the Theater's new Operacompany, had locked the alley door
behind him. By thistime, sheld have ascended from the prop room on the ground floor to the backstage
regionsimmediately above. She and January had been catching up on seven yearsworth of old times
sincerehearsal had ended at €leven, and January wasn't sure there was anyone else in the building to hear
him pound the door and shout.

And he'd learned that when white men got drunk enough to go around looking for black onesto besat up,
flight was effective only if you were damn sureyou'd get away. It was like escaping from a pack of wild
dogs. If you acted like prey, you'd becomeit.

For atime he stood listening in the darkness.

Anger smoldered in him that he'd even contemplate flight. In Peris, where held lived for sixteen years,
he'd been assaulted once or twice, coming home late from night surgery a the Hetel Dieu. Later, after his
marriage, hed played piano until the small hours at society bals, at the Operaor the ballet jobs that paid
more than ajunior surgeon ever earned-and had walked through darker streets than this. But evenin the
Halesdigrict, or the St. Antoine, few of theloca orgueswere dim-witted enough to take on someone
who bore that close aresemblance to an oak tree.

In New Orleans awhite man would do it-and expect to get away with it-if hisvictim was black.

Music gusted over the dley'srear gate. That led to the stable yard of the Promenade Hotel, and would
be locked, too, at this hour, though the gaming-roomswere still running full-cock. Even in the dack days
of summer, when yellow fever staked the town'sfetid streets, the gamblingrooms were open, and it was
Carniva season now-January couldn't imagine what it would take to close them down.

Another carriage rattled by up Camp Stret, its occupants blowing horns and banging tin pans. The hell
with this. January pulled off hisgloves, shifted hismusic satchel to hisleft hand, and baled hisright into a
fist thesze of acannonbdl. | can dwaystdl thejudge | couldn't tell if they were white or black, inthe
dark. He took off his hat, and that annoyed him, too: if it cameto fighting, he/d probably loseit, and it
was new. The old one had been demoalished by a gang of drunk upriver Kentucky ruffianswho'd
cornered him one night last October on hisway back from playing at abal. Hat and satchel in his|left
hand, right hand freed and ready, heart hammering in his breast, January put hisright shoulder to the
theater wall and moved forward again.

He'd seen no forms silhouetted against the street's dim glow. Only one niche broke the hundred feet of
brick theater wall between him and the aley mouth-the door from which stairs ascended to the daves
section of the gdlery, and the half-tier of boxes reserved for the free colored. He cursed himsdf Why
couldn't he remember if there were two or three doorwaysin the wall of Chaney's cotton yard on the



other Sde, or where they were, after al the times held been up and down thisaley?

Cursed himsdlf, too, for coming back to New Orleans at all-to atown where he could be beaten up by
white men with impunity.

Wondered, for the thousandth time since coming back thirty months ago, why he hadn't stayed in Paris.
Going insane from grief couldn't be that unpleasant, could it?

The creak of boot-leather, in touching-distance of hisown long arm. Stale swest, stae liquor, dribbled
tobaccospit, and long-abiding dirt ...

Besdehiminthe dark. Behind him in the dark. Nothing.

To turn and look, much lessto break into arun, would invite attack. His breeth sounded like abellowsin
hisown ears and his heart like abambouladrum. Nothing.

The dim radiance from the street strengthened before him. Still no squish of striding bootsin the
horse-shitsmelling black stillness at his back. Not even a spit-warm wad of tobacco juice on the back of
his neck. He did out into the flame-dotted murk of Camp Street and turned immediately right, taking
shelter behind one of the marble piersthat flanked the American Theater'sfront Sairs.

At that point, he reflected later, he should simply have crossed the street and made hisway back to his
lodgingsin the old French town on the other sde of Cand Street like agood, uninquiring nigger should.
Then he would have been able to say, with perfect truth, | know nothing of murder, 1 know nothing of
blood, I know nothing of why anyone would crush skulls or burn buildings or try to kill me and my friends
inthedark. . ..

But the circumstance of not being attacked-not even spit on-by at least two drunk river-rats at threein
the morning in aback aley was so unusua that January set his hat and music-satchel safely out of the
way on the marble steps, settled himself farther back into the pier'sinky shadow, and waited to see who
they were after.

Andin doing so, dmost certainly saved L orenzo Belaggio'slife.

The eight gas-lampsthat so brilliantly illuminated the theater's facade earlier in the night-its owner, James
Caldwdl, was aso part owner of the new municipa gasworks-were quenched. Now and then acarriage
rattled by, driven full-speed by improbably costumed Mohicans or Musketeers on their way to onelast
drink, one last round of faro or vingt-et-un after whatever party or ball had occupied their evening, but no
one gave him aglance. A blue-uniformed representative of the City Guards, January supposed, would be
along shortly to demand an account of his business so long after curfew and alook at the papers that
proved him afree man.

But before that could happen, he heard aman shout "Dio mio!" and then, "Nierdones! Assassini!" and
recognized the Milanese voice of the impresario who'd spent the evening taking orchestra and company
through the first rehearsd of his new opera, Othdlo. January lunged to hisfeet, down the dley, hearing
rather than seeing the flopping, wrenching suggestion of struggle, the thud of bodies on the brick walls,
and the grunt of impact.

Then he smelled blood.

He grabbed the nearest form-coarse wool and greasy hair dithered under hisfingers heaved the man off
hisfeet, and flung him toward Camp Street. Indigtinct formswrithed in the murk; aman shrieked in pain.
He grabbed again; dipped in the muck of horse-shit and rainwater. Edged metal bit hisarm. He seized
the attacker's hand and twisted it; amoment later, arms hooked around his body from behind.

He dropped hisweight, turned, grabbed the front of arough shirt, hauled his lant into apunch like
the driving-rod of a steamboat's engine. More blood-smell and the crash of abody against the wall.
Someone opened the gate a the end of the aley, said, "Holy Jesud" and dammed it again, and voices
hollered confusedly on the other sde of thewall. The same instant light speared from the stage door and
Madame Scie called, "Who'sthere?' Almost under January's feet, Lorenzo Belaggio screamed,
"Murder!" again.

Someone blundered into January, throwing him against the wall. Footsteps pounded and he saw two
forms-he thought there were two-stagger against the smudgy glow of the street. A startled horse
whinnied; aman cursed in English, cracked awhip.

"I'mkilled!" howled Bdaggio. "Diomio, | andying!" January kndt in thefilth & hissde.



"Hideputal" In the jerking flare of two whale-oil lamps the darkest-voiced of the Opera company's three
sopranos, Consuela Montero, strode up the dley astep behind Madame Scie, velvet skirts hitched high
above plump knees.

"Ishedl right?'

"Oh, | andying!"

"Scarf," sad January tersdly. "Ruffle, kerchief, anything you've got."

Madame Scie thrugt the lamp at her companion, flipped up her schoolgirlish gauze dancer's skirt to get a
apetticoat-ruffle. Yelow light glistened on blood. Mot of it seemed, in fact, to be coming from
Belaggio'sleft arm rather than historso, but January jerked the black longtailed coat back from the
impresario's bulky shoulders, searching for telltae spreading red on the white of his shirt, the
azure-gtitched gold of hiswaistcoat. Before the ballet mistress could rip free her ruffle, amale voice said,
"Here," and amauve silk handkerchief was passed down over January's shoulder by aman'shandin a
mauve kidskin glove. "Did you seewho did it?'

January glanced around and dimly recognized one of the gentlemen who'd come to watch the rehearsdl.
Handsome as Apoallo, French Creole by his speech, wealthy by the cut of the mauve velvet coat. Even
the buttons on its deeve, and on the glove, were amethy<, flashing in the lantern-light as he stretched a
hand down to Belaggio. "Areyou wel, Monseur?"

"Lorenzo!" shrieked Drusillad'lsola, the primadonna, and fainted in the Creole gentleman'sarms.

"Get himingde" January's own arm ached damnably from the knife-dash held taken and he till couldn't
find any wound on Belaggio other than the cut on his arm, which he bound up with petticoat-ruffle and
purpleslk. He got aglimpse of abloody skinning-knife lying in the mud, but lost Sght of it as Madame
Scie stepped back to make way for first violinist Hannibal Sefton-hired, like January, for the Itaian
operasfirg season at the American Theater-and Silvio Cavalo, tenor.

Thegght of young Cavallo seemed to miraculoudy revive the swooning impresario. "Assassin!” Bdaggio
cried, jabbing hisforefinger a the tenor, then sagging dramatically back against January'sinjured arm like
adying steer. "Murderer! Conspirator! Carbonaro!”

Cavadlo, who'd stepped forward to help support him-Belaggio was nearly January's height and anything
but dender-fell back, dark eyes flashing, and Hannibal said reasonably, "Not conspirator, surely?
Congpire with whom?'

Asif to answer the question, Cavalo'sfriend from the chorus, a dark, squat Hercules named Bruno
Ponte, appeared panting from the darkness.

"They have conspired to murder me ... !"

Bedaggio was definitely not wounded anywhere but in the arm. "Begging your pardon, Signor,” January
pointed out as they lugged the impresario in through the stage door to the vault where the props were
kept; "Signor Cavallo's clothing isunmuddied. | believe that you knocked down one of your attackersin
thefray." With a Creole gentleman present-tenderly depositing the unconscious d'lsolaon aRoman
dining-couch while young Ponte and Hanniba dragged a gilded daybed out of the jumble of flats, carts,
lampstands, chairs, statues of Aphrodite, and stuffed or carven livestock that crammed thislow brick
vault beneath the theater itsalf-he wasn't about to admit to having laid afinger on white men.

"Argueit later," commanded Madame Scie. "We need morelight.”

"Go upstairs and get candles,” ordered Cavalo, giving Ponte ashove toward the stairs. "Get bandages,
too, and brandy from the wardrobe room. I'll fetch the City Guards.”

"If you can find any sober at this hour,” Madame Scie retorted as the tenor bolted through the outer
door. Madame Montero located a box of fat yellow candles among the props for the castle hall scenein
the upcoming LaMuette de Portici. "Good. Thank you." The Creole gentleman still sat on the edge of the
banqueting-couch, gently chafing d'lsolasfragile hand. " Areyou hurt, Benjamin?' Madame wasthe only
one, gpparently, who had noticed.

"Jugt ascratch.”

"Dear Virgin Mary, hep me!" Belaggio sagged back onto the striped cushions, clutching hisarm again.
"Brandy!" The Creole gentleman withdrew aflask from his pocket-mauve Morocco |eather with an
amethyst onitsslver cap-and held it out. Hannibal took a hearty swig before passing it on to January,



who put it to Belaggio'slips.

"Lorenzo, Lorenzo!" Drusilladlsolasat up and pressed lace-mitted hands to her bosom. "Ah, God, they
havekilled him! Without him | shdl diel" And fainted again. Gracefully, wrist to brow, into the mauve
Creole's powerful arms.

"Hannibd, fetch cloaks from the wardrobe." Marguerite Scie was fifty-seven years old and had seen,
from agarret window, her father and two of her brothers go to the guillotine. Histrionics did not impress
her. "Y ou, Benjamin, sit down and get your coat off. M'seu Marsan-" Thisto the Creole gentleman bent
tenderly over Lad'lsola, thelamplight new-minted gold on his shining curls. "Where might we find M'seu
Cadwell a thishour?' In any city but New Orleans, at any time but Carniva, the answer to such a
question at this hour would be, self-evidently, Home in bed. But there was no telling. Considering
Cddwell'sformer profession as an actor, and his current involvement in adozen other money-making
schemesin the American community of New Orleans, the theater owner could be anywhere,

"Check the Fatted Calf Tavern," advised M'seu Marsan, raisaing his head. The Creol€'s voice was both
light and mel odious, with the soft dur to his speech. His eyelashes were dark, making his sky-blue eyes
al the brighter. "I believe he was going there with M'sieu Trulove to confer about the Opera Society, but
they may have goneon.”

As he eased Belaggio out of his coat and waistcoats-the impresario affected the dandyish habit of
wearing two-and made another futile search for anything € se resembling awound, January wondered
what any of these people, let donedl of them, were doing in and around the American Thester at twenty
minutes after threein the morning.

Himsdf, and Marguerite Scie, he understood. While atwenty-four-year-old sudent of surgery in Paris,
he had made ends meet by playing piano for the ballet school at the Thegtre de |'Odeon. Though closeto
forty then, Madame had till been dancing, precise and perfect as Damascus stedl. They had been lovers,
the first white woman he had had. When, much later, he had met and sought to marry the woman he
loved, it was Madame who had gotten him ajob playing harpsicord for the Comedie Francaise-the job
that had let him and Ayashawed. Madame had, over the next few years, sent piano pupils hisway, and
had recommended Ayashas skills as a dressmaker to both the Comedi€'s costume shop and to the
actresses of the company: even in the heartland of Liberte, Egalite, and Fraternite, there were few who
would choose a surgeon of nearly-pure African descent over white Frenchmen.

When January had entered the American Thesater yesterday to meet the opera company Mr. Cadwell
had brought to New Orleans from Havana, Marguerite Scie'sfirst wordsto him had been | grieved to
hear of your wife's degth.

They had had much to talk about. The others...

January wrapped Belaggio's shuddering bulk in akingly cloak of beggar's velvet and dyed rabbit-fur
someone handed him, and tallied the facesin the candle-light.

Hanniba Sefton's presence, if unexplained, at least wasn't sinister. January had known the fiddler for two
and ahdf years now and knew the man didn't have aviolent bonein his opium-laced body. Through the
evening'srehearsd, asheld sat at the piano, January had heard Hanniba's stifled coughing behind him,
and whenever he turned, it had been to see hisfriend's thin face white and set with pain. Asusua when
his consumption bore hard on him, Hanniba had taken refuge in laudanum to get him through rehearsd,
and January guessed, by the creasesin hisrusty black coat and the way his graying hair straggled loose
over hisback from its old-fashioned queue, that hed smply falen adeep afterward in acorner of the
green room. How he managed to play as beautifully as he did under the circumstances was something
January had yet to figure out, but that was the only mystery about Hannibal.

The presence of the others was less easily accounted for.

Druslladisola, girlishly dim and frail-looking, he knew to be Belaggio's mistress, and it didn't take much
guessing to place her there. Her dressing-room was on the second floor above the rehearsal-room and
offices. According to company gossip, it included a daybed among itslavish amenities, aswell asgas
lighting-the only dressing-room so supplied-a gilt-footed bath-tub, a coffee-urn, a French armoire painted
with cupids, and even asmdl dining table. Her hair, the color of refined molasses, was no longer in the
elaborately upswept Psyche knot in which it had been dressed at rehearsa, and January could tell by the



fit of her plum-colored moire dressthat it had been laced hastily-probably by hersdf-and that she wore
neither corset nor petticoats beneath.

ConsudlaMontero's raven hair was dressed, shining with an unbroken pomaded luster inits fantasia of
loops, tulle bows, and blood-red ogtrich-tips, and the crimson gown that made her creamy skin glow
amost golden was laced and trussed as only a maidservant's attentions could make it. The soprano had
protuberant brown eyes that reminded January of awild horse ready to kick or bite or bolt. At the
moment she was regarding La d'l solawith undisguised contempt as the prima donna emerged with
fluttering eydids from her swoon.

"Areyou dl right?' Monsieur Marsan tenderly stroked d'lsolas wrists. Even his stickpin matched, an
amethy<t like apaeirissheart set in atwilight-hued cravat.

"M'seu, thebrandy, if youwould. . ."

January passed the brandy back to Hannibal, who took another gulp before returning it to Marsan. "It is
not so deep asawadll, nor so wide as achurch door,” observed the fiddler, leaning over January's
shoulder as January checked Belaggio's hammering pulse. Fortunately he spoke English, since the wound
s0 described in Romeo and Juliet had proved fatal and Belaggio was making asufficiently Senecan
tragedy of hisinjury asit was. "Shall | get more blankets, or shal we move him-them"-he glanced back at
Ladlsola, whom Monsieur Marsan had wrapped in his coat "upstairs, where it's warmer?”

"By al means." Marsan lifted the prima soprano asif she were adoll; Lad'lsola sagged gracefully back
so that her head hung over hiselbow, her hair arippling curtain hafway to the floor. January had seen her
take theidentical pose earlier that evening in thefirgt rehearsal of Othello, when Staranzano the baritone
bore her to the bed.

Marsan's dandyish ensemble had caught January's eye at rehearsal, added to the fact that he'd sat apart
from the other members of the newly-founded St. Mary Opera So ciety. That separation, at least, was
now made clearJanuary wondered how it came about that a Creole Frenchman was a member of the
Society at dl. Asarule, the French Creoles who owned most of the plantations and who till controlled
the money and power in the city avoided the newly-come, newly-wedthy Americans, tregting even the
representatives of the best families of New Y ork, Virginia, Philadelphia, and Boston asif they were
tobacco-spitting filibusters straight of f the keelboats.

Thisantipathy wasin fact the genesis of the St. Mary Opera Society. The money contributed by the
weslthy inhabitants of that new upriver American suburb was what enabled James Caldwell to go to
Havanaand enlist Belaggio, to bring to New Orleans a company which sang in the sweetly musicd Itaian
syle-pointedly different, Caldwell and Belaggio both assured their patrons, from the more lavish, but
more harshly sung, French-style opera presented by the French Creole John Davis at histheater on the
Rue d'Orleans.

Curious, thought January, that a Creole like Marsan would be part of the St. Mary Society...

"Is Mademoiselle better?' Marsan's boyishly handsome face creased with concern as he touched La
dlsolashair in the candlelight. "Come, we will take you somewhere warm and comfortable. . . ."

W, perhaps not so curious at that.

"| faint!" croaked Signor Belaggio when January tried to get himto hisfeet. "1 dig!"

January had the distinct impression that the impresario was angling to be borne upstairs like adaughtered
hero. January could have done it-he'd lugged and man handled bigger men in hisyears as a surgeon-but
his dashed arm smarted and he was beginning to fed lightheaded himsdlf. "Signor Ponte," he called out as
the chorus-boy darted down the stairs with voluble excuses about not having been able to find bandages
or brandy or anything else where they should have been. "Help me, if you would be so kind."

"Keep him from me!" Belaggio directed awithering glare a Bruno Ponte. "It was he, he and his keeper,
who attempted to assassinate me! Y ou think he would not take the moment of holding meupto dipa
little dagger between my ribs?'

Ponte's cupid-bow lips pulled back in rage. "Tisciasotto!"

"Recchion”

"Fregatural"

"Gentlemen!" Hannibal shoved two candlesinto Ponte's hands and went to help January himsdif. "There



areladies present.” And it was agood bet, thought January, that though La d'lsolawas unconscious,
both Madame Scie and Madame Montero knew enough Itaian-even the highly diaecticd Scilian and
Milaneseto understand what was being said.

Between them they got Belaggio up the wide stairs that ascended from the brick-pillared gloom of the
propvault to the backstage. This cavernous space was dready ajumble of wingsand flats,
cupid-bedecked gilt furniture from next Tuesday's presentation of Le Nozze di Figaro mixed with blue
and green glasslamp filters and a nearly full-sized gondolafrom the melodrama The Venetian's Revenge,
which had been staged that evening for an audience that conssted largely of Kentucky backwoodsmen,
filibusters, gun-runners, and riverfront rowdies. In the background loomed the half-finished plaster
sections of what would hopefully become Mount Vesuviusin timefor next Friday's performance of La
Muette de Portici, though at the moment the ramshackle collection of lathe, canvas, and sheets of red and
orange silk bore little resemblance to the fire-spewing colossus that dominated the posters pasted to
every wal intown.

"Would someone stir up thefirein Signor Belaggio's office? Madame..." Hanniba suggested as Belaggio
jerked the key back from Ponte's extended hand.

With asigh, Madame Montero took the key and went to open the office, the ballet mistressfollowing
with till more candles. Since these were tall ow work-candles from the chorus-men's dressing-room, the
office quickly filled with their faint, sheep-like odor. January and Hanniba deposited Belaggio in the
massive armchair beside the desk, then withdrew to the backstage again.

"I've taken the liberty of carrying Mademoisdlle d'lsolato her dressing-room.” The planter Marsan
descended the stairs from the gdlery off which the principas had their dressing-rooms, resplendent in
waistcoat, shirtdeeves, and apae-purple glitter of amethyst and silk. "Perhapsif you would be so good
asto seeto her, Madame. . ." Marsan divided his glance equally between Mesdames Scie and Montero;
Hannibal bowed tactfully to Marguerite and said, "Might | escort you up, Madame? The stairs are very
dark." Hetook acandle and guided her out; the Mexican soprano's scarl et-painted lips twisted with
scorn and January reflected that it was just aswell Montero wasn't going to be left donein aroom with
the unconscious prima donna-not that he supposed for amoment Drusillad'solas swoon to beredl.
"Five cents says Lad'lsolas back insgde ten minutes." Hannibal clattered down the steps again and led
January to the carved and gilded throne of the Doge of Venice.

"Seven, that shefaints again the minute she's got an audience. | nicked Belaggio's brandy from hisdesk.”
By thelight of hissingle taper he eased January out of the rough jacket he'd put on for the walk home,
and picked the dashed and sodden shirtdeeve away from the cut. "What bloody man isthis?' he added,
dropping from French to Shakespearean English, something Hanniba did with even greeter facility than
January, who was himsdlf long used to switching from French to Spanish to English and back.

"It looksworsethanitis.

"It better, or well be cdling in the undertakers.” He doused January's handkerchief in the brandy, took a
gulp from the bottle, and daubed the wound. January flinched at the sting of it. Behind them in the office,
Belaggio's groans, gasps, and accusations continued for the benefit of Madame Montero and M'sieu
Marsan. "Did you notice young Ponte changed his coat?"

"Areyou sure?'

"Fairly." Hannibal tried to open the folding penknife he'd taken from his pocket, but his skeletd fingers
were unsteady; January took the knife from him, opened it, and handed it back to cut avay the deeve of
his shirt. "He and Cavdlo both were wearing long-tailed coats a rehearsa, and | think they werein the
same outfitswhen | first saw theminthedley. Cavalo was, | know-ablue cutaway with avelvet collar.”
He nodded toward Ponte, emerging from the office to hurry up the stairs. The chorus-boy's boots were
mud-splashed, January noticed, but the dove-colored trousers above them spotlessy clean. Even
Hannibal, who'd come out of the theater only in the battl€'s aftermath, had fresh spatters of mud on his
caves

Working carefully, and turning aside now and then to cough, the fiddler diced the clean lower portion of
the linen deeve from the bloodied, and used it to form abandage. His breath |abored in the silence, but
he seemed better than he had earlier in the evening.



"You, boy." Marsan'stall form blotted out the light of the office doorway. "We need water in hereto
make coffee.”

Sixteen years ago, before held goneto Paris, it hadn't bothered January to be addressed by strangers by
theinformd tu. That was just something that white men did when addressing daves-though sixteen years
ago most French Creoleswerefairly careful to use the polite vousin speaking to men they knew were
free colored, albeit they occasionally forgot and called black freedmen tu, as they would daves, horses,
children, or dogs. In Paris, everyone had spoken to him in the polite form-vous. Hed felt akind of eation
init, asif it wereamark of an adulthood impossible in New Orleans. It surprised him sometimes, after
two and ahaf years, how much he still minded.

Sometimesit surprised and shamed him that he didn't mind more.

"M'seu Janvier was hurt saving Signor Belaggio'slife,” said Hannibal, and he stood up, his hand
unobtrusively on the back of the throne for support. “I'll get the water." He picked up the single candle
and turned away toward the stairway down to the vault, where the big clay jars of drinking water stood.
He hadn't reached the stair, however, when the outer doors banged below, and lantern-light jostled over
the brick of thewalls.

". .. bornethem upgtairs" Cavalo'svoice said in hislilting English, and boots clattered, first on the soft
brick, then hollow on the wooden steps.

"Them?' Thelight, scratchy tone of Abishag Shaw, Lieutenant of the New Orleans City Guards, veered
skittishly between the Milanesg's faulty pronunciation of aFrench plura subjunctive and hisown
idiosyncratic comprehension of the language.

Astwo blue-uniformed Guards, Shaw in his stained and sorry green coat, and Cavalo cameinto view,
Hanniba explained. " Signorina d'|solawas overcome by the sight of the blood-" He switched from
French to the Spanish that he wasfairly certain only January would understand, and added, "-and |
daresay by the spectacle of someone other than hersalf holding center stage.” He dropped back into
French again to include the handsome young tenor and the guards. "M'seu Janvier wasinjured, too, but
not badly. Coffeefor everyone?'

He rattled down the steps to fetch the water, coatskirts billowing around him, like an underfed and
dightly pixilated grasshopper. January carefully kept himsdf from smiling at the expression of darm that
flashed across Marsan's face at the prospect of sharing refreshment with one who was-by his douched
hat and straggling hair, his drawling river-rat English and the tobacco he spit casually on thefloor-the
brother-in-arms of every Kaintuck, keelboatman, filibuster, and Y ahoo that had drifted downriver to
invade what had been for so many years the haven of French civilization in the New World.

If there were aform of address|ess respectful than tu, January reflected, leaning back in the deceptive
goldcrusted cushions of the throne and closing his eyes, Marsan would use it to Shaw. He wondered
how soon it would occur to the French Creoles to write to the Academie Frangaise and ask that one be
invented.

Closing hiseyeswaslike letting go of arope and dropping into warm water fathoms deep. Full fathom
fivethy father lies. . .

His arm throbbed, and reaction to the fray tugged him down.

Coffee, he thought. There was an urn and spirit-kettle in the green room. Probably Italian-style, strong
and bitter, but still nothing to the Algerian black mire Ayasha had made.

His beautiful Ayasha. Hiswicked-eyed desert afreet whose degth in the cholerahad sent him, in grief too
great to bear alone, from Paris back to New Orleans. Back to the only home he knew.

Two years and six months. Thefifteenth of August 1832. Herecadled it to the day, and each day without
her since, not yet quite athousand of them. Beads of bloodstained jet on a string that might extend
another thirty years before he reached his allotted threescore and ten.

There had been atime when held wondered how to endure asingle one of them.

He had endured, of course. One did. He had learned to breathe again, and learned to laugh. Even to
love-though the love he bore for the dear friend of his heart now was as different from Ayashasasa
poppy in sunlight differs from the heavy beet of the summer ocean. But it waslikelearning to walk on
wooden legs after acrippling injury. He couldn't imagine ever not knowing exactly how many days hed



passed.

"Let'sget you home." He smdled coffee, and Hanniba's voice broke into the stillness of histhought. The
fiddler set the cup on the floor beside the throne. "Y ou look dl in.”

"I'll gay."

"Shaw knows whereto find you."

Behind them in the office Marsan was saying, . . . some businesswith Monsieur Belaggio. | remained for
atimeafter rehearsd . . ."

For three and ahaf hours? What business couldn't wait for day?

"| think | need to spesk with him tonight.”

", .. shdl manage somehow to be herein the morning. Never would | oblige Signor Cadwell to one day
of worry, one hour, over the obligations which we have to his opera season herein New Orleans. Evero,
| can conduct rehearsal from achair, if | can but be bornein from my carriage . . ." Belaggio's voice
fdtered artfully, like atenor dying at the end of Act Three.

"They'regoing to try again, you know."

"What?' Hanniba paused in the act of collecting hislong hair back into its Sraying pigtail.

"Tokill him." January opened his eyes. "Have you read the libretto of the operawe rehearsed tonight?"
"Othdlo?' He thought about it, and something changed in the coffee-dark eyes. "Ah." He coughed.

"y es"

"It's probably the most beautiful setting I've ever encountered for that play,” said January quietly. "The
version Belaggio has written makes Rossini'slook like a second-rate commediaat afair. Everything
Shakespeare said, or implied, about jealousy, about passion, about the meanness of heart that cannot
abidethe sght of good. . ."

"And al the audience will see" finished Hannibd, "'is a black man kissing awhite woman." He coughed
again, and dragged up a gilt-tassdled footstool with akind of swift, unobtrusive urgency.

"Kissing her." January glanced back through the lighted doorway of the office, where Belaggio, forgetful
of thefatd gravity of hiswound, was on hisfeet, declaming the details of the fray to Shaw. "And then
murdering her out of alovetoo great for his heart to endure.”

"Hmmm." Hanniba chewed for atime the corner of his graying mustache. Though the fiddler never spoke
of hisfamily or home, January guessed from things he had said-from the lilt of his speech-that Hannibal
came of the Anglo gentry that had landsin the Irish countryside and atown housein London, the gentry
that sent their sonsto Oxford to become good Englishmen on money abstracted from a peasantry that
eked out astarving living on potatoes and barely understood a hundred words that were not in Gaelic.
Raised on Shakespeare and on the classics of Rome and Greece, it was almost beyond thefiddler's
comprehension that one man would fed revulson for another of equa merit for no other reason than the
color of hisskin.

"And you think someone told him not to put on that particular opera?"

"Y ou think someone didn't?"

Hannibal picked up the coffee-cup again, offered it to January, then, when it was refused, sSpped it
himself. "And he doesn't understand.”

"Could you have written a piece that perfect,” asked January softly, "and not want to put it on? Not have
to put it on?" His eyesturned toward the black door of the rehearsal-room next to the offices of Belaggio
and Cdadwdl. There the company had spent most of the evening familiarizing themsa ves with the libretto
of the new piece that would be the center of Caldwell's Italian season. The other six operas-not al of
them Italian, but sung in the melodic Italian style-were in repertory, having been performed at onetime or
another, somewhere, by everyone in the company. Even small townsin Italy had their opera houses, and
for every production a La Scalaor La Fenice, there were hundreds of minor Figaros and Freischiitzes
and Barbers of Seville, done two or three aweek.

But every season had its new opera, its premiere. The one no onein town had yet seen. John Davis, at
the French Opera, had invested a great deal of money and timein arranging to premiere LaMuette de
Portici which Belaggio, out of sheer effrontery, had selected to present as the second opera of hisown
Season, on the night before Davis's scheduled production.



Othello, Belaggio's own work, was thunder no man could stedl.

"...sazing theman, | hurled him from me," Belaggio boomed, swept away in the torrent of hisown
récitatif.

"But herose out of the darkness and fell upon melike atiger with hisknife....."

What, think you I'd make jeglousy my life?
And chase the moon's dark changes with my heart. . . .

The doomed Moor's heart-shaking aria sounded again in January's mind, the soar and dip of the music
that presaged Othdlo's plunge into the very madness he scorned. The building tension that made the
listener want to legp up on the stage and shout Noo, don't heed him. . . ! Knowing inevitably, tragicdly,
that Othello would. Othello understood passion and war, but he did not understand the pettiness of soul
that was hisundoing.

Blood, lago, blood!

... nigger, themen inthe aley had said, and let him pass. Had they meant, That's a nigger, werre waiting
for awhite man?

Or had Othello been the nigger of whom they spoke?

"Don't die on us now, Maestro."

January opened hiseyeswith ajolt. Lieutenant Shaw stood before him, the coarse, narrow planes of his
faceilluminated now only by the lantern in Hanniba's hand. "WEell need a ox-team to haul you home."
The lamp in Belaggio's office had been quenched. The backstage was dark, and cold.

"Bdaggio...?"

"Gone back to the City Hotd with a couple Guards to make sure he getsthere dl in one piece. The
ladies, too, al of 'em." Shaw douched his handsin his pockets, spit toward the sandbox in the corner,
and missed it by ayard-atal, stringy, shaggy-haired bumpkin who looked like he should have been
harvesting pumpkins somewherein Illinois, until you saw hiseyes."Y ou want meto help you dl theway
back to your rooms, or are you satisfied Mr. Cavallo here won't try to assassinate you on the way just to
keep you quiet?’

Cavdlo looked genuingly darmed at thisjest, aswell he might-in Milan under the rule of the Augtriansiit
was no joking matter. January said quickly, "Of course not. That's absurd. The men who attacked
Belaggio were Americans, I'll swear toit.”

"Y ou seen 'em? Heard their voices?'

January hesitated. "1 heard one of them whisper “nigger,' " hesaid at last. "And | smélled them. Smelled
their clothes™

Shaw nodded, noting this piece of evidence behind those gray, lashless eyesthat, for dl their sseming
mildness, were cold as glass.

"They dropped askinning-knifeinthedley." January staggered alittle getting to hisfeet, and hisarm
ached hideoudy under Hannibal's makeshift bandage. Someone had fetched his music-satchel and hat
from the front of the theater. With another wary glance at Shaw, Cavallo put an arm under January's
good shoulder: the young man was almost astal as he, clear-browed and hawk-featured, and wearing,
as Hanniba had pointed out, a short tweed roundabout instead of the nip-waisted blue cutaway he'd had
onwhen firgt January saw himintheadley.

"Did they, now?" Shaw wriggled a candle free of the mess of wax on the table around it, picked away a
straggle of charred wick, and lit it from the lantern, to precede them down the stairs. Ponte came around
to January's other sde and carefully supported him without touching hisinjured arm. He, too, watched
Shaw, not with Silvio Cavalo'singrained wariness, but with deeper and more virulent hate. In any of the
many didects of the Itdian peninsula, shirro-policeman-was the foulest of insults, and with good reason.
Hannibd followed, holding the lantern high.

Very softly, asthey descended the plank stepsto the prop-vault, January heard Ponte whisper aquestion



inSicilian-". .. guesses," January made out the word.

Cavdlo answered immediately " Silencio," and nodded back at Hanniba. And to January, in the standard
Italian in which the various Neapolitans, Milanese, and Lombards communicated with one another and
outsders, "Whereisit that the Signor lives?'

"Rue desUrsulines" replied January. "At the back of the French town. Hannibal can guide you. It's about
amile. I'm sorry we can't take a cab, but for men of my racein thiscity, it isforbidden by law." His
knees felt weak, and by the time they reached the end of the dley he was glad of the support.

At thishour of the morning even thefinal revelersof Carnival had at last gone hometo bed. The brass
band that had been playing in the Promenade Hotel behind the theater had fallen silent. Even in the Fatted
Cdf Tavern, just up the gtreet, the lights were out, and in the gambling rooms of the City Hotel. The
distant clamor of the levee, audible from the street before the theater at most hours, was tilled, athough
inlessthan an hour the markets would begin to stir. Thethick air smelled of theriver, of mist and the
livestock markets close by at the foot of Lafayette Street.

Thecity dept.

Gorged and drunk and sated. Dreaming its dreams of wedlth and fever, sugar and cotton and daves,
beside the dow, thick river. Slaves and French and Americans and the free colored sang melis united for
afew hoursin their human need for re<t.

Glancing behind him, January saw Lieutenant Shaw il pacing back and forth in the wet murk; ill-burning
candlein hand. HEd stoop now and again to study some thing in the indescribable muck of churned-up
mud, old straw, and trampled horse-droppings. By the lopsided glow January could see the dark niche of
doorway where the two assassins had concealed themselves.

But there was no Sgn anywhere of aknife.



? TWO

Asadave-child on aplantation caled Bellefleur, Benjamin January had lived in music asnaturaly asa
fish livesin water. His earliest memorieswere of hisfather whistling in the freezing dark ashewashed in
the trough behind the cabin that two families shared: every morning adifferent tune. Some were those
African tunes men sang in the fields, songs whose meaning had been lost over the years but whose
haunting melodies still moved the heart and the bones. Some were the bird-bright cotillions heard once or
twice, when the Master had company at the big house and folks would loiter in the yard to listen to the
fiddle played within. January's father could whistle atune back after hearing it once. When January grew
older-freed by his mother's new master and given proper piano lessonsin the light-handed Austrian mode
from an emigre-he was astonished at how many of those tunes he instantly recognized.

What would Antonio Vivadi have thought had he known that his"Storm at Seal" concerto would be
whistled by atal black man with triba scars on hisface, walking out to the sugar-harvest with his
cane-knifein hishand?

Why this should return to January's mind as he entered the New Exchange Coffee House on Rue
Chartres dightly before noon the following day he wasn't sure. Perhaps because he'd learned to look at
music asasort of armature, acore or frame of reference around which other perceptions of the world
were built. Perhaps because he knew, after playing the piano for a thousand dances and ten thousand
lessons, how music can dip past the guards that the mind puts on itself, how it can ater the shape of
thought before the thinker is aware of the change.

Elsewhy the anger over Beethoven's symphonies? Why the riots over Fidelio, whose young lovers
weren't intriguerstricking an old husband or doting father, but patriots standing forth againgt tyranny?
Why in Milan and Parmaand Venice could one be arrested for whistling the barcarole from La Muette
de Portici: My friends, thedawn isfair ... ?

It was only atale of events centuries old, after al. Words were dangerous enough. In most of the United
States it was now forbidden to teach davesto read since the big dave revolts of 1828 and 1831. But
music gave words power. Music made them memorable. Burned them like the R brand for Runaway,
into the flesh of the heart. Thusit wasthat though January woke with his cut arm hurting so badly that he
had to tie it into a makeshift ding in order to walk, he dressed and made hisway to the headquarters of
the City Guard in the Cabildo, in quest of Abishag Shaw.

And the men at the Cabildo directed him here. January hated the New Exchange.

Asthe brightly painted sign above its doors proclaimed, the front room was a coffee-house. The velvet
aromaof the beans as they were roasted competed pleas antly in the dim spaces of vaulted plaster with
the stinks of hair pomade, sweaty wool, cigar smoke, and the comprehensively uncleaned gutters of the
Rue Chartres. January stepped through the tall French doorsthat lined two walls and searched for sight
of Shaw among the men clustered on the backless benches, the rush-bottomed chairs around trestle
tables. Well-dressed men for the most part, muttering in low voices and scratching figuresin
memorandum-books. Sober coats of brown or blue-Carnival did not penetrate to the New Exchange.
Over inthe corner aflash of ddlicate sky-blue announced Vincent Marsan's exquisite presence.
High-crowned hats of beaver or beaverette or of the more modern silk. Chiefly white men, though
January recognized Artemus Tourneva, awd|-off free contractor of color, and noted another immaculate
gentleman picking hisway among the tables who, though nearly aslight as some of the Negpolitans and
Siciliansin the operachorus, definitely had African ancestors aswell aswhite.

Neither Tourneva nor this other man-probably a planter come to town from the Cane River
countrymade any.moveto st down. Nor would they have been served if they had, even if only with each
other. When they spoke to the white men-asthey did, dickering and figuring and specul ating about
interest and credit-both remained on their feet, while the white men sat, and neither looked the white men
intheeye.

January wondered dourly if they were addressed as vous or tu.

The only other men in the room of African descent were the waiters, and an occasiona porter from the



yard beyond. Neither Tourneva nor the colored planter gave them aglance.

When one aspires to mastery, one does not acknowledge cousinship with daves.

Tu, thought January. Beyond a doubt.

In the big back room the auction hadn't yet begun. Kegs, bales, boxes, were stacked around the
whitewashed plaster walls, and on out into the sunlit yard. Nails, tools, seed, foreclosed from failed
businesses. Small boxes on the long sawbuck tables contained the deedsto city lots, houses, sharesin
cotton-presses or sugar-mills or boats. In the yard, mules and horses, ranging from deek bloodstock to
spent ewe-necked nags-foreclosures, probates, the breakdowns of men who'd miscalculated their
incomes or debts.

Saves.

"Open your mouth, Deacon, let him see your teeth.” Jed Burton-January recognized him as one of the S.
Mary Opera Society-waved his merchandise forward. A man in chegp homespun turned thedavein
question haf-around, to get better light in his mouth while he peered and thrust hisfingersinside.
Dressed up in their best, the men in jackets of blue corduroy or wool, even those who were obviousy
fidddhands. The women wore dresses of bright cotton calico, chintz, or sometimes even silk, their hair
wrapped in the colorful tignonsthat the law required al women of color to wear. All smiling,
cheerful-looking. Nobody wants asullen dave, and a”likely” attitude might be the difference between
working as ayardman in the city and being sent upriver to cut cane. In acorner aman with leg-shackles
on hisfeet and an "R" burned into his cheek clagped awoman's hands. Small children clung to their
mothers. Older children-ten and up-looked like they wished they could. But they hovered close, and
gazed up at the white men with alook in their eyes no child should even know exigts. January knew
exactly the dread they felt, the dread of that first night in astrange house with no one they knew around.
Just because the law said Ten years old didn't mean that private sales weren't worked al the time for
children of six and seven and eight. Besides, the law aso said Where possible.

Helooked around again for Shaw. Thistime saw him: the Kentuckian was within a thumb's-breadth of
January's formidable height and they were generdly the two tdlest men in any gathering. Handsin
pockets, his battered orphan of ahat shoved onto the back of his head, Shaw |ooked like any small-time
teamster or cracker farmer out after abargain. The yard wasfull of such, prying open the mouths of
mules or field-hands, peeking into casks of tar or nails, testing an ax-head or saw-blade from job-lots
with the edges of horny thumbs. A yard to January'sleft aman said, " Shuck down, honey" in drawling
flatboat English to a stout young fema e dave; she unbuttoned her blue-flowered frock and let it drop
around her feet, S0 that the man could knead her belly and pinch her breasts. Her children looked on.
"Maestro." Shaw douched up to January and spit under the hooves of amule held by a coffee-house
savant. "'l wasjud fixin' tocdl. You dl right?"

January glanced over a the buyer and the woman who had been wearing the blue-flowered dress. "A
little sick to my stomach.” He reminded himself that to go over and strike the man-or even tell himto
behave like a gentleman-would be pointless. The next buyer would do precisely the same. "They told me
I'd find you here.”

"For all thegood it'sliketo do." Shaw led the way acrossthe yard to the gate onto Rue . Louis. "Asif
anybody smugglin' in Africans behind the law's back would sdll ‘em in apublic exchange.” He jerked his
thumb toward the sdller of the woman in blue, haggling now with the cracker in curious archaic French: a
little dark, thin featured man with the bump of an old break in his nose, aknife scar on his cheek, and
mustachios down past his chin. He wore a home-made shirt of the blue-and-pink weave typical of the
Acadians of the southwest parishes, hislong black hair bound back like Hanniba'sin aqueue. "One day
| might just ask you to help me on thisaswell, if'n you got the ssomach. | speak French right enough but
it al sounds pretty much the same to me whether aman's spegkin'’ it like a Frenchman or likea
Spaniard.”

"That'swhere they're smuggling them in from?" January watched the dark-mustached Acadian, the
potbellied cracker shaking his head. " Cuba?

"Cuba, Puerto Rico. Sometimesthey lands'em at Veracruz or Matamoros an' changesthe bills of ladin'.
Itsdl very well to outlaw importin' daves, but aslong as sellin' ‘'em on the open market's no crime, al



you do isdrive the price up." Shaw's drawling voice was soft, but January could see the hard lines of
distagte in the corners of the man's unshaven lips. "And of course, when of Captain Chamoflet there
bringsin davesto sl, they'saways Creole, born an’ bred here-an' if he didn't pay their ownersfor ‘em,
they'retoo scared to say."

A few dtreets away in the Place d Armes the Cathedral clock began to strike. From the brick vaults of
the Exchange's back room aman's voice caled out: "Lot Number Onefor the day, Court of Probate
auction of the possessions of the late Anne-Marie Prudhornme.” Another voice repeated the wordsin
English, and agenerd stir passed through the coffee-room, men rising, readjusting galluses or hats.
Moving through to the back.

"A woman named L acey, aged twenty-three, trained in cooking, laundry, ironing, and embroidery-let
your dressdip, girl, show 'em what you got-warranted of sober and modest disposition and in good
hedth. What am | bid here?’

"Three hundred,” cdled out avoice that January recognized as Vincent Marsan's.

Anger svam in January's head and he put out a hand to the rough plaster of the wall. His arm throbbed
again and hefelt breathlessand giddy. "Yes," he said. "When you need help against smugglers, count on
me." Hetook adeep bresth. The grayness retreated from hisvision. "IsBeaggio al right?’

"Fair to middlin'." Shaw's eyes narrowed. "L eastwise he ain't claimin’ them two songbirdstried to peck
him to death in the dley no more." He held out a copy of the L ouisiana Gazette to January, a paper much
favored in the American community. ™Y ou sure what you seen an' heard, Maestro? | wasin that aley
soon asit got light an' | went through the mud there with aseine, an' didn't find no knife nor nuthin'.”
Guesses, the chorus-boy Ponte had whispered, and Cavalo had replied, Silencio.

Who guesses? Guesses what?

"I think s0," said January. "I heard only one word, nigger, and that in awhisper. But I'd swear in court to
thesmell. Not," he added with bitternessin hisvoice, "that my testimony would be admitted against white
"Now, Maestro," chided Shaw in hismild voice, "you know it ain't cometo that. You'safree man. It's
only davesthey don' let to testify."

"And what white juryman,” asked January, "would vote againgt awhite plaintiff on the word of aman of
color?"

"Not knowin' persondly which particular juryman you're speskin' of," said Shaw, and he spit in the
direction of the gutter, "naturally | couldn't say. And like as not any lawyer'd point out aman can wear a
dirty coat to do dirty work. An' nigger is damn close to nero-comes from the same word, in fact." He
folded hisarms, chewing ruminatively, like one of those scrawny, deadly Mexican steersthat will gorea
man on horns eight feet tip to tip. A carriage clattered past, the coachman maneuvering between a
mule-dray loaded with chairs and a cart trying to make the corner into the New Exchange yard. January
glimpsed the occupants, faces vaguely familiar from the French Creole balls and parties he played at. A
well-off planter family, the Master springing lightly down to go into the Exchange. The mistress-stout from
too much good food and the bearing of too many children-called out reminders about when to meet for
supper. A daughter and ason-in-law and grandchildren, al of whom probably lived beneath the same
roof both on the plantation and herein town during Carnival: close-knit, inextricably part of one another's
lives, for better or for worse.

January's mother, that avid student of town gossip, could have told him the names of the free colored
mistresses of both father and son-in-law, and what the men had paid for their contracts of placement
placage-and probably what the mother and daughter had had to say on the subject, if anything. Inthe
doorway of the Exchange the planter paused to greet Fitzhugh Trulove, linchpin of the &t. Mary Opera
Society, abig, fresh-faced Englishman with beautiful slvery hair and adecided partidity for the loveliest
and least competent member of Madame Sci€'s corps de balet.

At length Shaw said, "Y ou spesk Itaian, don't you, Maestro?'

"l do," said January. "Not aswell as Hannibal-you can't shut him up in any language. | couldn't write
poetry init."

"l surely wouldn't ask you to,” replied Shaw gravely. "Only enough to sort of ooze around backstage and



listen for who in that company might have wanted to hire acouple of Sat River roarersto ventilate their
bosss gizzard for him." From behind the unwashed strings of his dustcolored hair, Shaw's gaze changed a
little at the way January tiffened. "Y ou don't think so?"
"I don't think it was anyone in the company,” said January, and he told Shaw what he had told Hannibal
the previous night: about the grandeur of Belaggio's version of Othello, and the soaring beauty that would
render it atarget for hate. He spoke hesitantly-it was the first time he had talked to Shaw about music
and he wasn't entirely sure he would be understood. In fact, he redlized that he was taking much for
granted in supposing the Kentuckian's acquai ntance with music extended beyond "Turkey in the Straw.”
"Have you asked him whether anyone warned him not to put Othello on?!
"Didn't even know about it." Shaw eased his verminous hat back alittle and leaned one bony shoulder
againg thewal. "If'n anybody did, Belaggio didn't think fit to mention the matter.”
"Hewouldn't,” said January. "He'saMilanese. He doesn't understand the custom of the country.” His
voice twigted alittle over the phrase and he glanced through the Exchange doors, where the auctioneer
was crying the virtues of four pure-bred mules, awagon, and Negro driver. . . .
"He'sonly been in this country for what? Three days?' Shaw tilted his head alittleto one sde. "Who-all
would know what operas he planned to do? Cadwel?"
"Cadwell and the members of the St. Mary Opera Society,” said January. "That's Fitzhugh Trulove, Jed
Burton. . ." He nodded at the coarse-faced little man visble in the yard, "-the Widow Redfern, Dr. Ker
from Charity Hospital, Harry Fry, who just bought the steamboats Alameda and Oceana. Vincent
Marsan, Hubert Granville from the Bank of Louisiana ... maybe two or three others. And their wives" he
added, aware of who wasthe real power in any cultura society in the American quarter. "Cadwell
himsdlf. Histheater managers, Russdll and Rowe. And whoever ese they might have mentioned the
matter to. Caldwell's been talking for years about chalenging John Daviss French Operaby bringing
operato the American Thester. Marsan was the one who heard Belaggio was putting on aseason in
Havana, | think, but it was Trulove who put up most of the money for Caldwell to bring them here lock,
stock, and barrel for Carnival."
"An'you think if any of 'em-Granville or Trulove or the Widow Redfern-wasto take offense at this
Othdlo thing, an' say Why don't you just pick somethin’ else? ... Belaggio wouldn't?"
January was sllent, turning over in his hands the folded copy of the Gazette. Remembering the music held
heard for thefirst time yesterday, the music that had turned his heart insgde-out. Remembering what he
had seen of Lorenzo Belaggio in the three days since the man had arrived in New Orleans. The man
whoselife he had last night saved.
"I don't like Lorenzo Belaggio,” he said at last. "Maybe I'm just fastidious.” His mouth turned down asan
image cameto hismind, brief and sharp asaminiature onivory.

He'd come suddenly up the narrow stepsto the principals dressing-rooms on an errand, and found
Belaggio pinning Nina, the dave-woman who |ooked after the company's wardrobe, against the wall.
One of theimpresario's beefy hands was pressed over the struggling woman's mouth while the other
groped down the front of her blouse.
January shook his head, trying to force aside both the memory and his disgust. "Then | read the libretto
for Othello, and played through the score. And | didn't know what to think." Hiswords dowed, almost
stammering as hetried to fit what hefelt into what he knew. "Thisisn't just astory being told. Y ou don't
writemusic likethat just tofill seats, or show off your soprano's cadenzas. Not thiskind of music. You
writeit becauseit'singde you, and it will kill you if you don't bring it out.”

He glanced aside as he said the words, annoyed at himself for speaking his heart. Belaggio had scowled
petulantly as he let the dave-woman loose, then shrugged with agrin of complicity. We're both men, eh?
And againg that, like the surging through-line under Barogque counterpoint, the terrible, terrifying duet of
Othdlo and lago.

Farewd | the tranquil mind, farewell content. . . .
"Well, Maestro." Shaw scratched with absent-minded thoroughness under hisright arm. "'I'll take your
word for it. Youreamusician, an' it'd be as slly for meto say you don't know what you're talkin' about
asit'd befor meif | said so to some doctor who pointed out the difference between the choleraan’



food-poisonin', which look pretty much aike to most people. But al the same, | surely would liketo
know if some of the members of that company got their own reasons for wantin' the man put to bed with
ashove. Somebody had to know he was gonna be comin' up that aley, long about that hour of the
night."

Cloudswere moving in overhead, fantastic floating mountains, like fleecesin astream, such as January
had seen nowhere on earth but in thisland of hisbirth. Chill flowed before them, and the scent of rain.
Men emerged from the Exchange, Marsan saying over his shoulder, "Have it delivered to my plantation.
Roseaux, acrossthe river on Bayou des Familles. I'll have my factor draw adraft...." The cracker who'd
bargained with Chamoflet checked his stride, came over to Shaw.

" 'Scuse me introducing mysdlf, friend, but the name's Jared Tucker, I'm adeder. I'swonderin' if you'd
brought your boy here to the Exchange for purposes of sde?' He indicated January with agesture of his
cigar.

"Mr. Tucker." With alittle wave of gpology, Fitzhugh Trulove broke from his companions and interposed
his soft, pear-shaped bulk between the dave-sdller and January before January or Shaw could utter a
word. "Please dlow meto introduce Mr. January, one of the free musicians who playsfor the Opera.
Mr. Tucker."

"Pleased,” lied January in English through lipsthat felt like wood.

Jared Tucker inclined his head, not in the least embarrassed. "My 'pologies,” he said, an upriver nasa
twang. "No offense meant."

"Nonetaken." January averted his eyes from the dedler's, proper for ablack man, but not before he
caught the glint in them of annoyed regret. Eleven hundred, maybe e even-fifty, gone to sheer waste.
January could amost hear the thoughts spoken, as he'd heard them spoken, not once but many times, in
the corners of crowded ballrooms where he and the other musicians played for white men's parties. Not
even anger there. Only the expression of one who sees an acquaintance buying a bishopped horse or
sguandering an inheritance. Damn shame....

January set histeeth hard as Tucker and Trulove strolled back to Marsan and the others: . . . draw a
draft on the Louisiana Bank for the balance in three months,”" January heard Marsan say, resuming the
conversation exactly where it had |eft off. The dave-deder nodded asif nothing out of the ordinary had
taken place. "Or I'll have Mr. Knight get in touch withyou. . . ."

Shaw spit, wordlesdy eloquent. After alittle slence he said, "Be too much to ask for you to get mea
copy of thisliberetto you talk about-1 guess that means the wordsthey'ssingin'?”

"It won't do you much good." January became aware his handswere baled into fistsin his jacket
pockets. He made them relax, fingers seeking the rosary of blue glass beads that never left him. Passing
along-or trying to passto God an anger that he understood would egt hissoul if helet it.

With asigh, he shook his head. "For onething, it'sin Italian," he went on. "For another, words are the
least of an opera. They haveto ride the music: it's the music that tells the story. Cometo Madame
Bontempss house-Bontempsis my landlady. She lets me hold my piano classesin her parlor. Come
Sunday afternoon, after dinner, and I'll take you through some of the libretto with the music, and try to
show you what | mean.”

"Obliged." Shaw ruminated amoment more, while the auctioneer insde rattled off the dimensions,
location, and terms of sale for six plots of land along what would be anew railway route from the river to
thelake, if the city ever decided which contractor was going to build it. January guessed that the
property, devel oped from one of the nearer plantations, was under afoot and more of water at the
moment.

"I'll surely ask Belaggio if'n anybody's spoke to him on the subject of changin' the repertoire. In the
meantime. . ." Shaw extended aforefinger like aknotted cane stalk to tap the grimed and smeary
newspaper that he'd handed January. ™Y ou might want to have asquint at that."

A FEARFUL ESCAPE FROM DEATH
The bloodstained histories of Macbeth, and the fearsomerrivaries of the Borgias, paein comparison to
the dreadful enmities and dark deeds perpetrated in this very city. Signor Lorenzo Belaggio, newly



arrived in New Orleansto bring to it a spectacle of operanever seen here before, was assaulted last
night as he emerged from James Caddwel's American Thester, by villainshired by ariva to work hisruin.
Bdaggio, who though badly wounded in the affray bravely fought off four assailants, will present under
Mr. Cadwel's auspices a season of seven operas at Cadwell's unsurpassed American Theater. "It isthe
first time that Italian Operashdl be seen inthiscity asit was meant to be seen,” Belaggio declared.

And indeed, the American Theeter, larger and more handsomely appointed thanitsriva, Mr. Daviss
Theatre dOrleans, bidsfair to eclipse Mr. Daviss customary offering as the sun eclipsesthe pdlid sars.
Though Davis was heard by many to utter murderous threats against the courageous Itdian, the City
Guards have dismissed as absurd the possibility thet rivalry-nay, defeat in the lists of art-played some
part in the hiring of bravosto incapacitate the key figure in the upcoming spectacles. Still ...

Perplexed and faintly nauseated, January set the paper on the edge of his piano, gazed through the
spotless white-curtained parlor windows at the Rue des Ursulines, milky silver now under the shadow of
approaching rain. Two of the street's namesake nuns hurried aong the banquette, the risng wind
snapping a their magpie habits, awoman selling asparagus from awicker tray dropped them acurtsy
andasmile.

The article went on. January had aready read it twice, once on a bench in the Place dArmes, where hed
stopped to rest after parting from Shaw, and once after he'd returned to Madame Bontempss-to
insnuate that, in fact, John Davis-Parisan-born and French to hisfingers ends-had done precisely what
"the City Guards have dismissed as absurd”: hired men to injure-"though surely even a beaten riva would
not have the calculated mdiceto utterly make away with Lorenzo Belaggio.”

January had worked for James Cadwell often enough to know the flamboyant former actor wouldn't
stoop to this. To steding, or helping Belaggio sted, hisrivad'sthun der by putting on the same opera, yes,
of course. To buying up dl thered silk and flame-colored glassin town, so necessary for the fire-effects
of the volcano, certainly. But this accompanied asit was by harrowing accounts of the Roncevaux in the
aley-had to have come from Bdaggio himsdlf.

January turned to the keyboard, and shaped the ghostly echoes of that final, heart-shattering duet. Kill me
tomorrow, but let melivetonight. . . .

And yes, hetold himsdf, Beethoven was a horrid-tempered domestic tyrant and yes, Rossini isasharp
and money-clever entrepreneur and Balzac doesn't bathe and deeps with every woman he meets, but
dill...

But ill ...

Why pergst in the childish belief that beautiful art must come from abeautiful soul?

What wastherein thismusic that shouted to him, | understand what it islike to be outcast. What it islike
to be so damaged in my heart that | cannot believe in even the beloved's profession of love.

How could Belaggio understand that, and yet be behind the mean-minded insinuations that peppered the
atticlein the Gazette?

Or was he himsdlf, thought January wryly, guilty of the VVenetian Moor's own brand of disillusonmert,
that cannot bear to see the beloved asless than perfect? Thiswoman's love stirs my heart, therefore she
must be without flaw; this music shakes my soul, therefore the man who wrote it must be good...
"Benjamin?'

The deep, pleasant voice was accompanied by alight rap on the French door's small panes. As January
rose from his piano-stool and opened to the short, stocky gentleman who stood on the high brick step,
he flung up his handsin mock terror and gasped, "Dio me savel Assassno!”

And John Davis rapped him sharply on the elbow with another folded copy of the Gazette and burst out
laughing.

January stepped aside to let the theater owner in. In doing so, he nearly collided with hislandlady, who
had emerged from her bedroom in her usud slence and fastened both men with a stare of unwinking
disapprova. "People aren't supposed to come into the parlor now,” Madame Bontemps announced in
her odd, flat voice. The round brown eyes rested on Davis. "M'seu Janvier should have told meyou
were coming. | want to know when someoneis going to comeinto the parlor.” She was asmall woman



with an indefinable suggestion of crookednessto her narrow shoulders, clothed as usua in adress cut
after the fashions of her girlhood triumphs at the quadroon bals. Thiswas a style toward which January
ordinarily felt awistful nostalgia-he'd grown up looking at women clothed in high-waisted, narrow-cut
gowns of clinging gauze and thought women nowadays dressed like idiots-but on Madame Bontemps's
stocky little frame the costume, executed in brilliant green chintz, wasimpaossibly grotesque.

Nothing daunted, Davis bowed, removed his rainflecked beaver, and kissed her gloved hand. "My dear
Madame, | gpologize most abjectly for not writing ahead to inform M'sieu Janvier of my coming. . . ."
"M'seu Bontemps wants to know who will be coming into his parlor," she proclaimed, M'seu Bontemps
being the protector who, fifteen years ago, had put her aside on the occasion of his marriage. In spite of
the dismissal she had kept his name, as many plagees did. There were times when January wondered if
hislandlady remembered she had been turned away. "I'll have to write him about your coming in. | write
him every Sunday.” M'seu Bontemps had died three years ago in the cholera. January knew his landlady
gtill did write her former protector, whose parting stipend to her had shrunk almost to nothing, courtesy
of the white man'swidow. It wasthislatter circumstance that had forced her to take in boarders,
induding himsdf.

"And very wise of you, Madame," Davis agreed gravely. "M'seu Bontempsisagrest friend of mine, you
know."

"I know." She peered up at him from beneath the immense red-and-yellow mushroom of her
bizarrely-fashioned tignon. "But | haveto write him nevertheless. Until he writes me back, M'seu Janvier,
you have to speak to M'seu Davisdown &t his office.”

"Of dl theridiculousthings" Knowing, evidently, that argument was pointless, Davis stepped amigbly
back down to the brick banquette, and gestured with the Gazette as January took an umbrellafrom
beside the door. They made their way toward the corner through the lightly pattering rain, Madame
Bontemps watching them from the step. By the way sheld kept her distance from Davis, January
wondered whether sheld read the article a so and serioudy suspected hisfriend of hiring bravosto
murder Belaggio after al. Except, of course, that her suspicions could as easly have semmed from the
color of Davisswaistcoat--"Y ou can't trust a man who wears too much green,” she'd informed January
darkly that very morning-or an objection to the hearts-spades-diamonds fobs that decorated his golden
watch-chain.

"Lieutenant Shaw tells me you were responsible for saving Belaggio'slifelast night," Daviswent on,
hopping the brimming gutter of Rue Bourbon. ""He says you may have seen the men-"

"l didn't,”" interrupted January. "Only heard one of them whisper. Have you beenin that aley next to the
American Theater? It'slike being locked in an ammunition box."

"I've been there." Davis paused when they reached the far Side of the Street, rested his hand on theiron
support of agdlery.

It seemed to January-and hed known John Davis since thefirst year held played piano professondly, at
the age of gxteen, in the old United States Hotel that the man had owned down near the Navy yard-that
snce the desth of hiswife, Davis had aged. And he did not look well. The once-ruddy face was blotchy,
and showed the marks of strain. Not surprising, January thought, considering the seven or eight lifetimes
the little entrepreneur had packed into his Sixty-two years of gambling, importing, dodging rebel davesin
Saint-Domingue and Cuba, and running two theaters, three gaming establishments, and severa balrooms
in New Orleans. Ordinarily Daviswas one of the liveliest men he knew, seeming to bustle even in repose.
For thefirgt time, January thought: He'stired.

And then, seeing the grayish tinge of the round, heavy cheeks, the swest that filmed so suddenly aong the
shordine of that crigp gray hair: He'sill.

"Areyou dl right, Sr?'

Davislooked up at him, like one caught in alie. He gestured with the Gazette again-the rain had run the
print-and made a business of unsnagging the fobs that depended from one of hiswatch-chains from the
second, foppishly redundant chain that looped below. "No, no, I'mwell. I'm fine. It'sjust this... this
farrago of lies. . ."

"Y ou don't think anyone's actualy going to believe it? Anyone who knowsyou. . ."



"I'd liketo credit my friends with more brains than that, yes." Davis sighed. "But the town isn't what it
was, Ben. Y ou know that. | used to know everyonein thistown. They'd come to the opera, or to the
subscription balls. I'd see them at the Blue Ribbon Ballswith their plagees. . . ." Hedugin his
coat-pocket for ahandkerchief of spotlesslinen, took off his hat to pass the cloth over his sunken face.
Rain pattered in the gutter, stirring up the stench of garbage; a small brown frog hopped out and sat on
the banquette, staring up at the men with black bright-sequin eyes.

"I know it's every Creol€'slament that the Americans are at the bottom of hiswoes," said Davis. "But
they outnumber us adozen to one these days. Most of them have come to town in the past five years. All
they know about meiswhat they read in ragslikethis."

"Even s0," said January, troubled more now by the older man's weariness, by the dump of his shoulders
and the swest that beaded his face despite the chill, than by hiswords. Daviswas one of his oldest
friendsin the town. Thefirgt man to hire him, he remembered, to play asamusician. When January had
left for France, Davis had come down to the wharf-the only white man there save for St.-Denis Janvier
himsalf and one of few peopleto come at adl-and gave him thirty Spanish dollars: Y ou usethisto go to
the operawhen you get to Paris, hed said. Man doth not live by bread aone.

Hewasthe only one who'd understood that. "Y ou havefriends. . . ."

"And | have enemies" The little man straightened his shoulders with an effort, and put his handkerchief
away. "And morethan that, | have debts. | took an operacompany to New Y ork last season and didn't
make adollar-1 owethis city over ahundred thousand dollars, in credit and loans, and Caldwell's besting
the pants off me at the American Theater. And hiring away my best musicians.” He cocked a playfully
accusing eye up a January.

"Oh, I understand why you're playing for his productions-including that damned Muette next week, damn
him!-and not mine this season. He's paying twice what | can. HE's got the American audiences. . . ."
"Vaudeville and melodrama." January's voice tingled with contempt.

Davisleaned close, and with a conjurer's flourish pretended to pluck aMexican silver dollar from behind
January's left ear. "Y ou know who had thisdollar before | did?" he asked.

January shook his head.

Davistwirled it in hisfingers, tucked it into hiswaistcoat pocket. "Neither do I, my boy,” he said wisdly.
"Neither do |." He sighed, and with the fading of hisbright, quizzica ook, hisface grew old and sad.

"| can't afford this, Ben. I'm trying to recoup where | can-my construction company hasabid in on that
new steam railway-line out to the lake-but the Americans on the City Council aretrying to force me out.
Thisisn't going to help. Mind you," he added with agrin, "I probably shouldn't have said I'll cut his heart
out in achurch when | heard about hisMugtte. . . . They probably didn't even recognize the quote.”

"Can you move your performance up?' Garish bills advertising Belaggio's production of the Auber opera
adorned thewal behind them: Vesuvius bel ching flame and the eponymous Mute Girl hurling hersdf into
itscrater. Infact, Belaggio'sfirst performance would be Le Nozze di Figaro, but January couldn't imagine
what playbill would draw Americansinto the theater to seethat. Cherubino flinging himsdlf three or four
goriesfrom the Almavivaba cony into a particularly savage rosebush?

Davis shook his head. "My tenor and my soprano don't arrive until the twenty-ninth. And Caldwell's
bought up every firework and flare and bolt of red sk in town, damn him. So when Mount Vesuvius
erupts, I'm going to have to ask the audience to use their imaginations-not that the Creoles have them. . .

"Oh, givemeamuseof firel"

Davislaughed, abright, infectious sound in the quiet street. "Or at least tell me whereto hire one for the
night,” he said. "And you know, | suspect three-quarters of the Americansin thistown actudly believe
that's a perfectly reasonable excuse to kill another man?Idiots, dl of 'em.”

"What do you want meto do?" asked January, and Davis clasped his hand gratefully. " Shaw's already
hinted hed beglad if | kept my earsopen . . ."

"Oh, nothing more than that," said Davis. "'I'm certainly not requiring death-defying legps or hand-to-hand
encounterswith tigers. And | daresay it'll dl blow over, asKing Louis said to Marie Antoinette. But I'd
fed better knowing you were kegping an eye on things."



"That I'll do, and gladly." January folded up the umbrella as the rain softened and eased. On the other
Sde of the street, two children clothed as prince and princessin anticipation of some Carniva festivity
peeked from a carriageway between two shopfronts, and squealed asthe last raindrops plinked into their
small, extended hands. "1 ill can't imagine anyone taking these accusations serioudy.”

"Neither can |," said Davis. "Unless these assassins-whoever hired them-succeed next time."



? THREE

"Who would murder Belaggio?' Madame Marguerite Scie rose from her plie and stood by the
rehearsal-room barre with her thin armsfolded, such morning sunlight as managed to trickle between the
back of the theater and thewall of the Promenade Hotel's stable yard picking out streaks of silver in her
tightly-bound fair hair. " Anyone in the company, | should imagine, with the possible exception of thelittle
dIsolachit. Heisn't well liked."

Sheflicked her long legsinto fifth position, demiplied twice, and sank, flat-backed and upright, into a
deep grande, her long fingers barely touching the support. Sheld been eleven years old, and a pupil of the
best dancing-mastersin Parisin preparation for her eventual Court presentation, when the Bagtille had
been stormed in 1789. She ill moved likeagirl.

January rested his chin on hisfolded arms on the back of the chair he straddled before the piano. "Y ou
behold me agog, Madame.”

She smiled sdelong, like an amused snake. "It's no accident he was putting on a Christmas opera season
in Havana, of al places" Theinflection of her deep, velvety voice made the Spanish colonid capital
sound like amuddy hamlet on the Mississippi. "I think the only reason he's ill ableto do seasonsin
Milan is because his brother isa Commissioner of Police there, and can get the Austriansto make trouble
for hisrivas. Look where he works."

She sank, and rose, in agraceful port-de-corps, the muscles of her back like afencer's above the
short-deeved camisole, the abbreviated corset, and schoolgirl skirts. "Milan, Florence, the Veneto. .. and
America, where people haven't heard of him. Lorenzo has areputation for not having his books balance.
If the Carbonari ever do manage to run the Austrians out of the peninsula, helll be behind abarrow ina
mearket-place the following morning, urging housewivesto buy tomatoes.”

Before his encounter with the nsin the aleyway, January had intended to dine Friday night with his
dear friend Rose Vitrac, ayoung, former schoolmistress at the moment earning her living by correcting
Greek, Latin, and science papersfor severa of the young gentlemen's academiesin town. By thetime
held returned from histalk with Davis, however, and had taught his day's piano lessons, January's injured
arm ached asif hacked with asword and held felt feverish and weak. "'I'm ashamed of you, Benjamin,”
Rose had said, peering at him severdly through the thick lenses of her spectacles. A mere cut onthearm
sends you to ground? A brief pummeling by villains drives you to seek your bed? I'll have you know that
young Mr. Sdltearth, thefriend of the heroin All for Glory, or, A Patriot's Triumph, currently being
presented at the American Theater, managed to drag himself fifty milesthrough the snow in the dead of
winter despite being shot through both lungs by Tories, in order to warn Generd Washington of a
prospective attack on Valley Forge."

"You know alot about it." January shaded his eyesto squint up a her from the chair where he'd been
resting on the gdlery outside histiny room-"for someone who considers even Dumass playstoo slly to
watch.” The patchy clouds had broken by then, sweeping the low pastel houses of this part of the French
town with pale sheets of light, and Rose, perched on the gdllery rail, had looked more than ever likea
very young wading-bird, gawkygraceful and ready to fly away.

"| was given acomplete account of this-er-epic by Marie-Philomene, who has the room next to mine
behind Vroche's Grocery.” she had retorted. In the end they'd compromised by going downgtairsto
Madame Bontemps's kitchen and making sausage and rice under the landlady's Silently disapproving eye.
Upon leaving, Rose had promised to make inquiries at the Fatted Calf and various other cafesin the
vicinity of the American Theater about whether two young men answering the descriptions of Signori
Cavadlo and Ponte had been seen.

It was, January had reasoned, a starting-point. "They can't have spent the entire time from the end of
rehearsal at-what wasit, eeven? even-thirty?-until past three cramped in that doorway," Rose had said.
"| can do avery passable imitation of alady's maid, searching for information on where Y oung Michie
might have been at that hour and who he might have been with. It isn't," she'd added with grim wisdom,
"like the waiters at the cafes have not heard such inquiries before.”



"l can't see errorsin bookkeeping being grounds for murder,” January said now, mentally comparing
Rosg's dim, scholarly awkwardness with Marguerite Scie's knife blade poise. He had told the older
woman of hislove for Rose, and his hopes that she would one day marry him: one day when he made
enough money to live somewhere other than in arented room in Marie-Claire Bontempss gargonniere.
One day when past wounds in Rose's soul had sufficiently healed.

"It depends upon the Sze of the error,” returned the ballet mistress. " And the circumstances of the
murder." She pointed her toesin acouple of swift tendus, bowed forward again, arm precisdly curved.
"Paying bravos to daughter aman in an dley, no. For onething, | should imagine bravos come rather
expensve, even in New Orleans.”

Past the rehearsa-room door, footfalls creaked the floor of the backstage-the scrape of something heavy
being moved, the squeek of a pulley, suddenly brightening light, and astink of burning gas. Cadwell's
American Theater wasthe largest in the city, and if rude by European standards was far more modern
than the rival Theatre d'Orleans. "A few days before everyone took ship from Havana, Signor Belaggio
surprised Cavallo searching his office, and accused him of trying to rob the cashbox. Cavaloin turn
accused Belaggio of keeping duplicate books. High words were exchanged.”

"It's4till along way from high words" countered January, "to adagger in an dley inthe night.”

The corps de ballet was coming in, in twos and threes, arms around one another's waists or glancing
daggersat rivas. Gossamer sKirts, tight-brushed hair. Did you see him looking at you from the wings,
cherie?| could seethelovein hiseyes....

"Littlerats," they were caled in Paris. Some of the Sicilian girlswere as dark as Rose was, the Milanese
nearly asfar as Madame Scie. Many had been hired in Havana, and having failed to find wealthy
protectorsin Cuba had cometo try their luck in New Orleans-Spanish girls, or octoroonsfair enough to
claim Spanish, with names like Columbinaor Ignacitaor Natividad. There were one or two French girls,
and French Creole girls hired locally, and they |ooked at the Habaneros and said things like "chaca' and
"catchoupine." | hate to be the oneto tell you, sweetest, but I'm your friend and someone hasto. . . .
Among them, like asplendid flamingo among doves, moved the gorgeous flame-haired, long-limbed
Oona FHaherty, whose admission to the corps had been the price James Caldwell was willing to pay to
have Fitzhugh Trulove in the . Mary Opera Society.

Darling, hetreatsmejust like | was aprincess! We had ices at the Cafe Venice, and rodein his carriage
aong thelevee. Afterward...

January wasn't sure, but he suspected that the choice of LaMuette de Portici had had as much to do
with Trulove's passion for Oonaas with Belaggio's desire to steal amarch on John Davis. In that
passionate tale of Spanish domination, Negpolitan revolt, seduction, romance, and volcanic eruption, La
Haherty was dancing the part of the Mute Girl, a prospect to make anyone shudder.

"Wereit not for the dagger you saw," remarked Madame Scie, counting off the girlswith achill gray eye,
"I would wonder if perhaps the intention was mayhem rather than murder. It is, in fact, common enough
in the South"-she meant south of Rome-"for anobleman, if annoyed by a plebeian, to have hislackeys
chastise the offender for his presumption. It was donein France aswell, of course, in my father'stime.
But | agree," she added, glancing at the bandaged lump under January's | eft deeve with the
condescension of €even generations of marquises de Vermandois, "that the knife came into use quickly.”
"Hasthat ever happened to Belaggio?' January turned around in the rush-bottomed chair and
commenced warming up his handswith the smplified verson of the "Rondo ala Turque' that he used for
his students. In keeping with everything e se in the American Thegter, the piano was the best to be had, a
massive iron-framed Babcock grand with the heavy action typica of English instruments.

Madame Scie shook her head. " For the smple reason that he worked with Incantobelli. His partner, you
understand.” She walked to the barre again, and taking second position, sketched a couple of demi-plies,
which the more perceptive of the girlswatched and imitated at once.

"A man not only talented, but brilliant. And charming-he had the dukes and princes of Naples, the
senators of Venice, quarreing like schoolgirls over who would St next to him at receptions. When |
worked with the two of them at the San Carlosin Milan in ‘twenty-seven, it was obvious Belaggio could
barely endureit. He was never one to be outshone. Perhapsit was only that which finally caused the



break between them. | don't know. Girls!" She clapped her hands sharply. "Two demisand a grande,
port-de-corps- So. Firgt, second, fourth, fifth. Sixty-four bars, if you would, M'seu Janvier."

January played snippets of polonaises, vases brilliantes, and smplified rondos for the dancersto warm
up, during which time he was conscious of a constant coming and going around the rehearsal-room door.
Lionsgazing at gazdles, it was cdled in Paris. Fitzhugh Trulove quite frankly brought in one of the chairs
from the orchestra to watch his red-haired inamorata, hands clasped before his pink-flowered wai stcoat
and aamile of fatuous content on his round pink face. Jed Burton appeared shortly thereafter-January
wondered what both of those planters had told their wives about where they were going this
morning-and, alittle whilelater, young Harry Fry, the sseamboat owner, looking asaways asif his collar
were buttoned too tightly. It amused January to note how the girlstook greater care in the pointing of
their pink silk toes, with the men standing in the doorway watching, and how preoccupied they became
with perfecting the curves of their arms. Once he caught Marguerite's sardonic eye and dmost laughed.
Did the girls know, he wondered, that these gentlemen who took them for ices and for ridesaong the
river road, who watched from the wings "with lovein their eyes," al had plagees? Free women of color
for whom they had bought houses along Rue des Ramparts and Rue Burgundy, whom they had
established as second wives? Would it make adifference if they knew?

The St. Mary Opera Society, he thought, and his eyes returned to the little group again as Marguerite
explained a complicated ronde-de-jambe. The first onesto know that Belaggio intended to put on an
operaof Othello. At least afew of them had been at Thursday night's rehearsal, and had read the libretto.
Who fdt, or guessed, the power of the music. Which one, he wondered, might have taken it upon himself
to "chadtisg" the Italian "for his presumption™?

Trulove? The man was reputed to be brainless, and in two and ahalf years of playing at the parties of the
wedlthy, January had not seen the smalest evidence to the contrary. But hiswifewasacold, clever
woman, ruthless and strong. And in any case, it didn't take brainsto desire or plan such acrime. Only
hate.

Was there hate concedled behind Trulove's bland pink countenance?

Stubby and brick-faced beside Trulovestal, slverhaired amiability, Jed Burton spit into the sandbox just
outside the door and leaned down to whisper something to the Englishman, nodding as he did so toward
the girls at the barre. Trulove flung back hishead with asmile. January tried to remember what his
mother, that fount of al gossip and scanda-French or American or free colored-had to say about Jed
Burton, and could recall only that the man was a contractor, involved in alawsuit of some kind about a
plantation hisfirst wife had inherited on Bayou des Familles. Burton had been a planter himsdlf, and
hadn't made a go of it January was well aware that men like Trulove, ostensibly so wesdlthy, lived in debt
from year to year, borrowing money from their factors against crops only barely in the ground, dependent
on thefrost and the harvest and the resistance of their davesto disease.

Burton had awife now, named Ludmilla-his second-whaose father was of the Virginia planter aristocrary,
and it was undoubtedly she who actually wanted the box for the opera season. January had the
impression Burton himsdf didn't know Othello from Punchindlo and didn't care,

But Americanswere full of surprises. Hed learned that much from Shaw.

Y oung Harry Fry was quite frankly gazing a a sweetfaced Cuban girl named Felinawith hisheart in his
eyes. January recalled hearing someone-his mother? Uncle Bichet?-mention the young man'sinterestsin
brokering sugar and cotton crops aswdll as trangporting them; in buying furs from the trappersin the
mountains of Mexican territory. Anything to turn adollar. Son of a Boston banker, Fry had been sent
here to claim a share of the enormous revenues pouring into the city. With the breakup of the old Spanish
Empire, money and precious metasthat had previoudy gone straight to Spain were up for grabs. Legdly
or illegaly, they were coming through New Orleans from Mexico, from Cuba, from the new nations of
New Grenada, and it was through New Orleansthat guns and supplies had gone to Bolivar, Guerrero,
Iturbide. January had seen young Fry at adozen American parties and as many or more of the Blue
Ribbon Bdls-the quadroon balls-at the Sdlle d'Orleans, dternating his polite dancing or wholehearted
pursuit of the free colored demimonde with serious-faced conversation among the businessmen of the
town.



A young man eager to advance, thought January. At any cogt, perhaps. He was negotiating with severd
friends of January's mother for their daughters contracts of placage, but as far as January had heard
hadn't settled on amistress yet.

At the conclusion of the ballet rehearsd, January emerged from the rehearsal-room to find Hannibal
Sefton perched hafway up the Count Almavivas pink marble garden steps, playing awistful West Irish
planxty on hisviolin. The music floated gently above the babble of voices, like sun-gpangles on water: five
different varieties of Itdian; durry, lilting Viennese German; the doppy Creole Spanish of Havana; and
severd sorts of French. The green room, dark as a cave and barely twelve feet square, was good only
for making coffeein-besides being tacitly off-limitsto thelittle rats and most of the musicians.

"I hear we're going to need to count the money twice after every performance,” January remarked just
loudly enough that Silvio Cavallo, stting alittle lower down the stepswith a couple of other Lombard
members of the company, turned his head.

Hannibal sighed, and said, "That'll teach you to ask before you rescue anyone.” In the flickery glow of the
gasoliers, he looked alittle better than he had Thursday night, but dangeroudy thin: shabby in his skirted
coat and long hair, like something that had wandered out of an old portrait.

"Y ou think that Austrian's whore hasn't learned to keep double books?' Cavallo rose, and moved close
to speak without being overheard. He'd been speaking Milanese with his compatriots, but switched to
the Itdian that January knew better. "L ook them over if you will, Signor. He'slearned enough from that
brother of his, that VViennese shirro, that hisbookswill smell of lilies, like the Book of Judgment in
Paradise." He cast aglare across the dusty brown dimness of backstage at Belaggio, ascending the steps
from the prop-vault. A black silk ding supported the impresario's arm, though January's wound had
improved sufficiently in thirty-six hoursthat held been able to dispense with his. Ladsolatripped lightly
at Belaggio'ssde, exquisitein aflutter of black-ribboned white organdy. She tugged the stage-hand
Pedro away from bringing up flats to fetch Belaggio a chair, and made Nina abandon her adjustment of
Madame Montero's costume to find a cushion for hisarm, and in generd fussed asif the impresario had
just struggled up from his deathbed.

If young M'seu Sdtearth in All for Glory can manage to drag himself into action, thought January, surdly
Lorenzo Belaggio can do no less.

"But if you believe | would conced mysdlf in an dley with aknife because of it. . ."

"l dont," January told Cavallo, mildly and not entirdly truthfully. "I wasjust curious asto why Belaggio
thought you might have. And who you think would. Did you know Bellaggio's partner Incantobelli?*

"| thought it isthis Senor Davis, this owner of the French Opera, who is supposed to have done this
thing."”

Consuda Montero flounced furioudy over to them, the old antidote Marcd linas fussy pink gown and
enormous panniers fitted avkwardly over her black satin petticoat. "Asfor Incantobelli, thereisaman
who truly understands the opera. He would not have put that"-her lace-gloved hand flicked scornfully in
the direction of d'lsola"anywhere but in the chorus. And asfor that carrot-haired Hibernian dut ...
Madre de dios"

At that moment Vincent Marsan came up from below, bending his golden head in conversation with the
Widow Redfern, and athird member of the Opera Society, athin little flaxen gentleman whom Hannibal
later identified as Marsan'sfactor and business agent, Erasmus Knight. La d'lsola straightened up from
adjusting the cushion under Belaggio's arm January saw her eyes seek Marsan's.

Asthe planter's back was to him, January didn't see what wasin hisface. But he saw him pause, and tilt
his head alittle, at thelong-lashed, dark passion in her gaze.

"Do you know why Belaggio and Incantobelli parted?’

Montero shrugged. "He left the year before last, at Christmas. | was doing aseason at La Fenice, Singing
Fordiligi and Leonore-decent roles, leading roles, not this collection of waiting-women and old maids
that lying Milano traitor has. . ."

"We were speaking of Incantobelli?* suggested Hanniba, taking Montero's hand. And when she glared
a himin haughty dudgeon, he added in Spanish, "If | hear more of hisiniquities toward you, guisante mia,
| shdl haveto call him out, and then what would the company do for afirs violin?'



She rapped his knuckles with her spangled fan. "Es verdad. In any event, Incantobelli was the first snger
with whom | appeared upon astage. It was at LaPergolain Florence, in ... wdll, | forget the year." She
waved airily. "'l was one of Cleopatras waiting-women to his Guilio Cesare."

Which explained, thought January in aflash of enlightenment, why Incantobelli wouldn't have been as
receptive as Belaggio wasto Drusilla d'lsolas wide-eyed charms.

"Dont' listen to Madame Montero when she spesksill of Drusilla-of Mademoiselledsola,” said Cavalo
as the Mexican soprano rustled away to seize back Ninas ser vices during her rival's moment of
digtraction. "She'sno Malibran, but she has very finefedling, avery spritely manner on-stage, that makes
up for it." He watched the young soprano with brotherly tenderness as she hovered at Belaggio's side,
her gaze flickering to Marsan, shy asachild's. Belaggio was recounting his battlein the dley to Claud
Cepovan, the Austrian bass, Marsan made his way across the backstage, stood looking down at d'1sola,
lips curving gently benegth the close-clipped golden mustache.

"ConchaMontero was Belaggio's mistress before he met Ladlsola. | imagine that's what she was doing
at thetheater so late on Thursday night.”

"Spying on Belaggio?'

"Spying on Lad1sola, morelike" Hannibal coughed, and dug in his music-satchel for the inevitable bottle
of opium-laced brandy. "Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits/ When | am sometime absent from
thy heart ... | mean, the lovely Montero knows what Belaggio's up to." Belaggio struggled gdlantly to his
feet to take the Widow Redfern's hands. She was forty-two, built like atreestump, and wearing
approximately five hundred dollars worth of pearls on onewrist done. Madame Montero stepped up to
his other sde, elbowing the still-enrgptured d'lsola out of her way.

"Not being blind,” Hannibal went on, "I'm sure Consuelas noticed. the direction of Lad'lsolas eye when
M'seu Marsan'sin the room.”

After onefind smileat Marsan, Drusillaturned back and grimly dipped around Montero, with a
solicitous adjustment to Belaggio'sding.

"Marsan was supposed to meet Belaggio Thursday night, but at what time? If Montero could prove hed
come early or late to rendezvous with Ladlsola. . ."

"Asafavor tome" said Cavalo, laying ahand on Hanniba's bony shoulder, "would you limit the number
of people before whom you air that particular theory Signor Sefton? And asafavor to yoursdlf,” he
added, hisgrip tightening. "If you think Belaggio would have the dightest compunction about dismissing
her-agirl of twenty-two, with neither friends nor family, in a country where she does not spesk the
language-1 can only assure you that you are wrong."

He moved away to join his young friend Ponte, who was passing around a bottle of red winewith a
half-dozen of the other Negpolitans of the chorus on the dopes of Vesuvius. They had presumably
selected the dismantled volcano not so much from homes ckness as becauise the properties manager, a
hard-faced little gnome named Tiberio, hailed from Saerno. While he fussed with his pots of sulfur,
charcoal, and nitrate of strontia, Tiberio shouted instructions to Pedro, one of the two stage-hands
Belaggio had brought with the company from Havana: instructions and curses, since Pedro spoke only
Spanish and couldn't have understood the wizened Sicilian's thick Arabic-flavored didect evenif he had
known Itdian.

In fact, as he leaned on the faux marbre bal ustrade and observed the backstage at large, January was
reminded strongly of some of Rosg's chemica demondtrations. eements separating out, Lombards
chattering in the brisk tongue of Milan, Forentinesignoring them and conversing in Tuscan pure as
Carraramarble, Romans|ooking down their aquiline noses at the Negpolitans and Sicilians, and
everybody cutting the Austrians. Hed seen the same phenomenon at balls given by French Creole
planters: Orleanistes wouldn't spesk to Legitimistes except to occasiondly join in danging Bonapartistes.
.. And none would speak to the Americans--except Vincent Marsan, for purposes of business-while the
gensdu couleur libre like his mother wouldn't exchange aword with first-generation freedmen, let done
daves...

Then herecalled his own pregjudice against Shaw, and grinned at his pose of philosophica judgment.

"If Ladlsolagoeson likethat," remarked Hannibd, following the primawith his eyes as she gazed after



the retreating Marsan, "it's going to come to being | eft here, whether | mention the matter to anyone or
not. | notice she'sdready figured out the quickest way to Marsan's heart-that outfit she's wearing
couldn't possibly clash with any ensemble he might careto sport.”

January looked again, and amost laughed, because it wastrue: the girl's stylish white and black blended
beauttifully with the symphony of slvers and grays the dandy had chosen that afternoon. Marsan should
have looked ridiculous, but he didn't: broad-shouldered, beautiful, graceful, and tall, he looked literaly
like aprince of moonlight, aknight shesthed in silver.

No wonder d'Isolawas smitten.

"Molte bene!" Belaggio flung up his handsin ddight as the companies soubrette-the dainty and
slvery-voiced little Madame Elisabetta Chiavari-made her appearance on the arm of her husband, a
baritone named Trevi who bore a striking resemblance to an amiable toad. "Now, | trust we al know our
way around Le Nozze di Figaro for Tuesday night. . . ."

He herded everyone into the rehearsa-room again. January and the other musicians carried inthe
straightbacked orchestra chairs for themselves, and traded gos sip and chat: who was playing the ball at
the Hermanns that night, who'd go on from rehearsd to the reception Fitzhugh Trulove was giving for the
Opera Society at his great handsome house on the Bayou Road. 'Y ou coming to my place after that,
Ben?" asked Jacques Bichet in an undervoice, unwrapping his flute from its box, and January nodded. It
would make alate night-the Trulove party probably wouldn't end till past two-and the gathering at
Jacquesswould, like any after-curfew gathering of the free colored, the libres, be completely illegd. ...
But what esewas Carnivd for?

Asold Uncle Bichet liked to say-tuning up his cello with its Sweet conversationd voice-Y ou can deep
during Lent.

"It'swonderful to see everyone herelooking so well!" James Caldwell paused in the rehearsal-room door
to make an entrance, atall man, handsome and energetic, hisflowing brown hair and carefully-groomed
sdewhiskers asouvenir of hisown days on the stage. All his gestures seemed rehearsed. "'I'm sure were
all prepared to make this opera season, the firgt Italian Operain this city, aspecid and spectacular
event.”

Severa members of the Opera Society applauded, mostly because Caldwell seemed to expect it.
Marsan leaned down to exchange words with Mr. Knight-whom January recognized vaguely from his
daysin Paris, though his name hadn't been Knight at the time-and was nearly pushed out of the doorway
by Madame Rosd, the costume mistress, her arms full of satin and false hair. She wastrailed by her
assstant, Julie, with Nina, the davegirl, bringing up the rear.

"And where he got the money to purchase that girl," muttered Montero, clothed once morein
prune-colored velvet and emerdds, "I should like to have made clear. A dave-girl, solely to look after
that lagarta's wigs and gowns and make-up, while al therest of us must make do with dulie... "
"Savesare chegp in Havana," January pointed out. "A girl you'd pay nine hundred dollarsfor here can be
bought for one or two hundred. He probably spent more on the dress La d'l solas wearing.”

"And where did he get the money for that, en?'

"Same place he got the money for your bracelets?' suggested Hannibal, and the dark Aztec eyesflashed
inanunwilling grin.

After years of working around the chronic shortage of musiciansin New Orleans-of doubled-up violin
parts, rewritten horns, and covering deficient woodwind sections with piano-it was good to hear
Mozart's score more or less as written for once. Cadwell hadn't stinted on his orchestra, as January
knew Daviswas obliged to do. Most of the musicians were free men of color, trained, like January, at
the expense of white fathers-or in January's case, his mother's white protector-and able to make afair
living playing cotillions, schottisches, and Chopin waltzes at the parties of the rich. What they played for
themsalves-or for organizations like the Faubourg Treme Free Colored Militiaand Buria Society-was
another matter. The two young Bratizant brothers, Creole French seeking the experience of playing for
the opera, and the Bavarian Herr Pleck on his bassfiddle, were perfectly acceptable additions, and, of
course, Hanniba could play anything. But January privatdy reflected that there were things about music
that white people smply didn't understand.



Early in the rehearsd it became obvious to January that the aspersions cast by Madame Montero on
Mademoisdlle d'Isola's singing had not been gratuitous. She was, as Cavalo had so kindly put it, no
MariaMdibran.

"A little more smply, Elisabettamy dear,” urged Bellagio, during Susanna's Act Two duetswith the
Countess. "Susannaisasmplegirl, shemust sngsmply . . ."

"Shemust sing smply so that witless hussy's so-called ornamentations won't be shown up asthe
nursery-rhymesthey are,” muttered Montero savagedly, standing, arms folded, beside January's piano.
"Y et when Elisabetta Chiavari and | sing together, it is "Let me hear you both soar." Countess, huh! That
Neapoalitan bitch d'lsolahas no businessin such roles. | sang the Countess last year for Belaggioin Turin,
and there was none of this, "Sing moresmply.' " While everyone else scrabbled around in their music,
looking for the beginning of the ballet, she studied January speculatively, then lowered her voice.
"Senor,” shewent on in adifferent tone, "I understand that you give lessons aswell as play for the opera?
In other words, that you have your own piano, and a place to teach?"

"l do."

Montero glanced around to make sure she was unobserved, then set agold half-eagle on the top of the
piano with arich clink.

"Might you be free for-oh-three hours tomorrow morning? Before rehearsal here?!

January'sfirg thought If that five dollarsisfor an amorousinterlude, you're certainly flattering me,
Madame, glanced asde at the velled ca culation behind those long lashes. Even cutting short histime at
Bichet's, it would mean held have dmost no deep. But hed never forgive himsdf-certainly neither Rose
nor Hanniba would forgive him+-if he didn't find out what was going on.

"Ten?" he said, and the red-lipped smile broadened. "Ten it is."



? FOUR

"Othdlo?' Lorenzo Belaggio's heavy brows scrunched and hisjaw thrust forward. "Why speak to me of
Othello?' Rehearsal was over, not more than an hour behind schedule. All around them, the musicians
were packing up their satchdls, gathering their instruments for aquick dinner a jambaaya standsin the
market, at the cafes that catered to the free colored, or the lessformal groceriesthat sold bowls of dirty
rice out the back doors, before the evening's engagements.

Flashes of haf-heard merriment. Snatches of conversation.

"Gonnabe at Jacquesstonight?' "Cynthie said sheld bring along her pound-cake. .. ." . . . fixed ol John
up with that Sster of hers. . ." "That Sster? The one with dl the shoes?!

Tiberio could be heard cursing the hosepipes that would run from the proscenium gas-jetsinto Mount
Vesuviuss hollow bowels-at least January thought that's what he was cursing-and from the prop-vault
below, arich Gaglic voice grated, "Greedy god-damned Itdiansthievin' al the red silk-now I'm askin'
what areweto do for Act Threetonight?' Postersall over town advertised the presentation of A Maid of
Old Scotland, or, A Prince's Escape at eight. Presumably someone's castle was scheduled for fiery
destruction.

"Did someone warn you not to put it on?" asked January quietly. "Or ask you not to put it on?"'

Belaggio, who had begun to bresthe noisly at the first mention of hisopera, drew himself to his six-foot
plus burly height. "Who would dare speak so to me? Who would dare say to me-to me, Lorenzo
Belaggio-what | should and should not have my people perform? My Othello isagreat opera, truly grest.
Do you deny it?' Heglared at January asif at an accuser. "Do you?'

"No," said January. "Not at dl. . ."

"In Naplesthey wept, yes, they wept in the very streets when Desdemonadied.” Hisvoiceroseto a
shout, causing Mr. Cadwell to turn from the door, where he was bidding Mrs. Redfern an obsequious
farewdll. "When the great Moor gathered her into hisarmsfor onefina kiss, to die upon that kiss ... Who
has dared to imply that it should not be sung? That thereis any reason why it should not be given?'

Dark eyes blazing, the impresario caught January by the arm, dragged him past the startled theater
owner, past Redfern and Knight and Redfern's vul pine business manager, Mr. Fraikes, and into the small
office next to the rehearsa-room that Caldwell had given to him. "Who has spoken of thisto you?' He
kicked the door shut behind him. "What have you heard?

"Nothing," said January, alittle startled by this excessive reaction. "No one has spoken.”

"Then why do you spesk?'

"ldiotes, " raged Tiberio's voice. "Do you not understand plain Spanish? That Habanero cornutu
warranted you understood Spanish and you have no more Spanish than my grandmother's seven-toed
black cat, whoisaso ablockhead ... !"

"Pleaseforgive me, Sir, for mentioning the matter," January stammered. "I fear someone may have asked
you not to have Othello performed because Othello isaMoor-and because heis grest. Because the play
treats of the love of awhite woman for ablack man. . ."

"Bah!" The Milanese drew back, with adismissive swipe of hishand. "Ridiculous! Every one of those
men in the Opera Society has a Negress for amistress! Even that scoundrel Marsan, who-"

"That isnot the samething, sr."

"And not the same thing as yourself and Madame Scie, en?" Belaggio winked, and dug him familiarly with
hiselbow in the ribs. His breath was a swamp of rotten teeth and violet padtilles. "All those years ago,
eh? And il she pinesfor you."

January blinked, trying to imagine Marguerite pining for any member of her regiment of discarded lovers.
Did Bdaggio assume LadIsolawould remember his name aweek after their parting?

"Signor," he said patiently, "I fear that it was because of Othello-because of what it portrays-that you
were attacked in the dley. Because someone might have told you-"

"I know well enough who it was who attacked me." Belaggio glared around him, asif he could see
through thelittle offices wals. With the door closed, the room was at once chill and stuffy, the yellow



gleam of asingle gas-jet showing up untidy piles of libretti and ledgers, novels and correspondence, and
playbills reeking of ink. ™Y ou do not understand, my friend,” he assured January. "Y ou do not understand
the madmen onefinds in the peninsula these days. So-caled intellectuals, students who deceive
themsalves and otherswith their rhetoric.” He brought his kid-gloved finger up to tap the side of hisown
bulbous nose. ""Carbonari-bah! "Y oung Itay' they cdl themsalves. Bandits, revolutionaries,
ne'er-dowells! They opened the gates of our citiesto the Buonaparte and would open them again to
worse! Disciples of anarchy and terror. All this| have seen before.”

"Sgnor. . ."

"No more." Belaggio clapped January jovidly on hiswounded arm. "My good honest fellow, forget your
fears. A dozen of the men of the Opera Society have received copies of my Othedllo." He gestured to the
heap of dender green-bound volumes on the desk. "Beautiful, eh? | had them printed specidly.” He
picked one up. "1 have had no complaints, either on account of the book or on account of the score.
Who could complain? It will be agreat successin spite of those hotheads, those Carbonari madmen......"
He pushed open the door and threw avenomous glare at Cavallo, who stood by the green-room door in
Don Baslio's out-at-elbows lavender coat while Ponte adjusted his absurdly curled wig. "And that
scoundrel Davis, who would see the whole of my opera season destroyed.” He threw wide his
arms-evidently forgetting hisblack silk ding and just as clearly in no discomfort-and expanded his grest
chest. "Fear not! Lorenzo Belaggio is more than capable of deding with the likes of such asthey!
Bdlissma" Ladlsolawho'd been surreptitioudy checking the angle of her stylish "Gothic" hat in one of
Tiberio's reflectors-spun, with an expression of heart-melting joy. ™Y ou were magicd this
afternoon-perfect! If yousangsoat LaScada. . ."

"If shesang so a La Scala," remarked Hanniba, dipping around the doorframe and watching the
impresario plant half adozen wet salutes on his protegee's face and throat, "sheld be rinsing egg out of
her hair for aweek. Not that it'll matter much Tuesday night. It's hard for one person to redlly botch up
Mozart."

"How much attention were you paying to the L etter Duet?

"Argutosinter strepere anser olores, as Virgil once put it.... Unfortunately | think Signor Belaggio actudly
believesthat because the girl's pretty and will deep with him that she can, in fact, sing. Not agood failing
inanimpresrio.”

"Not an uncommon one, though.” January found his music-saichel where held left it, on the Contessa
Almavivas white-and-gilt writing-desk, extracted from it the shabby jacket of brown corduroy he'd
bought while amedica student in Paris, and pressed in its place the black tailcoat held wear again later,
at Trulove's. "Would you care to take supper with me at my mother's?" he asked Hannibal asthey
descended through the gloomy cavern of the prop-room, and so into the aley, where acouple of carters
were trying to maneuver awagonload of hay through the Hotel Promenade's stable-yard gate. " She was
asking after you thelast time | encountered her in the market.”

January's mother was LiviaLevesque, adim woman sill beautiful in her latefifties, whose pink stucco
house on the Rue Burgundy had been given her by that same wesalthy sugar-broker who had purchased
and freed herand made her his mistress-when January was eight. Upon January's return from Paris shed
charged him five Spanish dollars amonth to deep in the room held had as a child: when, in the wake of
onetoo many acts of emotiond blackmail, hed informed her he was moving out-"To board with
Marie-Claire Bontemps of al people!"-sheld threatened to distrain his piano on the grounds that it had
been given him by St.-Denis Janvier when he, January, wasaminor.

January had assumed, when held had alawyer send her aletter demanding the instrument, that it wasthe
last held ever hear of her except through the gossip of hisyounger sster, Dominique.

He had underestimated his parent. The morning after New Y ear's he had encountered her in the market,
where shed greeted him with polite effusiveness, asif held been away on a short journey but was now
back in town: How isyour hedlth, did you settle in satisfactorily in your new rooms, isn't Marie-Claire
Bontempsthe craziest old coot imaginable, and does she till converse with the candlesticks?

Lawyer? January had wondered at the time. Plano? Wasthat dl adream?

But held answered her goodwill in kind. She'd invited him to Twelfth Night dinner, awelcome treat, snce



Madame Bontemps did not include board with the rental of his room and moreover had the disconcerting
habit of coming across the yard to the kitchen and watching, soundless as aturtle, while he cooked
anything. After that he/d been invited to dine at his mother's house on the average of once aweek,
frequently with Rose or Hannibal - January had yet to meet awoman who was proof against Hannibd's
courtly and vulnerable charm. He was astonished at what good company his mother could be once he
was no longer obliged to live under her roof.

". .. used to catch mothsin wineglasses," Liviasaid as her servant, Bella, brought in the savory etouffe
for January, Hanniba, and Dominique. Thelast golden daylight still lingered in the Rue Burgundy, but
candles had been lighted on the table and in the lustres around the wall. He and Hannibal, January
guessed, would be in good time to reach Trulove's, and with luck Rose would find him at Jacques
Bichet's, with information about whether or not those "hotheads and madmen,” Cavalo and Ponte, had in
fact spent the later part of Thursday evening loitering in the Fatted Calf. "Does she il collect moths and
talk to them?'

"Mother!" laughed Dominique. "Y ou're making that up!" Twenty-two yearsold and beautiful asa
bronze-gold lily, the daughter of St.-Denis Janvier was hersdf the plagee of a stout, bespectacled young
planter named Henri Vidlard. Her cottage lay only ahundred feet down from that of her mother; the
petunia-colored silk of her dress and the pink-gold luminosity of the pearls around her throat attested to
the care Vidllard took of her. "Ptit, that isn't o, iSit?"

"l don't know." January spread his hands. " She does wander around at al hours of the night without a
candle, likeadeepwaker. . . "

"Asif I'd invent such atale, Minou!" Liviatapped her daughter'simmense "imbecile’ deevewith her fan.
Past the archway into the front parlor, the tall French doors stood open onto the Rue Burgundy, where
thelast of the day'straffic mingled with thefirst of the night's. hogsheads of sugar and cotton being hauled
from canal to levee jostled axles with the landaul ets of well-dressed women, or phagtonsfull of lively
young gentlemen got up as Renaissance lords or Knights of the Round Table, singing or blowing handfuls
of flour in one another's faces. The red-gold scent of gingerbread baking somewhere near-by vied with
the choke of steamboat soot in the air, and the smell of brick wet from thelight rain that had fallen while
January wasin rehearsal. More rain threatened, high-piled mountains of cloud sweeping in fast from the
Gulf.

"Y ou'd see her at the quadroon bdls, with haf adozen young white gentlemen crowding around her,”
Liviawent on, "-though | never thought her above average for looks mysdlf, and that mother of herswas
enough to scare anyone off-chatting and talking-this was when the balls were held over on Roya Street,
before M'sieu Davis built the Sdle d'Orleans.. . . And all of asudden her eyes would wander off, and be
following amoth around the lights of the chandelier, and you'd see her looking around for awineglass,
not remembering who she was talking to. One night abig onelanded on the arm of Joffrey Duquille ashe
was asking her to dance and trying to learn if she was interested in something more with him besides,
Joffrey Duquille, mind you, one of the richest planterson theriver. . . . And al Marie-Claire could do
was stare and stare a thisbig gray moth, walking up his coatdeeve. Findly she blurted out, Pray, may |
have your wineglass, sr. ... "

"I believeit," grinned January. His mother managed to capture his landlady's precise facid expression, the
hypnotized bulge of her eyes, the hunch of her shoulders and the curious tone of her voice, at onceflat
and urgent.

"So she tosses down the champagne'-Livia L evesgue glesfully mimicked her old riva'sflicking gulp-"and
dapsthe glass over the moth on Duquill€s deeve, whap! Like that. Then whisksthe glass and the moth
over her pam and goes scampering out of the room. Her mother had been working for weeksto
maneuver Duquilleto the point of offering to be Marie-Claire's protector, and wasfit to kill her. . . . I've
heard Duquill€s niece is going to marry your Henri, Minou.”

Dominique dropped her fork with a clatter on the green-and-pink French china, fumbled to catch it,
dropped it again. Her mother watched sidelong, eyes bright with veiled mdice.

"|sthat true?'

Dominique swallowed hard, breathed once, twice, her face averted. Then she turned back to her mother



with alight, swest, cardless smile. "No, | hadn't heard that. Henri hasn't returned to town yet. They had a
large crop a Vidlard this year, and the boiling and packing has taken longer than they'd thought.”

"l saw him and that mother of histoday in the Rue Chartres" Livia Levesque harried afragment of lamb
judicioudy around her plate before deciding it was a prey unworthy of her notice. "With al those sgters
intow, like aflock of sheep out hunting for a shepherd. Didn't you know? | haf expected you'd send
your regretsfor thisevening.”

Dominique closed her eyesfor amoment, her face seeming suddenly old in the warm amber of the
candldight. January remembered her telling him once that Henri would aways cometo see her-even for a
short while, eveniif it was late-on thefirdt night of his return from whichever of the family plantations he
was obliged to vist, and wished it were possible to srangle their mother.

"It'sagood match,” his mother went on. No doubt, January reflected, shed negotiated Dominique's
contract of placage to Henri with that same cool, hard blitheness: a house worth so much, and so much
mai ntenance money per month. As every woman of the free colored demimonde negotiated their
quasi-legd contracts with the white men who would be their daughters protectors, lovers, the fathers of
their children. No young man wantsto bicker over money with the damsel he meansto take to bed; it
takes awoman who has passed down that road to know what provisions her child will need on the
journey.

"Duquille's son never wed, you know, and both daughters died of consumption, in eighteen and
twenty-one." Livia Levesgue sipped her wine and made aface, though it was French and of good qudity;
her eyes never left Dominique. "Poor breeding, | cal it. He should never have married a Blancheville. The
wholefamily'sweak and Julietta Blancheville-Duquille€s cousin-looks like arabbit. The &. Chinian girl's
likely to inherit everything from that Sde of the family, aswell as hdf-interest in the &. Chinian cotton
press and a dowry that's certain to top a hundred thousand dollars.”

She clapped her handsimpatiently for Bellato bring the cheese, the port wine, and nuts. "So if your Henri
puts you aside, make him pay."

"Shedidn't haveto bresk it to you like that." January came quietly over to his Sster when, ahaf-hour
later, the meal was concluded and the party foregathered in the parlor for coffee. The early winter twilight
had fallen-music sounded from one of the big town houses around the corner, alively Chopin gaop. The
red glare of flambeaux in the Rue Burgundy made a shadowed pattern of curtain-lace flowersflit across
his mother'sface.

"...Itdians" Liviadismissed the peninsulawith awave. "Alwayskilling one ancther over something-no
wonder they think poor M'seu Davis hired ruffians! Asif the man doesn't have better thingsto do with
his money, besides having plenty of friendswho'd do it for freeif he asked them. And well he should, the
amount | hear he'sin debt these days. What the Americans would want an operafor anyway, | can't
imagine. . ."

The little square box-clock of gilt and cobat on the mantel piece chimed six-thirty. It would soon betime
for January and Hannibal to go.

"Don't beslly, ptit." Dominique reached up to touch January's cheek. "It took me by surprise, that'sal.
Y ou know how Mother is."

". .. Aunt Semiramis had an Italian cook who was the toast of Dublin,” Hanniba was saying. " She used
to get three proposals aweek, plus offers from my aunt's friends, smuggled in by every pogt, of better
"And of course I've dways known Henri was going to marry someone." Dominique decanted the coffee
from the bright-hued pot into cups, and arranged, with unconscious artistry, Bellas beignets and
jely-cakes on the smdller platesto carry them to the others. Les Mesdames-Livias two chubby yelow
cats-rose from dozing by the hearth and padded, with artless artistry, to the sdeboard, pretending they
were smply taking awalk because they found the fire uncongenialy warm and not because anyone was
about to leave the cream-pitcher unguarded. "I'm just glad for his sake she-thisgirl-isdisgustingly rich. |
mean, yes, Henri isvery wedthy himsglf." She handed January the tray, and intercepted the cats, tucking
one under each arm. "But think how much hell have to pay anyone to marry those ssters of his™

And she made hersdlf twinkle, fragile glass pretending to be adamant.



At Fitzhugh Trulove's bl later that evening, January had ample opportunity to observe Henri Vidlard
from behind thetrellis of ivy and silk rosesthat half concedled the musicians dais.

He'd seen the obese, fair-haired, myopic young planter at any number of receptions and balls over the
past two years, though hisonly direct dedlings with him had been in connection with the birth of
Dominiqué's child the summer before last. Henri, whose family's chief plantation lay just acrossthelake,
had been at one of his mother's socia engagements when Dominique gave birth. He had come when he
could, and had held the infant in hisarms before it died. Thiswas more than numerous white men did for
their plagees, but January knew that his Sster had spent many uncomforted nightsin the wake of little
Charles-Henri's death.

Thiswasachoiceagirl of color made, he understood, when first she dressed in her finest and
went-dmogt invariably with her mother-to the Blue Ribbon Balls.

January's friendsin the Paris demimonde-the courtesans whose lovers paid for flats for themin the
fashionable St. Honore didtrict, not the streetcorner whores or the little grisettes who labored by day
making hats-had asked him about the Blue Ribbon Balls, half expecting him to say that the women who
attended them were daves. January had disabused them of this notion-like most of the Pacisian
demi-castors, the mgjority of the plagees had been raised by plagee mothers with the hope and intention
of entering a permanent relationship with awedthy gentleman. Of "finding aplace,”" or "being placed.”
Theonly differencelay in thefact that the plagees, though free, were all women of color.

The ladies of the Rue des Rampartsimplicitly understood the price they would have to pay.

To have awedthy lover, but not a husband.

To love, maybe, and have love, but never to be secucein that love.

To bequeath to her children the property and education that they might not otherwise have. And with that
property and education, to bequeath the fairer skin that altered the way people looked at you, white and
black and colored alike.

Henri Vidlard had done wdll by hissster, January knew. And yes, of course Minou had always known
that one day the man sheloved would take awife, and do his duty to the family property, the family
name.

Vidlard was there with his mother, amassve woman nearly astdl as her sx-foot son and swathedina
terrifying confection of eggplant-hued velvet. "There's never any keeping up with them!” Madame
Vidlard cried, surveying her audience, the French Creole portion of the company in the pillared ballroom,
which had fractured aong itsusua lines. That the Creole French attended at al was atribute to Fitzhugh
Trulove'slong residence in the town, dating back to the days of Spanish governorship. Hisposition asa
bridge between the two societies, as much as hiswedlth, was the reason the canny Cadwell had sought
him for the Opera Society. "What should war in Spain have to do with the price of sugar, | ask you?
What are they fighting about anyway? Or these ridicul ous countries popping up in South America, dways
changing their names and fighting each other and making everything awkward for everyone? One smply
cannot keep track of them.”

The galaxy of candles-in mirrored sconces on thewalls, on the double line of painted columns, in the four
chandeliers, on girandoles like aforest of silver treesrising among the hegped platters of the
buffet-picked a second galaxy of brightness in the diamonds on Madame Vidlard's massve bosom as
sheturned. "They should make up their minds once and for al what sugar isto sdll for and then hold to it!
One smply cannot get business done any other way!"

"But one never knows," demurred Mr. Knight, folding small, neat hands gloved in dandyish lavender kid,
"what the marketsin Europe will demand in any given year.

Ontheir Sde of the ballroom-the side that encompassed the buffet-the Americans present muttered in
English of dave prices and the profits to be made from cotton in the newer states and territories of the
north and west, of tight money and buying stock on credit, asif Europe didn't exist. The little stack of
Othdlo libretti sat untouched on amarquetry sde-table.

And perhgpsfor them, reflected January, between the light, flowing minuet from Don Giovanni and a
sentimenta rendering of a Beethoven nocturne, Europe didn't exist. Six weeks steady vomiting in a



cramped cabin if you went by steam packet, with high seas and bad food and the possibility of the boiler
blowing up as lagniappe. Three weeks if you wanted to pay clipper prices. And to most Americansit
was only stories: castles and churches and crowded streets, and we have al that and more and better in
America, don't we? And for a quarter the pricel

Descriptive words meant little. Y ou didn't understand, unless and until you'd actualy walked through the
green magic of the Versailles gardensin morning fog, or come out from between those crowding
soot-stained buildings to see Notre Dame's square towers soaring up and up above you for that first
time. Until you'd heard real opera sung by professonasin agood hal with afull orchestra, or rambled
from bookshop to bookshop to bookshop aong a cobbled street delirious with the knowledge that you
could find anything you wanted-anything-somewhere dong the way.

"One should know, Mr. Knight," declared Madame Vidlard. "That is precisdy my point.” One side of
the huge double parlor faced out onto aformal garden, and with the heat of the hundreds of
candles-Trulove would never subject his guests to the smuts and stink of gas-long windows had been
opened, admitting the green scent of wet foliage and the occasiond rattle-winged pametto-bug. The
matron glared at her son asif demanding support, but Henri, consuming pate in wretched silence, would
not mest her eye.

"It'sadreadfully ill-regulated place anyway, Europe,” laughed Trulove, and he cast afond glance toward
OonaFlaherty, done up in lilac tulle and an astonishing three lobed topknot bedecked with artificial
grapes, cinging dutifully to the arm of one of Mr. Knight's clerks. January smiled at the burly young man's
expression of grim concentration: it was one of the duties of a planter's business agent to purchase and
send upriver whatever the family might require in the way of tools or supplies: chinaware, spices, sdft,
coffee, or wine. Presumably a screen for an employer's amours-Knight aso handled the Truloves

bus ness-came under the same heading.

"Nonsense," retorted Mr. Knight. ™Y ou have been away from it for too long, Sr. Since the Congress,
Europe has been one of the most peaceful and best-ruled places on earth.”

"If one equates good rule with oppression,” returned another voice, and January, diding smoothly from
schottische to waltz, broke off for amoment, turning his heed, seeking the owner of the voice. Knowing
absolutely that it had to be Belaggio's former partner, Incantobelli.

He could think of no other reason for a castrato-as the lead in Giulio Cesare had to be-to bein New
Orleans.

"True enough, one does not see the blood of kings washed down the gutters much anymore, nor hear the
tocsinsringing through the night,” that soft, sweet dto continued. All January could glimpse was aflash of
white hair, something he'd aready deduced the man must have: even during the early days of hisstay in
Paristhe fashion for those heartstopping, magical voices had been athing of the past. For Incantobelli to
have had enough of acareer to make him an impresario now, he would have to be sixty at least.

"Y et asthe price for that peace was to hand the states of Italy and Germany around to the victorslike
petits-fours, to rule and tax asthey choose and to infest with their secret police, one cannot but reflect
that there must have been some middle ground.”

A frilled ruffle of violin music at his back reminded January what he was there for: Hanniba covering up
for the fact that the piano had fallen out of the waltz in mid bar. He fumbled, pulling hismind back to the
piece, annoyed and embarrassed, and when next hetried to listen for that curious combination of child's
voice and man's, dl he could hear was Jed Burton complaining to the banker Hubert Granville about a
horse someone had tried to sell him.

"What happened?' asked Hanniba quietly when the waltz curtsied to itsend. "I thought your piano had
broken agtring.”

January shook his head. "Incantobelli's here.”

"Haf arede says Belaggio cadlshimout,” replied Hannibal with barely a pausefor breath.

"Who's Incantobelli?* demanded Jacques Bichet, shaking the spit out of hisflute. "I have five centson
Davis. . ."

"Oh, I'm dill covering Davis" cdled thefiddler. "I've got my money down for ten-thirty, five minutes
ether way. Incantobelli's Belaggio'sformer partner.”



"Two cents on nine-thirty,” chipped in Cochon Gardinier, an enormoudy fat man who was probably the
best fiddler, after Hanniba, in New Orleans.

"It's nearly quarter-past now." Hanniba glanced at the intensely ormolued case-clock that dominated the
far end of the parlor. "And Belaggio hasn't even arrived yet. Incantobelli will have to be standing on the
front porch for achdlengea nine-thirty. .. ."

"Conddering Incantobelli wasn't invited," said January grimly, "that's probably exactly where hell be.”
Not far from the leafy screen that haf hid these negotiations from their employer, John Daviswas
gesticulating angrily and saying something to Vincent Marsan. Marsan, resplendent in pale jade-green
down to his gloves and the emeradsin his breast-pins, nodded sympathetically and stroked his golden
mustache. But the sky-blue eyes never |eft the doorway to the hal. January heard "Za Muette de
Portici-" and "-accuses me of hiring men. . ."

"On the other hand," he said, and brought out the music to thefirst quadrille of the evening, "'l lay you
that Davis getsin with achdlengefirst.”

"Never!" Cochon whipped aMexican reale from his pocket and dapped it down on the corner of the
piano. "I'mfor thisltdian.”

"For shame, sir!" Hanniba drew himsdf up like ademented Irish df. " A fip on Davisbefore him."

"Done, gr!"

"And|," added Bichet.

"Covered." January counted out eighteen pennies from his pocket, the rough equivaent in the various
currencies available in New Orleansto cover the various bets.

"Gentlemen!" Uncle Bichet finished touching up the tuning-keys of his cello and regarded the other
members of thelittle orchestrawith astern eye. "Didn't your mamasraise you right? It ain't politeto lay
wagers on white men at their own parties." He spoke the gombo French, the"mo kiri mo vini* French of
the cane-brakes and the dave-quarters-which most of the musicianswould have sworn, in white
company, that they didn't rightly understand. Behind his spectacles the old man's eyes sparkled,
disconcerting amid agraceful criss-cross of tribal scars. " 'Sides, you al ought to know better than to bet
on anythin' a blankitte's gonna do. Now, let's shake these folks up alittle. Ben. . ."

January grinned, and danced hisfingers over thefirst bars of "LaBonne Amazone." Asif by magic the
crowd that jammed the room shifted, transforming from awall of backsinto an open aide of non-dancers
crowding aside between the pillars and around the buffet, and dancers forming up three sets-

-as cleanly divided dong French and American lines asif on abattlefield. Anne Trulove, abiscuit-blonde
inrigidly tasteful gray, took her husband by the arm and firmly steered him into the American st farthest
from the one graced by Oona Flaherty and her lumbering cicisbeo. Henri Vidlard, after an unsuccessful
attempt at concealment behind one of the buffet table's Slver epergnes, graceesdy led his middlemost
ggter into the French set. Vincent Marsan's wife, a colorless woman with the face of one who has neither
laughed nor wept in years, made amove toward the French set, then flushed as her husband did not
respond, and retreated hastily to thewall again.

Nowhere did January see anyone who might have been Incantobelli.

"At least we should have alively evening,” remarked Hannibd, and the orchestrawhirled into the music
like athousand colored ribbons released at once into the wind.

Later that evening, crouched in the darkness with the stink of blood filling his nogtrils, January
remembered Hanniba's remark with rage, and bitterness, and despair.



? HVE

Lorenzo Belaggio made his appearance at ten, Mademoisdlle d'lsolaradiant on hisarm.

"Guess Incantobelli didn't meet him on the gdlery." taunted January asthe impresario thrust asde the
tawny velvet curtain that swagged the vestibule doors, held it back with a dramatic gesture that halted the
dancers mid-pirouette, and drew al eyesto the dazzling figure framed there in her gown of white and
emerald. Onefet shewaited for applause.

"The night'syoung.” Hanniba rounded off the truncated waltz with alittle flourish of notes, like asatin
bow. "I hope that six cents wasn't your rent.”

Cadwell and Trulove made haste to bow to the young soprano, Marsan to kiss her hand. Lad'lsola
preened happily and uncomprehendingly at the compliments that rained about her in English, nodded
earnestly to the French ones, and said, in her soft, sweet voice with its Negpolitan lilt, "Merci ... merdi,
Mi-sciou, " like achild pronouncing her lessons. "Please. Y ou are so kind." Though she had the air of one
who certainly accepted the praise as deserved, she aso thanked the giver of each compliment with a
gparkling, genuine smile. She seemed more relaxed than she had at the theater-maybe because Consudla
Montero wasn't present.

Few of the sngers were. Madame Chiavari had come early with her husband, and had departed early;
some of the ladies were distantly polite, but enough of agtigmadtill clung to awoman of the stage that
even the Creole ladies weren't sureif they should be seen in conversation with her or not. The men, of
course, had no interest in awoman so respectably wed. Other than Oona Flaherty, ftill onthearm of Mr.
Knight's trussed-looking clerk, the only person January had glimpsed so far from the theater was
Madame Scie, clothed in arather old-fashioned gown of gpricot gauze and listening politely to young
Harry Fry expostulate at the far end of the refreshment table.

"What do the midwives do in this country?* she demanded afew minutes|ater, coming around the corner
of theleafy musicians screen. " Crush the bump that governsinterest in anything they cannot edt, invest in,
or take with them to bed?' She tapped the back of her head asif participating in ademonstration of
phrenology.

"He seemsto have heard of Napoleon, for which | suppose heis due some credit, but al elseisether |
have got such-and-such a bargain deadling for cotton, or How much is proper to spend on a gift for the
Sefiorita Felina? What sort of jewelswould best advance my suit? Mr. Fry knows, hetells me, whereto
procure them cheap. Would | take amessage to her? Not that the girl can read, even should | permit
myself to be used as aletter-box-or abawd.” Her thin wrist flicked in a gesture e oquent of exasperation
and saf-mockery. "I wept for your exile before, mon vieux, but | see now my tearswereignorant, falling
far short of the truth.”

"The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo," agreed Hanniba gravely. He and the ballet
mistress had taken to each other at sight. "It'samalady akin to the cholera, | believe, borne upon the
insdlubriousair. A man can be avery paragon of politica theory while helivesin Paris, but within Sx
months of stepping from the gangplank, he hasn't anidealin his head but what percentage of his next
cotton crop can beinvested in daves.”

January leaned an elbow on the edge of Trulove's grand piano. "White peoplein thistown just don't have
any ideahow to have agood time. Especidly during Carniva. That's the one bad thing about being good
in thistown: the whites pay you more, but if the pay were equd, 1'd sooner play for the free colored
militiaand burid societies. Better food, better talk, better dancing, funnier jokes, and far, far, far better
musc.

"Would you care to accompany usto Jacques Bichet's party after everyone here goes home?" inquired
Hanniba, who was by this stage of the evening weaving dightly with exhaustion and brandy. He picked
from the dancer's hair aspray of the fragile siraw-flowers that wereits only ornament, and tucked them
into his buttonhole like a skeletal wisp of smoke. "He did say we should bring whomever we liked," he
added, seeing January's expression of shock that he should even make such a suggestion to awhite
woman, and the daughter of a beheaded French marquis at that. " Jacques, your good wife wouldn't have



any objection to Madame Scie coming aong to your place afterward and hearing real music, would she?
Theflautist's eyes widened. Like January, he was far more disconcerted at the average white lady's
reaction to such asuggestion than at any danger that might attach. But Marguerite Scie was not the
average white lady. Sheld trodden the opera stage for too long to concern hersalf with scandal, and had
long since, January knew, abandoned the convention of seeking arespectable protector who might be
shocked at her behavior. The crowfoot lines around her gray eyes deepened with amusement and delight,
and old Uncle Bichet, seeing this, leaned around his cello and answered for hisflabbergasted nephew, "I
think my nephew's wife would be pleased and honored, if this meets with your approva, Madame."
"Indeed it does.” The balet mistressinclined her head, firgt to the old man, then to Jacques, then
Hannibd. "And considering the number of people here who have injured themselvesin their haste to
Speak to amere dance mistress, and an elderly one at that,” she added dryly, "' shal count the minutes.”
And as James Caldwell and L orenzo Belaggio between them led La d'lsolatoward the musicians, she
strolled away, erect and solitary, to the pillar where she had stood before.

"Gentlemen,” said Caldwell, "perhagps you'd be good enough to play for our beautiful nightingaleto give
our company here ataste of what'sin store at the American Thesater this season?”

Drusillalooked around her, startled, and tried to draw back, but Belaggio put afirm hand on the smal of
her back.

"That pretty song the Countess singsin Act Three of Marriage, perhaps?' suggested Trulove, coming up
from the other side. Hiswife was beside him, her cool blue glance touching the soprano-and the way
Beaggio held her-with impersona contempt, flavored by the mdice of awoman whose husband has
been insulting her for weekswith an Irish opera-dancer.

Blushing, Drusillashook her head in anodding forest of green-and-white ostrich-tips. "Oh, no, you must
sing, my dear," purred Mrs. Trulove. "What about that lovely ariain Mr. Bdlini'sNorma?' And she
hummed the first few bars of "Cagtadiva," arguably one of the most difficult pieces ever written for a
soprano.

"Do not be so modest, caramia” boomed Belaggio, tightening his grip asthe girl showed signs of trying
to dip away. "Y ou must show these people what a spectacle awaits them in our opera season! | ingst.
Gentlemen, you havethemusic. . ."

Pale under her rice-powder and rouge, Lad'lsolalooked around at the faces of the men, and of the
women cloging in, smiling with curiogity at thiswoman of whom they'd heard. And January, looking at the
girl'seyes, redized, She knows. She knows she'sfit only for choruswork.

Separated from an audience by the footlights, masked in paint and surrounded by other sngers,
enmeshed in a spectacle of action and beauty, amediocre singer can get by. Cognoscenti might compare
her coloraturato othersthey'd heard, but in the main, the weak or dull thread is safe in the brilliant
tapestry's web.

A vain woman wouldn't have noticed her own flaws, or feared exposure as no more than the impresario's
mistress, the woman foisted on the company and the audience.

Tearsfilled d'lsolas dark eyes, but she took a deep breath, ready to go down trying.

January was never sure afterward why he reacted as he did. Asked beforehand what agirl deserved who
had used her body to edge her way ahead of better singers, he would unhesitatingly have said, Let her
stand up and try to sing without anything to distract her audience. Let her try to Singinasmall room, inan
intimate setting, face-to-face. That should teach her.

Maybe it was because only afew hours earlier held seen the pain in Dominique's eyes, and how sheld
held up her head and smiled.

Maybe because of the woman in the blue dress, at the New Exchange, and the way Belaggio had held on
toDrusllasarmand said, | ingst.

Maybe it wasjust that she was young.

Hesad inItaian, "Perhapsthe Signorinawould careto sng 'S profondo mi amore' from your own
Othdlo, Signor?* And he named Desdemonas sad little canzone from Act Four, heart-tugging in itsdlf,
tragicinits sweet amplicity before Othdlo'sterrifying entrance. ...

... and, he knew, just within the girl's range and capabilities.



For oneingtant her eyes met his, filled with gratitude and amost unbelieving relief that she would be
gpared. She swallowed hard, drew another breath, steadying her self. "Yes," she said, "yes, thank you,
that is ... that would be perfect.”

"Othdloisanew opera, Signor,” added January encouragingly to Belaggio, who showed signs of holding
out for "Cagtadiva”" "And truly, the finest that | have heard.”

"Well, wdll. . ." Belaggio puffed up like amating pigeon. "It isafine piece, isit not? One of my bes.
What about it, Popola?' He brought d'lsolas hand to hislips. January saw that her fingers were
trembling.

Somewhere in the candle-lit golden shadows, a shrill Irish voice demanded, "If she's going to sing, why
can't | dance?'

And slencefdl on theroom asLadlsolatook her place before the bower, silence seduced, a moment
later, by the sweet, languid whisper of Hanniba'sfiddle.

It isthe music that makes up the feding, January had said to Shaw. The words themsalves are nothing.
Indeed, he doubted whether five people in the great soft-glowing cavern of the ballroom even knew
Itdian. But the gentle wistfulness of the air spoke, the dow-building pulse of intensity and sadness; that
terrible dternation of yearning and despair that awoman knows, who both loves and fears her man.

So deep my love, that even in hisanger
My heart legps out; his stubbornness and frowns,
These | embrace, the day and night together ...

When Cavalo spoke of her depth of feding, of her ability to deliver, not a perfect song, but an emotional
performance, January had been tempted to attribute the prai se to the friendship between the two. Now
he saw that the tenor had spoken the truth.

Ladlsola, though her training had clearly been adequate, might not have been more than a mediocre
singer, but as an actress she was unsurpassed.

Or dse, thought January-and he glanced sidelong at her lover'sflorid countenance, the pride-filled,
possessive dark eyes-she sang from her heart.

My mother had amaid caled Barbara
Sheloved aman, and him she loved was mad,
And heforsook her, leaving her to sing
Thissong of Willow; singing it shedied...

Hannibal's violin festhered gently in asthe girl's voice soared into a cadenza, freed for the moment of
wordsat dl, snging only feding, like adoveflying into sorm. Love that accepts the rage of the beloved
asjugt; the heart too tender to defend itsdlf or thelife of its owner. Anne Trulove, who did
understand-who like Hannibal had been raised on Shakespeare-glanced aside and down, acknowledging
her malice defeated and chagtised. Mgor plunged into minor like the night that stalksin thewings of a
hurricane, notes unfurling like luminous pennons againgt alowering sky.

During this scene, the libretto ingtructed, Othello would be visble on the gdlery, just outside
Desdemona's door. Weeping as he listened, and turning away, repentant of hisjealousy. And at that
moment, around the flowering vine of the willow song, would twine lago's theme, as Cochon and Uncle,
threaded it in now, vivid as blood dripped on bridal-silk, asthe echo of a cry uttered hundreds of years

ago.

Liewith her, on her, what you will...
Hot as monkeys, salt aswolvesin pride. . . .

And like night returning, Othello would turn back to that lighted room. To vengeance, and his own doom.
Now, now, very now, January's mind whispered the words of thefirst act, which Belaggio had taken



intact into lago's opening aria. That old black ram istupping your white ewe.

He had heard and read endless speculation on lago's motive in bringing about his commander's downfall:
rage at being passed over to make room for the place-serving Casso; envy of the greater man's abilities.
The mention in passing that "'he hath sometime between my sheets performed my office” wasclearly a
throwaway, an excuse, brought up only once at the end dmost as an afterthought-certainly lago's wife,
Emilia, never gave the dightest indication of interest in Othello throughout the play. And to January, the
motive was clear, starting in that first scene.

Sing willow, willow, sng willow,
Sing willow, willow, sngforme. . ..
Sing willow, willow, sing willow,
Sing willow, willow, sing for me.

lago could not endure it, that the Moor dared love awhite-skinned woman, and was loved by her in
return. And it mattered to him not awhit that it was awoman in whom lago had no interest himself.
Which of those men, wondered January asthe fina gracenotes of d'lsolas smplefiorituraclimbed into
the silence, agreed with lago? It was dl very well for them to have mistresses of color-as Henri Vidlard,
mammoth and solemnin hisgray coat and flowered waistcoat, had Dominique-girls whom they would
bull for yearswithout ever consdering them good enough to marry.

But ablack man bedding awhite woman? Marrying her? Loving her so desperately that the thought of
her betrayd drove him literally mad?

Unthinkable.

And crimind enough, inthe mind of at least one man amost certainly in the room, to judtify alittlelesson
inthe aley besde the thester.

Anne Trulove was thefirst to gpplaud, the first to step forward and take La d'l solas hands. John Davis
wasimmediately behind, hisfacefilled with admiration and, as he turned to Belaggio, with unwilling envy.
A lover of opera, Davisrecognized greatness, even in aman he didiked-January saw him hold out his
hand, saw hislips move in words.

Belaggio drew haughtily back, eyelids drooping, and said something that made Davis drop hishand. Then
the crowd intervened, and Anne Trulove caught January's eye, and gave acommanding nod.

Obedient, heriffled theintroduction to "L ,'Alexandrine" on the piano'skeys. Fiddles and cello, flute and
clarionette bounded after him like fauns. Men and women paired again-French with French, American
with American, like some absurdly politicized Noah's Ark. Jete and emboitte, glissade and
pas-de-basgue. The froufrou of taffeta slk and the amber dither of candldight-kid-gloved fingersto
kid-gloved pams. The rhythmed creak of dippers on beeswaxed oak. Belaggio was till handing out
copies of hislibretto to potentia subscribers and didn't even notice as LadIsoladipped, trembling, awvay
to the curtained alcove of awindow, gathering around her shoulders her white-and-gold lace shawl, asif
suddenly exhausted and cold.

And no wonder, thought January. Perhaps she had learned alesson, after all.

Despite what held said to Marguerite about the music at the free colored balls being better, January
thoroughly enjoyed playing wherever he was hired to play. Music was hisfortress, the shining world to
which hed retreated during apainful childhood; the brilliant spine around which held rebuilt hislife during
the dark months after Ayashas degth. Listening and playing-especidly agrand piano like Truloveswas
the greatest joy he could ask for. Watching, too. A hundred minor dramas skirmished aong the fringe of
the dance, like adance initself, or an interlocking set of dances.

Trulove, Anne Trulove, and Oona Faherty formed aminor cotillion as the planter attempted to crossthe
crowded ballroom to the Irish girl's side, and hiswifein tercepted him with spun-sted graciousness, a
sort of verso Odyssey in miniature. Palelittle Mr. Knight performed a one-man haie as he encountered
and spoke with every planter in the room who owned forty arpents or more-he evidently had scant use
for lesser fry. A sort of ring dance developed around the Widow Redfern, bachel ors of every age paying
court to her available affluence, and liketheillustration of atract, Marguerite Scie siood aone. She



wasn't young, and she wasn't marriageable, and unlike La d'lsolaand Oona FHaherty, she had come
without the patronage of aman. Only John Davis paused to chat with the ballet mistressin the midst of
his own grand-right-and-left with the influentid Creoles of the City Council. January saw her draw hersdlf
up in aburlesgue of Belaggio's snub; he saw Davislaugh.

"Vincent Marsan tels me you have a couple niggersto sdl?"

The soft-muttered words lifted the hair on January's nape, though he'd heard them in one form or another
at every bal and entertainment given by white men that hed ever played. As Shaw had complained
yesterday, haf the daves sold in New Orleans never got near such public venues asthe New Exchange.
"Ah, that | do, Signor Burton." That was the voice that made January turn his head. Made his somach
curl sourly, and themusic dink harshin hisears. "That indeed | do."

Punch-cup in hand, Jed Burton looked up into the face of Lorenzo Belaggio.

"Prime hands?

Theimpresario kissed hisfingertips, smiling proudly about the men hewas sdlling asif he hadn't written a
song about loving that minutes ago had opened January's heart like ascapel. "They have cut the
sugar-cane in Cuba, they have worked in stables, they are young, they are hedthy-"

"How young?' Burton spit tobacco into the brass can discreetly tucked behind a potted fern: "And how
healthy? Creole niggers?'

"Of acertainty,” agreed Belaggio, though January had seen the tribal scars-country marks, they were
caled-on the faces of both the stage-hands the impresario had brought from Cuba. "Louisis perhaps
nineteen, and Pedro, twenty-two. Both were born in Cuba, and are acclimated against the diseases of
thishemisphere. They spesk English. .. "

Ancther lie. But January guessed, with even ahundred-dollar knock-off in the average price of a
cane-hand, that Burton wouldn't care,

Heturned hisface away, asif the notes before him were amap that would lead him on to a better world.
At the age of ten he'd beaten up three of the quadroon boys from the St. Louis Academy for Y oung
Gentlemen of Color, classmates held surprised in the act of drowning a puppy in the gutter. Asthe
darkest boy in the school, January had little patience with those boys anyway-the oneswho'd call him
bozal and country and cane-patch-and he'd taken asplit lip and aswollen eye in defense of the poor little
cur, who had promptly dashed hiswrist nearly to the bone and run away while its erstwhile tormentors
howled with laughter at January's pain and chagrin. His mother had whipped him, too, for getting his
clothestorn.

The dog had been run over in the street by a carriage the following day.

Ashed said to Shaw, he understood that the makers of sublime art were not necessarily sublime
themsalves. And it was not necessary that they be, he told himself. Only that the art-the passion and the
glory of Othdlo's unwise love-be permitted to reach out to those whose loves were routingly denigrated,
whose passions daily mocked.

Neverthdess he tasted bile in his mouth as his fingers skipped through the Pantalon.

"If only the man wasn't such adamn huckster, hed be easier to take," sighed Davis, coming to the
musicians bower between dances afew minutes later, to sneak Hannibal some brandy. ™Y ou wouldn't
have afriend or two in the Swamp, would you, who'd know where | could lay hands on fireworks?*

"I don't know about ready-made fireworks," said January, overhearing. "But if you can procure
gunpowder and chemicas, Mademoisdlle Vitrac-you remember Mademoisdle Vitrac, M'seu. . "

"The teacher, yes." Davis nodded. "And achemigt, too, if | remember rightly. Where could | send her a
note, toask . . ."

"Tutal" Belaggio's bellow of rage cut across the music's opening bars. "Tuttanal Cattivafical”

"Consarn, asthe Americans say." Hannibal untucked hisviolin from beneath his chin. "Backed the wrong
horse."

Acrossthe room, Belaggio ripped asde the curtain that half concealed the window embrasure, thrust
gpart Vincent Marsan and DrusilladIsolawith such violence that the girl smote thewall. The water-ice
she'd been holding spun from her hand, glass splintering. Marsan lunged forward, beautiful face
transformed by asnarl of demonic rage-the men nearest him legpt to seize hisarms. He twisted free of



them with a movement more anima than human, stood facing the Itaian, the two huge men towering over
the girl like maddened bulls. For amoment there was deadly silence; then Belaggio struck Marsan across
theface.

"Kegp your filthy hands from that woman, you bastard stronzolo!™

Marsan's colorless wife stepped a pace toward them, but fell back at the sight of her husband's face.
"Stay with your Negress concubines, for | do not take such an insult from any man!" Seizing dsolasarm,
Belaggio shook her until her head lolled on her creamy bare shoulders, her face ashen with shock.
"Devil'swhore! Y ou will not dishonor me. .. ."

"Y ou dishonor yoursdlf, sir!" The Widow Redfern strode from her ring of suitorsin ajangle of diamonds
and crepe. The men-who had gpplauded so wildly when the girl sang of how atrue woman trustingly
accepts abuse from her man-muttered and shifted and avoided each other's eyes. January had seen the
same uneasiness, less outrage than adisgpprova of the ingppropriateness of it al, when awhite man
punished adavein the presence of other whites.

Mr. Knight, who was one of those who'd held back Marsan'sfirgt killing rush, added in Itdian, "Signor,
we cannot have you speaking to alady thus. . ."

"Lady?' Belaggio let out acrack of laughter. "Thislightskirt, with her wicked eyes?' He shoved disola
before him through the French door onto the broad terrace. Framed by the flambeaux on the balustrade,
the girl seemed to hover for amoment like Eurydice on the threshold of Hell.

"Honestly!" Galvanized by visons of a season-wrecking scandd, James Caldwell moved to thrust himself
between Belaggio and the infuriated Marsan, and Davis interposed his body in the embrasure of the
window itself. "Mademoisdle dlsolasurely never-"

"Keep back from mel" Belaggio retreated a pace from Davis and liked his hand in agesture hugely
reminiscent of an overweight Don Giovanni confronted with the sscone commander in his parlor doorway.
"Assassin! | told you before thisevening | have nothing to say to your blandishments. Will you cal your
hired bravos from the darkness now?'

Daviswas so shocked, he stepped aside, open-mouthed, and Belaggio shoved past him and out into the
pagan torch-glare of the terrace. "Bitch!" theimpresario cried. "Tutal I'll teach you to fleefromme... !"
In point of fact, d1solahad lingered for perhaps two minutes on the terrace before she fled, clutching her
shawl distractedly about her, like Desdemona, awaiting her lover's pleasure. Asthetallest maninthe
room, January had watched her during Marsan's atercation with Belaggio. Even when sheld findly
descended into the dark protection of the garden's hedge-maze she had paused, a glimmering white form
in the blackness, turning back to watch ...

... Or to give Belaggio a chance to overtake her for alovers quarrel and reconciliation among the
ornamenta hedges of orange and box.

"Where are you, faithless hussy? Do not fleefrom me, for | shdl findyou ... I"

Of that, January had not the smallest doubt.

Then two things happened at once. At the same moment that hefelt atug at his coat-Uncle Bichet
nodding toward Anne Trulovestight-lipped gesture to resume the music January saw alithefigure glide
through one of the other French windows onto the terrace, a silver-haired man with the odd, almost
boneless stature that characterized a eunuch.

Incantobelli. January dropped back onto the piano bench, swung into the Lancers....

And, as he struck up the first gay chord, saw John Davis, after amoment's hesitation, disappear after
Belaggio into the dark.

If it hadn't been for Mrs. Trulove stationing herself where she could keegp an eye on both the orchestra
and her hushband, January might havetried to dip away after hisfriend and warn him not to put himself
out of sight of witnesses, at least until the potentialy murderous Incantobelli had been accounted for. But
whatever might be going on in the garden, he had been hired to do ajob, and would not be thanked for
draying from that task.

Thus he had only ageneral ideaof the subsequent chain of eventsin the room around him: couplestrying
to find their partners, their sets, their dance-cards, and their |eft feet; Vincent Marsan striding toward the
French doors and being stopped by hisfactor, a spectacle rather like that of an Italian greyhound trying



to down acharging stag.

Marsan'swifejoined her voiceto little Mr. Knight's, and the planter lashed at her with words that sent
her in white-faced silence back to the wal, where sheld stood for most of the evening, asdone as
Marguerite.

"I'd better go after them,” boomed Trulove asif the thought had only just occurred to him, and strode,
not into the garden, but through the big double doorsthat led into the rest of the house.

"Oh, faith!" cried Miss Flaherty, seconds|ater, to no onein particular. "l seem to have left mefaninthe
lobby. . . ."

"Signore, | beg you reconsider.” Caldwell joined Knight in his effortsto stay Marsan, but January could
have told him he was wasting histime. He couldn't imagine awhite Creole who'd forgive being struck in
theface.

"Incantobelli's out there," whispered January to Hannibd, glancing around for Madame Scie, who was, of
course, nowhere to be found. " Somebody needs to get Davis back in here.... M'seu Chevalier-Mr.
Knight," he corrected himself, switching back over to English. "Mr. Knight, therés aman who's goneinto
the garden after Signor Belaggio, a man named Incantobelli. . . ."

"Incantobd li?* Knight paused in mid-gride. "What's.. . . who isthat?"

"Signor Belaggio'sformer partner, sir." January faked along aswell as he could with the other musicians
intime. "'l know it'snone of my affair, sir, but | think someone ought to find Signor Belaggio, and warn
him, before the Situation growsworse."

"That | shal do." Eyesblue as pae chinaflicked toward the terrace doors, exasperated-as well they
should be. The elegant jade-green figure of Vincent Marsan was nowhere in the room either now.
Probably out in quest of seconds. If Belaggio were later found dead, and Marsanor Davis-was without
an account of himsdif . ..

January could seethe swift calculation in Knight's colorless eyes.

"Thank you. And your nameis...?"

"January, Sr. Benjamin January.”

And that, reflected January wearily as the factor disappeared-like everyone el se-through the French
doorsto the terrace and the leafy labyrinth beyond, was the most he could do. He looked around for
Mrs. Trulove, but she, too, had vanished. That'sdl we need, he thought as the playerswhirled gaily into
the grande chaine. Incantobelli murders Belaggio in the garden AND Mrs. Trulove daughters her
husband and the premiere danseuse of Friday's performance. . . .

Two dances |ater-a mazurka and the Basket Quadrille-Knight returned through the garden door with the
air of aman who has supped on lemons.

"Didyou find him?" inquired Trulove, who had himsdf only just re-entered the balroom, smoothing his
dlvery hair.

"I've been searching al through the house." He pretended not to see Oona Haherty dip through the
rearmost of the ballroom's doors and pause by one of the room'slong mirrors to make sure the bows of
her bodice were straight. They weren't.

"I convinced Signor Belaggio to return to hishotel," replied Knight. His colorless tongue peeped out asiif
he were readjusting the set of hisdisapproval. "1 have just now seen him away in ahack." Hewent to the
table by the corner of the musicians dais and collected the three or four remaining copies of the
green-bound libretto.

"And Missdlsola?’

"Waswith him."

"Did al-er-seem well?' James Cadwdll tried to look asif he were more concerned with Lad'Isolas
happiness than the possibility of hisimpresario ether firing his soprano or being shot by amember of the
Opera Society three days before the season opened.

"If," said Knight, hisaready long face further lengthening, "you can term my instructions to speek to Mr.
Marsan's seconds ‘well,' yes. Though| mustsay .. ."

"Mr. Trulove." Anne Trulove appeared at her husband's Sde, gloved hands demurely folded and murder
glinting in her eye. "Our guests are departing.”



And not amoment too soon, thought January. Belaggio would be lucky-Daviswould be lucky-if the
impresario lived to get out of New Orleans. "With luck Marsan will shoot himin front of witnesses”
January muttered as the musiciansfiled through the discreet demi-porte to the butler's pantry. Richard,
Trulove's mgor-domo, was counting out silver Mexican dollars while Cochon, Jacques, and the others
furtively cadged leftover pastries and ham from the hegped trays that servants were aready bringing in for
cleanup. "Assassin indeed.”

"Rightly to be great isnot to stir without great argument,” said Hanniba gravely, licking sugar from histhin
fingers, "but greatly to find quarrel in astraw / when honor's a the stake. Marguerite said sheld await us
in the oaks at the end of the drive. Evidently no one offered to see her to the hotel.”

Missit? Marguerite had said to January once, many years ago, when they'd walked out to &t. Cloud for
a Sunday afternoon of riding the carousel and drinking water-lily tea. She'd pointed to the ruin of a
beautiful gate-house on the way, and mentioned in passing that it, and the now-demolished hétel
particulier it had served, had belonged to her family. Missthat constant endavement to petty gossip, the
unending conflict with socid rivals-Who can stedl adressmaker from whom, how dare the coiffeur vigit
that bitch de Rochouarte four hours later than me on the day of Her Mgesty's reception? Pfui! Sheld
flung up her hand in disgust. | saw the kind of women it made of my mother, and my sister: women who'll
deep with aman only because he was invited to the Queen's parties, or because somerival loved him
that week. | saw the kind of woman it would make of me. Bien sur, she'd added with acynica shrug,
one must pay for one's freedom....

And this, reflected January, thinking of that straight pae-gold figure standing alone in the corner of
Trulove's ballroom-thiswas part of the price she paid.

Gudsts of chatter, laughter, and the creak of carriage-whedls floated on the damp night air from the front
of the house. A little rain had fallen during the early part of the evening, enough to sparkle on the brick of
the yard, where the kitchen'slamplight strewed it. All the world smelled of greenness and damp clay.
Steam, too: servants crossed back and forth past January, their armsfull of napkins, tablecloths,
pale-blue Wedgwood dishes, hundreds of them; hollow-ware like fragile mountains of diamonds, dl to
be washed tonight. He took a candle from the sideboard in the pantry and walked around to the terrace.
Like everything e sein that graceful old house on the Bayou Road, the garden was immaculately trimmed
and tended. The paths were clay, here and there mixed with the broken shells that were dredged by the
ton from the lake. January paused under the baretréllis of the arch that led into the velvet gloom of Anne
Trulove'slabyrinth, and crouched to see d1solas light track in the damp clay of the verge, and over it the
heavy striding smear of Belaggio's wide pumps.

Davisstracks wereinterposed on them, the shorter stride clearly showing that the square-toed pumps
were his. Therefore, guessed January-graining hiseyesin the flickering glow of asingle unsheltered
candle-the longer tracks, the narrower feet that followed would have to be Incantobelli's. Narrower than
Daviss or Belaggio's-narrow enough for him to recognize again if he had to. For good measure he pulled
his notebook from his pocket, and used two torn pages to mark the length and breadth of the foot, in
case held need to prove at some place and time that Incantobelli had been in a certain locale, and John
Davis had not.

As Shaw had said, afree man of color could still tetify in the Courts of the State of Louisiana. If it was
unlikely that awhite jury would convict awhite cul prit on a sang melestestimony, therewas gill the
probahility they'd acquit oniit.

He passed on into the maze. Itsleafy walswere ninefeet tall, smooth-trimmed asif planed. It reminded
January of the cane-fields, where the hot, close-crowding plants cut out al visibility, al sound, al air. The
night seemed suddenly very glent.

Close by him, he heard the crunch of afootstep. "Who'sthere?' he called. Heraised his candle, and the
coarse pdt of the hedges seemed to drink itslight. "Who isit?!

No onereplied.

January moved forward afew steps, toward what seemed to be agap in the hedge. Instead of away
through to the next passageway, however, he found asort of niche, like alittle bower, containing a
marble bench, over which lay awoman's white-and-gold |ace shawl.



Sheld waited here. Seated on this bench-he saw the marks of her heelsin the wet moss, where she'd
scraped them back and forth-then the clear print where she'd sprung to her feet when Belaggio's huge
dark form emerged around the corner of the hedge.

She could easily have fled farther, thought January, standing up again. Could have ducked into aless
congpicuous turning, and waited for Belaggio to pass. Could even have dipped back to the house. Emily
Redfern or any of adozen gentlemen could have been appealed to for the loan of acarriage.

Instead, she'd waited. Waited for her lover to come storming around the turn of the hedge, as histracks
showed clearly held done. Waited for the obligatory tears, explanations, vows that would culminate in the
inevitable caress. Chastise Aphrodite, says Helen to Menelaus when they meet in the sacked ruin of Troy
and she gazes at him with melting eyes through the touded curtain of her hair. | deserveto be excused in
this

And like Menelaus-to judge by the green-and-white ostrich-tips scattered around one end of the bench
with its smirking cupids, the rucked moss where hedl's had dug for purchase-Belaggio had fallen on her
like adog on abone.

January walked back to the house.
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"ConchaMontero will tear her hair out,” remarked Hannibal. " A few token strands of it anyway. If shed
been here tonight she'd never have let him go out looking for d'lsola after the quarre.”

"Does she care so much for him?' January reflected upon the Mexicanas remarks about Milanese pigs.

" She cares about not being relegated to roles beneath her talents,” said thefiddler, hopping alittle
unsteadily over apuddlein the road and holding out a hand to steady Marguerite-who in spite of thetall
iron pattens she wore over her shoes needed no more help waking than she needed help breathing.
"Eveninthewilds of Louisana, she cares about who sees her sng Marcdlinainstead of the Countess.”
Thelight of January'slantern glinted sharply on the water in the weed-thick ditches; the crushed
clamshells of the Bayou Road crunched harshly underfoot. Sometimes a carriage, coming back in toward
town from one of the other wealthy houses farther out toward the lake, would pass them, the jolting light
of itslamps serving only to inark the vehicle rather than to illuminate anything in the velvet darkness.
Marguerite looked after these without expression and January wondered again whether she missed the
life of awoman of good family, awoman who could ride home from parties rather than walk.

A woman whom gentlemen-and ladies-would spesk to at parties, rather than politely ignore.

"I think what rankles," Hanniba went on, "isthat Ladlsolaisredly so bad. She carried tonight by sheer
pathos, you know. She didn't haveto fill atheater-only aballroom. The gdleries at Covent Garden
would never have heard her.”

"That would be no loss," returned Marguerite acerbically, and the two of them traded irreverent
observations about the relative acoustics of La Scala, La Fenice, and the American Thester on Camp
Street while January scanned the towering, inky wall of cypressesto their right, searching for the red
gleam of light that would tell him they were coming to the outer fringes of the Faubourg Treme.

"Y ou do understand,” he said to Marguerite, when at last he saw thefirst firefly glints of lamplight far off
through the trees, "that the gathering were going to now iscompletely illegal. Carniva or no Carnival,
free or unfree, the whites" he used the disrespectful patoisterm blankittes, "-have forbidden assemblies
of people of color except when specifically licensed by the city.”

"Tchal" exclamed the balet mistress, disgusted. " So much for the truths that Messires Jefferson and
Franklin held to be self-evident.”

January, who had grown up hearing about the sdf-evident truths of the Declaration of Independence and
being called tu by strangers, only shook his head. It was part and parcel of that web of unspoken
assumptions about men of color, the assumptions that caused not only white men in New Orleans, but in
Parisaswell, to seek out white rather than colored surgeons. The assumptions that unconscioudy turned
even the free colored of New Orleans, such as his mother, to physicians of lesswholeheartedly African
hue than he.

And Rose, he thought, faced those same assumptions each time she sought employment teaching the
chemigtry, optics, and natural sciencesthat were her lifelong study. Without thinking much about it, the
owners of schoolswould hire aman, mostly because it was aman who had taught them.

"Wejust ignorant folk here at the back of town," he said, in exaggerated gombo French. "The truths that
are self-evident here are that the City Guards may show up, and if they do, put out whatever light you
can reach, get back into the trees and keep out of sight until they're gone. Anybody there will help you."
"And you till ask me," grinned Marguerite, "why | would rather hear good music and funny jokes at
parties that are not respectable, than talk of servants and dresses and the price of daves, at parties that
ae?'

Returning from the garden maze, January had found the other musicians gone. Only Hanniba had waited
for him, Sitting with Marguerite on the back gallery step, drinking coffee and comparing notes about Mr.
Trulove's quest for hisred-haired Dulcinea.

"Wewon't stay long in any case. | must admit I'm consumed with curiosity about what Madame Montero
actudly wantswith me."



"It will betheworsefor Ladlsola, whatever itis" The ballet mistress didn't sound particularly
concerned. In her heart, January knew, whatever she liked to say, Marguerite was sill the unassailable
daughter of the Marquis de Vermandois.

"O formaosa puella, nimium ne crede colori." Hannibal stopped to cough; in the silence that followed,
January heard the scrape and rustle of something moving among the cypress and palmetto near the road.
"Areyou ... 7' began Marguerite, and January held up his hand.

"Get to the center of theroad," he said softly after along moment's listening in which he heard nothing.
"And let'skeep quiet for alittle" He listened again asthey walked on, straining his earsfor further sound.
Maybe only afox, he thought. Or adave, making hisor her stedthy way to meet friend or lover inthe
swamp. Or someone or something €l se that had nothing to do with the stedlthy crunch of gravel among
tall hedgesin blackness.

But he felt better when through the inky night he descried again the golden needle of lamplight behind
shuttered windows, and heard the muffled siwoop and whirl of music. Ingtinct and familiarity rather than
any visud clue led him across the Bayou Road to the entrance of Claiborne Street, amuddy and rutted
track between rough board houses and long stretches of native cypress, swamp holly, creepers, and oak.
He kept ahand firmly under Marguerite's elbow as he walked, and stopped now and then to let Hannibal
catch his breath. Out here at the back of the Faubourg Treme, the City Guards seldom patrolled,
especidly during Carnival. What few neighbors Jacques Bichet had were dl libresaswel, and dl invited
to his parties: nobody thought of making it their business to complain. The damp darkness, and the faint
vanilla scent of Marguerite's perfume, brought back to January those expeditions to Monceaux or Mont
Parnasse on the outskirts of Peris, to hear afiddler or asinger said to be extraordinary, or to some
cabaret inthe St. Antoine didtrict, where they'd St talking half the night.

I'd dways wonder how they lived. Marguerite had told him once in awine-shop in Vincennes, sharing a
bread-and-cheese dinner under a courtyard vine. When | was achild, I'd look out the windows of the
carriage and 1'd wonder what do they do when they go home at night? What songs do they sing? When
wewere a Vermandois-the chateau, you understand-and there'd be awedding in the village, I'd watch
the torches and the dancers from the window. Or 1'd climb down theivy of thewall. My mother beat me
when they caught me. She said, Y ou will never learn proper mannersif al you seeis paysan oafs.
January had mimed a great start of astonishment and said, eyes round with feigned amazement, "My
God, Marguerite, your mother ... my mother ... They must he sstersl”

"You aremy long-lost cousin!™ she had cried, and they'd spent the rest of the afternoon inventing afamily
history that included African roydty and the haughty de Vermandois.

"Well, here's our man at last!" called out old Mohammed L ePas from the darkness as the three friends
picked their way through the primordia waste-ground of palmetto and hackberry toward the neat
four-room cottage set among the cypresses. January smelled chicken-runs and pigs, the ubiquitous stink
of outhouses and the sudden lorelel caress of cooking gumbo; heard music like acolor or ascent inthe
air, acotillion re-cut to African rhythm like a servant's hand-me-down dress.

"Thought you'd gone hometo bed, Ben." Dark formsbardly visiblein the leaked jackstraw light from
shutters. A smell of sugar and rum.

"Y eah, hesgivin' aoperalesson in the mornin'." Ramesses Ramillesslight voice spun comic
lasciviousness into the words.

"I'll give you aoperalesson.” January led the way around to the back of the house, where hearth-heat
rolled forth like a summer blessing from the candle-lit kitchen. Jacquess sister Penelope, resplendent in
the remains of a masquerade fairy gown from some earlier portion of the evening, stirred somethingina
cauldron at thefire. Trestles and plankslined the back wall of the Bichet cottage, laden with
bread-puddings and gumbos, fried oysters and pralines white and brown, a scattering of burned-down
tallow candles and athousand varieties of dirty rice. Mixed in among everybody's home specidties were
whatever those who worked at the Verandah Hotdl or the Cafe des Exiles had brought away from the
kitchens at closing time. Acrossthe yard, red curtains muffled the cottage's doors, but someone had tied
them in knotsto keep them out of theway. Music rolled out the way hesat did from the kitchen, filling the
candle-starred black gulf of the yard, rich astapestry and gold.



There werefew candlesin the yard, fewer still insde. Dark forms swayed and whirled. Feet dapped
creaking floorboards. Loose happy voices. "Get them knees up, Philo!" "Whoa, look at her!" "Get after
her, Isagk, you gonnatake that from her?"

"ThissMadame Scie, my friend from Paris," January introduced Marguerite to those gathered around the
kitchen door. Hands extended, welcoming. "'Is Mademoisdlle Vitrac hereabouts?”

"Well, ain't that just like aman?' sniffed Cora Chouteau, Rose's best friend, looking like ahaf-grown
skinny kitten. "Brings one lady and starts|ookin' around for another before his shadow even catches up
with him on theground.”

"I'd get rid of that one, honey, if | wasyou."

"One accustoms onesdlf," sghed Marguerite in her grandest de vermandois accents, and flipped open her
fan.

" 'Scuseme, | think | hear trumpets blowing aretreat,” murmured January, and he crossed toward the
house, whither Hannibal had aready gone to join Cochon and old Uncle Bichet in playing for the dancers
ingde

Musicians and cab-drivers at this hour, mostly, after the white folks had danced themsel ves exhausted
and gone home to bed. The party would have started out larger, al the carpenters and milliners and
furniture-makers of color, the libre craftsmen and artists, the workersin iron and marble and silk who
made up this neighborhood at the back of the French town. Men and women whose work transfigured
thislow paste city and embellished the lives of the rich. There would have been children earlier, too,
racing around underfoot, sticky-handed with candy and shrieking with laughter, dancing dances of their
own invention, now long carried home and put to bed. Old M'am Bichet's bed would have been heaped
with babies. It was the die-hards who were | eft, the ones who |oved to dance more than they loved food
or deep.

From the doorway January tried to pick out Rose from the press of peopleinside. He saw hisfull sigter,
Olympe, two years hisjunior, face sheened with swest-the little room was like an oven-and al her cool
iron toughness dissolved, dancing the pilichactas with her husband, agrin on her face like Judgment
Morning. Though Paul Corbier had to wake early to get to hiswork, January knew he'd dance the
world's end to astanddtill if he could do so with Olympe. Other friends were there, too, 1saak Jumon, the
marble-carver, and little Vachel Corcet, the attorney, and Crowdie I'assebon, who sold perfumes,
dancing with the beautiful Mamzelle Marie, queen of the voodoos, her tignon off and her astonishing hair
loosened down over her shoulders and her wise, wicked eyes bright. Paul and Olympe had been
masking-half the peoplein the small double parlor had-and till wore bits of costumes. Olympe had
gold-striped veils wound around her crimson dress and Paul wore old-fashioned doublet and hose.

In the corner near the street door Cochon Gardinier and Hannibal 1eaned back-to-back against each
other, knees bent, eyes haf shut, fiddle-bows flying so that the music spirded and soared like mating
dragons-Jacques and Uncle and every other musician from adozen balls and parties had assembled here
and whirled dong behind them, the glory of the music fast and heartstopping and wild. January shut his
eyesand let the sound fill him, and for atime he understood again why after Ayashas desth-when the
whole world stood open to his empty heart-the only place he could come to was here.

Music. The flesh that robed his soul's chilled bones. Family. Helaine Passebon's dirty rice on a couple of
sheets of newspaper and the sound of laughter in the shadows.

New Orleans on aCarniva night, at the back of town.

"Get on over here, Ben!" caled Uncle Bichet, and everyone waved. Someone held up aguitar. January
shook his head, got booed and shoved, sighed resignedly, and edged through the press dong the walls.
He put hisfoot on achair and siwung into the chactas mid-bar, fingers leaping and fretting and hammering
at the strings, chasing the fiddles, dancing rings around the tune. Cochon winked one twinkling piggy eye
at him and Hannibal grinned like a sweat-drenched Celtic f, and everyone swooped into one more
crazy chorus before the dance crashed to a conclusion amid laughter and panting and gourd cups of tafia
punch.

"And what'sthis| hear aout you coming here with another woman?' Rose appeared a hissideina
himation of bedsheets and a cardboard spear and Gorgon-decorated shield. Her nut-brown hair was



plaited in those dozen soft little braids that adorned the maiden statues of ancient Greece.

January rolled hiseyes. " Seemslike people in thistown mind everybody's business but their own." His
face ran with swest in the hot dark and he handed off the guitar to Jacques.

"Y ou should thank the stars they do." Rose retreated with him to one of the front parlor's darker corners
asthe music struck up again. "The woman who worksin the kitchen of the Fatted Caf remembers Silvio
Cavallo and Bruno Ponte very wdll. They werein and out, she says, al the evening, in turnsfirst one
sitting quietly and drinking coffee, then the other. She was most affected by the story of my putative
mistresss distress. Would that it were another woman, she said. Another woman, you just go get some
sted dust and honey from the juju doctor and that's that-something I'll evidently havetotry...."
"Madame Scie has no more interest in me these days than she hasin Belaggio.”

"So you say." Rose regarded him severdly over the tops of her spectacles, which far from detracting from
her personation of Owl-Eyed Athenein fact in acurious fashion increased it. "In any case, just before
three, Ponte-whose turn it was evidently to keep watch-appeared in the doorway, gestured peremptorily
to Cavallo, at which Cavalo rose and hastened from the room.”

"Thiswoman didn't happen to note what they were wearing, did she?'

"Cavallo wore the blue long-tailed coat that you described him wearing at rehearsd, with the velvet
collar. | asked about it when | described him."

"In other words," said January, "he changed it a the theater, when he saw everyone there."

"If he and Ponte were watching the place, waiting for everyoneto leave so they could search Belaggio's
office," said Rose reasonably, "he'd have wanted to rid himself of anything that shouted "1've been here
sncethe end of rehearsdl." "

"Maybe," agreed January. "But equally, Cavalo could have been-"

From outside the shutters, avoice called, "The Guardd ™

The music stopped with ajerk and asquedl. A dozen dancers seized the nearest candles and snuffed
them to oblivion, quite clearly forgetting that they needed at least some light to beat aretreat out the
back; January cursed, and grabbed Rose by the hand. Bodies blundered in the dark. He heard Olympe
cal "Out! Thisway. Give me your hand. . ." and someone squesked and laughed.

One hand on Rosg's wrist and the other against the wall, he groped through the darkness. The dimmest
possible glow marked the rear door behind aheaving wal of shoulders. Agtonishingly, the exodus was
made in close to complete silence-curious, thought January, considering how few of the revelers had
actudly ever themsdves been daves.

They've only been treated like them, he thought as he and Rose swiftly crossed the darkness of theyard
and ducked into the deeper night beneath the trees beyond. Y ou didn't have to belong to someoneif you
more or less belonged to everyone; if everyone together had areason to keep you down. People like
Rose, and Crowdie Passebon, and Cochon Gardinier, second- and sometimes third-generation libres,
gill had the daves ingtinct for swift, stedlthy retreat. Their salf-preserving watchfulness had been
ingrained from alifetime of working around the restrictions of the whites: you can't smoke cigarsin public
(the yard and house had reeked with them); you have to cover your head. Don't be uppity. Never look a
whitemaninthe eye.

Whatever you do, whatever you do, don't fall foul of awhite man at law. Because you will not, you
cannot, win. Silence fell on the yard. Those among the pitch-black shadows under the trees watched and
listened, attention strained toward the yard. From herein the flegting starlight, it looked like even the
trestle tables and the food were gone-Somebody had presence of mind. A dry rustle of, palmettos off to
hisright; atwig cracked underfoot to hisleft; awoman giggled. The other women in the kitchen must
have hustled Marguerite into the woods with them. That sound you hear, he could dmost hear her saying,
is Grandmere de Vermandoisrolling over in her grave....

After fifteen minutes or so, when no torches came into sight around the corner of the house, January saw
adark figure-probably Jacquess mother-leave the shelter of the woods and cross back to the kitchen. A
light went on in there-somebody must have smply clamped the firebell over the blaze on the hearth at the
first darm-and amoment later Old M'am Bichet emerged with acandlein her hand and went around to
the front of the house.



"If thiswas one of your nephew's practical jokes," breathed Rose, "1 hope his mother makes a gris-gris
that turnshiminto atoad." January tried to recall whether it had been aman's voice that had given the
alarm, or aboy's, and couldn't. It was the sort of thing his nephew Gabrid-or a haf-dozen of the boy's
cronies-would have considered hilarious, now that he thought of it.

Or himsdlf, he thought, &t the age of twelve.

A minute later their hostess came back around the corner of the house, shielding the candlein fingers
edged in pink light. Uncle Bichet and Jacques and Jacquess wife, Jane, left the black wall of the swamp
at three separate points and converged on her. Jacques lifted one arm, signaling all was clear. "1'm going
to wear those boys out,” promised January grimly. It was probably past four, and if he was going to give
"aoperalesson” of unspecified duration to Madame Montero, and play at a Blue Ribbon Ball for Davis
at the Sdlle d'Orleans tomorrow night, he'd have to attend early Mass-a thought that made him groan
inwardly.

Why couldn't he be a heathen like Hannibal, and laugh God to scorn?

Others, it appeared, were aso mindful of the nearness of dawn. As January and Rose returned to the
yard, parties formed up for the walk home, Olympe aready regarding her eldest son with deep suspicion.
Penelope and Jane wrapped up dishes of food in sheets of clean newspaper for those to take home who
would. "Y ou take some dirty rice, Ben?" inquired Alys Roque, one of Olympesfriends. "1 hear M'am
Bontemps don't board.”

"Would you redly want to eat anything she'd cooked?" retorted Cora Chouteau, and got agenera laugh.
"Hannibal, whered you go?Take some of this, please. | swear | could put you in acandle-mold and
have room for thewick. .. ."

"I didn't yell "Guards,' " protested Gabridl's voice over the general hushed babble of departure. "l sweer |
didnt...."

"Marguerite?' January scanned the faces limned by the threads of candle-light, but saw no twist of
graying blond hair starred with flowers. "Have you seen my friend Madame Scie?!

"I wastaking with her." Mohammed LePas frowned. "Then someidiot whose name | won't mention
knocked over the candlein the kitchen. . . ."

"| told you it was an accident,” retorted Philippe duCoudreau. "Y ou try movin' around in there with ten
other people and somebody yellsthe Guardsiscomin’. . . "

"| thought you came in and grabbed her, Ben," said Cora.

"Hedid," confirmed duCoudreau, nodding. "I saw him."

January shook his head. "1 wasinsde with Rose." Silence. And those looks that go back and forth
between people, when nobody wants to be thefirst to say Uh-oh ...

They found every candle sill long enough to sustain flame and spread out in the swamp. At thistime of
year, January found himself thinking, it wastoo cold for dligators-too dry for them to come up thisfar
from the nearest water, which was Bayou Gentilly. . . . Besides, if someone were seized by a'gator, he
couldn't imagine it would have been slent.

Someone. As he edged through the harsh three-foot shields of the palmetto, the twining tangles of
hackberry between the cypresses, January reflected uncomfortably on the way his mind phrased that
thought.

Not Marguerite ...

Just someone. Spindly light glimmered greenish through dagger-shaped leaves, edged cregpers snaking
around the oak-trunks and the pointed goblin heads of the cypress-knees thrusting through last year's
dead leaves. Babbing glintsin the darkness, like unseasonable fireflies, and an occasond hushed voice:
"M'am Scie ... m'am, can you hear ... 7'

Gabrid'svoice. "Heresheis."

Damn it, thought January, hearing in his nephew's tone what the boy had found. Damniit, no ...

Shelay at thefoot of an oak-tree. A little blood smudged alow-bending bough where her head had
struck. But the wound was on the back of her skull, and the shoulder of her golden dresswastorn. There
was no possible way she could have smply run on the limb in the dark. The white flowers, falen from her
hair, strewed the dead |eaves around her head. When January and the others bent over her and held the



candles close, they could see the darkening bruises on her throat.

Huge hands. January had never met another man who had hands like that.

He didn't need to turn his head to see people ook at one another. Didn't need to hear their silence. It
was asif hefdt the draw of everyone's breath.

Gently hefdt her wrist. There was no pulse under the thin white skin, but he thought he detected afragile
best in the vein of her neck. When he plucked the skeletdl nosegay from Hanniba's buttonhole and held it
before her lips, he saw the paper-fine petas ir. " Somebody, get a plank.” He wondered why there was
no expression in hisvoice. "An old door, or atabletop. Anything to lay her out straight to carry her back
to the house."

"Her neck broke?' Olympe kndt at his Sde, shrugged off her shawl. Hanniba brought up Marguerite's
gray cloak, al snagged with dead leaves and twigs, found among the oaks twisted roots.

| should be feding-something, January told himsdlf, not remembering how many nights had passed
between Ayashas death and the first ondaught of that hammering pain. "I don't know. Shehasa
concussion, how bad | don't know." He saw Philippe duCoudreau, and one or two others, draw back a
little when heturned, and said again, "1 was with Rose."

"Hewas," agreed Rose, and duCoudreau nodded, with eyesthat said, And you're the woman who
hopes to wed him.

Isaak Jumon and Crowdie Passebon came back then from the house with one of the planks from the
buffet. Holding Marguerite's head steady, January and Mamzelle Marie eased the ballet mistress onto the
makeshift litter, covered her with cloaks and shawls.

"What do we say about this?' asked Mohammed. People looked at each other again, then at Jacques
and hisfamily.

Whatever you say, thought January, it sure as hell can't be the truth.

No one spoke for atime, as the implications of January's former relations with Madame Scie-known to a
number of the other opera musicians present and dmost certainly common knowledge by now among
everyone at the party-and his present relations with Rose, sank into everyone's consciousness.

"We say acarriage struck her," said Mamzelle Marie at last. The voodooienne knelt on the other side of
Madame Scie, listened to her chest, and gently touched her face and throat. ™Y ou know how crazy
people drive, late, along the Bayou Road. Y ou and Hanniba were waking her home, Ben, and a
carriage struck her, going fast without lights. Y ou carried her here.” She straightened up to her knees,
regarded the fiddler with those dark, wise serpent eyes. "That sit with you, Hanniba ?*

January felt Philippe duCoudreau looking a him, heard the silence louder than a thousand whispers.

The voodoo queen's gaze passed from face to face of those standing in the raw dark of the swamp. "That
gtwith dl here" sheasked, "until we can find thered truth?'

Uncle Bichet cleared histhroat. Like everyone e se there, the old man feared and respected Marie
Laveau, but he had been, once, aprince of histribe. He had been raised to love justice. "And what
happens," he asked, "when wefind that truth?'

"Depends,” replied the voodooienne, "on what itis.”

With Jumon and Mohammed and haf adozen others keeping watch al around for the City Guards, they
carried Marguerite through the streets of the old French town to Olympe's house on Rue Douane. There
they put her to bed in the rear bedroom, white and till as a corpse. When January finaly dept, much
later in the day, he dreamed that he stood on aworn marble terrace in Cyprus, and through archways
curtained in gauze heard Marguerite sing Willow, willow, sng willow for mein Drusilladisolas swvest,
despairing voice,



? SEVEN

By the time January |eft Olympe's house, after ascertaining that Marguerite's neck was not broken, the
dense, misty blackness of the night had begun to thin to gray. In kitchens and dave-quartersall over
town, men and women crept shivering from straw-tick palletsin unlighted roomsto kindle up thefires
they'd prepared last night. To heat water so that Masters-or husbands-could wash their faces, or oil to
fry rice, flour, and egg for calas. Along the levees, at the foot of Market Street, and St. Joseph, and
Madison and St. Philippe, pirogues and canoes and fishing-boats put in, unloading aubergines and apples
by the yellow cresset-glare, beans and winter |ettuces and crates and barrels of black oysters and silvery
pungent fish. A glory of baking bread and coffee blessed the air.

Crossing through the pre-dawn bustle of the Place dArmes, casting despairingly thisway and that in his
mind for something else he might do, some other treatment he might add to those futile efforts already
made, January felt again theiron cold of other dawns, the damp, mossy stink of the morning streets of
Paris. Marguerite beside him, sinews and heart loosened with the deepy content that the young fee when
they've made music three-quarters of the night and love for therest of it, in quest of coffee among the
grimed echoing torchlit sone vaults of LesHales.

Don' let her die. Virgin Mother of God, don't let her die.

There's not much you can do about a deep concussion, Dr. LeBel had told him-the head surgeon at the
Hotel Dieuin Paris. just nurse them, and get them to drink if you can, once the danger of vomiting's past.
Hed lifted back the eydids of the man he and January were examining then, alaborer whose thin breath
reeked of decayed teeth and cheap wine, to show the mismaiched dilation of the pupils, their fixed,
unseeing gaze. It's surprising how long they'll last, unconscious, if they can be madeto sup alittle gruel or
water.

One priest-probably Father Eugenius, January guessed-was aready hearing confessions a the Cathedra
of St. Louis. Three or four women in the gaudy, faded calicoes of the market waited on the benches near
the wooden cubicle, handsfolded in prayer. Only afew candlesburned in al that shadowy space-at the
far front of the church, votive lights before the Virgin's dtar picked out the beauty of a curved eyebrow,
theintricate life-maps of wrinkled and arthritic hands. Where was that quiet beauty, January wondered, in
music? Why did opera celebrate only the loves of the young and noisy?

He confessed himsdlf, and sat on the benches at the rear of the church that were reserved for people of
color, until adeepy dtarboy came out and touched flame to the candles at the high altar, and Father
Eugenius emerged in arobe of white and gold to say Mass. Only a handful of market-women were
present, and adozen daves at the rear of the gloomy side aides. The places of the whitesin the center
adewereempty.

A veiled and fashionably-dressed woman knelt near him, her elaborately-wrapped silk tignon proclaiming
her in al probability aplagee She did not take Communion, but when January roseto leave, comforted
asadways by the words of the blessings and the prayers, she remained, rosary glinting faintly in her gloved
hands.

Praying for expiation, he wondered, of asin that the white man'slaw would not permit her to rectify?
Pleading for the well-being of othersin her family, who might rely on her protector'slargesse to give them
asecurity they might not otherwise have? Most of the plagees, if they attended Mass at all, cameto the
eleven o'clock Mass-the fashion-show, it was called. A parade of silk frocks and new bonnetsfor the
whites, of jewery and stylish variationsin color and wrap and feathersfor the tignons of the free colored
women.

Not that many came. Mogtly the ladies of the Rue des Ramparts would exhibit their finery at the Salle
d'Orleanstonight.

Theimage of that penitent, whoever shewas, stayed in January's mind as he crossed the Place d Armes,
liketheair of asong that repeats over and over. He bought abowl of jambaayaand a cup of coffeein
the market, and sat watching the sea-gulls quarrel over shrimp dropped from the baskets on the levee,
trying to wake up.



In the blue gloom of the market hall the last torches were extinguished. Light smote the waters of theriver
and tipped the | eafless branches of the sycamores around the square with gold. Protestants and
Americans said in hushed, disapproving tones that the population of New Orleans kept the Sabbath the
way Bostonians kept the Fourth of July, and asif to prove this, daves stopped to laugh and chat on their
way to the market for their Masters, fishermen and stevedores sang in the morning chill asthey worked,
their bresth puffing white. A melismatic holler was passed from crew to crew aong the ranks of the
steamboats unloading at the wharves, the wordslost in therise and fall of the voices. "Wayaasaay,
y00000. . . ." January could follow the sound down the levee like the cloud-shadows that ran over the
dark seas of standing cane.

At ten o'clock ConsuelaMontero would present hersdlf for her session, and January knew from
experiencethat it was easier and less exhausting to stay up than to get up. He could deep inthe
afternoon-before or after returning to Olympe's house to check on Marguerite-so asto be clear-headed
for that night's quadroon ball.

Y ou can deep during Lent. Last winter, having gotten on the wrong side of a powerful Creole matron,
January had lost nearly al his students and had been hired to play very few bdls, Mardi Graswasthe
harvest of hisyear, far less gruding than the sugar-grinding seasons of his childhood. Y ou didn't degpin
either case, but at least at Mardi Gras you went to interesting parties.

Y ou got her, Philippe duCoudreau had said in the lightless confusion of the Bichet kitchen last night. The
candles had been out, the fire covered-jostling shoulders, crowding heads, features obscured in shadow.
January passed his hand across his unshaven face, wondering how duCoudreau had been so sure. There
was only one person at the party last night anywhere near January's size, and that was his brother-in-law,
Paul Corbier, who would scoop up the gross brown four-inch palmetto-bugs on a piece of newspaper
and pitch them gently outside rather than crushing them like every other person in town did.

Why would Philippe have accused him? The worst January knew of the man was that duCoudreau was
the mogt hapless musician in New Orleans, and relations had never been anything but cordia between
them. January felt a deep uneasiness, and anger a that uneasiness. anger that he would have to so deeply
fear the posshility of anyone mentioning the truth to the police.

Struck by acarriage? He grimaced at the childishness of thelie. And what would the police say if they
happened to see the huge bruises around Marguerite's throat?

Y ou were her lover, you who love another now. Why would awhite woman have gone with you to
Bichet's except to demand something of you?

Of courseyour friendswill al liefor you.

The people at the back of the Faubourg Treme weren't so very different from the Milanese and the
Sicilianswho said shirri with that look in their eyes. It does something to you, to know in your bones that
justice is something other people get.

Someone had tried to strangle her. Someone had seized her by the shoulder and dammed her against the
low-hanging tree-limb when she fought free.

What would Philippe say if someone started asking questions of those who'd seen Madame Scieleave
Trulovesbdl with himsdf and Hannibd last night?

Consuela Montero appeared on Madame Bontemps's doorstep on the stroke of the hour, a copy of the
scoreto Le Nozze di Figaro in hand. "Mil reniegosthat | declined to go to the house of Sefior Trulove
last night!”

News, reflected January, travelsfast.

Shefolded back the mantillathat sheltered her round, determined face from the winter sun and
incidentally from the chance notice of passers-by. "Not that there were not some in the Opera Society
who begged me to meet them there, but to go listen to Americanos tell one another about cotton and
daves, quefagtidio! How would | know the girl would be so stupid asto displease her patron o in
public?' She opened her little purse of gold mesh and laid astack of five Mexican slver dollars on the
corner of January's square six-octave piano. "Just so! One can only hope that foolish asdIsolais, she
will contriveto bring him to his senses hersdf.”

Briskly, she set the score on the music-rack, and removed her black-and-gold velvet pelerine. "ltisas



well to beready if she does. Buen' dias, Sefiora." She nodded and offered two lace-mitted fingersto
Madame Bontemps, apparently not in the least discomposed by that woman's silent gppearance at her
elbow.

"Madame." January selected one of the silver dollars and pressed it into hislandlady's pam. "Thisis
Madame Montero, who is paying me for a private Snging lesson thismorning. Y ou remember | sent you
anote of this, yesterday afternoon?”

"I don't forget things." Madame Bontemps continued to hold Madame Montero's extended fingersin her
damp grip. "Even seeing the Devil last night doesn't make meforget. | saw the Devil last night,” she
added, released her hold, and settled herself into one of the nearly threadbare-but spotlessy neat-green
grosgrain chairsthat decorated the front parlor. "It'sten o'clock.” She folded her handsin her lap. "At ten
oclock | gtintheparlor.”

January glanced at the soprano, who was studying hersdlf in the pier glass between the windows and
making sure that the lacquered curls on her forehead remained perfectly symmetrica. If Montero heard
the landlady'sintention, it didn't bother her. And there would be odder distractions than that, he reflected,
at the theater Tuesday night.

To do her justice, ConsuelaMontero was afar better Countessthan Lad'lsola. She had, as sheld said,
sung the role only the previous year, and needed only to be taken through it. January, who had avery
passable baritone, sang the parts of both Figaro and the Count for her, accompanied occasiondly by his
landlady, who had ahabit of chiming in with fragments of "Heuve du Tage" and "L es bluets sont bleus™
"You are good," Montero told January after their Act Four garden duet. "Better than Sefior Staranzano,
who just stands there, waiting for the world to swoon at his feet. Y ou would make a good
Almaviva-always supposing Almavivawas aMoor. It isyou they should put in Othello, and not that
Audtrian buffoon in black paint.”

That really would have them burning down the theater, thought January, too amused at the notion of the
reaction to such casting to fed much anger at the fact that in Americait smply could not be. Probably not
in Paris ether, he thought, and be damned to your Liberte, Fraternite, and Egdlite. "Maybe you could tell
me," he said, shuffling through the score to locate the point at which the Countess revedls her true identity
to her baffled husband. "Was there someone in the Opera Society who tried to get Belaggio to change
Othello for some other opera? Tried to get him not to put it on?"

The degantly-plucked black brows pinched. "Not put it on?' Montero's voice had the note of aqueen
who has been informed that her carriage isn't ready due to the drunkenness of the grooms. "De que, not
put it on? It isavery good opera. Beautiful. And we have no other premiere, unlessyou will haveLa
Muette as such. But LaMuette is years old, and is everywhere done. One must have the premiere.”
"Therearethosein thiscity,” said January, "who would not thank aman to put on-stage thelove of a
black man for awhite woman. Y ou do not know how it ishere," he added, seeing in her face the same
incredulity he had seen yesterday in Belaggio's. "I assure you, there are men who would do what they
could to prevent it, asbeing “indecent. And | know Signor Belaggio is proud of it, aswell he should be.
But the pride could put him in danger.”

Montero'sred lips curled. "If what you say istrue, Sefior, | think you'l find that Sefior Belaggio isthe last
man who would place hislife before his pride. And alaverdad, | don't know what cause he hasto be
proud. It isn't asif hewrote Othello.”

"What?' Even asthe word came out of his mouth, January knew she spoke the truth. A man doesn't have
to be good to write great music. But there must be something about him that is great.

And that, he understood, was what bothered him about Belaggio.

He was petty. A petty man can write excellent music, he knew. But not the aria Lad'lsolahad sung last
night. "De verdad." The soprano shrugged her fleshy shoulders. "Did you not know? Incantobelli wrote it.
Why else do you think he made the threats he did, of murder and ruin? Why do you think Belaggio had
that brother of his denounce Incantobelli to the Austrians so that he can never return to Milan? And even
s0," she added, settling the finale score before January on the piano-rack, "Belaggio still dared not remain
in Europe, knowing Incantobelli could be as close to him as Naples or Rome. No, he must cometo
Havana"



Her onyx eyesflashed with a sudden ugly glint. "And likeafool, | sgned his contract, not even making
surethat it specified that | would be prima. | did not know then," she added darkly, "that he had fdlenin
love with this hussy, and promised her a season. Come." She tapped the music smartly with the backs of
her polished nails. "L et us now return to this other pig of alover Almaviva, and run him to confusion.”

"I saw the Devil last night,” put in Madame Bontemps from her chair opposte the windows.

"Did you?' Madame Montero tweaked a curl back into place. "No doubt he was looking for a
fiacrewhy are they never about when you need them? So. Thefinde. Thistimel will try alittlefioritura,
just to show these people what true Snging is."

For the next two hoursthey concentrated on the Count Almavivas effortsto exercise le droit du seigneur
on his barber's bride, Susanna's efforts to elude him, the Countess's struggle to win back her husband's
love, and the page Cherubino's double dilemmaof achieving puberty and evading conscription. Only
when January was handing the soprano into a hack at the end of the rehearsal was he ableto return to
the subject of Incantobelli. It wasjust after noon by then, and he had been hard put to keep hismind on
the music, wondering whether he would find Marguerite conscious or even aive when he returned to
Olympes. If anything had happened, they'd have sent for me, he told himself.

But hisheart felt Sick.

It came back to hismind that in the dark of the dley, hisfist had connected with a chin not very much
lower than his own; he remembered the bulk and weight of his attacker, throwing him against thewall. As
he led Madame Montero through the French door to the Rue des Ursulines, he asked, "Y ou say
Incantobelli made threats againgt Belaggio for stealing his operaand passing it off as his own? Threets of
murder?'

"Of acertainty.” Shetilted her head to ook up a him through the dusky cloud of her mantilla. Draped
over acomb nearly afoot high, it rose above the mountain of love-knots, bows, gems, and ringlets on her
heed. "I mysdf heard him."

"So it might very well have been Incantobelli who hired the men who attacked Belaggio.” Many cadirati,
January knew, grew to be enormoudy tal-which did not seem to be the case with Incantobdlli, so far as
he'd been able to glimpse him last night-but it was no eunuch whose beard had scraped hisknucklesin
the dark.

"Never." Montero shook her head decidedly. "He may have taken awarm bath in hisyouth, Incantobelli.
..." She switched casudly to Italian with the old phrase that described the operation by which boyswere
castrated. "But heisaNegpolitan, when dl issaid. Hire louts to administer abesting for such athing?
Pah! It isnot like the seduction of aman'swife, who after al isbut awife. It istherape of his daughter,
his child. One does not del egate chastisement for such adeed. Ah! Behold the fine cabdlero-1 trust you
will not speak of seeing me here?' She extended around little hand for Hannibd to kiss asthefiddler
came up the banquette. "That back-aley drabtail d'lsola carriestaes enough to Lorenzo asitis. All we
need isthat she should say | am plotting againgt her, that it ismy doing if greenstuff isthrown at her after
she sngs Tuesday night.”

"If shesings." Hanniba removed his shabby high-crowned beaver and saluted the hand asif it werea
holy rdic. "If theresaperformance at dl. | took the liberty of caling on Mr. Cadwell to tell him he needs
to find anew ballet mistress and the man'sin near hysterics, sending messagesto Belaggio at his hotel
and Marsan at histown house-though neither of them, apparently, can be reached. | thought Caldwell
would give birth. He's procured the services of Herr Smith, by theway. . . ."

"Smith?" January groaned. Madame Montero, whose hand remained in Hannibal's, raised an eyebrow.
"Smith-who was certainly called something elsein Dresden, before heleft for | think political reasons-is
probably one of the finest instructors and arrangers of opera balet that the reign of Louis the Fourteenth
ever produced. Unfortunately, Louis the Fourteenth has been dead for about a hundred and twenty years
and we do thingsalittle differently these days."

"If you want agtrict regulation of passepiedsin every opera prologue, musettesin the first act, and
tambourinsin the second, with every dancer doing his or her specidty turn no matter how it fitsinto the
gory," explained Hanniba, " Smith's your man. Though helll fight like amaddened butterfly to get more
dlegorica cosumesfor therats"



Montero paused in the door of the fiacre. "Allegorical-aswhat? The spirits of Love and Duty in Figaro?
Of Hearth and Home?"'

"If he can manage," said January, "hell doit.”

"Smith was at liberty." Hanniba shrugged. "What more need | say? Difficilis, querulus, Caudator temporis
acti sepuero.. . . | overheard Knight complaining that Davis raised the pay of his own dance-master
rather than let Caldwdl hire him away-about half the Opera Society was at Caldwell's, running around
like the fourth act of abad opera bouffe trying to figure out away to stop the duel over cakes and tea,
not that they offered me so much asabite. Kentucky Williamstells me K ate the Gouger may know
something about Belaggio'sfriendsin the aley, by theway," he added as they shut the fiacre door and the
jarvey whipped up his horse. "Kate runs a bath-house on Tchoupitoulas Street near the cattle-market.
Occasiondly one can even get abath there. Thelovely Mistress Williams remembers there was a pair of
brothers renting aroom from her, spending money she's pretty sure they shouldn't have had.”

"Were they indeed?' The thought of dedling with any friend of Kentucky Williams-a cigar-smoking harpy
who ran acombination grog-shop and bordello on Perdidio Street in the part of town referred to by one
and al as the Swamp-made January wince. The prospect was not sweetened by contemplation of the
swinish rabble of filibusters, gun-runners, mercenaries, and river-rats native to Tchoupitoulas Strest,
which skirted the levee upriver like adirty rampart of cotton-presses and baracoons. Under ordinary
circumstances January would cheerfully have consigned Belaggio to Hell and his stolen operawith him,
no matter how beautiful its music, rather than venture into territory so perilous.

But the circumstances were not ordinary. So after abrief and frustrating visit to Olympe's house, long
enough to ascertain that Marguerite had neither wakened nor stirred in the night, January and Hannibal
made their way across Cana Street in the sharp, heatless brightness of noon, and asfar asthey could
aong Magazine, which was at least in daylight hours margindly more gented. Here among the
white-painted board houses, the brick shops and liveries of the American section of town, an
approximation of Sabbath quiet could be detected: a number of stores were closed and daves weren't
lined up on the wooden sidewaks outside the salesrooms as they were on other days of the week. But
winter was the time when business got donein New Orleans. It was the end of the roulaison-the
sugar-grinding season-and the beginning of the cotton harvest. Factors, planters, brokers, steamboat
companies, dl made their money in the months between November and March; and on their coattails, the
owners of refineries and cotton-presses, livery stables, salesrooms, bordellos, saloons. To lose one day
in seven was more than ridiculous. It wasimpossible, irresponsible, absurd.

Y ou can deep during Lent.

More than buying and sdlling was going on, too. Men strolled from barroom to barroom aong the mud
street, whiskery savages who came down from Kentucky and Tennessee with the keelboats, in thelr
homespun shirts and heavy boots, pistols and knives at their belts. River traders, some of them-or the
thieves and pirates who adopted that name-indistingui shable from the ruffians who made up the
occasiond wildcat military expeditions organized to help South American guerrilleros or dictatorsin the
rebellion-torn nations of the south for aprice. Save-smugglers, some of them, bringing in Africans against
the laws of the United States and the vows of the British Roya Navy, and trappers from the wild lands of
northern Mexico, in their buckskin shirts and leggins with their squawswalking silent at their heels. Here
and there Indians from those lands could be seen aswell, black-haired and watchful-eyed, or staggering
drunk and debased; Mexicanswith slver conchos on their lowcrowned hats. Every second building
along Tchoupitoulas Street seemed to be atavern, doors and windows gaping and the sickish-sweet
stink of tobacco-smoked or spitvying with the smoke of the sseamboats, the stench of untended privies,
the fetor of spilled or vomited whiskey and beer.

As January and Hannibal proceeded upriver, thereek of the cattle-market and the daughterhouses
overwhelmed these other smells, and black buzzards hunched watchfully on eaves or fencepodts. 'l wish
they wouldn't look a me that way," complained Hannibal, and coughed. "Like creditors, or one'sfamily
after someone's blabbed about the contents of oneg'swill. At least one can disinherit onesfamily.”

"I'm not sure," said January, and pointed to abig bald-headed bird on the limb of an oak-the buildings
hereabouts were thinning, and becoming progressively more rude as they |eft the town behind. "That one



lookslike alawyer to me."

"Tu asveritus, amicus meus." The fiddler bent to pick an empty bottle from the sedge-choked ditch and
flung it at the bird, which swayed back alittle on its perch, wings spread like awitch's cloak. Then
hopped from its place and pecked at the black glass. "Now that you mention it, he does indeed bear a
gartling resemblance to my father's solicitor-Droudge, his namewas. If he swallowsthe bottle, I'll know
for sure he'sthe very man, garbed in aclever disguise.”

To their right, inland from the river, aman shouted. January had been aware for some minutes of the
sullen rumble of voices, the occasiona hoarse oath. The vacant lots here had blurred into stretches of
marshy woodland, and it was hard to see exactly what was taking place, but January guessed. Hefelt
hed been born knowing, and his somach clenched. Hed been aware, too, that he and Hannibal were
not the only pair of men-one white, one black-to be making its way into this seedy neighborhood. At
least two or three other couples of like composition waded through the weeds a ong the edges of the
muddy streets, and in every case the black member of the pair was younger, tdler, and fitter than his
companion.

The sound of yelling spiked, with wild howls of encouragement.

January knew exactly what was going on.

Neither Kate the Gouger nor any of her boarders were at the filthy collection of sheds that comprised her
establishment. Hannibal poked his head through the door of the ramshackle bath-house-which more
resembled awoodshed, with acouple of crusted tin tubs on the bare earth and an open firepit in ashed
at the back-then reemerged with a shrug. Behind the main building asort of cabinet did duty as Kate's
bedroom, with akitchen, aprivy, ahuge pile of cut wood, amurky-looking cistern, and another long
dormitory shed grouped afew yards off. Nothing moved except a skinny cat sneaking aong the roof of
the dormitory, her purposeful air bodingill for any who might nourish hopes for arodent-free night. Since
the mob gathered around the fight was only a hundred yards or so up anameless muddy street, ina
clearing past aline of tupelo trees, it was obvious where everybody was.

January felt asif everything in him had shrunk to acold knot of iron.

In Paris, during the tumultsthat had led up to the expulsion of the last Bourbon king, hisfriends used to
say, It'sonly ariot, and they'd joke at his unwillingnessto go along and see the fun.

The snarling anger of mobs aways made him shiver, like the scent of smoke on thewind. If you were
raised black in New Orleans, it was second nature to turn around and walk the other way. Fast.

The fights were being held under the auspices of the Eagle of Victory saloon, one of thelast buildings of
the town on thisside. One of thefirst, indeed, to be built on what had been the fields of a sugar
plantation: through the stringers of cypress and loblolly pine, where other lots had been cleared, January
could see piles of lumber or stacks of bricks marking someone's good intentions. This section of the
Faubourg St. Mary was awasteland of old fields cut across and across with new streets-sodden tracks
for the most part-and overgrown with e ephantear and the skinny remnants of degenerate cane. Just past
the Eagle of Victory's unpainted walls, men shoved each other for aview, asolid wall of backs: greasy
buckskin sewn with porcupine-quills, blue or gray or black broadcloth and superfine. Souch hats, fur
hats, tall hats of slk or fine beaver. Mogt of the yeling wasin English, with the hoarse inflection of
Americans.

"Kill him! Kill him, goddammit!"

"Get up, you black fool!"

Againg the sdloon'srear wall aman lay on ablanket on the ground. Bruises stood out even against the
dark mahogany of hisskin. A barechested and shivering boy in his early teens knelt beside him, sponging
away blood from chest, arms, thighswith his own shirt. As January and Hanniba passed the boy looked
around desperately, asif seeking help or advice or merely the permission to seek it, and January walked
over and knelt besdehim. "May 17?7

The boy nodded, offered him the shirt, and smeared the tears from hisface.

The man's eye had been gouged nearly out of its socket, hisleft ear bitten half away. His bresth was
shdlow; when January pinched hisfingernail, the nailbed stayed pae.

"Hebeadl right?' the boy asked, watching fearfully as January gently massaged and kneaded the



engorged flesh of the eye back to something resembling its proper position. "He got blood in hispiss." He
handed January a gore-smudged bandanna when he held out his hand; January made a pad of Hannibal's
handkerchief and tied it over the eye.

"Much?'

The boy shook hishead. "Michie Marsan's Lou kicked him in the nuts. Kicked him likeamule." He
looked around as someone roared with rage in the thick of the crowd. A moment later asavage
storm-gust of cheering made January's skin creep. The boy said, "He done as best as he could. Just Big
Louwasbigger. Lotshigger.”

And probably didn't want to end up lying on the ground leaking blood any more than this man did.
January carefully manipulated the bruised and swollen genitals, ascertained that the swelling was minimal,
that there didn't seem to be hematomas deeper in the groin. The downed man was clearly afighter, with
scars on his cheeks and bellymuscles like adouble row of fry-pans.

"Get him under ablanket." He fished in the pocket of his shabby corduroy jacket for ahalf-dollar. "One
of the whores should have oneto sell you. He needs to be kept warm. Get rum or brandy to clean that
ear. Get him out of here as soon asyou can.”

The boy nodded, wiped his eyes and his nose again on the back of his bare arm. "We got to wait on
Michie Napier. He got Charliein therefightin' Big Lou now." Lucky Charlie.

"Do what you can." January stood, and patted the boy's bony shoulder.

Behind him aman said, "Y ou're behind the fair, friend. Y ou want to get your boy reedy if you're going to
get himin againg Big Lou.” January turned. The man was an American, dressed like atradesmanina
rough wool jacket and pants and a calico shirt. He spoke to Hannibal with afriendly matter-of-factness,
szed January up with polite gpprova, and added, "What's your boy's name?”

January opened his mouth to express a sentiment both unwise and inappropriate for aman of color, be
he ever 0 free, dong Tchoupitoulas Street, and Hannibal cut in with "Plantagenet. Hal Plantagener. A
bawcock and a heart of gold. Let'sgo, Hal."

January went. The frenzy of shouting died abruptly into a sated growl and the tight-clotted wall of backs
opened abruptly into amyriad of little groups. Men counted money into each other's hands, men joyfully
relived each hold and throw and bludgeon, here and there men cursed furioudy. (And how much would
peoplelay on Y OU, fat man, if you and that scrofulous weasdl you're screaming at started hammering
each other naked?) January glimpsed Vincent Marsan, towering in his tobacco-brown coat, gloves, and
waistcoat al en suite, illuminating the finer points of the match to Harry Fry with explanatory jabsof a
sardonyx-headed gold toothpick. A few feet away, an older dave, atough little man who was clearly a
trainer, kneaded Big Lou's shoulders while the fighter dumped on abroken crate with hisforehead on his
knees. Blood glistened on a shaven scap. He looked exhausted, uncaring; an iron mountain of aman
with strips of pickled lesther wrapped around his enormous hands. January glanced &t the angle of the
sun above the curtain of trees and wondered how many more men Big Lou would have to fight before he
could go home.

Other men crowded around, obscuring the scene. Hannibal said, "Ah! A lovely being, scarcely formed or
molded / A rose with all its sweetest |eaves yet folded,” and wove hisway to Kate the Gouger, a
nondescript, hardfaced girl with red hair skinned back into adirty knot on the back of her head. She was
handing around abrown glass bottle, saying ". . . better at my place over yonder past the trees.” Shd shot
aswift glance toward the Eagle, wary of its owner's prior claimsto customers on his property. "Pussy's
better, too."

"Yeah?' demanded a squat cut-throat whose long brown hair crept visibly with lice. He spit-there was
enough tobacco underfoot to send up asmdl that rivaed the piss-stink of the bushes al around the
clearing.

"Sure enough.” Kate blew acloud of cigar-smokeinthe man'sface. " '‘Causeit'sme! I'll take on thelot of
you and have you beggin' for mercy!"”

The men whooped and laughed and dapped her narrow buttocks, and said, "Wdll, well just come dong
and see who begsfor mercy!" Then there was a shout as the milling crowd coaesced. Heads turned, and
the men crowded back to where Big Lou was squaring off again, leaving the Gouger momentarily aone.



She looked after them with contempt and weary calculation in her hard brown eyes.

"Poor bastards,” remarked Hannibal, and she glanced over at him and grinned, broken-toothed, like a
wolf. "Don't know whét they're getting into."

"Thought you was playin’ for the op-ree.” She stuck a black-nailed brown hand down her uncorseted
bosom to scratch one shdlow breast. Most of the small-time madams of her sort in town usualy wore
cheap Mother Hubbards-good-time dresses, the free colored of the lower sort called them-but Kate had
rigged hersdlf out for the fightsin afaded frock of red calico rotting awvay under the armpits, and a
skinning-knife the length of January's forearm sheathed at her belt. She was probably January guessed,
not more than twenty. ™Y ou missed good fightin' this afternoon.”

"Wadl, and so | am playing for the opera." Hanniba bent to kiss Kate's hand with the same reverent
attentiveness held lavished on ConsudaMontero's. "But | couldn't forgo afew moments of your ddightful
company.” Kate made asimper and pushed him, like a schoolboy shoving amate, but for oneingtant
January saw the look in her eyes: shy pleasure that someone had called her ddightful. That someone
cared.

"Y ou gonna get yoursdf in trouble one day," she said, and under its hoarseness her voice was the voice
of agirl. Y ou come around swest-talkin' every girl."

"Then I'll rely on you to rescue me." Hanniba pressed his hand to his side, fighting a cough. "Kentucky
Williamstdls me you had acouple of heroes staying at your place who might have been hired for an dley
joblast Thursday."

"Gower boys." The Gouger nodded briskly, once. "Buck an' Bart. Sounds like a couple hounds, don't it?
Came down on aflatboat with aload of corn, spent dl they daddy's money on forty-rod an' quim, you
know how it is. Hangin' around my place, tryin' to make five hundred dollars choppin' wood. Then al of
asudden Bart comesin, pays me what they owe-thisis Wednesday around supper-time. They pack up
their plunder. Stuff'still in my attic. | ain't no thief. 'Sides, it'sjust acouple shirtsan' a powder-horn. Bart
comein Friday mornin', begs me for some medicine an' bandages an' sech truck. Looked like he beenin
afight, cheek dl bust to hdll an' swole up, mud an' blood on his shirt. Last | saw him."

"And his brother?' Hannibal produced a bottle from his coat pocket, took asip, and offered it to her.
She shrugged, and drank like athirsty sailor. "How tdl is Bart, m'am?" asked January. She glanced up at
him.

"Y ou see, m'am, we both play for the opera, and it looks like somebody might have hired Bart and his
brother to go after different peoplein the company. Go after 'em and kill 'em." January carefully graded
his English to the same roughness as hers. He had long ago learned that nothing intimidates and alienates
s0 much as elegant speech. His English was, most of the time, as excellent as his French, but the music of
gpeech was ahobby of his: fortissmo to pianissmo, Paris-perfect to the"mo kiri mo vini* of the
cane-patch. "We don't know who they'll go after next"-he glanced worriedly at Hannibal-"nor who hired
‘em nor why. We ain't gonna get Bart an' his brother in trouble, m'am. We just need to know."

Mallified, the girl said, "Bart's about six foot. Buck'sbigger, near your height.”

"They both got beards?'

She looked surprised at the question-a clean-shaven man on this part of Tchoupitoulas Street was usudly
ether apimp or agambler-then nodded. "They's both kindablondy. Not real blond, but like Kentucky,"
meaning, since the remark was addressed to Hannibal, Kentucky Williams, their mutua acquaintance.
"Bart asked meto listen around for somebody takin' aboat upriver next week. | said | would."

Hannibal and January traded a glance. Then January said, "If we wasto leave anote with you, m'am, to
give Bart when he comesin, would you do that?*

She thought about it, glanced a Hanniba again, and nodded. "I'll do that.”

"Thank you." Hanniba kissed her hand again. "If the heart of aman is deprest with cares/ Themist is
dispelled when awoman appears. We shall be deeply in your debt.”

Madame Bontemps was il sitting in the parlor when January returned from the levee. It was now late
afternoon-nearly five-and the harsh rays of the anking sun showed up the chips and stainsin the stucco of
the house, the cracks where resurrection fern had taken greedy root.



As January started to go down the passway to the yard, hislandlady's flat voice grated out at him from
the street window: "That woman with the spectacleswas here." In six weeks of residence, January had
yet to hear Madame Bontemps refer to Rose by her name. "'l told her not to wear them. They bring bad
luck. That woman in the vell thismorning, she doesn't wear pectacles, and you see the kind of luck she's
"That'strue," agreed January, coming back to the parlor's French door. It wasfar easier to agree with
Madame Bontemps than to disagree and continue any conversation, and hewanted to have at least a
short nap before meeting Rose for supper. "Did she leave amessage? A note?"

The woman thought about that, rocking her body in her chair, lips pushing in and out like dry kisses. She
had atea-cup on her knee. The saucer covered its mouth and her hand pressed down the saucer.
January didn't want to think about what she might have trapped inside.

"It isn't right that women should write," she declared at last. Which meant, January knew, that he'd have
to search the privy for the scraps of whatever Rose had dipped under hisdoor. "1 told her that. | told her
| saw the Devil, too. She didn't believe me. But he was herelast night. He waited beside the house until it
darted to get light.”

January, who had nodded agreement again and started to walk away, stopped. Cold stillness gripped his
chest. "Beside the house? In the passway, you mean?”

Madame Bontemjps nodded, still rocking. In hismind, January heard the crack and rustle of a stedlthy
foot, first in the wet, leafy dark of the labyrinth, then in the shadows a ong the Bayou Road.

Saw Marguerite lying beneath an oak-tree, blood dotting the strawflowerstangled in her hair.

"What did helook like?" he asked, and the unguessable reverie in Madame's dark eyes sharpened to
scorn.

"Hewasinvisble" shesad, asif explaining the obviousto astupid child. "Helooked like the Devil."
Meaning it had been pitch-black aong the side of the house. Meaning there might not have been anyone
at dl waiting there for him to come home by himsdlf.

Seeing that nothing else would be gotten out of the landlady, January turned to go. Too much to hope, he
thought, that the visitor-if there had been one-had |eft a scrape on the moldy bricks that paved the
passway and the yard, or had dropped aglove or asignet-ring or aletter bearing his sedl.

He wasn't sure which of the American town's numerous heretical Protestant establishments counted
Shaw as amember, or what he could tell the policeman if he went to him. | think we were followed after
the Trulove reception last night? | think Madame Scie was attacked in the woods by someone who may
or may not have been a Bichet'sillegd gathering?

Y ou got her, Philippe had said.

Evenif Shaw didn't believe January had tried to kill awhite woman-awoman he was known to have
bedded-it was no guarantee the crime wouldn't be fastened on him anyway. Or on someone €l se who'd
been at Bichet's, Paul or Mohammed or any of adozen others, by who knew what vagaries of blankitte
reasoning.

Onceyou caled on the whites, and the white man's law, everything was out of your hands.

Behind him, Madame Bontempss voice cdled out, "He had aknife."



? EIGHT

"If Madame Bontemps objects that much to awoman knowing how to reed,” remarked Rose, gravely
dtirring the fist-sized clot of rice provided into the rest of the gumbo that had been brought to their table at
the Buttonhole Cafe, "I shudder to contemplate what sheld say if she knew I'd been hired to put together
pyrotechnicsfor Mr. Daviss production of LaMuette de Portici on the thirty-first."

Asthelandlady had not torn Rose's note into thumbnail-size fragments and dropped them into the
privy-something she had done often enough in the past for Rose to be resigned about it-but had merely
ripped it severa times neatly across and added it to the box of old newspapers|eft there for the
convenience of the occupants, January had been able to meet Rose without trouble. The Buttonhole was
asmal establishment on Rue St. Annethat catered to free colored musicians and artisans, and served up
initstiny plank-walled front parlor the best gumbo and jambal ayain town. Cora Chouteau, who owned
the place, further enlivened the room by pasting up every playbill she could lay hands on-advertisements
for both Cddwell'sand Davissriva productions of La M uette smeared the wall behind Rose's head.
"Cadwell may have bought up al the red silk and ready-made fireworksin town," Rose added, seeing
January's start of surprise. "But colored fireisfairly smple to manufacture. It's surprisng what you can
make people think they're seeing, with alittle red glass and forced perspective.”

"I'll take your word for it." The scant deep January had managed to achieve that afternoon had refreshed
him somewhat, between dreams of Desdemonas song in the darkness, and jolting awake every few
minutes at the fancied creak of afoot on the galery. Outside the cafe's open windows, Rue &. Anne was
aready noisy with carriagesfull of maskers, with gaudily-costumed women calling out to men, and the
racket of someone playing "When Darkness Brooded O'er the Deep” very, very badly on acornet.

It would be, reflected January wesrily, avery long night.

Rose took off her spectacles and rubbed her eyes. There were few ways by which the quadroon
daughter of aplagee could earn her living in New Orleans at the best of times, were she unwilling to place
herself under the protection of aman. If Carnival wasthe harvest of January's year, it was the starving
winter of hers. Poverty was beginning to tell on her-he could see where her gloves had been mended,
and where the deeve of her blue merino dress was shiny with wear. He was glad sheld been able to find
the work with Davis, particularly sinceit might well lead to more, and to work better paid than shewas
generdly abletofind.

Since her involvement in the same scandal of liesand libel that had robbed January of most of hisliving
the previous winter, she had been unable to teach. January was daily astonished that this bookish, brilliant
woman had survived the destruction of the school that had been her lifeswork. He knew she eked out a
desperate living these dayswith her trandations, but hed never heard her repine, or speak of
might-have-beens or if-onlies. Shewas jealous of her liberty, of her solitude and her work, and the
treatment one man had given her had | eft itsterrible mark on her spirit. One day, he hoped, he'd have
sufficient money saved to be able to ask her to be hiswife, but hadn't the faintest idea of what she would
say when he did.

And he knew it was not a question he would be able to ask twice.

"Do you think hefollowed you?" She replaced her spectacles on her nose and devoted herself to the
gumbo. "Incantobe li?"

"Hewasat Trulove's. And if, as Madame Montero says, Belaggio stole hisopera, | can see him being
angry enough-hating enough-to want to destroy not only Belaggio, but the entire opera season aswell.

So | can dmost understand coshing the ballet mistress. Certainly Marguerite's replacement by Herr Smith
isn't going to help the performance. But surely Incantobelli can't intend to murder the orchestra
piecemed.”

"He can intend to murder the one member of the orchestrawho held sufficient conversation with the
ballet mistressto be awitness. That's dways assuming Incantobelli to be sane,” she went on thoughtfully.
"Though why he would bother to go after Belaggio is beyond me. Belaggio seemsto be running toward
his own doom swiftly enough to outdistance the most vindictive of foes."



Playing schottisches and waltzes, marches and cotillions afew hourslater in the tasteful ivory-paneled
confines of the Salle d'Orleans, January understood the schoolmistress's point. Asusual, one of the
Carnival subscription balls of white society-the French Creole St.

Margaret's Soci ety-was taking place in the Theatre d'Orleans next door, and there was much discreet
coming and going through the olive-colored velvet curtain that masked the passageway between the
Thestre and the Sdlle. January watched some of the most socidly prominent white gentlemen of the town
asthey danced with their mistresses, or the women they hoped to make their mistresses, and shook his
head. The custom of the country, he'd heard people say-he himsdlf had said it, many times, asif that
somehow made it acceptable. At the other end of the passageway, where afloor had been set up over
the Theatre's parterre and other musicians played, the wives and sisters, fiancees and mothers of these
selfsame gentlemen sipped lemonade and chatted, and pretended mutua bafflement about where their
menfolk had dipped away to.

The gambling-rooms downgtairs, they dl said. That's where they've gone.

January recognized Lorenzo Belaggio despite the mask of bronze leather that hid hisface. The
impresario, clad in bronze armor, kept as far from Vincent Marsan as possible: by the way he kept
drifting toward the olive-curtained windows, January guessed he was suffocating in the costume never
designed for dancing. Marsan was dl in crimson satin, afull-skirted coat and breeches, long waistcoat,
and crimson stockings and shoes, topped off with an old-fashioned periwig the Sze of a sheep. Watching
him flirt with the cafe creme princesses, Columbines, shepherdesses, and odalisques, January wondered
if the drab Madame Marsan had been |eft bredouillie, asthey cdled it, in the Theatre, "making atapestry”
with the other women dong thewadlls.

Hubert Granvilléswife certainly had. January glimpsed the banker tripping through asprightly catillion
with Euldie Figes, aformer plagee and the mother of ahopeful young damsdl. The banker's motley rags
and exaggerated back-hump made January wonder for adizzying moment if the squabbish Mrs. Granville
in the next room was redly clad in gypsy-dancer garb and accompanied by a stuffed goat. Hanniba's
evauation of the upcoming duel as materid for abad operabouffe seemed amply judtified: every time
Marsan left the Salle, Granville would stride over to Belaggio, take him by the bronze vambrace, and
expostulate furioudy, clearly trying to talk him out of the dud. At the regppearance of that tall crimson
figure, Quasimodo would hop back into the cotillion to catch Euldie Figess hand asif nothing had
happened.

Had Marguerite not been lying at Olympe's house unconscious-had January not heard, over and over
againin hismind, hislandlady'sflat, harsh voice saying He had a knife-he would have been hard-put not
to laugh.

Belaggio wasn't the only one being worked on. During the course of the evening Jed Burton, James
Cddwel, the prim little Mr. Knight-hisimmaculately anonymous evening-dress scorning the fantasies of
the other menand hislumbering clerk, dl made it their businessto corner Marsan with varying degrees of
vehemence. "The Widow Redfern and Mrs. Trulove have been a him acrossthe way," remarked
Hannibal, strolling through the velvet curtains and over to the buffet table when supper was announced at
the Theatre. About half the men in the Sdlle rather sheepishly made their excusesto their ladyfriends and
retreated to rgjoin their wives. "1 can't imagine why they bother," remarked the fiddler, who'd been hired
to play at the Society Bdl rather than this one. "La Redfern wasin charge of the refreshments over there.
| never saw so much bread and butter in my life. They water the champagne, too." He'd helped himsdlf to
abottle of Mr. Daviss, and avol-au-vent, and |leaned against January's piano, chalky and shaking with
fatigue.

Around them, the men who'd lingered moved from woman to woman, chatting with the young ladies,
gazing into dark eyes or more discreetly down the tender-shadowed creases of half-exposed bressts.
They talked more easily with the mothers, who hovered smiling, waving their painted silk fans, graceful
and gracious and sharply cognizant of the value of money, aware-as their daughters were not-of the
trangtory nature of male passion, of the precarious position of any free woman of color in New Orleans.
January's eye picked them out, too: Dominique's friends and neighbors, his mother's friends and their
daughters. Marie-Anne Pdlicot, shy and lovely on the arm of her young protector, awedthy planter's



son. Catherine Clisson, darker than most of the other plagees, amost African-black, and strikingina
Renaissance gown of yelow silk, whose plagage with arich planter twenty-five years ago had nearly
broken January's very youthful heart. Dominique's friend Iphigenie Picard, laughing as she teased the
discomfited Y ves Vacour about having to return to his mother and ssters next door. . . .

White men and young ladies of color-for of course the only men of color in the room were the musicians,
and the waiterswho brought in thefood. Not dl of the girls, January knew, were entirely willing, legaly
free though they might be. It is easy to persuade the young, who are aware of how limited their options
are; easy to play upon family obligations, to convince agirl to become what her mother was. Obligations
to their mothers: obligations, too, to their white fathers, invisible in the background but capable of using
these | eft-handed children as pawns, asthey used everything dse. Bemy mistressand I'll giveyou a
house, you who will have nothing without help. Be my friend's mistress or I'll cancel your mother's
pension, or speak abad word of her a the bank next time she wants to borrow alittle money to enlarge
her business, or educate your brother.

Thewhite men al knew one another. And they were strong.

And behind them dl lurked the shadow of Kate the Gouger, aterrible reminder of what happened to a
girl who had no protection, and nothing to sdll.

"IsHenri there?' Dominique rustled over to the musicians dais, gorgeousin the pink-and-gold panniered
Court gown that January had seen on Iphigenielast year.

Hanniba hesitated. The exhaustion of the long walk to Tchoupitoulas Street had taken itstoll-he was
weaving alittle on hisfeet and the soft Anglo-Irish accent that mostly disappeared when he was sober
was much to the fore. Then he shrugged, and said, "With LaMere Terrible playing monster to his
Andromeda, O Queen. Thelot of Vidlards-Henri and his ssters-are done up as, | think, the Kingdom of
the Ocean-in any case it more nearly resembles a school of whalesthan anything I've recently. . . ."
"Andisshe?’

There was no need to ask of whom Dominique spoke.

"You might aswdll tel me," said January's Sster, when Hanniba did not reply. "It can't be worse than
whet I'mimagining.”

"He doesn't look happy, if that'swhat you fear." Hed acquired anosegay of small yellow rosesfrom
somewhere, and used it to tie up hislong, graying hair. "She'sawell-looking girl. Pale and skinny, but
nothing to-"

"I've seen her," interrupted Dominique. " One does, you know, on the streets and in church. | know Chloe
St Chinianisbeautiful. And | know she's cold as stone. And no, | don't imagine. . ."

Her breeth snagged. January followed her gaze. Henri Vidlard, ridiculousin fish-scale green-and-silver,
stood before the passageway curtain. He had atrident tucked under one chubby arm and was in the act
of carefully putting his spectacles back on after pushing up his mask. That done, he looked around for
Dominique, met her eyes. . .

She held his gaze for along moment, then turned her head, flipped open her gold lace fan, and went on
asif she hadn't seen him, "'l don't imagine Henri will want for any thing in the way of adowry from her.
Good heavens, isthat Babette Figes over there, dressed up like asultana? | must find out where she got
those silks-darling, how gorgeous. . ." And she rustled off just as Viellard came lumbering acrossthe
ballroom toward her, his hand held out and misery on hisround face.

"Is she beautiful ?* January asked softly, watching his Sster retregt, chattering nineteen to the dozen with
her friends about the newest shape in deeves and why Marie Toussainte Va cour had been obliged to cut
off most of her hair.

Hanniba polished off the champagne. "Likethe night / of cloudless climesand darry skies.... A little
blond thing like achinadoll and not more than sixteen. In that costume she redlly doeslook like a
mermaid-not the sweet ones sailors dream about, but the other kind, the ones that have no hearts."
"It'snot that I'm jedlous, ptit," Sghed Dominique, returning to January's Sde later in the evening, after
Hannibal had gone back to work on his side of the passageway and most of the men had drifted in again
for the tableaux vivantes that were afeature of quadroon balls during Carniva. Having played the other
sde of the passageway in histime, JAnuary was familiar with the hemming and hawing, the muttered



avowas of it being time for a smoke or the assurances that they had to go meet aman down in the
gambling-rooms-No, I'll just be afew moments, my swest. . . .

Mr. Knight had cornered Vincent Marsan at the buffet beside the musicians and jabbed a him with atiny
finger: "Y ou're asking too much of me!" shouted Marsan, and Knight made agesture for silence, with
coldly blazing eyes. And then, more quietly, Marsan said, "In any case, it'sdl arranged.”

Not, thought January, what any of the Opera Society wanted to hear.

Henri Vidlard had not returned. January was aware of his sister's glance, flickering from the passageway
to the triple arch that led through to the broad vestibule and the grand staircase of white marble and
black. "It'sjust that I'm afraid poor Henri's going to be made absolutely wretched by that girl, and of
course he hasn't the least notion how to defend himsdlf." She tossed her head, making the miniature
windmill and itstiny grove of treestremblein her enormous powdered wig. "Bleu," she cursed. Behind a
curtain in an acove, thefirg of the tableaux vivantes was assembling-the inevitable Maidens of Camelot.
The tableaux vivantes hadn't changed much since January had first started playing at the quadroon ballsin
1808: the Ladies of Camelot. The Sultan's Harem. (Hiswife, Ayasha, had been aBerber. Her accounts
of what life wasredlly likein her father's harim made January wince at these tableaux, as he winced at the
Duchesse du Durrass romanticized novels of davery.) A Garden of Living Howers.

"But a least | have no intention of making afool of mysdf, like the white ladieswho sneak over herein
masks. . ."

"Dothey often?"

"L et me remind you that ten years ago, you faced ruin,” Knight wasteling Marsan angrily. "Certainly for
saving you from that, if for no other reason, you oweittome...."

"Darling, of coursethey do!" Dominique flourished her fan. "That girl there, you see? In the pink domino
cloak? Y ou can dwaystdl the white girls, because they never talk to anybody, and their dresses aren't
nearly as smart-and they stare so. Like they've never seen men beforein tharr lives.”

Certainly the maiden in the pink domino was keeping hersdf well to the back of the big room, lingeringin
corners while other chatting groups teased and flirted with the men. When Belaggio approached her,
creaking in hisleather armor, she made a hasty excuse and fled through the vestibule doors....

"They can't abide the thought of their precious husbands and fiances and brothers coming over hereto be
wicked with us," Dominique went on with bright artificid cheer. The old-fashioned flat-fronted corset
gave her an air of curious dignity, the exaggerated white wig making her face at once older and more
serene. "'l quite expect Madame Chloe will be here eventually with the best of them, looking absolutely
slly, of course, because they dl do.... Darling, what alovely ideal” She whirled and skipped away to
greet Phlosine Seurat, her other bosombow, entering the Sdlle late on her protector'sarm and leaving a
trail of detached slk flower-petdsin her wake.

Y ou only hope, thought January sadly, that Madame Chloe will be here with the best of them, spying on
her husband.

Rather than that she succeed in forbidding him to come at dl.

Rather than forcing Henri-through money, through family, through sheer strength of will againg his
luxuryloving softness-to give you up.

"Y ou know not what you ask of me," intoned Belaggio alittlelater, when Cadwell-ridiculoudy got upin
the blue velvet robe of amystical adept and afase beard like a horse's tail-stopped him between dances.
"There are things aman cannot be seen to accept from another man. Am | to wear horns before the
whole of the town?" He pushed up his mask and peeped cautiously around.

"Itisn't asif shewere your wife," replied the theater owner, and he picked atendril of beard out of his
mouth. "Or even asif you'd been with her more than amonth or so. | understand you-er-encountered her
only & Chrigmadgtime......"

"Y ou have been speaking to that Mexican Messaling," Bdaggio said. "Consudais jed ous of my beautiful
one, and spiteful asacat. Shewould say anything to her disadvantage. And surely you know, Signor,
that when one finds the woman of one's dreams, length of timeis nothing. When soulslove for athousand
years. . ."

Hefroze, eyesbulging. January, floating effortlesdy on the opening bars of the Sylph Catillion, followed



his gaze to the vestibule doors. The man who stood framed in the triple archway was costumed in
close-fitting black trousers and jacket accentuated by crimson bucket-topped boots, a crimson hat with a
white plume, acrimson baldric on which hung avery businesdike sword. A long velvet rope attached to
the back of the trousers did duty as atail; the black velvet mask that covered the beardless face bore
whiskers of slver wire; and around it, long slver hair swept in agleaming mane. Without an other word,
Belaggio yanked his mask back into place and bolted for the passageway, the renowned fdline trickster
griding in hiswake.

"Did he catch him?"' asked January nearly two hours later when next Hannibal made his gppearance. It
was now past two. The St. Margaret's Ball had broken up, and severa of the musicians drifted acrossto
play afew more songs and chat with friends as the tail-end of the Blue Ribbon proceedings grew more
relaxed.

In the street the rattle of carriages could gill be heard, women's voices caling farewells and invitations to
future dinners and danceables. The male population of the room, thinned by the necessity of last dances
with wives and fiancees, burgeoned again: Just going to have adrink with old Granville before coming on
home, my dear. Won't be ahaf-hour, | assure you.

All around the Sdlle d'Orleans couples stood quietly talking in the shadows of curtainsand pillars. Masks
werelifted, kisses stolen.

"Pussin Boots?' Hannibd grinned. "l takeit that was the famous Incantobd li?' He made hisviolin
embroider alittle ornament on the dreamy waltz January and the others were playing, a counterpoint
comment plucked from Don Giovanni-he could quote phrases of music the way he quoted fragments
from hisomnivorous reading. "1've never seen astatue move that fast. He nearly ran down Marsaninthe
doorway."

Marsan had returned to the Salle d'Orleans an hour previoudy, much the worse for drink. He stood now
in the corner with his mistress, aripe-figured woman with the dmost-straight bronze-dark hair so prized
by whites. His head was bent down over hers, forcing her to drink a cup of punch. She kept shaking her
head, trying to push him away, and January saw possessiveness transform that Adonis face asrage had
transformed it last night. Saw the blue eyes grow paer with malice, the carven lipswrinkle like abeast's.
Marsan seized her toughly by the back of the neck and pushed the cut-glassrim to her lips. Theliquid
spilled down her chin, splashed the soft, heavy breasts, and wet the gold-stitched ruby velvet of her
gown.

"There's another one." Dominique strolled back to them as January surrendered his piano to Ramesses
Ramilles, who brokeinto afar livelier jig than had been permissible a the . Margaret's Ball. Minou had
lost afew more roses from her coiffure, and under the edge of her mask her mouth had an ashy paleness.
Sheld flirted most of the evening, with no man more than another, but, January had observed, sheld spent
the bulk of her time between dancestalking with her femaefriends.

The woman she nodded toward now moved lightly from group to group but never spoke to anyone. She
kept to the rear of the room, and aways managed to be just turning away when any man approached.
"They sneak dominoesin with them because they're easier to bundle up in adress-box than acompletely
different costume," Dominique went on, sketching with her gesture the billowing cloak of black velvet that
hid the dender figure, the ruffled hood that covered the hair. "Not that aman would ever recognize what
awoman had on, of course. And even if two of them happened to have the same ideaand ran into one
another here, they'd cut their own throats before they'd admit it."

"They might snesk dominoesinto the cloak-room," remarked Hanniba. "But they'd be smarter to
smuggle in achange of shoes aswell. Because those particular pink and-yellow dippers belong to the
American Theater's costume for Roxaana, the Sultan's Bride, and | last saw them earlier thisevening, at
the St. Margaret's Ball, being worn by Drusilladisola.”

"But | lovehim." Ladlsolapressed her lipswith one pink-gloved hand, and tearsfilled her eyes. "God
hdpme”

January thought of Belaggio in his bronze armor, coming and going between the two bals. Of the woman
in crimson shaking her head at the champagne punch, and how the spilled liquid splattered on her heavy



breasts as Marsan forced her to drink. Of the ugly glitter in those cerulean eyes. "God help you indeed,”
he murmured.

Every table around the coffee-stands in the market was crowded with imitation Ivanhoes and masked
counterfeits of Raleigh and Essex. Turkish beauties, classca goddesses, hennaed princesses laughed too
loudly at their jests and leaned too close to their shoulders. Respectable women had taken to their beds
long ago. Cressets stitched the bare branches of the sycamores around the Place d Armes with gold and
made every word a puff of luminousfire. From the sseamboats on the levee-and the levee was a rampart
of them, like floating barns-rolled the tinny jangle of adozen conflicting tunes. A man with abottlein
either hand and aragged Boston accent staggered along trying to sing to al of them.

"Do you hope helll make you hismistress?' asked January. Drusillas dress was pink and yelow-he found
himself reflecting irrdlevantly that in such colors Marsan would never let her near his somber crimson
splendor. ™Y ou saw him with his plagee tonight. Do you think hell put her aside?!

"Vincent's said he loves me." Shelooked pleadingly from January's face to Hannibal's, begging them to
meakeadl thingswell.

"Darling,” said Dominique, "I understand how it isto love. But he's not going to abandon Lianefor you."
"Y ou don't know that."

Dominique's mouth tightened. A breeze from the river caught the sails of the tiny windmill that crowned
her wig, making them turn; rustled in the miniature grove of Lilliputian trees. "Believe me, chere, | know
that. M'seu Marsan isn't aman to let anything-certainly not awoman-go, once it has been his. He's not a
good man, Mademoiselle. Not good for you, or for anyone.”

The dark eyeslifted to hers, sulky and frightened with afear unacknowledged-furious, too. "Y ou're only
jedlous,” Drusllasaid in her sumbling French. " Jeal ous because Vincent's so handsome, so
wedthy-jealousthat heloves me. Y ou want him for yourself, don't you?' Dominique dapped her fan
down onto the table. "Marsan?1'd sooner bed the crazy old man who salls gumbo on the corner!
Darling, Vincent Marsan-"

"I will not hear thig" The girl turned her face awvay. Dominique reached out asif to grasp her wrigt, to
shake her, pulling her hand back only at the last moment, re membering that thisdusky girl, in her
fancy-dress and her gaily-striped mask pushed up to her tumbled dark hair, was white, and not to be
casudly touched. "I do not haveto listen! Yes, it waswrong of meto seek Vincent in that place! But the
heart is stronger than the head! From the moment | saw him, | knew we were one heart, one soul! Y ou
do not understand, you who sdll your love!™

Flouncing to her feet, d1solaplunged away between the brick pillars, and amoment later her bright dress
flashed in the jumble of torchlight and darknessin the square. January started to rise but then sank down
aganinhischair, and glanced sidelong a Dominique: his sster's mouth was open in shocked indignation,
but if there was anger in her great brown eyes at d'l solas remark about you who sall your love, at least
there were not tears.

"Well," remarked Hannibal, edging hisway back to the table with four cups of coffeein hishandsand a
plate of beignets balanced on oneforearm like awaiter, "I can seeit wouldn't take more than afew
pennyweights of heart to be stronger than whatever she's got in her head. God isthy law, thou mine: to
know no more iswoman's happiest knowledge and her praise. More beignets for us."

"I'd better go after her," sghed January. He picked up the satchel sheld left behind her, in which shed
stowed her cloak at the Theatre-nearly new, lined with green silk and expensive. Belaggio's gift, beyond
adoubt. " She doesn't know much French and no English at al, and thisisn't the time of night for ayoung
woman to be roving about the streets alone. I'm not sure she even knows the way back to her hotel."

"If she'sso purblind foolish asto fal in love with Vincent Marsan,” retorted Dominique acidly, "it'squite
obvious she shouldn't be abroad without akeeper in thefirst place. Not that it wouldn't serve her right. .
But by the time January had crossed the jostling darkness of the Place d Armes, he glimpsed that daffodil
headdress again in the light of the torches on the Cabildo arcade, bobbing as d'lsolanegotiated in her
laborious French with a cab-driver. January watched from the shadows until she got into the fiacre, then
made hisway back acrossto the market, satchel till in hand, with little detoursto avoid a



shouting-and-shoving match of drunk keelboatmen and what sounded like afurious argument among
seven or eight equally inebriated French Creoles over the putative parentage of France's Citizen King.
When he reached the torchlit market arcade again, Hannibal was kissng Dominique'swrist and quoting
Petrarch to her-amarvel ous antidote, thought January, to whatever reflections she might have entertained
about Henri Vidlard's absence from the ballroom. "No wonder you were obliged to leave Irdland, if you
carry onwith ladieslikethis." Shetapped thefiddler's cheek with her folded fan. "The cloud you left
under must have covered the earth and the sky."

"No grester than the darkness that will devour me should you turn your eyes away. (latin text
unavailable). . .. Find her?

"She got acab." January removed the saucer Hannibal had set over his coffee-cup, to keep it warm.
River migt blurred the torches-the sounds of festival seemed to grow distant aswell, retreating like voices
inadream. "Minou, you say Marsan never lets go of anything, particularly women. Might he have been
the one who hired those bullies to beat up Belaggio? IsMarsan the jeal ous type?’

"Jedlous?' Dominique stared a him asif hed idly put himself forward as a prospective husband for
Andrew Jackson's sgter. "Ptit, don't you know? Vincent Marsan killed a plagee of hisjust for speaking
with another man.”

"Killed her?!

"Sashed her to death with his sword-cane.

"A freewoman?' January stared at her, stunned. He had, in two years, reaccustomed himsdlf to the
yawning chasm between the rights of the whites and the ever-diminishing legd position of the free
colored; till, thiswas more than he'd expected or feared. "Do they know this?' He remembered the
hardness of those blue eyes, the way Marsan had lunged for Belaggio a Trulove's; saw that powerful

pa e-blue figure retreating down Rue St. Louisin casud chat with Trulove. Saw him dancing with Anne
Trulove, with Henrietta Granville, while their husbands looked on.

When Knight had said, Y ou faced ruin, January thought the man spoke of money.

"Wasit proven?'

"Yesl Therewasaterrific scandal over it. They found his gloves on the scene, and his cane, or anyway
rose-colored glovesthat were like the pair hed bought the week before and acanewith abig
rose-colored stonein its head, though of course Marsan said they weren't his. Even ten years ago,
near-bankrupt as he was then with only that wretched little plantation, he always had things that matched.
He has them made specidly, to his orders, by Dumetz in the Rue Chartres-who charged Iphigenie's
friend Yves Valcour five dollars to make a coat, out of ivy-green superfine, but it was so beautiful, | went
to him to have ajacket made-out of that clay-colored silk-satin, you remember? He made abig show in
court of trying to get the gloves on his hands-M'seu Marsan, | mean-and swearing they weretoo smdl . .
"If I were ontria for murder, I'd make sure| couldn't get the gloves on, ether.” Hanniba bit into a
beignet in asnowfdl of powdered sugar.

"It cametotrid?’

"Of course, ptit," said Dominique patiently. She leaned forward, the diamond clusters at her ears
swinging like chanddiers. "Her family made sure of that. But of course thejury wereal white men. Even
the ones who weren't related to Marsan or hiswife-and just about half the Creolesin town are--do
businesswith him, or hisfamily, or hiswifesfamily. Hiring men to kill Signor Belaggio because hewas
jedous over Mademoisdle d1solawould be nothing to him.”

"And he could get away with it," said January dowly, "because Belaggio isaforeigner.” There was a sour
tagtein hismouth. "The Austrians don't even have aconsul in town to look after the affairs of their
subjects here. No one would inquire.”

He thought again about Marsan's striking beauty that so dazzled Lad'lsola; of how cold that marble-fine
countenance was, until rage or jealousy transformed it. D'l solas sweet, desperate voice came back to his
mind, and the doomed Desdemonas words, Sing willow, willow, sng willow. . . . His stubbornness and
frowns, these | embrace....

But | love him. Asif that would somehow change what Marsan was.



Rising, he picked up his music-satchel, and that which Belaggio had given Ladlsola. "I'll walk you
home," hetold Dominique.

"Will you bedl right?' he asked as the three of them made their way up Rue Du Maine awvay from the
torchlight and music of the square. Thefog was thinner away from theriver, but the light that suffused the
mist failed quickly. The clouded glare of theiron lanterns on their chains above the intersectionsfailed to
do more than guide pedestrians from one street to the next. January kept glancing at the dark mouths of
the passways between the houses, listening behind him for the wet step of other boots on the banquette.
He had aknife, Madame Bontemps had said. And he knew where January lived.

If heexiged at dl.

Thedark air breathed of dampness, of chimneysmoke and sewage. Dominique's pattens scraped
metalicaly on the brick underfoot, and her enormous white wig made a bobbing splotch, like an overfed
ghogtinthe dark.

"l think s0." She drew a deep breath and pulled her bronze silk cloak closer about her shoulders. "Yes,
of coursel'll bedl right, ptit. Even if the worst happens and Henri decidesto sever our friendship, |
know hell be generous." The brittle note was back in her voice. The artificid airiness of awoman
pretending not to care. Pretending not to hurt.

"Thequestionis" put in Hanniba, his breeth laboring as he walked, "how generouswill MamaVidlard
and Mademoiselle Chloe dlow him to be? Thisisagirl who had her own nurse and haf-aster sold at
auction when her father died.”

"| think we can trust Mama," said January grimly, "to make sure your rights, at least, are protected.”
"Oh, yes" replied Minou in atiny voice. "Yes"

"She may have her faults” mused Hannibd, "but give your mother adollar to fight for and there will be
blood in the gutters.” He stopped, leaning againgt the wall, and tucked his violin case benegth hisarm to
press one hand to hisside. "Shdll | continue on with you to your doorstep, amicus meus? Not that I'll be
agresat ded of help to you againgt such hearties as La Gougiere described to us this afternoon, but if one
of them's asking for water transport out of town next week, it's a sporting bet the other one's wounded.
Since Davispaid us, | can get acab home.”

"Thank you," January said. "I'd appreciate that.”" If the presence of Madame Bontemps-unnerving but
certainly not threatening-had been enough to put last night's "devil” to flight, it was agood chance the
attacker was more worried about an darm being spread than about the physical might of asecond
opponent. "Hannibal'sright," he added in alow voice as he climbed the two brick stepsthat led up to
Dominique's bedroom door. A lamp burned within. Through the gauze curtains January could see his
sster'smaid, Therese, dozing in achair beside the tall haf-tester bed, waiting up to unlace her, make her
some cocoa, brush out her hair. "'l certainly wouldn't want to try to get around Mother on a contract.
Whatever happenswith Viellard, | don't think you need be afraid of poverty-or of having to return to
living under Mother'sroof."

Dominique mimed a grest, exaggerated shudder. "Ptit, you know | love our maman very much, but when
you were living there, my heart absolutely bled for you. I'll bedl right. It'sjust thet . . ."

She hesitated, twisting acurl of her wig, and glanced past January to where Hannibal waited out of
earshot. "For what it'sworth,” January told her, "I'm pretty sure Henri lovesyou.”

"I know he does, poor lamb," whispered Minou. "But you know, Madame Vidlard controls al the family
money. It's how she forced him to offer for that dreadful girl in the first place. And poor Henri has never
done anything in hislife except read Rousseau and press flowers and do the accounts when they grind the
sugar. He can't go againgt them. Not his mother and awife both. And I'm afraid.” A tear crept down her
lashes, and she touched it away, mindful of her rouge even on the threshold of her own bedroom.
January thought again of hislandlady, eking out aliving by taking in boarders, spending hoursaday on
her hands and knees scrubbing floors, scrubbing steps. Keeping up the only thing that remained to her
from her days of plagcage. True, she hadn't had Minou's quick wit or Minou's ferocious mother. Stll ...
He put hisbig hands gently on hissster'sarms, the silk crinkling with asigh like dry leaves. "I know you
don't think thisnow," hetold her, "but there are other men." Asthe words came out of his mouth, he
remembered hiswife Stting in the window of ther little room in Paris, combing out the black bewitching



midnight of her hair. Smiling a him under her long, straight lashes, like a desert sprite masguerading in her
proper Parisian dress.

Would he have understood, in the horrible days following her deeth, that there were other women in the
world?

That Rose Vitrac existed in Louisana, scholarly and bespectacled, thumbing through Lyell's Principles of
Geology with her ink-smudged fingers and then looking up with that fugitive sunshaft smile?

"I know," answered Dominiquein abeaten voice. "Only I'vejust recently discovered I'm with child. And
| don't know what to do."



? NINE

Rehearsal Monday was marked by the same eddies of activity that had characterized the Sdle dOrleans
the previous night. During the dance rehearsal-long before any of the principals put in an appearance
James Cadwell prowled the backstage, severely discomposing the new ballet master and causing the
latter to trip over the silk-leaved rose-bushes of Count Almavivas garden. Throughout endless repetitions
of the fandango in Act Three and the Act Four ballet, January heard the staccato chatter from behind the
flats. had Signor Belaggio been heard from yet? Had Monsieur Marsan sent anote? "What are we going
to do?" wailed Mr. Trulove's voice as Herr Smith attempted for afifth timeto ingtruct Oona Haherty in
the execution of asmple pirouette that did not hopelessdy entangle her in her own supporting wires. "Can
we get someone e se to manage these performances?”

Toe-dancing-usudly with the ass stance of wireshad been the rage at the Odeon and the Paris Operafor
years, but it was new here. Only Tiberio-and January, thanks to Marguerite-had the dightest idea how
the system of pulleys and counterweights operated, but Trulove was adamant. Oona Flaherty would be
the " Queen of the Milkmaids," and she would dance on her toes.

"Cafone, " muttered the little prop-master as he and January adjusted the sandbagsfor La Flaherty's
notincons derable weight, and she bounced ddightedly, testingly, up and down on her wool-stuffed toes.
"Tezzu di carne cu Z'occhi. It isn't enough to have these candles and trellises and summerhouses to keep
track of ? Now | have to make this butanafly. And by the beautiful Mother and verily, now must he go
&l those who were to help me, ptui!”

Tiberio spit with Levantine e oquence. On-stage, Herr Smith fluttered his hands and cried, "No, and no,
Fraulein-I mean, Mademoisdle-Miss-do not lift the skirts! | don't care if no one can see your toes, you
will not transform the classical beauty of the dance into a pegpshow for every lust-ridden savage from the
riverbankg"

Eyeing the wires, January guessed that even with the borderlights conceded in the proscenium arch
burning at full, the light wouldn't be strong enough to show up the support.

"Irish, hesays, | will hireyou Irish. Madcchio on hisIrish! Cornutu e cornutu abbiveratu, with more
hornsto him than a basket of babauci. . . ."

Whatever, reflected January, losing the thread of the little man's Sicilian, babauci are...

"Hideputal" shrieked Consuela M ontero's rich voice from backstage. "What do you mean, he has sold
Nina? Who will dressmy wig? What are the rest of usto do for dressers tomorrow night, eh? Arewe
chambermaids? Peasants?"

January sighed, gathered hismusic into his satchel again, and made hisway from the stage into the wings.
Mogt of the principas were having their lunch in the green room: SgnoraChiavari gravely discussing the
length of Susannas skirtswith Madame Ross, while Cavallo and Ponte shared the hard Itdian sausage
and winein the rose-shadowed lattices of the dissected summerhouse. Caldwell had cornered Belaggio
near the steps up to the gallery, gesturing persuasively around him at the growing clusters of sngersand
ancillaries, to which entreaty the impresario only shook hishead. At the sametime, Mr. Knight's clerk
was trying to explain something to Mr. Rowe-Caldwell's manager for the American Theater-and the
Austrian bass Cepovan sat at the Contessa's white-and-gold writing-desk explaining to Cochon
Gardinier and the Vdada brothersthat during his Act Three solo they were to take their cues from him,
not from Belaggio on the conductor's stand.

January took bread and cheese from his satchel, and the bottle of lemonade held left stashed in the
prop-room, and settled himself on the lower dopes of Vesuviusto eat. Cochon joined him, and Jacques,
and Ramesses Ramiilles. "M'am Sciedl right?" asked Bichet in an undervoice, and January shook his
head.

"Still unconscious,”" hereplied. "1 was there this morning, before the dance rehearsad. She hasn't tirred.
Mr. Cadwell gave me a bank-draft to pay Olympefor her care.” It grieved him that Marguerite would
be gricken like thisin aforeign country, where she knew no one and was without family or friends.
According to Olympe, none of the company had come to the cottage on Rue Douane to ask after her.



He supposed thiswas aswell. When he had examined her again early this morning, he had seen how livid
the marks of huge fingers stood out againgt the waxy skin of her throat.

Whatever ese Incantobelli might have done, the hands that went with those negt, narrow boot-printsin
Trulove's garden-maze, with that trim figure in Pussin Boots garb, would not have made those.

"Y ou were in the kitchen when the lights went out, weren't you, Jacques?' he asked. "Was there anybody
at your place that evening who could have been mistaken for mein the dark?’

"Ben, the side of the house could have been mistaken for you in the dark," retorted the flautist. "Bt |
don't know who else. Theré'sdamn few niggers your sizein thistown, and that'safact.”

"And who saysit wasanigger?' argued Cochon reasonably. He settled his three hundred-plus pounds
on therim of the volcano'slowest caldera, adeep bowl in which wet clay would be packed to avoid, if
possible, setting the entire theeter alight. A few feet away, Cadwell and Knight intercepted Mademoiselle
dlsola Knight gripped the young girl's hand desperately. ™Y ou cannot alow our season to end beforeit
begins, Signorinal Not after dl the work we have done to bring proper operato thiscity!" He sounded
on the verge of tears. January couldn't imagine that the girl'sintercession between the two men would do
anything but fan the flames.

"Once people started blowin' out those candles,” Cochon went on, "the King of England could have
walked into that kitchen and grabbed Madame's hand. Didn't Hanniba say one of the men you pulled off
Michie Bdaggio in the dley was darn near your Sze?'

"Maybe," January agreed doubtfully. But alittle later he sought out old Tiberio again, wherethe Sicilian
sat glumly, connecting what appeared to be miles of hosepipe with young Ponte's good-natured aid, and
asked him, "Did you know Incantobelli? Was he mad enough to-to attack, or have attacked, the other
members of the company aswell as Belaggio? To destroy the opera season as well as the man who
wronged him?"

Tiberio cocked his head alittle sideways. Something about the way he stood reminded January of the
buzzards near the stock-pens, angry black eyes glinting among the heavy folds of skin. "Y ou don't know
Sicilians, do you, Signor?' he said. "Sicilians and Negpalitans. Even the Milanese, and the stuck-up
Florentines, even the blockheaded Romans, they don't know us. We're apoor people, Signor. We
scratch inthe dirt to raise alittle food for ourselves and our children, and we see the nobles; il padroni,
who sdl usthe very water we need to survive, take it away from us. We pray and do penance and we
see the parrinu-priests, you understand-get fat on the tithe we pay.”

Ponte set down acoil of thick lesther tubing and said, "Thisistrue, Signor.”

"So the thing that istruly important,” the prop-master went on in diaect so thick that January had to bend
al hisatention to understanding, "the thing that makes aman aman and not a beast-this thing men call
Honor-that we hold to, for itisal we have. And the man who takes that away, or triesto takeit
away-that man will suffer. And he must be made to suffer so that dl that see, understand.”

January was quiet for atime, thinking about that. Behind him he heard Belaggio say, "What is between
Signor Marsan and mysdlf isathing of honor, but for the other, | could not agree with you more, Signor
Cdawdll. ..." And alittle farther off, Cepovan shouted at someone, "Y oung Italy! Don't talk to me of
Young Italy! Traitors, and cut-throats, Carbonari! Looking only to stir up discontent and bring back the
horror and bloodshed of Napoleon'stime!” And Hannibal's light, hoarse voice added, "Video meliora,
proboque, as the poet says-not that there's a superabundance of meliora about Perdidio Street. . . ."

"So you think Incantobelli would vaue his honor above an innocent woman'slife?”

"What woman istruly innocent, Signor?' asked Tiberio. "Or what man? Sometimes honor demands
more."

Cavalo appeared in the door of the little hallway that led back to the prop-room, looking around the
backstage as usual for hisfriend. Ponte set aside hishoses and roseto go. "Mysdlf,” he said, "' would not
have thought it in Incantobelli to do such. But neither would | have thought it in Signor Davis, who has as
much reason as any to wish that Milanese cornutuill.”

"Incantobelli was castrated as ayoung boy so that his voice would remain beautiful forever,” said Tiberio
asthe chorus-boy waked away. " There are men who accept the knife as agift, and men in whom the
theft of their manhood burnslike asecret canker throughout their lives, so that they think of nothing but



evil and revenge. And it is not dways possble to know which maniswhich.”

Dressrehearsd proceeded uneventfully enough. The only interruption came from James Cadwell's
suggestion that since the American audience was unfamiliar with both Mozart and the Italian language, the
talents of the lovely Miss d'lsolaand the equally lovely Mrs. Chiavari might be better showcased were
certain more popular-and more familiar-American songsinserted at key pointsinto Le Nozze di Figaro.
"What?' said Cavalo, shocked.

"You'rejoking," said Hannibal.

January knew better than to state any opinion of hisown to awhite man in the State of Louisiana, but he
did ask himsdlf whether held assisted the wrong partiesin the dley last Thursday night.

And thelovely Mademoisdle d'lsolaturned wide eyesto Cavalo and whispered, "Qua? Di cossta
parlan?'

"I've marked in the libretto where these should go,” Caldwell continued. "Here-you see?in Act Two, we
have the Countess singing “Soft asthe Falling Dews of Night' when we first see her, and then "Blest
Werethe Hours." Both very pretty songs, I'm sure you'll agree.”

"Areyou crazy?' demanded Hannibal, lowering his music to stare at the theater owner. ™Y ou want to put
"Soft asthe Faling Dews of Night' into Mozart?!

"Well, that's precisaly our point,” explained Trulove, hispink ova face beaming with satisfaction at his
own cleverness. "It'salittle too much Mozart, if you take my meaning. . . ."

"l agree," chimed in Belaggio, "1 agree completey.” January found himself wondering what Anne Trulove
would have to say on the subject, if anything. Or did she content hersalf with operating the plantation, the
sawmills, the brick-yard, and the cotton-press, and leave her husband to pursue his hobbies as he
pleased?

"Now, we have the dance number in Act Three, which | think would go just as well with the John Quincy
Adams Grand March and Quick-Step-"

Herr Smith opened his mouth, but no sound came oui.

"-and then Susannain Act Four can sing "Look Out Upon the Stars, My Love,' when she'sin the garden
at the beginning, and follow it up with "Cherry-Cheeked Patty.' "

Hannibal repeated soundlessly, Cherry-Cheeked Patty? while Belaggio nodded and approved, "Y es, of
course-just the songsfor my beautiful d'lsola, are they not?"

"l will haveto learn them in English?" Drusilialooked as discomposed asif thelyricshad beenin
Mandarin.

"A few run-throughs merely,” declared the impresario. "I'm sure the musicianswon't mind staying a bit
later after rehearsd.”

"Youll see”" said the theater owner encouragingly. "It'll bring the American audiences back shouting for
more."

"And add immeasurably to our reputation as musicians,” muttered Hannibal under his breeth as Cadwell,
Trulove, and Belaggio-hugdy pleased with themsalves turned away. He reached benegth his chair and
brought out his hat, ashaggy, flat-brimmed chimneypot that hadn't been fashionable since Napoleon's
day, and turned it over like abeggar's bowl. "Anyone want to start afund,” he inquired, "to purchase
bulletsfor M'seu Marsan?'

January sighed, and dropped a couple of silver hdfredesinto the hat. Cavallo threw in afranc; stout Herr
Pleck left his double-bass and made a contribution, remarking in German to the ballet master, "1 cannot
approve of violence, you understand, Herr Faber, but under the circumstances. . ."

"Itis Smith," corrected the balet master iffly, "in this country-and has been Shce Messires Taleyrand
and Metternich between them chose to give most of my country to the Prussians to thank them very
much for Waterloo."

"Naturaly this facetiousness must be displeasing to any man of pretension to taste,” remarked Mr.
Knight. Disgpprova radiated visibly from hisprim, paleface. A slver English shilling clinked into the hat.
"And yet ... "Cherry-Cheeked Peatty.' " He shuddered, and went to follow Belaggio and the othersto the
sage.

Whether through the tearful pleadings of Lad'lsola, or the more monetary objurgations of Mr. Knight,



the following morning's L ouisiana Gazette carried the following letter from Vincent Marsan:

In the words of the great gentleman Lord Chesterfield, Si fueris Romae, Romano vivito more-When in
Rome, live in the Roman way-January winced at the misquote-the true gentleman does not place the
same expectations upon men of foreign extraction as upon those with whose ways heisfamiliar. In view
of the representations made to me by those more familiar with the Itdian cussoms and sensibilities, | have
come to accept as bona fide the assurances that no insult was intended in the words spoken by Signor
Lorenzo Belaggio to me at an entertainment given by Monsieur Fitzhugh Trulove on the 24th ing,
fortunately, before fatal shots could befired in anger. May thisincident be an example and awarning. . . .

January glanced up from the smudged pages and blinked in the pale morning sunlight that fell through the
French windows and into the rear bedroom of Olympe's cottage on Rue Douane. "I'm at alossto decide
how one man may cal another astronzolo without intending insult.”

"Possibly he meant an aromatic and sociadly useful stronzolo." Hannibal, who had brought him the paper
at Olympe's after not finding him chez Bontemps, sat on the smaller of thelittle room'stwo beds, whichin
ordinary circumstances was shared by Olympe's daughter, Chouchou-aged five-and her two-year-old
brother, Ti-Paul. A low fire burned in the room's smal hearth, welcome after the morning's chill, and he
held out hishandsto it like one who never expected to be warm again. "Care to hear Belaggio's
apology?”

"What doesit amount to?"

"That everyonein the ballroom misheard him, presumably including his second. At notimedid he ever
intend etc. etc.” Hannibal stood and took the paper from January's hand. In the yard beyond the French
doors, fourteen-year-old Zizi-Marie helped her father stretch and fit tiff black horsehair over the
framework of acurve-legged chair, amid neat piles of the dark, wiry moss that made such excellent
upholstery. Taler dready than most boys of twelve, young Gabriel emerged from the kitchen, theladlein
his hand giving off steam like abanner in the cold, and asked something of Chouchou, who was stirring
adumintoabig clay jar of rainwater to purify it for drinking; little Ti-Paul gravely lined up fragments of
kindling in order of size on the bricks by the kitchen door. Looking worriedly down at the chak-white
face of the woman on the bed, Hannibal said, " She hasn't wakened, has she?'

"Olympe tels me she came around enough last night to be taken to the privy." January sighed, and gently
touched Marguerite Scie's hand. "Shetried to get her to drink alittle water, but she doesn't think she
actually swalowed any. She hasn't stirred since." The ballet mistress's hands were cold. Her breath was
bardly sufficient to lift the clean starched linen that covered her breast. The eydids, beginning to wrinkle
like an old woman's, did not move.

January wondered if she dreamed, and of what. "No word from the Gouger about the Gower boys?'
"Not yet." Hanniba sounded worn to thread-paper, but January knew he was playing at one of the
tavernsthat afternoon, for reales and dimes-the girls at Kentucky Williams's as often as not would get
him drunk and go through his pockets for whatever he'd earned the night before. "Can | get you
anything?”

Out in the Rue Douane awoman's voice sang, "Berry pies, cherry pies, mince and quince and peaty
pies” and farther off was answered by the wailing, dreary singsong of the charcoa man. On the house
opposite, posters had gone up, enormous letters proclaiming THE MARRIAGE OF FIGARO above
stylized figuresin powdered wigs and skirted coats, gesturing darm, adoration, ddight. AN OPERA BY
MR. W A. MOZART Therewere at least Sx postersin aline, covering over the earlier poster, which
had advertised:

LA MUETTE DE PORTICI

Musica Spectacle and Excitement

PRODUCTION BY JOHN DAVIS,

FRENCH OPERA HOUSE

"Nothing," said January. He looked down again a Marguerite's sunken face, wondering what the police
would say about the marks on her throat, were sheto die.



"I'll be here dl day, if you hear. If you'd careto return for supper, I'm sure Olympe would put another
plate on the table before the performance.”

"Thank you." Hanniba shrugged aworn plaid shawl around his shoulders and put on hishat. The
bullet-fund for Marsan had actualy been spent on beer for the musicians after the rehearsal; Trulove
assured everyone that following the performance, acollation would await the cast backstage, courtesy of
the St. Mary Opera Society. "l must say I'm astonished that we've madeit asfar asthe premiere
performance of the season, and confessto a certain degree of curiogity about what will happen tonight.”
"Tonight?'

"Of course." Hanniba paused in the doorway to the front bedroom-no good Creole entered or left a
house through the parlor-and regarded January with raised brows. "Y ou don't think Incantobelli's going
to let hisenemy get away with an uneventful show, do you?I'm only hoping that the assault takesthe
form of adirect attack on Belaggio-say, agarrote in one of the corridors outside the boxes-instead of a
bullet fired from the gallery, which could hit anyonein the orchestra Or maybe something smpler, like
burning down the theeter."

January shut his eyes and leaned his head back againgt the wall, and hoped that in the event of mayhem,
John Daviswould have agood aibi for his own whereabouts. "O Sable-vested Night, eldest of things,"
hesad. "l can hardly wait."

"She'slocked in her dressing-room.” Julie, the dresser's assistant whose exclusive assgnment to La
d'lsola had caused such heart-burning among the rest of the femae cast, twisted her handsin distress and
cadt afrantic eye at the box-clock. "The door's bolted from the inside, but | heard her moan.”
"Millediavoli!" Cavallo strode toward the gallery steps, tearing off hat and greatcoat. "Drusilial Druslla...
,..

"What isit?" January sprang up the last three steps from the prop-vault in time to see the tenor's hasty
ascent. "What's happened?!

"Drudllaisill." Emerging from his own office, Bdaggio looked ill himsdlf, far more shaken than eventhe
sudden indisposition of his beloved might warrant. " She was perfectly well, gay and happy, when we
parted this afternoon. . . ."

"Has she had anything to eat?" In hisdays as surgeon, half of January's patients had turned out to beill
from spoiled food. Though not, it wastrue, at thistime of year. "We lunched with Signor Trulove, but like
atrue artista, she ate no more than alight omelette, alittlefruit. . . ."

"| took the Signorina up abowl! of soup just after she camein,” provided Madame Ross. Shelooked
harried and put out aswell she might, thought January, eyeing the haf-dozen milkmaid's gowns piled in
her arms. "Shetold me earlier to have oneready. . . ."

"Why did shelock hersdlf in?' From the gdlery above, January could hear Cavalo rattling the door of the
big corner dressing-room, calling Lad'lsolas name.

Belaggio shook hishead and looked around him helplesdy. Everyone was milling about incompletely
costumed in the midst of the Contessa's gilt-trimmed bedroom furniture and segments of Mount
Veawvius. Sable-vested Night waswell and truly on itsway, and patrons were lined up dready outside all
three of the theater's doors.

"Perhaps," offered Hanniba, coming up the stepsin January's wake, "she wished to take anap and
feared someill-intentioned person might dip into her dressing-room and put apiece of glassin her shoe,
or aroachin her wig."

"Who would do such athing?" cried Madame Montero. She was wearing, January noticed, the
Countess's pink-and-gold gown from Act Two, considerably too tight in the bodice, asit was madeto fit
dIsolasdimmer form.

"Signor." January pulled his notebook from hisjacket pocket and began to scribble on ablank page.
"Might one of the stage-hands be sent to this number in the Rue Douane? It's agold-colored cottage. My
sster Olympeisamidwife; she understands local fevers.” There seemed no point in saying that Olympe
was avoodoo who knew all about poisons, Tiberio snatched the note from Belaggio'shand ashe
beckoned one of the two stage-hands who had been hired that afternoon.



"Unless you wish to set the stage yoursdlf you send Julie.”

"Juliel" Oona Flaherty, who had been following the criss-cross of French and Itdian with difficulty,
grasped a |east the name and yanked the paper from the little man'sfingers. "And thelot of us standin'
about in our corsetswith our faces hangin' out bare as eggs?' It was not specificaly her face that was
hanging out bare as eggs, mused January, though she was, indeed, in her corset....

"I'll go." Bruno Ponte, ill in street trousers and a shirt, took the note, scooped up his rough tweed
jacket, and departed.

"Lorenzo" January heard Montero's voice behind him as he climbed the gdlery steps-"if, God forbid,
Drusillaisunableto sing, | could do the part. You know | am abletodoit. .. ."

And you just happen to have been through it recently...

Cavallo till stood by the dressing-room door. "'Is there another key?" asked January, and the young
tenor shook his head.

The smdl of vomit crept nausestingly from the room. Three smaller dressing-chambers opened straight
off the gdlery, the rest being cramped cubicles partitioned from the long rooms devoted to the female and
male cast members at large. The corner room, January knew, in addition to its palatia appointments,
possessed a stout door to ensure quiet, and, it appeared, alock to safeguard both privacy and security
for whatever the most favored cast member might havein the way of necklaces or stick-pins.

"I looked. It would have been in Cadwell's office." Hisdark curls rumpled, hisface drawn with concern,
Cavallo had aboyish air, like aworried student. "But the door is bolted from within. Could it be
broken?"

"No!" Cadwdl wailed, struggling up agtair jammed with cast, chorus, and curious musicians. "Don't
bresk it!"

"She can't be left there." January fished in hismusic satche for his stethoscope, which he generaly
carried, dong with a scal pel and narrow-nosed forceps, just in case. He put the end of the boxwood
tube to the panels and listened as well as he could-everyone who'd pushed up onto the gallery seemed to
have adviceto give or anecdotesto relate concerning persona experiences of asmilar nature. Above the
leve of the backstage gasolier, the dim air was suffocating.

"No, of course not." Caldwell dithered and wriggled to January's side. "But breaking the door won't be
necessary. When the theater was built weld dready gotten William Pelby-nobody remembers him now,
but ten years ago he was one of the greatest tragediansin America"

"I remember Pelby." declared the bass Cepovan, his face dready embellished with old Antonio the
gardener's whiskers and wrinkles. "1 never thought him above average.”

"Heymann was better,” added Chiavari's husband, Trevi.

"Not asRollain Pizarro!" protested Mademoisdlle Rutigliano, the company's mezzo-whose name was
actudly Lucy Schlegdt, from Bade. "In Philaddphiatwo years ago-"

"Pelby wasto perform Macheth at the theater's opening,” Cadwell went on, ignoring the argument about
the two men's relative merits, which quickly spread down the stairs. " The dressing-room was built with
him in mind. He was-er-something of aladies man. One of his stipulations was a private entrance. A
private Sairway."

"Leading from where?' January mentaly tried to orient the rooms of the thesater'srear. "The stableyard
of the Promenade Hotel ?*

"Oh, the hotd wasn't built until 'twenty-nine," said Cadwell. "There was just avacant lot on &. Charles
Avenue. You could sill get inthat way if we can find the key. It should be on anail with the othersin my
office”

Of courseit wasn't. "Hannibdl . . ."

In addition to histalents on the violin, Hannibal Sefton was areasonably gifted forger. He had, January
gathered, studied antique orthography at Balliol College, Oxford, and put the knowledge to use
producing various unauthorized documents, most frequently freedom papersfor the runaway daveswho
drifted into New Orleans by the hundreds every year. One of these individuas had repaid the favor by
ingtructing him in the techniques of lock-picking, askill January gathered he was passing along to the
ever-inquiring Rose.



It was atight squeeze between the moss-grown, filthy bricks of the stable-yard wal and the grubby and
pedling planks of the theater. The stable yard drained into the dit between the two walls, and it was quite
clear that whatever garbage and offd the hotel servantsdidn't particularly want to haul down the dley to
Camp Street found afind resting-place there aswell. Cavallo and Cadwell followed January and
Hannibd in, oil-lamps upraised to illuminate Hanniba's assault on the private door'slock with a bent
bullet probe and long-snouted forceps from January's bag, and a buttonhook borrowed from Madame
Montero.

"The Lord looseth men out of prison,” coaxed Hannibal, angling his head to avoid his own shadow. "Why
so recalcitrant, my love? "Had we but world enough and time, / This coyness, Lady, wereno crime......."
"If Drusllacomesto harm,” growled Cavalo, "I'll persondly thrash that Mexican bitch. . . ."

"Now, we don't know that she had anything to do with thisl" pleaded Caldwell, unnerved at the prospect
of both Countesses being put out of commission an hour before curtain-time.

"Gotit," sad Hannibdl.

The four men clambered up the narrow steps that wormed between two dressing-rooms and a close,
lamplight splashing around them on a stuffy universe of mouse-droppings and cobweb. The narrow door
at the top was painted incongruoudly bright yellow and green, to match the decor of the room into which
it opened.

The smél of vomit hit January even in the Stairway, infinitely stronger as he thrust on the door. The
inflowing lamp-gleam showed him the screen that hid the chamber pot knocked down, achair lying onits
side, and a crumpled form curled up on the floor between the chamberpot and the daybed. No candles
burned. She'd been lying there since before dusk.

"Drudllal" Cavdlofdl to hiskneesat her sde, dmost dropping hislamp. All wed need, thought January,
catching it up-he had alifelong performer's dread of theater fires. At the brassy brightness on her eydlids
the soprano moaned, then gagged and reached for the overflowing chamberpot again.

Cavadlo held the young woman steady as she retched, unable to come up with more than alittle sdiva.
"Get water." January set the lamp on the marble-topped dressing table. Hanniba shoved back the
door-bolt and sprinted straight into the entire cast of Le Nozze di Figaro.

"Oh, the unfortunate creature!" ConsuelaMontero clasped her hands before her brutally-corseted
bosom. "I am sure she cannot go on! How fortunate that 1-"

"Get that woman out of herel” Cavallo surged to hisfeet like an indignant Apollo. "Get her out or | shdl
rip that dress from her worthless back and-"

Montero backed a step, colliding with Olympe and nearly taking the both of them over the gdlery rail.

" She been poisoned, dl right." Olympia Snakebones sniffed at the remains of the soup. "Indian tobacco,
amdlslike, and not much of it, thank God." Shetook the water pitcher from Hanniba and poured some
into the spiritkettle to heat. While she added herbsto the kettle, January took the rest of the water,
added clean charcod to it, and worked at getting it down d'lsolas throat.

"Get out of here now," Belaggio was saying to the rest of the cast, who showed signs of crowding into
the dressing-room to further add to the confusion. "Good God, it's dready past sx! Consuela. . ."

"I can goon," dlsolawhispered. Sheraised her head, pushed back the sweat-black strings of hair from
around her face. Her rouge stood out against skin gone ashen with shock and she groped for Cavallo's
hand.

"My dearest. . ." pleaded Belaggio.

"Dont besdlly," said January.

"l cangoon,” sheinsgted. "Signora. . ." Shelooked up at Olympe, panting with the effort not to be sick
agan. "There must be something that you can give me, that | can sing.”

"Cara, you must seeitisimpossble. . . ."

"If that Montero whore goes on in place of Drusilla," said Cavalo quietly, "youll haveto look for another
Baslioaswdl."

"And another leader for the chorus," added Ponte.

"Bastardos!" hissed Belaggio. "Frosciod!”

The two men regarded him stonily, and d1solastruggled to Sit up in January'sarms.



"It'sdl right." Her brown eyes were heavy with exhaustion, but she cleared her throat, forced her voice
to cam sweetness. "Thank you, my dear friends. I'll be ableto go on." Sheturned to Olytnpt, asked in
her broken French, "Will | not s0?"

The voodooienneé's dark eyes held hersfor along time; then Olympe smiled. "Oh, | think so." Andinthe
coarse patois of the cane-fields, the mostly-African French of daves, she added, "Y ou do got the
bristles, girl. Y ou keep your bdly tied up and you befine."



? TEN

From his place in the orchestraswhat seemed like only minutes later-January searched the audience for
Incantobelli's slvery mane. The pit waslively, the rougher spirits of the American sector shoving and
jostling goodnaturedly, ready to be pleased by anything. In the boxesdivided only by partitions and not
the separate curtained rooms they were in Europe-he picked out the Widow Redfern, resplendent in
black velvet and diamonds and as usud in the center of her little court of hopeful bachelors. In the next
box Fitzhugh Trulove danced anxious atendance on hiswife, dispatching footmen right and | eft to fetch
lemonade, negus, and coffee from the concessionaire for her and for their shy, curly-haired daughter.
Dressed en jeunefille, her hair till down and her skirts schoolgirl-short, the girl looked al of fifteen, an
agewhen Creole girlswere dl out and frequently wed: gossip said she would be sent to afinishing-school
in England soon. In the meantime the sons of the great French Creole families hovered around the back
of the box, proffering nosegays and sweets under Trulove's paternd glare. Vincent Marsan, another box
over, aso had his daughter with him, this girl afew years younger and very much aschoolgirl. Sheand
her mother both wore white, quite clearly to complement Marsan's nip-waisted black coat, histhree
waistcoats of black, white, black again, with their diamond buttons. The narrow-skirted, skimpy-deeved
dresses were clearly old and the white suited neither of them; January saw, on the girl'sbare arm, adark
bruise just above the elbow.

"Y ou don't think the poor girl took the poison on purpose, do you?' Dominique appeared in the
curtained demi-porte behind the orchestrain awhisper of yolk-gold silk and creamy lace. "I met Olympe
on the way out-she saysthe girl will be quite dl right. Darling, what happened?Y ou know
Liane-Marsan's plagee-tried to kill hersdlf last year-not the one he murdered, but the one he has now.
She begged usdl not to let him know."

January saw again the big girl's gentle face as she fought to turn her lips from the punch Marsan forced on
her.

The heart is stronger than the head...

His stubbornness and frowns, these | embrace....

Golden hair shimmering in the house-lights, Vincent Marsan turned abruptly to spesk to hiswife, and her
unthinking flinch said more than any words January had ever heard.

"I don't think s0," hetold Dominique. "I don't think it was even intended to kill her. There wasvery little
poison in that soup, just enough to make her thoroughly sick. Which leads meto think-"

He broke off, seeing his sister's eyesflick to another box, then dart away.

Henri Vidlard entered, like amammoth plum in his damson coat and pae-green waistcoat, with Chloe
St. Chinian small and ddlicateinivory satin on hisarm.

"Darling, | must be off." Dominique tapped January on the shoulder with her fan and gave him her most
gparkling of smiles. "l have to see to the champagne up in my box-I'm right up there." She pointed to the
third tier of boxes above and behind them. About half of them were latticed discreetly, that the plagees
might receive their protectors between acts while everyonein the theater kept up the pretense of not
knowing. Gadight danced behind those gilded grilles as wall-jets were kindled. Shadows passed back
and forth. Soft soprano laughter floated down like a dropped blossom into the noisier roar of the pit.
"I've ordered dragees "' she added conspiratorialy. "Henri can't resst them. If he can wrench himsdlf
away from hismother." She did not spesk Mademoisdlle St. Chinian'sname. Inthe Vidlard box,
Madame Vielard was holding forth on some subject to her four daughters-who looked absurdly like one
another and more absurdly like their only brother-the haf-dozen ostrichplumesin her ash-hued hair
quivering like lilac-tinted pam-treesin ahurricane. "Shal 1 send you down some? Play well!™

And Dominique swirled avay to join the ranks of the demimonde in their stuffily hot upper boxes, their
world of laughter and bonbons and lamplight and festher fans.

A number of the girlswould be with their protectors-protectors who would, during the course of the
show, circulate between the boxes of their mistresses and those of their wivesin much the same fashion
they skulked back and forth aong the passageway between the Thesatre and the Salle. A moment later, if



he listened hard, January heard hisSster's gay voice calling out greetings, laughing over the quality of the
champagne available, and wailing in exaggerated apprehension over an American production of anything.

I'm with child, Dominique had said. And | don't know wheat to do.

Chloe St. Chinian flipped open her fan-the e aborate mother-of-pearl engagement-fan presented by
young Creole gentlemen to the damsels who would be their brides-and spoke to Henri, who moved his
chair alittle closer to hers and gave an order to the liveried valet who had followed them into the box.
The valet departed, probably in quest of the coffee and sweets being sold in the lobby. Mademoiselle St.
Chinian put her tiny whitegloved hand on Henri'swrist and blinked out over the parterre with her huge
pale-blue eyes.

I'm with child. And | don't know whét to do.

Nor would she, thought January, arranging the candles on the piano's music-rack, until it wasfar too late
to do anything except birth the child of a man who had put her asde. For ayoung lady of color in quest
of anew protector, a dangerous encumbrance.

For ayoung woman of color without a protector, a heartbreaking expense.

Every box of the threetierswas full. Candles gleamed behind those moving shadows as servants brought
up chairsfor peopleto visit during the performance. In Milan and other Italian cities, they played cards
and chatted, stopping to listen only to favorite arias. Parisian audiences, January had found, were more
attentive, but any performancein Paris was bound to beinterrupted by the hissng, or booing, or cheering
of aclague, regardless of the quality of the Singing. Hed even known fashionable preachersto hire
claguesto murmur approvingly and nod their heads during their sermons:

So perhaps the Parisians hadn't so much to boast of after all.

The pit, by contrast, was a shoulder-to-shoulder mob, men and women both, the smell of them thick in
the air: wool too seldom washed, bear-grease pomade, sweat, spit tobacco. Trappersin buckskin
elbowed tradesmen in corduroy and shopgirlsin flowered calicoes. WWomen edged among them, selling
praines, oranges, gingerbread, lemonade. Above the third tier of boxes, where the risng heat from the
gasoliers collected under the celling, the gallery was aswim with faces, pale on theright Sde, dark on the
left, and spotted with bright tignonslike blossoms|ost in shadow. An occasiona, broken peanut hull
would drift down, catching the gadight like errant snow. The rougher patois of daves mingled with rough
English, rough Spanish, rough French. Happy voices, anticipatory laughter.

They were hereto be pleased, thought January. And why not? Beauty like thiswaslikewalkingina
garden of roses. If the songs had been sung in French, or in English for that matter, half these people
would il only follow the action, marvel at the beauty of the sets and the ballet between acts. They came
to hear music, to seelove and kisses....

A black man's kisses, on awhite woman'slips?

Was that it? he wondered. Whoever wrote that heartshaking music, it was Belaggio who wasinsisting on
having Othdllo performed next month. Wasit redly Incantobelli, maddened with thisfina insult, who was
taking out hisfury and spite on the company, on the production itself?

Or was there someone in one of those boxes-or in the gloom at the back of the gallery, where the white
flicker of the auditorium's gasoliers didn't reach-or somewhere in the maze of catwalks among the flats
and flies and the corridors and stairs leading to boxes, gdleries, dressngrooms, prop-vaults-waiting with
arifle? It wouldn't be difficult to smuggle such athing into the theater, despite James Cadwell's sricture
on the inhabitants of the pit leaving their wegponry at the door. If | wanted to stop Othello being
performed, thought January, it'swhat 1'd do. Shoot Belaggio in the one place-the conductor's
stand-where he can't run away.

Or, if | didn't want to chance being convicted of shooting awhite man, warn him: shoot one of the
orchestra, with theimplication, Y ou're next.

Not acomforting thought.

"Ladiesand gentlemen!” The flames on the gasoliers dimmed, the footlights brightened behind their wall
of tin reflectorsas Mr. Russdll worked the valves of the gastable in the wings. Resplendent in evening
dress, James Cddwdl stepped through the curtain with uplifted hands. "Welcome to the first season of



the New Orleans Opera a the American Thesater."

Someone spit tobacco against the dark drapery that concealed the orchestrafrom the pit. Someone el sg,
by the smdll of it, started peeling an orange. Here near the foatlights the stink of the burning gas nearly
drowned out other odors, and the heat was like being trapped in a crowded room too near the hearth.
Around him, January heard the rustle of music being ranged on desks, the scrape of chairs. Candleslike
gars. Hannibal's stifled cough.

Murder and mayhem, and Marguerite cold and still-maybe dying ... Hate like ama evolent ghost
watching from the shadows....

Stll, there was no moment quite likethis.

"I believe we can promise you the finest performances, the most beautiful spectacles, the best and
greatest singersthis city has ever seen. Tonight the season will open with Mozart's The Marriage of
Figaro...."

"l wannakissthe bride!" trumpeted a voice from the pit.

"Friday night we will present The Mute Girl of Portici, adtirring dramaof loveand liberty. . . ."

Fitzhugh Trulove leapt to hisfeet and gpplauded madly, nearly fdling over therail of his stage-side box.
Tojudge by her expression, Anne Trulove was considering pushing him. Caldwell beamed. January
thought about John Davis opening the same opera on the following night at his own theater to half-filled
boxes and a pocketful of debts.

"...LaDame Blanche, followed by Rossini's masterpiece Cinderella. Then we will have anew opera,
the United States premiere of Lorenzo Belaggio's Othello, amost masterful tragedy based upon the work
of Mr. William Shakespeare, and the season will conclude with von Weber's astounding work The
Magica Marksman."

More applause. Just what we need, thought January: someone on-stage with arifle. Inthe Vidlard box,
Chloe St. Chinian fanned herself, looking bored. Henri cast aglance up at the latticed boxes opposite
and above, reflected footlights making hard gold squares of the lenses of his spectacles, afireburst of the
dickpinin hiscravat.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen, the moment you've adl been waiting for: The Marriage of Figaro!™
"Betcha Figaro's been waitin' harder'n ugl”

Had Drusilladlsolanot spent most of the afternoon vomiting, January supposed she might have sung
better-but probably not very much. Hed heard her in rehearsal.

Still, she was on-stage, chalky beneath her make-up and operating, as many artists can, gtrictly on
learned technique: agesture, an angle of the head, aflourish on the end of a cabaletta, an ornamenta trill.
Automatic responses, like awell-bred hostess trading commonplaces with morning-visitors while
planning the menu for next week's dinner for twelve. The smpler popular songs, if somewhat
mispronounced, required nothing in the way of skill and were easily within her range.

At least she didn't forget her lines, though she came close to doing so in the third act. She opened the
deskdrawer to get out paper and pen for the Letter Duet January's favorite piece of the show-and
gagged, stammered, jerked her hand back....

Somebody put something in the drawer, thought January, between annoyance and resignation. The
favorite was a dead rat, though in other performances of Nozze held also encountered aliverat, the
biggest spider obtainable by the divasrival, and any number of obscene drawings designed to reduce the
heroine to blushes, giggles, or aphasiaat the Sart of thiscritica piece. At the Paris Odeon once, ariva
had tried to introduce aturd into the drawer, but the smell had tipped off the stage-hands, resultingin a
great dedl of ribald speculation backstage.

Whatever wasin the drawer, dlsolasmply closed it, took amuch smaller scrap from the top of the
desk, and settled down with her pen. She certainly sang no worsefor it. Though it would be difficult,
reflected January sadly, for her to sing worse than she already was. Montero would have been ten times
better.

But it didn't matter. D'l solawas exquigite, the music was beautiful, and though the wealthy patronsin the
boxes (and quite afew of the davesin the galery, who had seen enough operato tell good from
mediocre) might sniff, the pit was ravished. Thunderous applause greeted Susannals musica duelswith



Almavivaand his scheming minions, whoops and hollers encouraged Cherubino's legp from the ba cony;
boos and hisses excoriated the lustful Count's advances. The scantly-draped balet performed between
actsand, in greater strength, in Acts Three and Four to yells of gpprova and delight " Cherry-Cheeked
Patty" notwithstanding-and everyone had amarveloustime.

Only afterward did January learn what wasin the drawer.

Mr. Trulove had spoken no more than the truth about the promised feast. Cold ham, champagne, foie
gras, and pastries|oaded down the trestle table that had been set up in the green room. Early
strawberries and hothouse grapes blazed like jewels. A second table provided cakes and lemonade for
the musicians. It was an arrangement January had encountered in Europe on those occasions at which the
boxholders associations deigned to include the musicians at dl. The differencein Americawasthat a
third table, pushed up against the footdopes of Vesuvius, provided gaufres, fruit, and oystersfor the
white members of the stage crew, and for the little rats, most of whom had access to the green room
anyway a theinvitation of various gentlemen whose friendships they'd secured in their daysin town.

Not that it mattered, of course. The green room was so smdll, and the Members and Cast collation so
ostentatioudy splendid, the principas table filled most of the limited space and those who had sought to
preservetheir exclusivity were quickly driven out into the backstage among the riffraff in order to eat
without crashing elbows.

"... A splendid choice" Trulove enthused, extricating himself from the press and casting an ardent glance
at OonaFlaherty, her mouth full of strawberries and pate. "Since danceistruly the universal language,
freed of al concerns about French or Itaian, | cannot imagine a better or more expressive work to

"But surely controversa?* Truloveswife, holding closeto hisside, raised her pale brows. "There were
riotswhen LaMuette wasfirst performed in Brussdls. . . "

"Oh, | don't think we need worry ourselves over that." Caldwell cleared histhroat uncomfortably, aware
of being on equivoca ground. "Americaisademocracy, after al. The sentiments expressed-Masaniello's
courageous battle for liberty from the Spanish oppressors-should strike a chord of sympathy. If you look
at the strugglesfor liberty in New Grenada, in Boliviaand Brazil and in Mexico, to free themsalvesfrom
the tyranny of Spain. . ."

"Asif the average American even knows of Mexico'sliberty,” muttered Cavalo-fortunatdly in Itdian-to
Herr Smith.

Marsan, who appeared to have sent away his womenfolk as soon asthe fina curtain rang down, stood
beside the green-room door until the press had eased somewhat and the danger of spilling something on
his sable waistcoat had receded. Only then did he fetch lemonade, avol-au-vent, and amorsdl of pateto
carry to Ladlsola, who ill looked waxy and ill. Belaggio, rather than abandon his postion in Madame
Redfern's orbit, merely steered the soprano around so that he stood between her and Marsan.

"You look pale, querida,” crooned Madame Montero, gowned-or almost gowned-in adress strongly
reminiscent of the decollete in Parisin the days of the Directorate. "Perhagpsyou'd fed better if you sat
down?' Sheindicated the Alrnavivas drawing-room sofa, about thirty feet away in the shadows.
"She'swell where sheis," snapped Belaggio, tightening his grip on d'lsolas elbow and glaring at the
hovering Marsan.

And LadIsolawhispered, "I'm well wherel am.”

"If women dudled, I'd put my money on them rather than into the pool for a Davis-Belaggio match."”
Hanniba propped himself discreetly a January's Sde and poured laudanum into his punch. "Y et surely
Cass0, | believe, received / From him that fled some strange indignity / Which patience could not pass. .

" think we've seen the opening round.” During the romping in the Almavivagarden in Act Four, the
villainess Marcdllina had showed a distressing tendency to trip and fall whenever she got anywhere near
the chorus of shepherds and milkmaids, once executing afull-out pratfal on her posterior and another
time plunging headlong into the shrubbery, to the joyful howls and whistles of the pit. If looks could maim,
Bruno Ponte would have been carried off the stage on aplank. "If that'swhat's going on."

Twice during the performance January had glimpsed the lanky shadow of Abishag Shaw, once at therall



of one of the empty boxes, looking down into the pit, and once in the demi-porte that led from the
orchedtrato the backstage. Olympe had told him earlier that Shaw had visited her house on Rue Douane
but had not questioned the dressings wrapped close around Marguerite's bruised throat. It was as
possible, January supposed, that a potentia killer could have deliberately run awoman downina
carriage asit wasthat he'd lured her into the dark of the cipriere and strangled her. In any case, Shaw
seemed disposed to take serioudy the threat of further mayhem.

"...somuch prettier,” Mrs. Redfern declared in her hard, over-loud voice, and sipped her negus. Inthe
white-touched black of second mourning she resembled nothing so much asajeweer's display stand, the
little square red handsin their lace mitts flashing with diamond fire. " Of course | can't understand aword
they're singing either way. Why, | never knew Mr. Mozart wrote, “Soft asthe Falling Dews of Night'! It's
my favoritetune! Isthere any chance Missdl1solacould sing it again in the next opera?’

"But of course! Thevery thing!" Belaggio smiled warmly down at the widow. Hed resumed hisblack silk
arm-ding for the performance, and winced in agony whenever he moved his arm and remembered to do
0. "If | may say 0, | have dways been struck by your keen judgment of artistic matters. Davis-well, |
will not say anything of hisjealousy, nor hismaice toward me. | am large-minded enough to dedl with
whatever small peril there may be. But | think his hatred ssemsfrom hisredlization that the Italian Syleis
so much more beautiful than the French." He gestured grandly with his glass of champagne. "Mr.
Caldwdl and | can present what isnew, what isfresh. . . ."

"New isonething." Mrs. Redfern nodded judicioudy, her little square mouth pursed. "And yet, | fed |
must speak to you tonight, Sir, regarding this new operayou announced-this Othdllo?" And she held out
her hand, into which Cadwell hastily placed the green-bound libretto. "I hardly like to spesk of the
matter, Sr, but | fed in dl honesty that | must. Surely you are not going to put this on the stage?’

Dr. Ker, the dim, gray-haired Head Surgeon at Charity Hospital, opened his mouth in protest, but young
Harry Fry hastened to step in with "1 couldn't agree more. Othello isamost unsuitable choice. Not a
subject at dl that is pleasant for thefair sex.” And he bowed deeply to Mrs. Redfern asif shewerethe
only woman in the room, and the only one held ever seenin hislife.

Mrs. Redfern drew herself up with the air of one prepared to fight for her prejudices, but without a
breath or ablink, Belaggio cried as one suddenly enlightened, "1 vero, you areright! | said mysdlf to
Signor Cadwell, | said, | have my doubts about thisopera. . . ." Hetook thelibretto, held it folded
againg hischest. "Did | not, Signor Caldwell? Most unsuitable to present to ladies?’

"Eh?' Cddwdl caught one glance from the Widow Redfern and nodded vigoroudy. "And | agreed with
you on that, Sr." Hetook charge of the offending text. Tapping the green leather binding with one
forefinger, he went on oratorically. "What is right for a European audience is sometimes |ost on-or
completely inappropriate for-the new-forged civilization of America. It isexactly what | was consdering
myself, only do you know, | never put it as succinctly asyou have, Madame."

"That'sridiculous!" exclaimed Dr. Ker. "What on earth iswrong with Othello? It's one of the great
tragedies of literature, one of the greet tales of love and jed ousy-"

"I did not find it 0," replied Mrs. Redfern. "Merdly an unpleasant tale of a savage behaving disgracefully.
Now, if Mr. Othello were perhaps-well-made to be a European gentleman, it would not only be more
redligtic, but moretolerable.”

"It is Shakespeare!” cried Ker, horrified, as Belaggio opened his mouth to consent to this last-minute
revison. "Y ou can't rewrite Shakespeare! "

"Might | suggest Mr. Bdllini's The Segpwalker?' Caldwell plucked another glass of negusfrom thetable
to replace the empty one in Mrs. Redfern's hand. "Much smpler, don't you agree, Signor Belaggio?'

"It would not be difficult to re-write," argued Belaggio, a the sametime shifting Drusilladisolaaround so
that she was on the ingde of the group rather than the outside, where Marsan wasidling over toward
them. "Since the bella Signorawishesit, | could do it in amatter of afew days merdly. ....."

But asaformer actor, Caldwell had hislimits. "Best we Smply substitute the one for the other, don't you
think?" he said, and Ker, exasperated, flung up hishands. "The other is, asyou said, Madame, of an
unpleasant nature...."

"The Seepwaker isnew," agreed Belaggio. "'l believe Signor Cavalo has sung Elvino before. My lovely



dsola’-here he tugged her gently to thefore, her face gray and strained in the harsh light "can learn the
part of thelovely Aminato perfection, can you not, belissma?"

The girl tore her gaze from Marsan's, smiled tremulously as Belaggio repeated the questionin Itaian,
replied, "Of course. Of acertainty.” Shetried to tug away in the direction of the couch, but Belaggio's
grip wasrelentless.

"... Segpwaker might not be quiteright.” LudmillaBurton detached hersdlf from the lively discussion of
servants with the Granvilles and came over with her earsa most visibly pricked like agun-dog's. "It just
struck methat another of Mr. Bdlini's excellent works might be performed, that wonderful Roman opera,
Norma? The one about the two druidessesin love with the Roman soldier? | redize you don't have
children in your company, Mr. Belaggio, but it so happens that my niece Ursula-a more beautiful child
you'll never see-hasthe most exquisite voice. She and her sister Violet have both been praised for their
adorable waysin the private theatricals we hold every Christmas. I'm sure that they would be perfect as
thetwollittlegirls. . . ."

"I'll bet they can Sing " Cherry-Cheeked Patty,’ too," murmured Hannibal, as Mrs. Redfern loudly
proclaimed her desire to see druidesses and Belaggio began eager in quiries asto how many of his
principals had appeared in provincia performances of one of the most staggering operas ever written.
"So much for aman risking death for the sake of hisart." He added another dollop of laudanum to the
dregs of his punch-cup. "Rather like seeing Esmeralda hop into Claude Frollo's bed for the price of a
glassof beer, it it?"

"l giveup." January set down hisempty plate. He felt suddenly drained, exhausted by the events of the
past sx hours and as disgusted with his own earlier emotions as aman who discovers hislove-poems
being used for curlingpapers. "L et Belaggio be murdered. Let them put on whatever they want and stick
asmany Grand Marches and choruses of "‘Bonny Dundee' asthey want into it. Beauty and integrity and
courage and liberty are . obvioudy none of my business. I'm going home. I'll see you tomorrow at
rehnearsd.”

"Signor Janvier?' Drusillad'lsolastood behind them. Like dl the women of the company, she had taken
off the heavy stage make-up, but even under the delicate ricepowder and rouge with which sheld
replaced it, she looked like a dead woman. The gorgeous knots and swags of blond lace and point
d'esprit that framed her shoulders only served to accentuate her pallor; January sprang to hisfeet. "You
should be lying down, Signorina," he protested. "Please, Sit-or, better ill, alow my friend and mysdf to
walk you back to your hotel. That was a heroic performance, but you must ret.”

"It had to be done." She shook her head at the offer of agilt-trimmed chair, glanced over her shoulder at
Belaggio, gill surrounded by well-wishers and soaking up praise like acamel at awater-hole. "Once they
begin to replace you-once people hear another's name rather than yours. . ." She took a deep bresath.
"Thank you, so much, for sending for your sister to help me. Sheisastrong woman, your Sster. A-a
strega, such aswe havein the villages. She was very good to me." She crossed hersdif.

Tired as she was, beaten and struggling to stay on her feet, she seemed very different from the fluttery,
sweet child who clung so calculatingly to Belaggio's arm; who followed Marsan with such adoring eyes.
Maybe, thought January, because thiswasthe first he'd seen Drusillaaway from either of her lovers,
operating on her own. "Silvio-Signor Cavdlo-telsmethat you are ... are concerned in the matter of the
strange events that have taken place here. Are concerned to find out who assaulted Lorenzo, and who
may havetried to poison me."

"| was concerned about who assaulted Signor Belaggio,” said January. "I am afriend of Signor Daviss,
whom Belaggio has al but accused of the crime. And sincel find it unlikely that two violent attackers are
pursuing members of the same operacompany, | think the same person isrespongblefor theinjury to
Madame Scie. Which meansthat others may bein danger aswell.”

D'lsolapaed still more, if that was possible, and crossed herself again. "I know," she whispered, and
reached likeachild to pluck at hisdeeve. "That'swhat | have to show you."

She went to the end of the musicians table and fetched a candlestick-"At first | thought it was just that
bitch Montero, trying to forceme asde. . . ."

"I think it was" said January. "The day before yesterday she hired me to take her through the Countesss



part. In case, she said, you and Signor Belaggio had afalingout. It would be hard to prove. . ."
D'lsolastopped in her tracks, lips hardening and eyes snapping fire. "Did she s0?' She stamped her foot.
"Cow! Sut!" Her hand clenched the gaudy brass asif she meant to brain her rival. "I would never have....
oh! Asif putting poison in my soup werent enough. . ."

"Y ou mean something el se happened?’ January saw again how she'd flinched as she opened the
desk-drawer on-stage.

"That scorpion! That ... but of course, Signor Janvier. During the Letter Duet.”

Sheled the way down the short corridor beside the rehearsal-room, to the little prop-room originally
reserved for the varioudy colored glassfiltersthat changed the color of the gas-jets, and now
promiscuoudy crammed with rolled-up scrims, stacked chairs, and the hats, coats, and instrument-cases
of the musicians. The Contessa Almavivas white-and-gilt writing-desk had been thrust into a corner.
"Signor Caldwell inssted, Signore. He and Lorenzo-ordered meto tell no one. He said it would not do
for il padroni to know there had been more trouble.”

The desk was old and French and rather delicate, cabriole-legged and tricked out in overemphatic gilding
that looked gaudy by daylight, but by the glow of candles or gadight on-stage merely seemed rich. The
small scrap of paper on which sheld scribbled ill lay atop it, with pen, standish, Cherubino's military
papers, and the pins and combs that had been in one of the ballet dancers hair.

"Elizabetta-Signora Chiavari-saysit's Ma occhio-the Evil Eye-but | never have believed inthe Evil Eye."
She gazed up at January in the candles single flare, grave as achild. "Neither does Concha, | know.
That'swhy ... | can understand that she'd poison me, so she could be the Countess.” She pulled open the
drawer. "But | don't think she'd have donethis."

Everything in the drawer-papers, quills, astray hair-ribbon and the lambswool that had escaped from
some long-ago dancer's dipper-toe-was saturated with blood.



? ELEVEN

Naturally, no one had the dightest ideawho had last been near the writing-desk before it was taken
on-stage. Even the new stage-hands, Paddy and Liam-each of whom insisted the other had carried the
desk-were prepared to swear that the blood hadn't been in the drawer at that time, until they redlized
Caddwdl wasn't accusing either of them of putting it there. "I thought I'd smelt somethin’ amiss, y'see,"
confessed Liam at last. "But there was sich a helter-skelter an' dl this plunder to be got onto the stage. .
" Hetook thelong-nine cigar from his mouth and gestured around him at the Gothic archway's,
carven-legged tables, and bundles of banners bearing the arms of Spain and the emblems of the Duke of
Arcosthat jumbled the backstage together with Roman columns and classical statues brought up for the
me odrama Brutus the following night.

"l understand,” said Caldwall. It was nearly midnight, the tired cold stinks of greasepaint and gas-lamps
mingling sourly with the smell of the man's cigar. The remains of the food had been taken away by the
Marsan and Trulove servants; the voices of those few who remained in the theater-January, Hannibal,
Cddwdll, Tiberio and histwo helpers, Belaggio-echoed eerily in the cavernous night of the ceiling.
Wrapped in Comte Almavivas purple velvet cloak, Ladlsolasat on awell-head belonging to the town
of Portici, Cavalo and Ponte hovering behind her like apair of watchful brothers.

"Perhaps,” said Caldwell helpfully, "if we reconstructed where the desk was, we might be ableto
determinewho camenear it. . . ."

Asif, thought January, looking around him at the maze of flats, ropes, shadows, and segments of
papiermache boiserie, anyone couldn't have dipped through un seen to dump ... to dump what? The
blood had been fresh. Chicken, cat, rat. . . ?

He took up again the brass candelabrum that d'lsolahad earlier carried-it would reappear Friday night in
the Duke of Arcos's palace hall and probably adorn Caesar's palace in between-re-lit three of its
guttered tapers from the nearest gas+jet, and carried it down the steps and so out to the dley. Clouds had
moved in to blot the stars, warming the air but filling it with the thick promise of rain. In the passway
between the stable-yard wall and the theater, he found a cheap metd rattrap of the cage type, il
containing three rats-the prop-vault stank of them-and alittle dish of ground-nuts. All three rats had had
their throats cut. A second dish, of half-spilled sugarwater that reeked of laudanum, explained why the
rodents hadn't put up much of afight.

A few minutes more search in the garbage of the passway yielded the tightly-corked gourd that had held
the blood.

January couldn't be positive-cage and gourd were st to the left of the door, farther from the dley end of
the passway-but he didn't think he'd seen them at seven, when held come thisway to force the lock.

But his mind had been full of fear for d'lsolathen, and the passway aready dark.

In any case, thought January, cage, gourd, laudanum, were cheap. They could have been purchased
eadly and anonymoudly in the marketplace. He'd already guessed that the perpetrator was connected
with the theater. Anyone could have dipped into the prop-vault, or up to the repair-shopsin the attic, or
to any of adozen other nooks and cornersin that crowded building, to kill and drain the rats during the
dinner-hour between rehearsal and the performance. Hell, thought January, you could have butchered a
cow in the cluttered back corners of the propvault, hidden the remains for aweek, and no one would be
the wiser. The confusion resulting from d'l solas poisoning would have made that doubly smple.
Voicesinthealey. The bang of the stage door. Cavalo's. "Druslla, caramia, truly the placefor youisat
the hotel, in bed. After all you've been through. . ."

"Oh, Silvio, what evil isgoing on here! Signor Janvier told me he believes this same person who attacked
Lorenzo was aso the one who tried to kill poor Signora Scie. And he will try again, maybeto kill you, or
me, or. . ."

"Whet befell Belaggio in the dley has nothing to do with you, little bird. How could it? It was that sow
Montero..."

"But why would she have put the blood in the drawer if she intended to sing the Countess hersdf? Or if



she put the blood, why would she have poisoned me? Silvio, no, itisaplot, an evil plot! Y ou know this
Incantobelli. Could he be so wicked? So mad?"

"Signor Janvier asked that also." Y oung Ponte's S ow, countryman's voice. "Honor demands vengeance,
yes, but not vengeance on harmless women. This Signor Davis. . ." Their voices faded asthey moved
toward the street and were lost in the genera clamor of Carniva. A few moments|ater the door banged
again. Cadwell's velvery baritone echoed againgt the brick of thedley walls". . . need hardly tell you
that none of thisisto be spoken of to anyone. Thelast thing this theater needsisarumor that amadman
isout to do murder during a performance.” Keysjangled. A bolt scraped.

"Asfor mysdf, | wak abroad o'nights’ quoted Hanniba in the gloating accents of Kean playing the Jew
of Madta, "and kill sick people groaning under walls. / Sometimes | go about and poison wells......"
"People believeit, my friend,” admonished Caldwell grimly. "People believeit."

Footfals squished, diminuendo. Then the clop of hooves and the American's voice dimly telling the driver
of afiacrewhereto take him. I'm thelast one here. January reflected uneasily on the empty darkness of
Rue des Ursulines, and hislandlady's voice: He had aknife.

Morefootfals, then acough.

"O blood, lago, blood." Hanniba leaned ashoulder against the corner of thetiny passway in which
January crouched. "Find anything of interest?"

"Flow now?A rat," returned January gravely. "Dead for aducat, too." Edging carefully between the
stable wall and that of the theater-the space was barely as wide as his shoulders-he carried cage, rats,
and blood-gtinking gourd up to the door of the secret back-stair and set them in the little three-by-four
space just ingde, to keep them safe for the remainder of the night. "I takeit it'stoo late for Shaw to be
heredill."

"It'stoo late for God to be here." Thefiddler coughed again, and fished a handkerchief from his pocket
to hold to hislips January saw afleck of blood in the wavery gleam of his candles. "I'll see you home."
January blew out the tapers and | eft the holder there, too, carefully closing the door. ™Y ou don't haveto.”
By the rasp of his breathing Hanniba wasn't well enough to see himsdlf home,

"l have money." They fdt their way down the passway and aong the aley in the dark. "All we haveto do
is get you to your doorstep--1 doubt the invisible Devil's going to brave another meeting with Madame
Bontemps. | wouldn't."

But the driver of the fiacre they hailed from the theeter's front steps bluntly refused to drive January
anywhere. "'l could get introuble, me," said the man. Under the douched brim of hishat hiseyesglinted in
the glare of the gadights. "Me, | don't carewho | drive, but therésalaw in thistown, eh? They don't
want me to drive no colored, | won't drive no colored.”

"I'm only seeing my friend home," began January, one arm around Hannibal's shoulders, and the driver
shook his head.

"Then | seeyour friend home, me."

"Idiotes!" High hedls tapping sharply on the boards of the sidewalk, Consuela Montero strode over to
them from the City Hotel across the street. Plumes and bows nodded in her black hair as she pulled the
velvet ruffles of her cloak about her. "Imbeciles, with your silly pride ... Get on the box." She gestured
January imperioudly to the seat beside the driver, the traditiond place for servantsto ride.

"Yes, mam." January bowed with every appearance of deep respect. "l was just wanting to get Michie
Hannibd-"

"Senor Hannibal is sober, at least enough to seeto himsdf," retorted Madame Montero asthe driver
flipped open the carriage door with hislong whip. As January crossed behind the hack and around to the
driver's perch, Hannibal handed the soprano up the step: "Es verdrad, the pride of men! What does your
man think, that this driver has never seen one who had to be hel ped home by afootman? Rue des
Ursulines. Then you will take my friend here back to Perdidio Street.”

"Bounteous madam,” quoted Hannibal, removing his shabby hat, "whatever shdl become of Michadl
Cassio/ He's never anything but your true servant.”

Asthe fiacre passed before the lights of the City Hotdl, January saw Montero glance Sdelong at
Hannibal, amused speculation in her dark eyes. "And isthis the same Michadl Cassio of the play, that has



but a poor and unhappy brain for drinking?"

"Drunk?" protested Hanniba floridly. "And speak parrot? And squabble? Swvagger? Swear? And
discourse tian with one's own shadow?"

"Badgta | think maybeif, as| hear, thereisevil about . . ." She switched to Itdian, in case the driver
gpoke Spanish aswdl as French. "1, aswdll as some others | might name of this company, might find
myself in need of atrue servant or two."

"And wasthere," asked Rose the following morning when January stopped by the backstage of the
Theatre dOrleans with coffee and cdllas, "an invisble devil with aknife concedled somewherein the Rue
des Ursulinesawaiting your arrival?'

"There was someone." January poured her out some coffee from the stoppered gourd and perched on
the footd opes of Mount VVesuvius. ThisVesuviuswas smdler than the American verson-an American
would have said that was only to be expected-and instead of along trackway wherered and gold silk
would berippled in counterfeit for lava, it had a sort of meta-lined ditch. But likeits American
counterpart, it was studded with caldera, into which basins of wet clay or sand could be set, to control
theflares of its eruption. Leather hosepipestrailed across the backstage floor and vanished among the
flats, to be hooked to the gas-jets in the proscenium when it came time for poor mute Fenellato leap off
the balcony into the blazing lava.

January took ahbite of the sticky, egg-sized rice-ball he held, getting powdered sugar al over histrousers,
jacketd eeves, and the front of hisyellow calico shirt. Rose was having the same problem, with the result
that Vesuviuslooked asif it had experienced alight fall of unseasonable snow.

"As| was getting off the box, | saw someone step out of a passway between two houses and stand for a
moment on the banquette. He wastoo far off for meto be sure but | think he wastall. The stregtlamp
over theintersection was out and | didn't have more than amoment to look before Madame Montero
ordered meto goindgde and tell afictitious maid that she wouldn't be coming in after dl. If | hadn't ridden
thefiacre as her servant,” he added quietly, "I would have walked past that passway, coming home on
foot."

Rose patted the fine white dust from her hands as she dipped down from her own seat on the mountain's
flank. "Have you any ideawhy?' she asked, eschewing exclamations of horror or concern-sheld have
been usdless asthe heroine of ameodrama, January reflected, amused. "Why you? Why not the other
musicians?' Over her plain blue frock she wore asmock of worn pink calico, which, being Rose, sheld
disdained to match with apink tignon: the headscarves she wore were dmost invariably white, suiting
well her plain, neat dresses. The smock's pockets bulged with pens, small notebooks, bits of chalk, and
pestles, giving her the air of an gpothecary.

January followed her into the napkin-sized proproom. Space had been cleared on alittle table for half a
dozen boxes labe ed with the names of various importersin New Orleanswho brought in chemicasfrom
New Y ork, London, and Hamburg for usein sugar refining, paint manufacture, and the apothecary trade.
Nitrate of Strontia, said thelabel on onelargejar of needle-like white crystals. Another jar contained
sulfur, and asmall cask et carefully to one side was smply labeled Gunpowder. A wicker-wrapped
carboy, by itssmell, held dum.

Various seves, of fine hair or bolting-cloth, which January recognized as Rose's own property rather than
that of the theater, were stacked nesatly on arear corner of the table-arow of wide-mouthed porcdain
jars offered powders, which she proceeded to measure and mix with asmall bone knife on a sheet of
white paper. More paper, rolled into cylinders and gummed, lay ready to hand.

"I haveto get as much of thisdonein advance as possible,”" explained Rose. "One can't mix the chlorate
of potassa or the gunpowder in until the very last moment, of course, and even with the balet, thereisn't
long between acts. Did Madame Montero say how she happened to be in front of the City Hotel at
midnight?"

"I did not have the opportunity to ask. But she's staying at the Hotel, and midnight isnot so very late, o it
could have been chance. | trugt," added January grimly, "that thisroom is kept firmly locked when you're
absent.” Asasurgeon, he had been caled once to the scene of athesater fire. Paper flowers, masses of



curtains, jJumbles of stored props and flats-too few doors and too many people al crammed together on
benches and chairs...

The minute he'd heard La M uette was going to be performed at the American Theeter, heé/d made sure
he knew the quickest route from the orchestra pit to the nearest window.

"Wl | don't think there's enough of anything here to blow up the thester,” said Rose reasonably as she
gently spooned gunpowder into amarble mortar and began carefully-to grind it. Above her head, rain
drummed gently on the gray window-glass. "But yes, Mr. Davis has given me the key and has moved out
all the other propsinto the main backstage. And the whole of the mountain's going to be wet down with
jugs of water just before the curtain goes up on Act Three. With luck it won't dry out before the eruption.
And you haven't answered my first question.”

"Why me?' From the doorway where he leaned-there wasn't space for two of them in the room January
picked out with his eyethe clay water-jar that stood in the corner, mentally estimating how long it would
take him to reach it and dump it over Rose and the contents of the mortar before the whole theater shot
up inflames. "If | knew that. . ." Hefrowned. "l wasgoing to say, If | knew that, I'd be closer to knowing
who's doing this, but I'm not surethat'strue. | suspect-1 assume-that whoever followed usto Jacques's
house Saturday night was following Marguerite. He was hiding in the woods when he heard me say she
wasn't dead; he believes she regained consciousness at some point and told me who attacked her, or
believesthat shewill regain consciousnessand tell me.”

"In other words," said Rose, "Signor Belaggio's decision not to produce Othello after al doesn't end the
possibility of an attack on you. Or on Madame Scie.”

"No," said January quietly. "If in fact the production of Othdloisthetarget at dl. It might not be, you
know. Or if it was, I'm not sure that Incantobd li-if it is he behind these acts-will know of Belaggio's
decison that Othdllois "unsuitabl€e "-hisvoice twisted sardonically on the word-"for presentation before
chaste American widows."

"And if he does," remarked Rose, turning back to empty the mortar of fine-ground powder onto a sheet
of white paper, "I'm not sure he wouldn't fedl even more mortaly dishonored in the withdrawa than in the
presentation. And | can't say that | blame him." She began to scoop the powder into the coarser of two
seves, shaking it gently onto asecond sheet of paper, working matter-of-factly, like January's nephew
Gabriel making aroux.

"It'sathought.” January folded his big arms, watching her with a sensation of his hair standing on end,
wondering if sheld ever seen the victims of gunpowder burns. He wanted to pull her from the room, wrest
the bone knife, the sieve, and the scoop from her hand, shout a her never to tinker with such deadly
thingsagain....

Asif shewereachild. Asif shewere his child, and not awoman grown and free, who had trained in the
handling of such deadly chemicas. Who gained what joy she had in lifein making experiments of this
kind, in seeing how fire and air and earth related to one another.

Hetook a deep bregth, and let the impulse dissolve. Pushed aside the pain of Ayashas desth, and the
fear of losing this second treasure. That's my Rose, he thought. Or the woman he hoped would one day
be his Rose.

"Inaway," hesaid, "l hope the attacker does strike again, and soon. Because unless he does, we won't
be ableto catch him. Y et helll fill be there, waiting for me. Waiting for Marguerite, if shelives. And if she
doesnat live" hefinished quietly, thinking about the wasted hands lying on the coverlet, the bruised
eydids closed and aready beginning to grow hollow with hunger and dehydration, "1 will seethat man

hanged.

Marguerite was still unconscious when January reached Olympe's house later in the morning. "l tried
most of the night to get her to drink," said his Sster, haggard-looking hersdlf as she poured him out some
of Gabrid's semi-ambrosia coffee. "l kept her lips moist, adrop at atime; maybe shedrank alittle of it, |
can't tell." Like Rose, Olympe, too, sat at atable with pestle and mortar before her, with clean
newspaper spread and little jars and gourds and dishes of ingredientsto mix. But instead of dum and
stearine, sulfuret of antimony and nitrate of soda, dried herbs were heaped on pottery dishes: jessamine



and jack honeysuckle, willow bark and sassafras. There was alittle pile of brick-dust in asaucer, and
another of sdt. A bright tin box such as candies were shipped in from England contained mouse-bones,
on apiece of clean white paper lay the dried and wrinkled skins of two toads and a ground-puppy.

Juju. Grisgris. Ouanga. The smell of the honeysuckle, of the gunpowder that she mixed with some of
them and the dried dog-shit she mixed with others, came to January like awhisper out of the past, a
breath of darkness. The side of hislife hed forsaken when hetook ship for Paristo learn about medicine
and music and reason and light. | do confess the vices of my blood, Othello says. The past from which no
man can flee. The soil that nurtureswhatever fruit will grow.

"| asked around the market thismorning,” said Olympe. Through the open rear doorsthe smell of therain
blew through, soft and gray and like no other, and from the kitchen, Gabrid's cheery song. "And yes,
they say awoman bought Indian tobacco of Queen Regine. They say she was a dark-haired woman with
red jeweds, that spoke like aforeigner, and she asked specidly that it be not enough to kill, but only to lay
out that other woman good.”

"| thought as much.”

Olympe'slong fingers sifted together the gunpowder and sulfur, the salt and the fragments of bone. As
she bound them up in ascrap of red flannel, he saw her lips move, invoking the spirits of power, of
malice or love. Then she glanced up at him again. "Might this be the same? This woman-had she enemies
of her own back in France? Those who'd want her dead, and have nothing to do with these Itdians, with
their operas and their money and all their jaw over who gonnarun things? Just ‘cause you keep sogp in
the kitchen doesn't makeit food, you know."

"No," agreed January thoughtfully. "But Margueriteis apoor woman. Her family was noble before the
Revolution, but she'sthe only one of them who survived the killing. She's danced dl her life, and caresfor
nothing else. And | never yet met one of her old lovers-and they are legion, believe me-who did not
speek well of her, and remain her friend.”

"Then she'sa specia woman indeed.” Olympe set aside her little gris-gris bundle and folded her strong,
calused hands. "I've prayed for her to Loco, who puts the strength of healing into medicines, and hung
tobacco for him in astraw basket on atree in the square. If the gods listen, shell come back to us."”
January drew his breath to protest this piece of superdtition, then reflected that hanging tobacco in a
straw basket for theloa of the trees wasn't so very different from burning acandlein front of astatuein a
church. God's Mother wasn't a statue and didn't have any actua use for a penny's worth of wax. So he
merely laid ahand on his sigter's shoulder and said, "Thank you. That's good of you." Five years ago he
wouldn't have said it-hé'd burned candles for Olympe's soul for years-but five years ago his sister would
never have petitioned Loco for awhite woman'slife. "I'll be back tonight. And I'll be at the theater most
of the day, should there be any change."

For the remainder of the day he concentrated on Monsieur Auber'simpassioned tale of the brave
Neapalitan fisherman'srevolt againgt his country's oppressors, groaning inwardly every time Ladlsola
sang, wincing at Oona Flaherty's efforts to toe-dance even with the ass stance of wires and
counterweights, and flinching whenever awhoosh and flash of flame backstage reminded him that Tiberio
and his Hibernian myrmidonswere gill experimenting with Vesuviussfiery bowds. Cavdlo sang afine
impassioned Masanidlo, but between the volcano's misfiring and Fenellas | aborioudy-expressed
emotions ("Triumph is denoted with the hand open and raised above the head,” ingtructed Herr Smith
from among the dangling sandbags at stage right. "' To express Entreaty you must stretch out the hands
downward toward the knees. . . .") January's hopes for the operawere not high.

And, of course, whether it was bad or good, no one would want to see John Davis's production of it the
following night.

Dance rehearsd continued in the rehearsal-room during the evening performance of Brutus, or,
Democracy Betray'd, and did not end until past midnight. Cochon, Jacques, and the VVaada brothers
escorted January home through therain, and if an invisible devil lurked with aknife anywhere on Rue des
Ursulines-getting soaked, he hoped-he saw no sign of it.

Waking late the following morning, he found a note thrust under his door.



Signor, Janvier,

| knocked but could not wake you. | cannot stay. Y et | learned the truth about the plot. | go now to find
who Lorenzo's conspirator is. | beg you, follow meto the place called La Cornouiller. | need your help.
Disola

The house called La Cornouiller had been built forty years previoudy, when more efficient refining and
hardier strains of cane had suddenly made it easier to get rich as a sugar planter. Unable to afford the
aready prohibitive price of land dong theriver, many English, Irish, and Germans had tried their hand a
planting sugar on the banks of those few bayous |arge enough to support watercraft, wherever the high
ground was sufficiently wideto lay out fields before it doped into pametto thickets, cypress swamp, and
finaly theflat, reedy wilderness of open marsh.

In general these small plantations had not prospered. When January had come through that part of the
west bank with the militiajust prior to the Battle of Chalmettein 1814, hisimpression of thelittle
plantations aong Bayou des Familles had been one of shabby houses little better than the cabins of
daves. Latdly, he had heard that many of these places had gone over to lumbering, cutting the huge
cypresses of the swamp and floating them down to sawmills. Those that hadn't had largely sunk back into
being small poor farms, their cracker ownersraising alittle cotton and corn, or vegetables for the city
market, with adave or two; living like patriarchs of old on theincrease of their herds of cattle and swine.
It was dave-stedler country.

Captain Chamoflet, whose thin, dark face January recalled from the New Exchange, had connections
even thisfar north of the great swampy maze of the Barataria marshes, as had Jean L &fitte before him.
Trotting hisrented horse from the ferry-landing at Point Algiers, January fdt pricklingly conscious of the
hush of those dark-green monotonous woods. He kept glancing around him, asif among the caks and
loblolly pines, the palmettos where the riverbank's cane-fields faded into the cipriere, invisble eyes
watched him. Jean L &fitte had had aregular route up Bayou des Famillesin the old days, transporting
whole cargoes of pirated goods and sdlling them openly in town. When the Navy-and the British Roya
Navy's anti-dave-trade crusade-had run Lfitte out of the Gulf in 1821, aconstant smdl traffic in roguery
persisted, daves being stolen and sold to dealers who sold them in turn to the new territories to the north
and west, or travel ers robbed when the swift-faling tropica nights dropped on the marshlands. January
had a spare copy of hisfreedom papers stuck in his boot-one of Hannibal's best forgeries, since the
originds never left January's room-besides the usua copy he carried in his jacket pocket, and a
completely illegal knifein hisother boot, plusapistol in his saddlebag. Hed sent messages to Hannibal,
Olympe, and Rosg, telling them where he was going and when he expected to be back, and had tried to
find Shaw at the Cabildo, leaving amessage for him when he could not.

And none of it would do him a particle of good, he thought, if Chamoflet and his gang should catch him.
And d'lsola had come out here done.

Idiot! he thought for the hundredth time, leaning from the saddle to look at the sharp prints of the gig's
whedsin the fresh mud. The man who ran the ferry remembered her well, had described her hesitant
French and her yellow sprig-mudin dress. A rented gig-"Pingon'slivery. | seen that gig come acrost and
back on thisferry of mine ahundred times,"-and a dapple horse: " Thunderbolt, old Pingon call that horse,
and anything less like athunderbolt you'd have to go far to find. Why, three weeks ago this Boston
feller-had one of them slly beards they wear, with no mustache, looked like an ape, he did-had German
Sdly with him, you know German Sally? Runsthe Green Lizard saloon on Gallatin Street, but shelll get
hersalf dressed up and her hair dicked and you couldn't tell Sally from alady at two paces, till you get
her likkered up. . . ."

| will box that silly girl's ears. Where had she been raised, that she would drive out into the countryside
aone? And dress rehearsd this evening, too, he thought, trying to see more than afew yardsinto the
dappled, slvery stillness of the cipriere. Ahead of him he could glimpse the too-bright-green of the upper
end of Bayou des Familles, like potage St.-Germain with duckweed; the glint of sunlight on the open
tangle of second-growth where a plantation or farm had oncelain. The clamshell road from Point Algiers
back to Bayou des Familleswasin fairly good repair, and the wet shdlls crunched under hisgelding's



hooves as he nudged the animal to atrot again.

| learned the truth about the plot.

A note found in Belaggio'sroom? A conversation overheard? In what language and with whom?
LaCornouiller. Named for the tree the loca s called Bois-de-Fleches. The old plantation's Site on Bayou
des Familles, that link with the bandits of the Barataria, wastelling. It was hard toimagineeven a
rage-maddened operatic castrato trying to murder Marguerite to disrupt a performance: what operatic
castrato wouldn't know how easily dancing-mistresses were replaced? But from everything January had
heard about Captain Chamoflet, it was al too easy to believe that an order to dispose of someone had
been given and executed without amoment's thought.

DAMN the girl. Would she have the sense to hide the gig?

Creole plantations were built pretty much to aplan. As narrow as the high ground was adong this part of
Bayou des Familles, there was redlly only onelogica way to lay out buildings and fields. January carne
into view of the overgrown fields, the crumbling and dilapidated sugar-house, an hour or so past noon,
and approached the place with caution, circling back through the fields and the cipriere. The house had
been burned some ten years back-he remembered his mother telling him about the noisy and entangled
lawsuit that till bound Jed Burton to the contending branches of hisfirst wifes family-and he saw thetall
brick foundation before him as he worked hisway through the trees. Like most Creole houses, La
Cornouiller had been built on asix-foot brick foundation, the ground-floor area used in some houses as
dtorage, in others as dining-room and offices. January |eft the horsetied in the ruin of adave-cabin, and
hoped hed find it when he returned.

The pistol and powder-flask he dipped into the pocket of hisjacket.

He heard their voices, careless as the play-songs of children in the breathless silence.

"Niente," proclaimed the clear, strong tenor of Silvio Cavalo. "No tracks, no marks-nothing."

Damn it, thought January in irritation. Y ou might have told me you got Y oung Italy to accompany you,
instead of bringing me out hereinto dave-seder heaven.

"But the note said thiswas to be their mestingplace," argued Ladsola. "It said, "Beneath the old house
at LaCornouiller."" She pronounced the French with difficulty, and gestured helplesdy toward theruin as
January emerged around the corner of the old kitchen. The lovely soprano looked impossibly stylish,
knee-deep in weeds among the puddiesin the yard. Her straw-colored ruffles were the last thing anyone
would choose to wear while hunting potentially murderous conspirators, her lace-trimmed bonnet was
more in keeping with teain the Ladies Parlor of the City Hotd. Silvio-and hisinseparable companion
Bruno Ponte-were likewise dressed for town, in checkered trousers, wasp-waisted coats, and aglory of
varicolored waistcoats, asif just out for coffee at the Fatted Calf. They swung around as January came
into Sght, but Ladlsolacried "Signor Janvier!" and gathered up her skirtsto run to him through the
charred bricks and black timbers, sumbling in her thin satin dippers. "So good of you! | feared you
would not come!" She smiled happily up a him. "On my way out of town | met with Silvio and Bruno,
you understand, and they made it so much eegier. . "

"Y ou came horseback?"

Both young men nodded. "We were out riding oursalves upon the levee," explained Cavallo, which
accounted for the dandified turnout.

"And | told them about the note," said d'lsola breathlesdy. "The note | found dipped beneath Lorenzo's
hotelroom door. It said, "Thursday, beneath the house at La Cornouiller.’ It isthe plot, you see-the
people heintends to meet! 1t must be they who tried to begt Lorenzo up! | asked the man at the hotel
what the place was, and where. And hereisthe house. . ."

The door into the brick ground floor stood open, a pitch-black maw like an idiot'syawn. A reasonable
place to mest, thought January, studying the stout charred walls. To mest, or to hide something. He knelt
to brush with afinger thelong, fresh furrow that marked the threshold. The inner wood dry, againgt the
gray damp of that around it. Y ou saw no one here? Thisisfresh.”

They shook their heads. "We looked around in there for only amoment,” said Ponte. "We had just two
matches, you understand. . . ."

Of course d1solawouldn't have thought to pack candles. January fished in hisjacket pocketsfor the



candle ends he habitudly carried, and wondered if there was alanterninthe gig, and if it was worthwhile
going to fetch it. Helit candlesfor himself and the men-Lad'lsolahad run afew stepsto investigate the
yelow blossoms of alate-blooming Christmas rose and was trying inexpertly to pluck one-and knelt
again to study the gouge that continued from the threshold across the soft local brick of the floor and on
into darkness. Something had been dragged inside. Something heavy with corners. The space benegath
the house had been partitioned into several rooms, with black damp doorways gaping to the right and the
|eft. The overwhelming, musty smell of moss and wet bricks enfolded January as he stepped inside.

A second tiny room had contained wine-racks, the wood charred and crumbled among the puddles of
thefloor. A third held a couple of broken oil-jars-everyone in Louisanaemptied the oil out of these and
stored water in them-and one or two rat-chewed baskets.

The heavy box that had left the long twin scratches on the floor bricks stood in the middle of the third
room, arude crate weathered by long exposure, filled with bricks and dirt.

Even as Cavalo stepped forward and knelt to toss the debris out of the crate, January thought, The
wood of the crate is damp. And there were no wheel-rutsin the yard. No tracks pressed deep, asthere
would have been if someone had carried something this heavy. Which means...

"Che cosal" yelled Ponte from the darkness behind them, and at the same moment January heard the
outer door dam.

He dodged through the arch again, across the second room, where Ponte was swinging around like a
fly-stung bullock, threw himself toward the thin strip of brightness that marked the outer threshold....
And asthe door jarred ungivingly, with the clatter of abolt outside, he heard d'lsola scream.



? TWELVE

"Drusillal" Candle-light jigged crazily over wals and celling-beams as Cavallo blundered through the inner
archway. "Druglla”

January heaved on the door, and heard the heavy clatter of alock outside. "1bn a-hardin, " he said, one
of Ayashasfavorite oaths.

Both tenors seized the door-handle, threw their weight against the planks, thrust and rattled and dammed
whilethe single flame-till in Cavalo's hand-jerked reding shadows against the greater dark beneeth the
house. Both continued to yell the soprano's name as they pounded until January shouted "Be quiet! Let
me listen.” He pressed his ear to the door in the ensuing hush.

Nothing. No further screams or cries, no sound of struggle. Somewhere a crow squawked on the bayou.
Then aquick hush-hush-hush of voluminous skirts and dender anklesin long grass, and d1solasvoice,
close on the other sde of the planks. "Silvio?’

That started Cavallo and Ponte again. "Drusila, what happened? Areyou dl right?!

"I'mdl right." She sounded breathless with running, and on the verge of tears. "There were men, three
men. . ." Morerattling at the door, and the heavy thump-"Drusillal"-of a padiock before she said, "I
tripped and broke the hedl of my shoe, and my dressisal muddy. | think it may be completely spailt.
Thereésalock here, twolocks. . ."

January had aready ascertained that as the door opened outward, the hinges were on the outside aswell.
He muttered, "Ibn d-hardin,” again, and felt in his pocketsfor another candle-stub. "Mamzelle, listen,” he
said over histwo companions energetic cursing at Belaggio. "What happened to the men you saw?
Which way did they go?'

Long and panicky silence. Then, "I-I don't know, Signor. | screamed, andran. . . ."

Then they might still be around.

But if that was the case, there was nothing to be done anyway, so he went on. "Mamzelle, one of those
little buildings behind the house is going to be a carpenter's shop. Look around and seeif you can find an
ax or achisdl or acrowbar, even ascrew-driver. . . ." He used the French word for it, tournevis, not
knowing the Italian, and added-because dmost certainly Lad'lsolahad never seen or heard of such a
thing in her life, "It'slike adender chisdl, athin rod with one end flattened and a handle on the other. If
you can, bring it. If not, take one of the horses and ride aong the bayou until you cometo ahouse. Tdll
them what happened and ask for help.”

"I ... 1 don't know how to ride ahorse." Her voice snagged on asob. "I can drive.”

"Cara" said Cavallo, crowding close to January to speak. "When you get back to the gig, just put the bit
back into the horse's mouth and dip the bridle back up around hisheed, al right?"

"That metal thing you took out when you tied him up? Will he bite me?"

I'LL biteyou if you don't quit wasting time, thought January, exasperated, though it was quite clear La
dIsolawasterrified in agtuation far beyond her abilities.

"Seeif you can find atool to get usout, Signoring,” he said instead.

"All right." Her voice was bardly awhisper. "'l will be quick."

"Che celo, you send her off done?' Ponte's protest drowned the scampering swish-swish of skirtsand
weeds. "Those bandits may ill be about. . . ."

"If they were about, they've had plenty of timeto seize her whileweweretalking,” January pointed out.
"And they didn't." He sat on the brick floor, pulled up histrouser-leg, and unsheathed from his boot the
skinning-knife that would have gotten him locked in the Cabildo overnight, had the City Guards seen him
with such awesgpon in his hand. "While we wait, let's see if whoever set thistrap thought to search under
the house for anything that might be used asatool.”

It quickly became apparent that if there had ever been anything in the various small store-rooms sharp
enough to cut wood or strong enough to be used as alever, it was gone now.

"A trap!" Cavalo smote hispam with hisfist. "What foolswe were! They have taken everything. .. ."
"Or the neighbors have." Ponte held up his candle high and poked behind the broken oil-jarspiledina



corner. "In the campagnait isthe same, Silvio. Whether it isthe lion that dies or the jackd, the ants will
pick the carcass. When you are very poor, the tiles off adead man'sroof are treasure. What makes you
say itisatrap, Signor?'

"The fresh scratches,” said January. "That box of rubble was dragged far enough from the outer door to
make sure wewere dl in here. They must not have seen Mademoiselle d1solawhen they shut it. But it
would be the easiest thing in the world to make certain she intercepted some kind of note that would
bring her here."

"Audtrian pigs," Cavallo gritted through histeeth, "to drag ayoung girl into this" He strode impetuousy
through the wine-room and into the chamber of the bas kets and the oil-jars, and kicked the side of the
box of debris.

"Ausgtrians?' January followed, and knelt to examine the fragments of baskets. They'd been under a
roof-leak and were soaked through. "Have you string in your pocket, Signor?”

"String?" Cavalo shook his head with a puzzled frown, and January cursed again. "If thiswere the work
of Incantobdlli,” Cavalo went on, "or of Signor Davis someone who smply wishesto disrupt the
opera-he would have struck tomorrow. Today only the dressrehearsd is at stake. Attend, Signor.” He
and Ponte followed January back to the outer door.

"I think Signor Belaggio isbeing used by the Viennagovernment to carry messagesto its agentsin other
countries. To do littlejobsfor them here and there. Nothing of any importance, you understand-"

"Even the Emperor isn't that stupid,” put in Ponte. "'-but things that put him in touch with the Emperor's
agentsin Havana, and here.”

"Here?' January took his powder-flask from his pocket and shook it. Idiot, he told himsdf. Y ou should
haverefilled it, either at Olympe's or in Rose'sworkshop at the Thestre.

Cavdlo shrugged. "All of Americato the west and south istorn apart now by the struggle for freedom
from Spain. All the gold and silver of Mexico, dl the coffee and gold and emeralds and sugar of New
Grenada and Cuba and the lands to the south ... Y ou don't think Austria has her agents in those places,
sniffing like sharksin the water for blood? The Bourbons of Spain and the Hapsburgs, they are brothers
and bedfdlows. Y ou think Austrias going to have their paymaster there, where one army or another can
overrun him before he can flee- What are you doing, Signor?”

Heleaned curioudy over January's shoulder as January wedged the powder-flask, aswell as he could-it
was a bulbous copper one and dipped from the bits of wood he was using-against the base of the door.
"I'm hoping there's enough powder to at least weaken the timbers." January poured out athin line of
powder. "It'swhy | asked for string-to fix this up closer to the hinges, and so | wouldn't expend powder
onmeking afuse”

"Could you not pour the powder onto where the hingeswould be?' Ponte nodded diffidently toward the
solid dabs of oak. "With it on thefloor like that, it cannot weaken the door much.”

"Powder itself doesn't explode," said January. "It burns. It's the gases expanding that cause the explosion.
Theflask issmal enough to concentrate the gases from the burning powder into abomb, but it will most
likely smply shoot backward into the room rather than blow up the door. That's what you were doing at
the Fatted Caf Thursday night, then? Watching to see whom Belaggio met?

Cavallo nodded. "It isimperative that we know who these men are.”

"So you can tell your friendsin Y oung Italy to beware of them?"

Thetenor's dark eyesflicked sdelong at the dry note in January's voice.

January took the candle from his hand, stepped to the door again, and yelled through it, "Mamzelle!
Stand clear! Stand well clear!" Then he st light to the powder trail, and he and the two young friends
retreated into the farthest of the lightless rooms.

There was a shattering report, the crack of the flask striking the opposite wall, and a huge stink of
powder. Coughing in the smoke, January led the way back to the first of the storage-rooms.

The thick planks of the door looked asif they'd been struck by aclub, but as held feared it would, the
force of the explosion had shot the flask back into the room like abullet rather than expending much
force on the door. January threw himself againgt the door: there was still no give in those solid planks.
"Damnit," he sighed. "Were going to have to do thisthe hard way."



"Y ou do not approve of Young Italy?" asked Cavalo as January stripped off his jacket and went to
break up the drier pieces of the wine-racks in the second room.

"Riots make me nervous," January said. "People who think the justice of their cause excuses the deeth of
people who might or might not be guilty of any lega crime make me nervous.”

"And what of the freedom of man?' returned Cavalo quietly. "My brother died in an Austrian prison,
Signor; died of jail fever, after five yearsin acel, without trid, merely because the Austrian Viceroy of
Milan thought that he might be a Carbonaro. What became of his sweetheart-a girl of the shops, agirl of
the people, but honest | till do not know. The Austrians were given Milan-and Venice, Pledmont,
Sardinia-because they sided against Napoleon. To them we are a conquered people, to be taxed, and
ruled, and spied upon by their secret police, as the Spanish ruled us before we were liberated.”

"And your liberator Napoleon sold my country-the land of my birth, where| had certain libertiesasa
man-to the Americans, because he needed the cash,” replied January. 'l lived in Paris under the
Bourbons, Signor. Can you tell me that even after the French took over, aman couldn't be imprisoned
without trid in Milan if he offended the wrong person? Couldn't be beaten up in the Streets without
recourse? Can you tell me that poor men are able to bring suit againgt rich onesin Naples, which isan
independent state, and still iswhat it was before Napoleon came?’

Cavdlo bit hislip, and January gathered his armload of broken-up wood from the wine-racks and
carried it back to the outermost room. Cavallo and Ponte followed him a moment later, each coatless
and bearing as many billets as he could. January had aready hegped his burden on the floor near the
black burned smear the exploding powder-flask had Ieft, and was probing carefully down the barrel of
hispistal to extract the ball and what little powder remained.

"You areright, of course" said Cavallo as he added hiswood to the pile. "And no, | do not imagine that
Ity will be-an earthly paradise-if the Austrians go. Men are only men.”

He turned up his deeves, and stacked the wood in such afashion that any spark kindled would have
expired immediately from suffocation. Ponte knelt beside him and rearranged the sticks so they would
actualy burn. "But suppose aman cameto you and said, Bemy dave, and | promise you you will never
go hungry. Y ou will never be without awarm place to deep-1 will let you marry whom you please and
raise your children asyou please, so long asthey will be my daves-well-fed and happy daves-aswell.’
What would you say?'

January grinned dowly. "VivalaPatria, | suppose.” He pulled off hisshirt. "Do you have aflask in your
pocket, Signor?' he asked, going to sop his red-and-blue calico in the nearest floor puddle. "Dribble the
brandy there, where the hinge will be on the outside of the door. It'slike Mount Vesuvius-we keep the
fire where we need it, and make sure the rest of the place doesn't catch and cook us before the wood
weskens"

Seeing what he was doing, the other two stripped their shirts and did the same, wetting down the wood
around the place where they wanted the fire to concentrate. With luck, thought January, who'd seen the
same technique used in large when the sugar fields were burned after harvest, there wouldn't be so much
smokethat they'd dl suffocate.

"Keep the shirts ready.” He went back to the puddle, sopped theworn cdicoinit again. "I have no idea
how long thisl| take." He touched the wick of the one remaining candle to the alcohol-soaked cypress of
the door, then to the piled wood beneath. Flame seared up with a strong smell of burning brandy and
powder. "And did Belaggio meet with agents of Austria Thursday night?*

"He certainly met with someone,” said Cavalo. "We saw Marsan come, & about midnight......"

"Well, we know what he was doing there."

Cavadlo opened his mouth to snap arebuke; then he sghed. "Again you areright,” he said. "But please
do not judge her harshly. Drusillaisthe daughter of poor people, dmost a child of the streets. She has
talent, but she obtained her training-well, in whatever fashion she could, not having the choicesthat agirl
of better meanswould have. If she saw in Belaggio away to come here to the New World-to seek a
better life-which of uswould not have done the same had we been young, and femae, and in such
circumstances? Lifeisnot easy for agirl who hasno family."

"No." January thought again of Dominique, and of Kate the Gouger standing in the mud and weeds



behind the Eagle of Victory saloon, counting up the men she would haveto bed. "No. | do not judge her
for that."

Smoke was pouring from the wood of the door asthefire licked at the planks. January squeezed his wet
shirt like asponge around the area of the fire, coughing and turning his face asde from the smoke. The
other two followed suit, keeping the fire contained, then retrested again to the next room, where they
knelt in the doorway in the darkness, watching the progress of the blaze. It was quite clear by thistime
that Lad'lsolahad not located-or had failed to recognize-anything resembling atool, and had goneto
seek help.

"There were three others who came after Marsan,” said Ponte. " Two big men, bearded, and then athird,
who arrived inacab."

"“White men?"

"The bearded men, yes," replied the Sicilian. "Americans, | think. They dressed like Americans. Thethird
one | did not see because | was across the street and the cab blocked my view."

"And he must have been white," said January, "because men of color areforbidden to ridein cabs. And
thisman cameout ... 7'

"| didn't see him come out, Signor. The outcry started. | ran to fetch Silvio......"

"Whoever it was," said January, "he might have dipped past usin the melee. But | think it likelier he went
down the dley and got out through the gate of the Promenade Hotdl. | heard it open and dam.”

"But there was someone,” said Ponte. "To that | can swear.”

"And you changed your clothes once you got there ... ?*

"Wesaw dl theworld inthedley," said Cavallo. "That we did not expect. Our hotdl isonly acrossthe
street, but we had told La Montero that we were going back to our rooms, and she at |east would guess
we hadn't returned there if she saw us still dressed aswe were at rehearsal. Madame Scie dso, and
perhaps Beaggio aswell."

"Y ou think thisunlikely,” added Ponte, tilting his head alittle to regard January in thelegping yellow light.
"But under the Austrians, men have been hanged on lesser suspicion.”

The wood of the door was old, but it was close-grained cypress, and burned dowly. Twice morethe
three men soaked their shirts and wet down the wood around the blaze. There was nothing to use as
kindling to re-start a second blaze were this one quenched. If the men dsola had seen were till around,
the smoke would draw them.

So at least they won't be lying in wait for us when we emerge.

Odd.

Did they just lock usin herelike children locking playmatesin an armoire?

He retreated again, coughing. He'd already guessed they'd missthe dressrehearsdl. It was surdly well
after four. One thin needle of searing light diced between the massve planks of the floorboardsin the
third room, its angle marking the lateness of the hour. When another forty minutes or so had passed, he
signed to the others, and they raked away the remains of the kindling-fire and beat out the flames. It took
the three of them severd exhausting minutes, but they finaly battered their way through the weakened
timbers, twisted the lower hinge free, and crawled forth.

As January had suspected, the hasp and padliock on the door were new. The screws that held it, new,
too. They'd been expected.

Thiswas no spur-of-the-moment lockup, but a deliberate trap, set up well in advance.

For d'1sola? For Cavalo? For me?

For Belaggio, maybe?

"She should have reached a house long ago, surdly?' Cavalo gazed like a young eagle around the wasted
fields, the dark line of cypress and the bayou beyond. "We passed severa on our way here. She had but
to follow the water. She could not have gotten logt.”

January kept to himsdlf hisreflection on what might have happened to a dusky-skinned young woman,
aonein thiswilderness of swamp and woodland, and almost certainly on foot. The empty yard, scattered
with charred beams, with broken bits of boxes and oil-jarsin the scklied light, seemed filled with Sinister
slence savefor thelesthery creak of atree-branch, likeahingein thewind.



Hesaid only, "Let's seeif we can find her tracks."

All the horses were gone, including the stocking-footed bay gelding January had ridden. The scuff-marks
in the dust and weeds of the yard were too unclear, in thefailing light, to make out whether d'lsolahad
taken one of them. Certainly someone had unharnessed the gig. Though there were marks of some kind
inthe direction of the bayou, it was impossible, in the carpet of eephant-ear and last year's brown
oak-leaves, to make out the shape of the foot or whether it was aman's or awoman's, or which way
they led.

January cursed. Leatherstocking never had this problem. But then, judging by what he'd read of
Cooper's continuing epic, Leatherstocking could evidently seein the dark as well. January wondered if
Abishag Shaw had the same ahilities.

"| think the best thing we can do,” he said, rising from the soft muck of shell and mud at the water's brim,
"isto gart back to town. | told half adozen people where | was going this morning. When al four of us
fail to appear a rehearsd, they'll send out a search party. With luck well meet them on the way to Point
Algiers, and well bein abetter postion to look for Drusillathen. Agreed?!

Ponte nodded, but Cavalo strenuoudy resisted the idea of abandoning their friend in an unknown
countryside and growing darkness-darkness that was considerably further advanced by the time January
convinced him that the three of them would have far less hope of successif they smply started wandering
the cipriere, looking for her. With Cavallo's objections, Ponte reversed himself and refused to leave; and
when they finally set off, it was nearly full night, and al three were ravenoudy hungry and thirsty. Both of
the house's great wooden cisterns had burned at the time of the origind fire.

"According to my mother, the Doughertys and the Buttons are il fighting over the land in the courts,”
said January, leading the way aong the verge of the bayou. "Not that it'sworth agreat ded-not like land
aong theriver." He glanced back at the blackened ruin disappearing between the trees. "If the families
don't get their differences settled soon, it won't be worth the labor it'll cost to bring the place back at all.”
"How camethey to build it al in thefirst place," asked Cavdlo, "if it was not worth the labor?* He waved
irritably at the cloud of gnatsthat rose around them, ample evidence that the modest levee dlong the
bayou had crevassed in half adozen places during the years of neglect. January breathed a silent prayer
of thanks that it was winter and mosguitoes were few. In summer the place would be unendurable.
"Thiswasdl built inthe nineties." January skirted asoggy pot-hole, boots crunching on shell-an Indian
mound, where once acampsite had stood. Oaks crowned it, and crumbling platforms of brick marked
the tombs of the Dougherty family, eroding asthiswet land eroded everything intime,

"Y ou could still bring davesin from Africathen. Y ou could buy aman for three hundred dollars and you
didn't careif he died of overwork in two years. Y ou can't do that now." Asaways, leaving New Orleans
and going into the countryside brought him back to his childhood, to the smell of dew-soaked earth and
the stink of the cabins, the wailing songs of the men in the fields and the moan of the conch-shdll inthe
dusk. Pain and adeep, sad beauty beyond any words he'd ever known.

"Therearemeninmy village," said Bruno Ponte quietly, "who would sell themsalves gladly for three
hundred dollars, if they could but find abuyer. Thisisgood land here.”

Thin asanail-paring, the day-moon had dipped away below the trees, asif night had crouched waiting
under the trees, the shadows crept forth across the bayou's velvet green waters. A few early frogs
peeped, then were ill.

Hanniba would surely go to Shaw with word that none of them had been at rehearsdl. Or, if Hannibal
were unableto leave the battered mattress where he dept in the attic of Kentucky Williamss place,
Belaggio would. And Shaw had his note.

It would only be amatter of time.

But what had happened to Drusilla, wandering aone about this countryside in darkness....
"Who-dl'sthat?"

Torchflame and lanterns. Cavalo strode forward, arms outflung, crying "Molte bene!” even as January
ydled, "Wait ... !"

"You hold till there!l" ragped anasa American voice, and, when Cavallo didn't stop, added, "Hold up or
I'll shoot!" And above thejangle of bridle-bits, the creak of leather in the shadows, January heard the



clack of agunlock.

"Alt!" he shouted, heart Sinking likeastone. "Silvio, no!"And, in English, "Don't shoot, Sird" Hehad to
brace himsdlf, first againgt hisimpulse to plunge off the road and into the shelter of the swamp, and
second againg the overwhelming urge to dap Cavalo for pushing ahead so blithely. Please, God, not
Captain Chamofiet and hisdavesteders. . . "Weve had our horses stolen...."

"Well, haveyou just?' Torches wereraised. The silhouettes of douch hats and horses ears changed into
agold-and-black mosaic of faces and beasts. The hot light winked on bridle-buckles, on round, shining
equine eyes, made dull red diversadong rifle-barrels. The lead rider spit, and nudged his mount forward,
the tobacco-stink sweetish-foul on the damp dirt. A tangle of black beard showed under a decrepit
hat-brim, and along, dirty coat hung down over the horse's rump like arude caparison. "Let'sjust see
some papers on you boys."

January fished one set of his papersfrom hisjacket pocket, watching as he did so therider'sfacein the
inverted light. Patrol. There were afew fat, fair Celtic countenancesin the band, which never belonged to
swampmen. That didn't mean some of the men weren't smugglers on their nights off, he reminded himself,
glancing incongpicuoudy at the trees and ca culating his chances of headlong and immediate flight.

These weren't promising. Three riders moved their horses around to circle them, rifles cradled with
careless deftnessin the crooks of their arms. The captain bent from the saddle to hand the papers back,
and held out his hand to Cavallo.

"Wearea Cornouiller,” explained Cavaloin his careful English. "My friendsand |, and ayoung lady
name Drudlladisola"

"l don't careif you was picnickin' on Andrew Jackson's front lawn with the Queen of Spain,” said the
captain. "Let's see some papers, boy."

January thought, Shit. "Sir," he said, "please dlow meto introduce Signor Silvio Cavallo of Milan, and
Bruno Ponte of Naples. They are Itdians, engaged to meet Mr. Burton at Cornouiller to-"

"Eye-tadians, hunh?' The captain stepped down from his horse, flipping apistol into hishand ashe did so
like amagician producing an egg from thin air, and reached to take the lantern from the rider beside him.
He held the beam on Cavallo'sface, then shifted it to Ponte, who had sprung to hisfriend'ssde at the
first hint of danger. January saw the mud-streaked, soot-grimed clothing, the swart complexions and
close-curled dark hair, and felt his heart plummet. "That'sone | ain't heard before, anyways. And | do
got to say, you boys surelook like high-yellasto me."

"OI' Man Ulloa over to Bayou Go-to-Hell had a high-yellaboy who'd do that, Mr. Pickney," provided
the beardless-and chinless-stripling who'd handed the cap tain hislantern. "Go on into town tellin'
ever'one hesaEye-tdian, and not no nigger at al.”

"That so?' Captain Pickney cocked a speculative brown eye back at Cavallo.

BarbaraHambly

"What isit?" demanded the tenor, disconcerted at the lack of response. He fell back astep to January.
"What is happening? Who are these men?"

Ponte flung a quick glance toward the woods, and January guessed that had he been aone-or had he
been only with January-hed have runfor it. Asit was, he moved protectively to hisfriend'sside. Not
understanding, maybe, what was going on, but knowing that something was.

"They think you're adave, an octoroon." January berated himself for not having gone to the Swamp to
look for Hanniba before leaving town. Annoyed as he'd been at Madame Montero's rescue the night
beforelast, he knew if an indisputably white man were with them now, they would not be having this
trouble.

The custom of the country.

"Perche?" Cavallo turned back to Pickney, horrified bafflement on hisface. "Do | look like aNegro?
Look-ame...dol ... uh. . ." Hefished in his subjunctiveless English vocabul ary.

"Silvio, leaveit," cautioned Ponte softly.

"Any you boys speak French?' Pickney turned to canvass the posse at large. Though most of the wealthy
plantersin any given parish were likely to be French, or at least to have learned to spesk the language
enough to communicate with those who held the mgjority of wedlth and land in the district, once you got



away from the choiceland on theriver, it was a matter of chance who you'd be ableto talk to. The men
who rode patrol were largely drawn from the smaller farmers, the crackerswho tilled-or had adave or
two till-the marshy and lessvaluable acres of cotton and corn. Forty milesto the southwest, on the other
sde of the Bayou des Allemands, there would have been no question-in fact they'd have been hard-put
to find amember of the posse who spoke English. But in this part of Jefferson Parish there were as many
crackers descended from Welsh and Scots-Irish as there were from the old Acadian stock.

"Vigaud's daughter gettin' married,” provided another rider, a heavy-featured man with adirty red
waistcoat under histrailing surtout coat. "That's where him and Clopard and the Nain brothers went.
Probly most of the rest of the Frenchies around here, too.”

"Widl, shit." Pickney chewed for amoment in slence. "And Marsan'sup in town."

"Hiswife might till be at Roseaux.” The fat man pronounced it "Rose-oh.”

"Hegot ali'l ga up intown, so he don't take her nor Miss Jocelyn up moren he hasto.”

Pickney sniffed. "Y ou'd think those galsd have more sense, given what he doneto the last one. Well, if'n
they ain't there, somebody'll have to ride on up to town, find out what's happenin'. Meantime'-he turned
back to January, hefted the pistol that had never at any time been pointed anywhere but at his
heart-"looks like the three of you is gonna spend the night in my barn.”



? THIRTEEN

"Thisisan outrage!" Cavallo sormed as No Chin and Red Waistcoat thrust him and his companions at
gunhoint into the farthest stall of Mr. Pickney'sbarn. " A barbarity!"

"Soitis," sad January. He wondered if the young man meant the fact that he, awhite man, had been
mistaken for and treated like ablack one, or that anyone had the legad right to treat anyone likethisat all.
"Thisisthe United States!" the Milanese went on passionately, faling into French, since none of the
Americanswas listening anyway. "The land of Washington, of Jefferson! Theland that showed al the
world the upward road to freedom!™

"Get your boots off, boys." Pickney tossed alength of chain up over one of the low rafters and held out
the stout curved shackles attached to either end.

At leadt, thought January, the stal they were being put into had been mucked out after itslast tenancy.
That was something. And if the barn was ramshacklein the ex treme, like most buildings erected by that
semi-indigent, semi-barbaric class of smal farmers known as crackers, at least there was abarn. Many
crackers|et their horses and mules make do with rude pens and, at most, unwalled shelters, like the cattle
and swinethat lived at large in the woods. Pickney's house, dimly glimpsed acrossthe gloom of a
dung-littered dooryard, differed from the average dave-cabin only in Sze, and that not by much. The
whole place reeked of woodsmoke and pigs.

Under cover of Cavalo'sindignation (. . . ingpiration for the world of free men, debased by such asyou.
...) January promptly sat on the dirt floor with hisback to the single lantern'sdim light, dipped the
skinning-knife from his boot, and thrust it under the stacks of dirty hay stored in the stdl. Hisskin
prickled at the thought of surrendering hislast possibility of flight, but to resist, he knew, would have
gotten him anything from a beating to abullet in the back.

Patience, Don Quixote had said, and shufle the cards.

"Rufel" Pickney shoved the cross-bar of the shackleinto place and locked it, thrust afinger in the space
behind January's tendon to make sure there was no way he could dip hisfoot clear. At hiscadl, asmal,
middle-aged man in the worn asnaburg clothing of a dave appeared from the shadows. " Get these boys a
couple blankets and some pone. Y ou." Helooked back at Cavalo. "Boots off."

"Yougotohdl!

The pistol came up. Ponte moved to throw himsalf between them and January said in Itdian, "Dolit,
Sivio."

"I will not be chained likeadog . . ."

"Doit!"

Red Waistcoat started forward and Pickney got to hisfeet, flipping his pistol around in his hand,
club-wise. Neither seemed angry, only resigned to atedious annoyance.

"What are they going to do?' demanded Cavdllo, falling back a step. " Shoot me? En?"

"They're going to beat the tar out of you for being uppity,” January told him. "Now get your boots off."
Cavdlosa. "Thisplace ginks," he said, pulling hisboots off. "Y ou tell thisfarmer that hisbarn sinkslike
asawer."

"Yeah, I'll tell himthat." January watched as Cavallo's ankleswere chained. "Mr. Pickney, Sir," hesaid as
the farmer stood again. When he spoke, January could see his breath in the lantern-light. "Would you be
riding out on patrol again after you leave us here? | ask because there was another member of our party,
ayoung Italian woman, who became separated from us, and who isamogt certainly lost in the woods."
He spoke his best English-far better than Pickney's, in fact-well aware that for both the French and the
Americans, educated speech often proved more telling than freedom papersin establishing one asafree
man.

"She spesks no English,”" hewent on, "and very little French. Like Signor Cavalo, she might very essily
be taken for awoman of color.”

Pickney regarded him steadily for amoment, dmost visbly checking behind the words themselvesfor a
plan or ploy, as he would have checked behind acurtain at the sight of a suspicious movement. Then he



nodded. "I'll keep aeye out." And spit into the hay. Bruno, whom the chinless youth had chained to the
upright at the end of the stall, had said hardly aword through the whole encounter, only watched the
guns, and the faces of the men, with the same animal readinessin his dark eyes as held had when he
watched Shaw.

A pesasant, when al was said and done, thought January, taking the word as a definition rather than an
insult. A paysan. Raised in aworld that was far closer to the twelfth century than to the nineteenth. And
ready to die, with casud ferocity, for the sake of hisfriend.

Y dlow light lurched drunkenly over the rafters as Red Waistcoat picked up the lantern, shadows bellying
forward to swalow al in blackness. The barn door shut. Cold mist flowed between the warped and
shrunken boards of thewalls.

"Why the hell did you tell him that?' Cavalo's comprehension of English wasn't good, but he evidently
understood "ayoung Italian woman," and "woods." Hay scrunched and the chain between January's feet
jerked asthe tenor shifted his seet. "Now they'll be looking for her aswell.”

"Shelll be safer, believe me, if the men think there's a chance she's a European lady instead of arunaway
octoroon girl." A mule ssamped and snuffled in the dark ness. Near-by a savage rustle sounded in the
straw, and arat squeaked in pain. "l only hopeif she runsinto someone, it will be the patrols and not
smugglersfrom the Barataria.”

"And this-this barbarity! To mistake usfor Negroes-to treat usin thisfashion! Isthisacommonplacein
thisfine country of yours?'

"For black menitis”

"And do you think," said Bruno's soft voice, "that the trestment a contadino receivesin Sicily at the hands
of the padroni isany different? Thereisagreat ded of injusticein theworld, Signor Janvier. My father
was killed when | wasfifteen, for striking the man who raped my sister-not just shaming her once, but
upon a dozen occasions, whenever he would meet her in the fields or the woods. He was the son of the
locd lord. Hisfather had my father shot by one of his shepherds. There were no charges brought.”

Metd clinked in the raw blackness. "Oneday | will go back to Sicily and kill Don Remigio, and hisson,
but then | will dieaswell. Thelaw liesin the hands of such asthey. Thisiswhat therisorginzento is,
Signor. Thisiswhat Young Itay is. Not just to cast out the stupid Germanheads. Not just to avenge
ourselves on therich. When Italy is one country, and not adozen little lands, then the lords of those little
lands will have someone big who can say to them, These things you will not do. Until that time, the
wretched of the earth will wear chains as surdly asyou and | and Silvio wear them tonight.”

Slitsof yellow light bobbed in the darkness. January heard aman whistling an old song hisfather used to
sing, about the rabhbit in the brier, and then the stable-door creaked. "Hello the shop!™ called out a husky
voice, marred with the telltale roughness of the early stages of consumption, and the dave Rufe appeared
around the end of the stal. He had a couple of ragged blankets thrown over one shoulder and abasket in
hishand.

"Mr. Pickney really going to get M'am Marsan to come over in the morning?' asked January asthe dave
hung his lantern on anail and dropped the blankets to the hay.

"Oh, sure. Don't you worry about that." Actually, a certain number of January's apprehensions had
abated with just alook at Rufe in better light. Though alittle thin, the man had clearly not been starved or
beaten. Nor did he have the hangdog look of onewho livesin fear, something that told January at leest a
few reassuring things about his captor's honesty and intentions. "Last month the patrol catched awoman
said she was bound south to meet her husband in New Iberia; said aman up by Big Temple Mound took
her freedom papers. Mr. Pickney, herode al the way up to town, made sure she was who she said she
was and that she was free. Though she had to get new papersin town, of course. But he honest, Mr.
Pickney."

He set down the basket in front of Cavallo, and with it abig gourd of water. January noticed the man
never got within arm-reach of any of the three prisoners. It wasn't the first time by along chak, January
reflected, that Pickney's Rufe had played jailer.

"Your friendsredly Eye-talians?' He regarded them curioudy. Covered with filth and soot, they could
have been anything from bedouins to Chickasaws.



"That they are," said January. "Asisthe young lady | spoke of to Mr. Pickney-"

"Cacchio!" Cavalo, who had drawn the basket to him, sat back with a pone of ash-bread in one hand, a
handful of ground-nutsin the other, and alook of disgust on his handsomeface. "Thisiswhat they give
their davesto live on in this country? Unrisen bread and-what? Pigfood?*

"Ground-nuts." January hunkered beside him, showed him how to break the thin husk and shake out the
kernels of meat. "Peanuts-Arachis hypogaea, and yes, they are used asfodder for pigs, which means
they're perfectly edible for human beings. They don't take much looking after, and you can live on them
for weeksif you have to-one bush will yield pounds of the things." He popped two into his mouth and
Cavdlo bit cautioudy on one. Rufe laughed at his expression.

"All right,” he said, throwing up hishands. "Y ou got me convinced. | never met anigger yet, no matter
how bright, that didn't know what agoober was. They'sltaiansal right.

"Whichisagood thing," he added, "consderin’ some of thefolk that come to see Mr. Marsan when the
moon's dark like tonight, an' the tide'sin."

January's glance cut sharply to him, hearing in his voice the stedthy echo of rowlocksin the bayou that
led back to the heart of the Barataria country, and the mutter of bargains struck in darkness for human
cargo runin from Africaor Cubain defiance of thelaw. Shaw had spoken truly when held said that as
long asthe sale of daveswaslegd, and the ownership of one man by another was countenanced in any
formin the United States, there would be men who'd buy human cattle chegp and bring them in, to
charge what the hungry market would bear.

Belaggio had made this ddightful discovery: the men, and woman, held purchased for three hundred
dollars gpiece in Havana were sdlablein New Orleansfor four or five timesthat much. How grest a
percentage of Belaggio's profit had Marsan charged, January wondered, to act as go-between?

"Y ou mean Captain Chamoflet?' he asked, and Rufe shook his head.

"Ask me no questionsan' | tellsyou no lies. An' believe me, friend, in this part of the country, that'sthe
best advice you'l ever hear."

"Youmight tell Mr. Pickney," said January carefully, "and anyone e se who might need to know it, thet in
case Madame Marsan isn't a Roseaux, my family in town and Mr. Belaggio that's the head of the opera
company these two gentlemen are in-know we were in this part of the country today and will be looking
for us. Or in case Madame Marsan turns out not to speak Itaian after all." He stood up as he spoke, his
gaze meeting that of the dave, and he saw in those bright, intelligent eyes the understanding of what
wasn't asked:

Am| safe?

Isyour master to be trusted, with every man in the parish in on smuggling daves or blood-related to folks
who kidnap those they find roving free?

AreYou to be trusted? Or do you get a percentage for easing captives fears with promises that
everything will bedl right?

AsK me no questions....

Rufe's smile broadened alittle, rueful and bemused. "Well, | don't know about M'am Marsan hersdf," he
said, ducking his head. "But Dinah that's housemaid over to Roseaux isthe daughter of the cook a Mr.
Clopard's place down the bayou, an' she says they got awhite governessto teach Miss Jocelyn Italian, a
little bit anyway, like ladies are supposed to know. So you should be dll right.”

January spent the remainder of the night trying to plot an escape without knowing how many smugglers
held haveto fight in total blackness, how well they'd be armed, and where exactly Pickney's shabby farm
lay in relaion to Bayou des Familles. It was afutile exercise and he knew it, but it kept his mind off the
licein the blankets and Cavdlo's indignant harangue about leaving Ladlsolato her own devices-Does he
think welll have sumbled across her by plunging into the woods at random insteed of following the bayou
back to the river? and about what they would or could do to return to New Orleansintimefor La
Muette de Portici the following night.

"Thiswhole affair might well be that whore Montero's doing!™ stormed the tenor at one point, yanking on
the chain that snaked up over therafter so that it jerked on January's ankles. "I would not put it past her!
It makes more sense than the Audrians locking us up and then doing nothing to us. It isno difficult thing



for her to hire men to wait here for us, to dip apaper under Belaggio's door for poor Drusillato find.
Montero would do anything to return to center stage-and to that Austrian lickspittle's bed!”

Except, thought January, for the fact that Montero wouldn't have put the blood in the desk-drawer if she
was making arrangements with old Queen Regine to have Lad'Isola puking her guts out two hours
before the performance.

In hismind he saw again Olympe's strong black hands sorting through the withered little bunches of
pennyroyd and St. John'swort, tobacco and mouse-bones, and heard her voice, degp and smoky like
their mother's: Had she enemies of her own? Just 'cause you keep soap in the kitchen doesn't makeit
food.

And there was something, he thought suddenly, that didn't fit. That wasn't right. His mind grasped at the
mists of half-perceived connections.... Something about the poisoning ...

Something Cavalo had said? Pickney? Someone ... "But what of Signora Scie, and Belaggio?' Bruno
asked in hisquiet voice. "And they waited for you, too, you say, Signor Janvier, in the dark."

He propped himself up on one ebow in the blanket he had spread for himself and hisfriend: adifference
from Americans, January reflected, who would each have appropriated one of the ragged coverings and
left the black member of the party to make do with shivering in the hay. "It was to be expected that
Drusllawould call onyou for help, for you know the countryside. It was only coincidence that she
encountered us on her way out of town. They might have seen us and thought, Che celo! Now we must
kill three men rather than one, and thought better of it."

"Why would they think that?' demanded Cavalo. "We are done. They are Austrians. Dead men tell no
taes”

The chorus-boy shrugged, and with a peasant's matter-of-fact practicality scooped hay over to cover the
two of them like an extra blanket, something January had dready done for himsdf. "If Belaggio isone of
them, perhaps he didn't want to have to find someone to sng Masanidllo at the last minute.”

"Well, if Madame Marsan has gone into town adready for the opera,” said January in adry voice, "that's
what he'sgoing to haveto do.”

Thisled to heated speculation about how well Orlando Partinico-Cavallo's cover for the role-would sing,
and just where and how Madame Montero would have found bravoswilling to liein wait for her rival.
Just asif, thought January wearily, they did not dl stand in danger of losing their liberty and perhapstheir
livesthe following morning. But oddly enough the argument-and its subsequent tangent about the
necessity for Itdian unification and the formation and compaosition of alegidature dong American
lines-proved adistraction from his own fears. On those few occasions on which he did fall adeep,
January dreamed he was a supernumerary on-stage in an interminable opera conssting entirely of ricitatif.
It was nearly noon before the creak of carriage-prings and the durp of hoovesin the muddy yard
announced the arrival of Madame Marsan. January and, perforce, Cavallo-the chain over the rafter was
barely long enough for both men to stand side by side-went to the outer wall of their stal and peered
through the gaping cracksto the misty sunlight of the yard, where a coachman was just climbing down
from the box of aplain, scratched, and much-mended green landaul et.

Having seen the smart black phagton Marsan drove in town, with its matched white team and sparkling
brass, January felt a sort of shock of distaste. Not only the carriage was old. The horses, ablack and a
roan, were both decrepit and thin, and the roan's knees were scarred. Not an animal adandified seeker
after perfection like Marsan would have tolerated in his stables. Certainly the dress worn by the woman
Pickney helped down was as unfashionable as the carriage, and as frequently repaired, reminding January
of the dightly outdated frocks she and her daughter had worn to the opera. As he watched her with the
cracker, he could see fear of men in her rigid stance and the unconscious distance she kept from him, in
the way she held her gloved hands folded tight before her breast. Like Rose, when first held met her.
Wary asafox scenting atrap.

She glanced in the direction of the barn when Pickney gestured and hesitated, asif she feared Pickney
had sent for her only to lure her into that building and ravish her.

She signed to the footman standing on the carriage's rear, an enormous man whose shaven head and
massive shoulders were vaguely familiar to January. When he got down, the carriage rocking with his



weight, and followed her and Pickney acrossto the barn, January recognized the rolling stride, the
Soringy animd crouch.

It wasthe fighter Big Lou.

"...saysthey'sltdians,” Pickney was explaining asthey approached. "But | seen octoroons lighter'n
them, an' it'sbest to be sure. | am sorry if | kept you from gartin' for town......"

"Itisquitedl right,” Madame Marsan replied in her uncertain English. Her bonnet was old, too, of a
widebrimmed, flat style January hadn't seenin years. It threw akind of pale shade on her thin face, likea
vell that did not obscure the anxiety in her dark eyes. "But you understand | must not stay. My husband
expectsme. . . ." Shedidn't turn her head, but January saw in her stance her awareness of Big Lou
looming a pace behind her.

"We drivesfast, we makesit by four, mam." Therewas akind of careless sullennessin the big man's
curioudy soft, high voice. "But best we drivesfast. Y ou know how Michie Vincent don't like to be kept
waitin'."

Thewoman gtiffened, though her dight, noncommittal haf-smiledidn't dter. "Still," she said, "one cannot
refuseto help menintrouble.”

"Sounds like they got theirselvesin their own trouble, m am.” Hiswords came out asakind of crumbly
mumble, asif no one had ever gpoken much to him asachild, or expected words from himin return.
"What | wantsto know is, what'd a couple of Itdiansan’ anigger be doin' wanderin' around the old
Dougherty place thet time of night anyways?"

The open door flung awan glareinto the barn. Madame Marsan hastened forward, wobbling on her iron
pattensin the muck. She was, January redized, actualy avery pretty woman, dark and dim likean
expendve greyhound. But long years of desperate invisibility had told on her, bleached her of anything
that might trigger her gorgeous husband's volatile wrath.

Cavallo and January, each guiding hisend of the chain with ahand, came together along the path of the
beam to the sdl's end as Bruno got to hisfeet and bowed.

"Belissmamadama." Cavallo bent over her hand. "Do you speak Italian? How can | convince you thet |
amwho | say | an-Silvio Cavdlo of Milan. .. ."

"Good heavend" Madame Marsan's free hand flew to her lips. "Oh, my dear Sir ... Yourethe music
magter! From the opera Tuesday, the silly music master with the curled wig!"

Cavdlo bowed again, <till more deeply, kissing the gloved hand again. "Belliss mamadama, my thanks.
My eternd thanks."

Sheturned to Bruno and asked in careful Itdian, "And you are aso one of the Singers?’

"l am, bellamadonna." The young Sicilian likewise saluted her hand. "Bruno Ponte, of the chorus, now
and forever at your service and in your debt. And thisman is Signor Janvier, of the orchestra, who was
good enough to come after us and Signorina d'l solawhen we needed guidance and help.”

"But | am not Italian,” said January gravely in French. For oneingtant the woman's dark eyes sparkled
appreciatively-then wiped themsel ves clean of humor amost by reflex, asif evenin hisabsence her
hushband would disapproveif she laughed. January wondered if Big Lou carried tales.

"Monsieur Pickney, these men are-are indeed who they say they are." She turned back to the captain of
the patrol with astiff diffidence, bracing hersdf dightly, asif she expected anger, acurse or ablow.
And when Pickney immediately replied, "That's good to know, m'am, an’ | thank you for troublin'
yoursdlf to come here,”" January saw how the woman's shoulders relaxed. She had learned never to
disagree with, or disappoint, aman.

"Best we begoin', mam,” mumbled Big Lou as Pickney knelt to unlock the shackle from January's
ankles. "1 makesit noon now, an' you know how Michie Vincent gits. . . ."

"Yes," shesaid quickly, "yes, of course. | hope Mademoisdlle Jocelyn has finished the packing and is
ready-"

"Anybody to home?'

Big Lou spun, ready as an animal to respond to athreat as a gawky form ambled into the square of the
open door'slight. At the fighter's reaction, Abishag Shaw stepped back, neatly and unobtrusively, into
safer distance: for one instant January was aware of each gauging the other. Then each relaxed just



dightly, and Shaw came into the shadows of the barn. "Wéll, herés where you got to, Maestro!” He
pulled his hat off at the Sght of Madame Marsan, but went on. "Y ou never heard such a catawumptious
conniption, with Belaggio an' yore pal Sefton an' it seemed like best-al ever'body comin' into the Cabildo
durin' the evenin' sayin' as how the four of you been murdered......"

"Thefour of us?' January sat to pull on hisboots again, making aplay of searching for something among
the toud ed blankets to cover surreptitioudy scooping his knifeinto his pocket. "Mademoisdle disola
didn't return?’

"Sheain't with you?' The rain-colored eyes narrowed and cut Sdelong to Pickney'sface. "Y oung Italian
gd about twenty, wearin' ayeler dress an’ white sash? My name's Shaw, by the way, Abishag Shaw of
the New Orleans City Guards. . . ."

"Sam Pickney." The white men shook hands. "Mr. January heretold ustherewasayoung lady missn'. . .

"M'am," interposed Big Lou again, and there was ameaningful edgeto hiswords. "Best we be goin', or
Michie Vincent gonnabe mad.”

"Yes," sad Madame Marsan hadtily. "Certainly. Monsieur Pickney, if you'll excuse me, | must return and
get my daughter so that we. . ."

"M'am Marsan?" Shaw put his hat againgt his chest, looked down at the drab figure before him. "M'am
BdleMarsan?'

"Thishere M'am Marsan." Big Lou interposed himsdf between the woman and Shaw, watchful contempt
in eyeslike smdl black beads. Like his French, his English was durred and crumpled, and there was
neither fear nor diffidencein hisvoice. He was sure of his ground and gpparently feared no white man's
retaiation. "Michie Vincent told me bring her on safeinto town.”

Told you to keep Americans from her, too, thought January, observing thetilt of the scarred bullet head,
the compacting of the breast and belly muscles benesth the neat mudin shirt, the blue fustian coat.
Ingtinctively readying himself to lash out.

Shaw met thebig man'seyes. "They'stime," he said in English. After along moment Big Lou dropped his
gaze-far longer than any white man would have expected a black oneto hold his eyes and Shaw shifted
his glance back to the woman. In execrable French he went on. " At Roseaux they told me as how you
was comin' here," and a beat of slence followed thewords, like the small deadly breath of wind that
precedes the driving sorm-rains. "Best you have aseat, mam.”

She pulled her hand from Shaw's-and Pickney's-attempts to guide her to the nearest seat, whichwasin
fact the top of afirkin outside the barn door. January could seein Pickney's eyes, and Rufe's, what he
himsalf knew: Best you have a seat, m'am aways trandated to | have bad newsfor you. The worst of
bad news. She gtiffened like achild bracing for awhipping. "Tdl me."

Shaw folded his big hands before him, respecting her choice of time and place. "Vincent Marsan was
found dead early thismornin'," he said. "In the alley beside the American Theater."



? FOURTEEN

January recognized the plantation of Les Roseaux immediately as one held visited on the same scouting
mission in 1814 that had taken him to Cornouiller. On seeing the place from the back of Sam Pickney's
light wagon, however, hefelt the samejolt of distaste held experienced at the sight of the carriage itself.
Marsan'sfinicking wardrobe, his mistress, and hislavish town equipage had dl given January the
UNCONSCi ous expectation that at Les Roseaux he would see reflected the same progperity.

Instead, he saw fields nearly as overgrown and neglected as those a La Cornouiller, run-down
dave-cabins, ahousein need of paint and patching. In dl things, not just in women, Marsan was aman
who would not share. He'd rather match his sapphire cuff-buttons than pay for anew dressfor hiswife.
Even the sawmill, ostensibly the source of the plantation's profits, had adilapidated air. Only afew dozen
cypresstrunkslay outsdeit, and the piles of lumber stacked behind it were small.

"Far'swe cantdl," said Shaw quietly in French as much to include Cavalo asto exclude Rufe on the
driver's seat, "Marsan died sometime between midnight-which iswhen the last wagon came through that
alley to the Promenade Hotel-and six, when thefirst couple horseswent out.” He glanced ahead of them
at the landaulet, but satisfied himsdlf that there was no chance that Madame Marsan could possibly
overhear. She sat like awooden thing in the middle of its sedt, tearlesdy telling over her rosary with
fingersthat shook.

Neverthel ess he edged his bony chestnut horse closer to the wagon-Big Lou had expressed the same
sentiments about free colored riding in Michie Vincent's carriage that the cabmen of New Orleans
did-and kept hisvoice low. "Nobody heard nuthin’, nor saw nuthin' from the street, an' maskers goin'
back an' forth along Camp Street most of the night. He was carved up bad. Face, chest, belly. . ."
"Hands?" asked January, and one of Shaw's pale browstilted.

"No," hesaid. "No, hedidn't fight. He took one deep stab straight under the left shoul der-blade from
behind, then dl therest in the front, like asif held falen down an' the man what did it knelt on top of him
an' cut. Somebody wanted to make damn sure Belaggio was dead thistime.”

"Or somebody was damn mad.”

"If somebody was damn mad, he was damn cardless, too." Shaw turned his head aside and spit. "If'n
you're gonnakill somebody like that, you should at least take the trouble to make sure of your man.”

In hismind, January saw the two men together, framed in the lion-gold curtains of the Trulove balroom.
Saw how both towered over the cowering girl, amost obscuring her from sight. Of course an attacker
would mistake the one for the other.

"Maybe he thought he had.” January remembered a so the note that drew La d'lsolato this haf-deserted
countryside, d'1sola, who would naturally have been with Belaggio at that hour. After her unexplained
absence from the dressrehearsal that afternoon, her name might have been enough to ensure Belaggio's
appearance at the theater after midnight. "What does Belaggio say?"

"Not much,” said the policeman. "L ooked sick asacat when | talked to him thismornin’, jumpin'
whenever one of them fireworks went off in the back. Say, they redly gonna have avolcano erupt
on-stege?’

"Suchistheintention,” said January. "l fed certain that even if Mademoisdle d'lsolaisn't found-or isn't
wdll enough to perform when she isfound-Madame Montero will be more than ready to step into the
role.” And he outlined to Shaw the tale of the "operalesson” and its sequel, continuing with Ladlsolas
discovery of the "note" that had brought her to Bayou des Familles. "As Signor Cavalo said yesterday, it
would make agood deal more sense to have set the trap today-the night of the performanceitself-if the
intention was to disrupt the opera, or substitute Madame Montero for d'lsolaonstage. Obvioudy,” he
added grimly, "it wasn't. | takeit thisisn't asimple case of robbery."

"Marsan had a hundred and fifty dollarsin theinside pocket of his coat, not to mention hiswatch an' a
ring an, astickpin with atopaz in it the sze of your fingernail. Cadwell saysthe dress rehearsdl finished at
six-barely timefor Mr. Russdll's stage crew to set up for that night's performance of The Forty
Thieves-an' when he mentioned Belaggio came back to the theater after it was done, Belaggio



remembered as how yes, hed come back to fetch a couple of them liberettos hed left in his office. He
didn't gay, though, he says."

"He does, does he?' The house a Roseauix came into view around the cluster of bayou oaks, and on the
steps stood Mr. Knight, looking even more prim and disapproving than usua, his hand on the shoulder of
the young Mademoisdlle Jocdyn Marsan.

"My dear Madame. . ." The business manager hastened down the steps.

"Isit true, Mama?' Mademoiselle Marsan's voice had adead quality to it, al emotion boned tight as her
straight-fronted schoolgirl corset. Her frock had been cut down from awoman's, with too little fabric in
the skirt, and telltale lines where seams had been picked out and pieces skillfully joined. Her black hair
hung in braids, fineassdlk.

"Thisgentleman saysthat it is." 1sabellaMarsan drew a deep breath, steadying hersdf on Mr. Knight's
arm as she descended. "If you'll go around to the back gallery Messires, one of the men will take your
horse and bring you ... bring you coffee and sandwiches." Her glance encompassed Cavallo and Ponte,
settling indtinctively the conundrum of thelogistics of Creole hospitdity by which Europeans-even
Europeansin muddied boots with soot crusted on their shirts-rated an invitation to the parlor while
Kaintucks would be relegated to the back gallery, if that. "Mongeur Knight, if you would be so good. . ."
"Of course, Madame." Thefactor led her up the stepsto the house, where atal, thin manin abutler's
livery waited just within the French door that led to the women's side of the house.

By thetime Rufe had |et Cavallo and Ponte off by the brick piazza at the rear of the house, and a servant
came to take Shaw's horse, most of the housemaids, the plantation laundress and carpenter, the sawmiill
boss, Big Lou'strainer, and the cook were clustered behind the kitchen, just out of the line of sight from
the back gdlery. Rufe drew rein and January sprang down asthe butler came down the galery stepsand
crossed the yard-

"It true?" asked the sawmill boss, glancing from Rufe to January to the butler asal three came around the
corner of the little building, with that instinctive sense of where those places were that the white folks
couldn't see. "Jules?'

In English, Rufereplied, "It'swhat the man say,” and Julesthe butler nodded. January felt the ripple of
exhaled breath among the assembled men and women. Saw how shoulders relaxed, bodies |oosened.
Eyesshut in brief prayers of thanks. Given the near-certainty of sdethat would result in the death of the
Master, the bresking of communities and families-given the fact thet the devil one knew was nearly
adwayslessterrifying than the unknown darkness of the future-it was a devastating indictment of the man
asamagter.

He's gone. He's dead.

Whatever's going to happen now, it surely can't beworse.

Since Rufe didn't pesk more than afew words of French, January filled in what details he knew: that
Marsan had been stabbed to death, his body found in an dley in town; that he had not been robbed.
"Wasit the family of that girl?" asked Jules, speaking better French than January commonly heard even
among house servants. Speaking, too, asif even here hefeared to be overheard. "That girl he killed?"
"They don't know who it was." January stepped aside from the servants around Rufe. He was about to
say, Hewaskilled by accident, in mistake for someone e se, but in stead, he asked, thinking of
Dominique, "What wasthe girl's name?'

"Sidonie Laage." Thebutler was afew years younger than January, though his hair was grayer and held
lost quite afew teeth. Two small fresh scabs marked the left side of hisface: riding-whip, January
identified them at once. Smilar, dightly older marks welted the cheekbones of one laundress and the
cook. "l dways said no good would come of that, for all that whitejury let him off. No proof he doneit,
they said. Of course there was proof. An' it wasn't the first time he beat her for speakin' to another man.”
He shook hishead. "1 dways knew thered be trouble from the girl.”

"Could this have been the smugglers?' asked January even more softly. Ask me no questions...

Maybe Belaggio had asked more questions than he should have. Maybe Captain Chamoflet had smply
resented someone moving in on theillicit importing of daves.

"l don't know anything about that." The butler lowered his dark eyes. "It's better, hereabouts, not to



know." January glanced toward the house. Shaw and the two Italians sat on wicker chairs on the rear
gdlery, taking to Mr. Knight, who sat asfar from the Kaintuck as was possible within the same group.
The plump cook emerged from the kitchen, bearing atray that contained sandwiches and lemonade. As
she handed thisto Jules, shelooked up at January and said, "Asif everyone in this countryside doesn't
know about Captain Chamoflet. Don't you listen to Jules, Sir. But if you're thinking it was the captain, or
any of hisboys, that's ridiculous. Michie Vincent dways kept on the good side of the captain when they
dedlt together, and how not? He wasn't stupid, Michie Vincent, except about that temper of his."

"And even there" said thetrainer inaquiet voice, "I did notice that he never getsreal mad, killin' mad, a
anyone who can fight back, or hurt him later.”

"Besdes," the cook went on, " Captain Chamoflet, he doesn't go up to town much. Why kill aman there
with the police dl around, when you know hell have to come riding down here some night?*

January watched Jules cross the yard with the tray, mount the steps of the rear gallery. Shaw was
sketching out directions with his big, lumpy-knuckled hands, gesturing toward the bayou, toward the
town. A search party for d'lsola, dmost certainly. By the shadow of the kitchen's sagging roof on the dirt
of theyard, it was nearly two. January's silver watch had stopped-he'd forgotten to wind it last night,
gtting awake listening for the tread of dave-stedlersin the damp dark of the barn.

The curtain would go up on LaMuette de Portici a seven, d'lsolaor no disola.

Did that make a difference? he wondered. Had someone sent anote to Belaggio last night, teling him to
be at the theater?

Or had he gone there to meet Marsan? Marsan, who had acted as go-between for his dave-dedling?
Who less than aweek ago had challenged him to adud? Marsan, who had afurious temper, and the
devil of jedousy in hisheart?

Conversely, had Marsan gone there, arriving after Belaggio's departure, and seen something-or
someonest the theater? Tinkering, maybe, with Mount VVesuviusin order to guarantee adisaster at the
performance tonight?

The blood in the drawer. The milky sunlight on the burned house at La Cornouiller. A voice whispering
"nigger” inthe dley's darkness, and Marguerite lying in Olympe's house, sinking deeper and deeper into
cold and slence....

Where did that nagging sensation come from in hismind, the feding that he/d heard something recently
that didnt fit?

". .. dudsover the damnedest stupid things!" The cook's voice brought him back to the present. "He
killed afellow named Brouillard cause of the color of his necktie hisnecktie! ‘Cause Brouillard sad it
didn't match hiswaistcoat or somefool thing like that. Poor M'am Marsan lost anight's deep weeping till
shewas near Sick over it with fear, for, of course, if Michie Vincent wereto die, shed never keep this
place, and her with ayoung daughter and no son, and the whole crop borrowed against before the cane
stood three feet tall.”

January looked back toward the house. The coachman was leading out the carriage again with anew
team-as mismatched and sorry asthe former-preparatory to taking the widow to town to claim her
husband's body at the Charity Hospital morgue. One of the maids emerged from the cabinet that housed
the attic sairs, her asmsfull of mourning dresses, and with the girl Jocelyn at her hedl's crossed to the
door into Madame Marsan's bedroom.

Absurd to think that even with the money from smuggling daves, Marsan hadn't been in debt. Having
been married for ten years to adressmaker, January had agood idea of what it cost to be adandy: to
indulge the obsession with clothing to that meticulous degree.

Shaw's horse was hitched to the footman's dickey, the scar-kneed roan saddled beside it on alead.
Morelogistics of hospitaity, thought January wryly. Cavallo and Ponte would of course beinvited to ride
inthe landaulet. They were, after dl, Europeans, and civilized men. The Kaintuck would ride behind.
Under ordinary circumstances January would be left to walk, but hisinclusion in the party with those
Madame Marsan considered his betters required some means of transportation be found for him aswell.
"Did hefight?'

"That hedid, Sr, and was brought back here three-quarters dead on aplank. Michie Knight wasfit to



split his corset-lacings, he was so mad, and you could hear M'am Marsan weeping clear out to the
quarters”

Onthegdlery Cavdlo sprang to hisfeet, hammered onefist into his pam. Litdianain Algeri. January
remembered ironically the opera of that name, and tried to imagine the lovely soprano tricking her way
out of alustful Pashas harem and escaping to a convenient ship with her own true love.

But her own true love was dead, he thought, in the place of the lover sheld sought to escape. And disola
hersdf...

If worse came to worst, he supposed Captain Chamofiet could be traced through one of Hannibal's
disreputable connections in the Swamp, and the girl ransomed. If Belaggio's jeadl ousy-or avarice-proved
unequa to the task, they could probably apply to the Sicilian consul, whose jurisdiction aso covered
Nespolitans.

That was dways assuming that Drusillahadn't met the man who'd smashed Marguerite's skull. The man
who'd doused the contents of that drawer with blood.

Asthe other daves dispersed to spread the news to the stables, the laundry, the quarters, January |ooked
around him at the run-down kitchen, the unpainted stucco of the shabby house. Only afew men moved
around the sawmill, and there was little evidence of industry there. In the other direction, past the kitchen,
he could just glimpse along, low brick building set behind aline of trees. Thoughiit lay closetothe
bayou, the treeswould screen it from either the water or the road: it wasthe only building in dl of the
dilapidated plantation that |ooked new and well-maintained. And even more curioudy-on a plantation
whose depth back from the bayou was severely limited by the narrowness of the high ground-the ground
for ahundred feet around it was open, cleared not only of the chicken-runs and pig-yards that January
vaguely recalled occupying that space in the spring of 1814, but of weeds, sapling pines, and trash.

The cook had gone to trade speculations with Rufe, leaving January momentarily aone. Quietly, he
moved off, around the corner of the kitchen and thence behind the plantation shops, working hisway
toward that low, stout structure. He paused to glance around him to confirm his suspicions about the
relationship of that building to the trees, to the bayou, to the quarters.

Long before he reached it, he knew exactly what that building was.

There were sixteen cdlls, tiny asthe nuns cellsin a convent. January counted eight low doors on each
sde, thejudas-hole in each providing the only light or ventilation the occupant of each cell would have.
Every door had two bolts, with hasps and staples for padlocks. All were shut, though only one was
locked. January peered through the judasin that locked door: he saw only acell alittle cleaner than the
others, with a shelf set high above thefloor. He wondered if he might find somewhere the store of
padlocks, to compare them to that which had fastened the door on Cornouiller's store-room. Opening
one of the other doors, he found rings set into the brick of thewall, strung through with shackles and
chans

Sixteen. He drew back in sickened anger. No dave-jail on any plantation he'd ever encountered had
sxteen cells. Most had only one or two.

Sixteen cellswasn't ajail. It was a baracoon.

No wonder Vincent Marsan had stepped so easily into the role of Belaggio's go-between. No wonder he
had so easily found clandestine buyersfor hisdaves.

Clearer dill wasthe rescue of the plantation from debt and ruin, aresurrection that had nothing to do with
the sawmiill, or with Mr. Knight'sfinancid expertise, and everything to do with the position of Les
Roseauix on Bayou des Familles, gateway to the marshes of the Barataria, and through them to the sea.
Bagtard, he thought. Y ou dirty, dave-smuggling bastard.

He walked around the rear of the building, observing anew how closeit lay to the water. A plank wharf
poked out among the cypress-knees, dmost hidden by reeds. The trace that led to it twisted sharply
between the thick grove of cypress and tupelo that utterly masked the building from passers-by. Once
smuggled past the Navy shipsin the Gulf, daves could be brought up through the marshesin Captain
Chamoflet's pirogues. Cubans, or Africans brought in from Cuba. The very men, in fact, whom Shaw had
been looking for last week at the New Exchange.

Thiswaswhere they were being brought in.



Or one of the places, anyway. The smdl of human waste in the cellstold him they'd been used within the
past month, though it was hard to be sure those one or two hadn't held plantation hands whom Marsan
wanted to punish. That was the point of working through aplanter. To have apoint of origin in the United
States.

Standing in the open doorway of one of the cdlls, looking in at the chains on the wall, January wondered
if it was Big Lou who Marsan got to hep himin al this, asit was Big Lou who controlled Marsan'swife,
If it hadn't been for Marguerite-and for the haf-glimpsed shape on the banquette the other night January
didn't think he'd have heard the whisper of anaked foot on the packed earth behind him. Hewhirled
without thinking, flung himself aside from the open cdll door just as an immense hand closed around the
back of his neck. The strength that hurled his two-hundred-plus pounds forward smashed him into the
wall rather than pitching him into thetiny prison. By ingtinct, he brought up his shoulder, tucked his heed,
taking the stunning impact on the meat of his bicepsrather than on his skull, and turned with both
forearms up and both hands locked in adoublefist before he even identified Big Lou.

He hunched, whipped his head to one side past a punch like ahammer, and turned his hip: the cripplin,
wallop of Lou'skick waslike being struck on the thigh by a sted beam, and he didn't even want to think
about what it would have doneto hisbals. He lunged down and in using thewall to lever his shoulder
into the bigger man's solar plexus, fighting to get clear. Lou dammed him back. ebowed him brutaly:
trained jabbing blows. It was like fighting a steamboat. January had never been afighter-for most of his
life his Sze done had been protection-hefdt like aflailing child as he tried to defend himself and get clear.
Keep moving, hetold himsdf, whatever you do. But it was hard to even think. January tried to thrust
himsdf off the wall-he knew he was trapped there-and was shoved back into it, twice and thrice, dizzy
and unable to bresthe. The blows he did manage to land seemed like punches thrown in adream, though
he felt his knuckles crunch on the iron skull, the shoulderslike leather-shod rock. Hefdt himsdlf going
over and tried to twist out from under on the way down and didn't manage it, caught a smashing blow on
the face, and then heard agirl's voice shouting "Lou! Lou! Stop it! Stop it right now!"

A knee ground in January's belly and afist caught the Sde of his head like amul€s kick and he thought,
Y ou heard thelady, Lou. Y ou stop it right now...

The shadow reared back off him; Lou's head turned. Mademoisdlle Jocelyn had run in close to the two
men and whacked Lou over the back with a cane-sta k, and January seized advantage of the fighter's
distracted attention to roll and twist with dl the strength in his body. Taken unawares, Lou pitched off his
baance and fell likeatree,

"Lou, sopit!" screamed the girl again as January rolled to hisfeet. Thefighter bounded up with terrifying
lightness, but Mademoiselle Jocelyn stepped in front of him, huge dark eyes blazing in that too-pointy
whiteface. For oneingtant January thought looking a Lou'sface, a those smdl eyeslike the cunning,
hate-hot eyes of awild pig-that Lou was going to swat his master's daughter aside like a barking
bitch-puppy to get at him.

"He'sdead, Lou," said January, and Lou stopped. And January thought, That made a difference.

And loathed Vincent Marsan anew for what that knowledge told him.

Lou wiped the blood from hislip. In that soft, mumbly voice he said, ™Y our daddy don't want nobody
near that barn.”

"Go back to the house," said Jocelyn. She was shaking like a sapling in agale. Lou would have hit her,
thought January, dmost disbdieving the enormity of it. Not that ablack man would strike awhite girl-that
an adult so huge would strike a child.

And dmost by ingtinct, he knew Marsan wouldn't have punished Lou in any way that mattered.
"Helookin' around the barn,”" reiterated Lou stubbornly. ™Y our daddy say-"

"My father isdead.” Jocelyn's cold, small voice waslike broken china. She ill held the cane-gtak in
both hands, not much lessin diameter than her bruised, skinny arm. "Go back to the house."

Thesmadl, dark eyesturned to January. Studying him. Regarding him with absolute chilling impersondity.
A job to be done. A task unfinished.

January stood where he was, breathing hard, hands hurting, thigh hurting, belly hurting, face hurting,
blood hot on his own flesh and every muscle trembling as Lou turned and walked away back toward the



house, wiping the blood off his chin with hiswhite mudin deeve.

Only when Lou was out of earshot did January say, "Thank you, Mamzelle." He wiped at the blood
running down the sde of hisface. Hishead felt bloated with air, hisknuckles asif someone had brought a
flat-iron down on them.

"Areyou M'seu Janvier?' Closer, Jocelyn's pae face had asharp prettinessto it, though her eyes-brown
like her mother'sin her mother's fine-boned face-were smudged undernegth, asif she did not deep well.
Under the torn flounce of her schoolgirl dress her black-stockinged ankles were like sticks. They would
get her mourning clothesin town, January found himself thinking, when they went to claim her father's
body.

"Y ou want to be careful what you say to Lou, M'seu." She held out her handkerchief to him. January
waved it aside, knowing how badly blood would stain white linen and not wanting to make work for the
laundress. He pulled his own blue bandannafrom his pocket to stanch the cut on his cheek. "He'sabad
"Thank you," said January. Many white girls-white adults, too-would have said, abad nigger: meaning he
was usdlessfor the purpose God intended, which was to serve the whites. A bad man meant something
different, bad by anyone's stlandards. "1 noticed that." He flexed hisright hand.

Good thing it wasn't Mozart tonight, he thought. Amid the hair-tearing hysterics of Auber's score, any
deficienciesin his speed and deftness of touch should be adequately covered by the eruption of Mount
Veawius

The girl met hiseyefor oneingtant, and for one ingtant January saw in it abright, sardonic glint, the same
humor that had dmost been killed in her mother, tempered by acynical avareness of too many things.
Then she glanced aside.

"The American anima back at the house asked meto find you," she went on, faling into step beside him
as he headed-cautioudy-across the open ground toward the yard. She pronounced American animal
exactly the way his mother did, as one word, asif the noun could not take another adjective or do
without that particular one. "He says that they've found the young lady that waslost."

"My dressisadl ruined." Drusillad'solawiped the tearsthat streaked the mud and dust on her face, and
gazed up pleadingly from the brocaded satin study couch where Sam Pickney had carried her. "1 don't
know who they were, or what they wanted, but they tied me up. They put ablindfold on me, spoketo
me of | don't know what!" Tearswelled again, and she clung to Cavalo's hands with bruised fingers
scored by dirty cuts.

"My dear child!" Madame Marsan kndlt to tuck athick woolen shawl around her shoulders, voice
soothing asif to her own daughter. "How could anyone have ... 7' Shelooked around her, at Shaw,
January, and the others gathered in Marsan's study. "Jules, please have Dinah fetch this young lady down
some dry clothing. She's of asize with Mademoisdle DuClos, | think."

"Thisdress cost twenty-five dollars!™ sobbed the girl, touching the tattered and mudstained organdy, "and
now it isal torn, and my shoes, too, and they took my pearls and my locket! | have never been treated
S0, never!"

Mademoisdlle DuClos Jocelyn's governess-hastened back to the attic stairs. Jocelyn went after her, but
returned only moments later with a nearly-empty bottle of lavender-water and a handkerchief. Cavalo
took thiswith amurmured "Grazie," to massage d'lsolas welted wrigts. "Areyou hurt?' he
asked-meaning, January guessed by histone, Were you raped.?--but d'l solahad her face buried in her
hands and only shook her head, and repeated that her dress was ruined and her shoes, too.

"Those smugglersare adisgrace!" 1 sabella Marsan took the basin of warm water that Jules brought in
and gently began to wash d'lsolas bare, scratched, and bleeding feet. "The entire country knows about
them-including Sheriff Arbitage and M'seu Pickney-yet no onewill do athing!"

Mr. Knight, who could not have been ignorant as to the source of hisemployer'swedlth, cleared his
throat and said, "Very true."

"Only look a my handd" wailed Drudlla "What isthe matter with everyonein this country?"

Cavallo took her hands again between his own, and Bruno, who'd been sitting on acorner of Marsan's



cypresswood desk, cameto press his big peasant palms against the girl's shouldersin silent reassurance.
Madame Marsan, wearing now the mourning black that every adult woman owned in that land of large
families and tropica diseases, rose and went out to the galery for one of the glasses of lemonade that had
been |eft on the tray there.

"Was they the same men as you saw lock your friends under the house?' asked Shaw after January had
trandated.

D'lsolablew her nose on one of Madame Marsan's handkerchiefs and raised red eyes to the policeman.
"I do not know, Signor. They would have to be, wouldn't they? | couldn't make the horse go, and | got
Cavdlo'shorse and tried to get on it, but | fell off, and then these men came out of the woods and
grabbed me, and they talked and | didn't know what they were saying! They had beards and douch hats
and they spit tobacco and stank-beg pardon, Signor. . . ." Because Shaw had just at that moment leaned
out the window and spit onto the gallery. "But I'd never seen them before and | don't know who they
were or what they wanted."

Shewiped her eyes. Cavdlo relaxed alittle, evidently taking dl thisto mean that if her attackers wanted
seX, even she couldn't have failed to deduce it. But whether they were Americans speaking English, or
Chamoflet's dave-sted ers spesking swamp-rat argot beyond Lad'lsola's limited capabilitiesin French,
was ill undetermined.

"They put meinaboat,” she went on. "But there was arazor, left down between the seats among their
coats and bags. Signora, grazie. ...." Shetook the lemonade Madame Marsan offered and drank it
gratefully. "1 pretended to faint while they were rowing, and cut mysdlf free, look." She held up her hands.
"And now | have ruined my hands, and torn my best yellow dress.... They struck afloating log, and were
cursing-it was nearly night-and | rolled overboard, and swam and swam, and lost my shoesin the water,
and | could hear them shouting behind me, and saying | don't know what. . . ."

"Was they white men," asked Shaw, "or black?"

"Oh, white," replied d'lsolathe moment January had trandated. "With beards, and their hair dl curly.
Swarthy men, like Spanish.”

Which could mean, thought January, white or black-or any of the myriad divisons and combinationsin
between. It certainly described any number of the in habitants of the Barataria, third-generation Acadians
out of Canada or the mixture of French, Mexican, Spanish, and Levantinesthat had made up L&fitte's
crews and their children. As Madame Marsan and Jules helped La d'lsolato her feet, January backed to
let them pass. On the shelves beside him he noted among the plantation ledgers a couple of books about
sugar and cotton-a very few of these-and over a dozen volumes of racing-stud records. There were,
surprisingly, noves, too: The Sorrows of Y oung Werther, in German, by Goethe. Die Elixiere des
Teufels, by Hoffmann. Musaus's V olksmarchen der Deutschen. Kant's Kritik der Urtellskraft. As
everyonefiled from the office, he glanced at the desk, and saw the green-bound libretto of Othello lying
open. So Marsan evidently did read. It was the best thing he'd learned of the man so far.

Hewondered briefly if Madame would be willing to part with the Hoffmann, and discarded the thought of
asking her. A pity. It was one thing to be civilized enough not to intrude on grief, but it was the only copy
of Die Elixiere des Teufels held seen in America, and one couldn't ever count on what books would show
up in the job-lots sent from Paris and New Y ork.

Only asthey were helping Mademoisdlle d'lsolainto the landaul et-attired now in Mademoiselle DuCloss
garched gray mudin-did January say to her softly, "Do you redize who thiswoman is, and to what house
you have been brought, Signorina? That is Madame Marsan. . . ." He nodded to the black-draped form
on the back gdlery, giving find ingtructionsto Jules, Jocelyn, Dinah, and Mademoisdlle DuClos, and
readied himself to clap his hand over d'lsolas mouth, white woman or no white woman, if she should
scream.

"And she wears mourning because Vincent Marsan waskilled last night.”

The heart is stronger than the head...

Ladlsolaseyesflared, huge within the delicate bones of her face. But she glanced toward the widow
who had been kind to her, and pressed her own handsto her mouth. "O Dio mio." Then sheinhaed hard
and let it out, and averted her face, pressing her forehead into Cavallo'sfilthy shoulder to concea her



tears. "Hiswife. O my beautiful one, my adored.”

Cavallo clasped her close. On her other side, Bruno rubbed her shoulders as one would comfort achild.
Jules descended the gdllery stepswith asmall portmanteau and strapped it on the dickey, and Shaw
came loafing around the corner of the house and stepped into the saddle of his horse. January mounted
his own borrowed animal, and heard Cavallo explain to Madame Marsan as Mr. Knight helped her into
the carriage, "The Mademoisdlleistired, so tired, from al she have go through.”

Knight cast a Cavdlo aglance of infinite gratitude that he'd been spared a very complicated scene, and
|sabella Marsan stroked La d'l solas trembling back and murmured, " Of course. Of course, poor child.”
Buttoning his al-encompassing buff surtout to his chin, Mr. Knight climbed into hisown smart gig,
bestowed his briefcase of papers beneath its seat. As he re moved the yellow kid gloves he had wornin
the house and with fussy care put on driving-gloves of Y ork tan, January was reminded that the man was
French, whatever he was passing for now. What thoughts did he have, if any, about the whole sordid
business of working with Vincent Marsan?

Or had he, too, succumbed to that miasma Hanniba had described, and now thought of nothing beyond
the plantation’s profits?

The shabby house, the overgrown yard, vanished behind the little caravan as they rounded the curve of
the bayou. What will they do now, January wondered: this crushed-looking woman, that too-thin
girl-child. He couldn't imagine Madame Marsan taking up her husband's connections with Captain
Chamoflet's men. He supposed the enterprising Baratarian would find another planter aong the bayou to
act as go-between instead.

Or would Knight coerce Marsan's widow to maintain the commerce? Had the factor been taking acut?
Looking at the prim, secretive face, he couldn't tell. One way or the other, without that clandestine
trade-with no crop, few daves, and little viable machinery-awoman had few choices, her daughter fewer
gtill. No dowry meant few prospects of marriage. Most convents wouldn't even take a girl without
guarantee of support. They wouldn't starve-January had overheard her mention to Shaw something about
her Dreuze relatives, and he knew the Dreuzes wererich. But Madame and her daughter would dwindle
to poor relations, companions to richer cousins or governesses to children, consuming the bread of
charity and required to pretend they enjoyed it.

That, too, thought January, was the custom of this country.

The carriage swung out onto the shell road aong the bayou, and January looked back to catch aglimpse
of the baracoon, barely visible behind its sheltering line of tupelos. In the shadows of the trees, Big Lou
stood, massive arms folded, watching the carriage away. For one second, January met those cold,
stedl-black eyes.

It was asilent ride back to Point Algiers.

"l will goon,” dlsolasaid assmply asachild. "Of course | will go on."

"Mi braval" Belaggio surged forward, enfolded the young woman in his meaty arms, and planted kisses
on her cheeks and throat. "Mi bellissmalMi cara Mi primal”

"Get me out of here," muttered Madame Montero to Hannibal. "1 think | may be sick.”

D'Isolalooked fairly ill hersdlf.

"It would have been more than | could endure, mi fiora, if you could not take the stage tonight!” By the
gadight glare, Belaggio's cheeks had ablotchy look, asif the man were still pae with the shock of the
morning's news. When Liam tangled aswatch of fish-net on the Sde of Masanidllo's humble cottage and
brought the whole thing down with a crash, the impresario legpt like a startled deer.

Moreover, he seemed to have shared January's apprehension that someone might have tinkered with
Vesuwvius. "Already doneit, Signor,” said Tiberio when January suggested-as he did immediately upon
arriving backstage-that Marsan may have recognized someone who had no business about the thester
last night. "Signor Belaggio had me check every hosepipe, every chemica-nay, had me examinethe very
gasets, and in his office and the dressing-rooms and the proscenium aswell. A man who kegps hiseye
not only on the scorpion and the serpent, but on the millipede, too.”

"ButitisMarsan himsdf," protested Cavalo, coming to January's Sde asthe Sicilian vanished like a
gnome into the mountain's hollow core, "who had no business about the thester at that hour of the night.



What would he have been doing here? Had Drusillabeen in town, perhaps | would understand, but. . ."
"He may have thought she wasin town." January sank down onto the rustic bench that would shortly
grace the Portici village square. Hanniba regppeared through the jumble of flats, a couple of lumpy
parcels balanced in one hand and a cup of coffee in the other.

"The folks at the Promenade Hotel kitchen said they're coming to see Vesuvius erupt and don't want the
spectacle destroyed by poor piano-playing. The coffeethey threw in aslagnigppe.” Thefiddler laid one
of the parcels on January's swollen knuckles-it wasice, done up in arather grubby green bandanna.
"They'retaking their places even now in theleft-hand gallery, en bloc and set on seeing the volcano.”
Theice was agonizing, but January spread his handswide and laid it over his knuckles. "They may have
agreed on arendezvous days ago," he went on to Cavalo. "It may be why Belaggio was at the theater to
beginwith. If hegot wind of it. . ."

"But it seems he did not." The young man had washed the soot and grime from hisface and put on the
buckskin breeches, boots, and shirt of the doomed and heroic fisherman. His damp hair he'd dicked
back from hisface, preparatory to donning the wig for therole, and it put the fine bonesinto prominence,
the wide, clear brow and deep-set eyes. "On the gdlery a Les Roseaux, Signor Knight”-he called him
Notte, and January didn't fed up to explaining that Notte and Cavaiere sounded dikein English-"said to
your policeman that he'd encountered Belaggio at about €leven, at the barroom of the City Hotel. The
man had just come from the theater and was inquiring again whether Drusillahad returned. They were
together sometime, Knight said, before Belaggio went up to hisroom.”

And the last carriage went up the aley to the Promenade at midnight, thought January. Eleven would
have been just after the conclusion of The Forty Thieves, when cast and crew till milled about and the
sweeperswere clearing up. "Knight didn't happen to mention whether Belaggio had hislibretti with him,
did he?'

"He said at the end of their conversation Belaggio “picked up his books and went to hisroom. If. . ."
Belaggio appeared at the top of the galery stairs with arms outspread and cried in triumph to the
backsage a large, "Shewill ang! Shewill ang!™

"But can she sing?' asked Cadwell from the floor below, caught up in the drama of the moment.

"Of course she cannot sing.” Madame Montero flounced over to Hannibal's side. January observed that
she wore Princess Elviras flower-bedecked wedding-dress from Act One, which fit her no better than
had the Countess's. " She never could sing. And she has taken al the dressers, the worthless puta, and
thereisno oneto unlaceme. . . ."

Asthe Mexican soprano strode off in the direction of her dressing-room, she passed Bruno Ponte,
bearing bowls of chegp jambaayain either hand. " She'sthe one," he remarked quietly, "1 would be
asking after, where shewaslast night. Thisisnot bad," he added, handing January one of the bowls.
"Better than the brodaglia that Rufe gave us this morning, anyway. Silvio, you'd best comeif you're going
to get your make-up on and lie down before you go on. If you want your voicein itsbest heart. . ."

"Y ou can't serioudy believe Consuda stabbed Marsan in mistake for Belaggio,”" said Hanniba in apained
voice asthe young Sicilian urged hisfriend away. "Not that she couldn't undertake a very competent
murder, you understand. But dark or not, in thet aley it's not amistake she would make. Besides, |
happen to know Madame Montero-er-couldn't have murdered anyone last night.”

"Querida. . ." Madame paused on the stairs, looking back expectantly at Hannibal.

Hanniba sad, "Excuse me," with dignity, and went to join her. Presumably, thought January asthey
ascended the stair together and the dressing-room door shut behind them, to unlace her...

That's al we need to complicate matters.

"Mysdf," declared Tiberio, popping through one of the volcano's craters again and resting an elbow on a
garishly painted lava-flow, "1 do not think anything was touched because | was here until al were gone.
They arethieves, you understand, these schifici Americanese. They would run off with the gunpowder,
and the silk to make the effects of fire and lavaand smoke. So | makeit my businessto remain until al
are gone, and then to check where everything isbefore | leave. Anditisdl asit was, believe me."

"No, no, my dear," wailed Herr Smith's despairing voice from the rehearsa -room door. "One gppliesthe
hand passionately to the forehead, then step back on the right foot, with the body quite backward. Both



hands up denotes Astonishment rather than Anguish......."

"So you saw Belaggio leave?' January bent and stretched each finger of his swollen hands.

"l did, Signor. It wasjust before eleven. He said he had been back and forth many timesto the hotdl in
search of the bellasignorina; he would return there, he said, to await her."”

"Washeangry?' asked January. " Jedl ous?'

"No, Signor. Only afraid that things would become complicated for the opera, you understand.” The
Sicilian cocked adark, knowing eye a him, like a parrot. "What ever shetold him after this nonsense of
the dud, he believed. Sheisgood, Labdladlsola”

"I brought your things, Uncle Ben." Gabrid appeared beside him, panting from his dash through the
streets. He had January's black longtailed woolen coat over hisarm, ashirt of clean linen, cream-colored
waistcoat, trousers, and aneck-cloth. "Areyou al right? Mama says you were in some kind of trouble
last night.”

"I'll befine." January got to hisfeet. In gpite of anight spent in amule barn and aday of riding around the
countryside with little to eat-in spite of Big Lou and dl the patrollersin the world-the quick, controlled
bustle of the backstage preparations was beginning to have its usud effect on him. A sort of eectric
humming tingled behind his breastbone. A kind of anxiety mingled with ddlight, like achild in avery good
dream, in that moment just before the fairies gppear.

Likethe far-off drumming of hooves, the murmur of the crowd in front began to wash over him, cleansing
away any consderation beyond that of the music: thejoy of doing awonderful thing wonderfully.

He scrubbed his hand playfully over Gabridl's close-cropped hair, and went to change his clothes.

Filing into the orchestra pit behind the Bratizant brothers and arather rumpled Hanniba, January scanned
the boxes as usua, wondering whether Incantobelli would be there. He saw Henri Vidlard immediately,
solicitousin handing his mother into her chair before turning his attention to that porcelain doll at hisside.
Was Dominique, January wondered, in the latticed loges of the plagees, waiting asdl the ladies of
Rampart Street learned to wait?

The heart is stronger than the head... He saw d'lsolas eyesin the light of the flaring cressets of the
market-place, heard the passion in her voice as she turned her face away. | do not want to listen to
this....

O my beautiful one, my adored...

What about the woman Liane? Had anyone thought to tell her? Or was she still waiting for Marsan to
arrive, looking across at the gaping black square of his empty box? Shetried to kill herself last year,
Dominique had said. And like adim echo behind his sster's voice, the butler Jules: | dways knew thereld
betrouble. . ..

And what else? January's tired mind groped at the other words someone had said, somewhere-he
thought-on the Bayou des Familles. Something that had aerted him, or would have derted him if he
hadn't been worried about dave-stedlers and patrolsand d'lsola.. . . Alerted him to what?

He shifted the rag around his hand, wrung out thistimein hot water begged from the coffee-makersin the
lobby.

Three women tonight, he thought, who must seek another protector. Four, if you counted the girl Jocelyn.
Madame Vidlard leaned acrossto ask her son aquestion, gestured with her moss-colored satin fan at
the empty box. Turned to Madame Mayerling in the box on the other Sde, passing the gossip aong.
Candlesflared in the second-tier box above the Mayerlings: a servant kindling girandoles on the partition.
A smdl, stiout form took the chair by therail, solitary and anonymous in dark evening-dress and the black
domino mask of Carniva. But January recognized at once, even at the distance, the grizzled curly hair,
the double watch-chain with its three gold fobs.

"What's Davis doing here?" whispered Hannibal . January shook his head.

Then Belaggio's solid black shape blocked his view, stepping up to the conductor's box. January's mind
grabbed for the opening ondaught and dropped into the blood-and-thunder pyrotechnics of the overture
asif held fallen overboard from a steamboat, to be carried away on the Mississippi'simplacabletide.

By thetime Act One concluded, January's hands fdlt like he'd caught them in a cotton-press. He bribed
Hanniba to take the piano during the entracte ballet, and retreated to the wings and his half-melted



packets of ice. It was there that one of the boyswho hawked candy a ong the boxes found him, with a
note-"From the gentleman in Box Twenty-sx, Sr."

Meet me, it said.

Of course, from the boxes John Davis would have seen him leave.

A catwalk ran above the backstage and through the flies to the demi-porte that led to the corridor behind
the second-tier boxes. Davis met him there above the tangle of arbors and statuary, bollards and nets and
cottagefronts corning and going. Haf covered by the music of the ballet, the backstage clamor rose up
with the gasolier heat around them: hidalgos and grand ladies scrambling to shed ruffs and farthingales
and don the coarse skirts and leather jerkins of the fishing population. Higher till, the third-tier boxes and
the gdlerieswould be worse.

The black and white of Daviss clothing was barely to be made out in the swaying shadows of suspended
rope and canvas, sandbags and pulleys and wires. On the other side of the door, the voices of the
boxholders could be dimly heard, instructing footmen or maidsto fetch this or that from the lobby: coffee,
champagne, ices, fresh decks of cards.

"What happened last night?" In such upside-down light as filtered from between the flies, the theater
owner looked terrible, hisface sunken and lined and at the same time puffy around the eyes.

January said, "Sir, areyou dl right?" and Davis gestured him impatiently back.

"It'snothing. Isit true what I've heard? That Marsan was murdered in mistake for Belaggio?”
"That'swhat it lookslike, s, yes. Wereyou ... 7'

"One of my dederstold melate this afternoon that someone was in the gambling-rooms asking the
servants about where | was last night. Later that City Guard, that American Shaw, came by, and asked
me the same thing. What have you found out?"

"Not agreat dedl, Sir. Someone set atrap yesterday, | think, for Drusillad'lsola-to keep her from
performing tonight. . . ."

"And here | thought there were no true opera-loversin thistown! My God, my Princess Elviracan sing
rings around that girl! And of course no one's going to be thereto see her doiit.”

"| got heretoo late to have alook at the dley where the body was found. And of course with al the
carriages and horses going back and forth al morning, there wouldn't have been much to see. Hannibal's
gtill trying to find information about the two men who attacked Belaggio before, but if they were the ones
who did the murder, my guessisthey're dready out of town. Weren't you in your gambling-rooms last
night?'

"Not after leven,” Davissaid. "'l wasn't well-I haven't been, you know... Damn!" he added, shaking his
head like a goaded bull. "It's enough to turn you into a debauchee! Y ou go home quietly and go to bed
like aChrigtian, and how can you prove that?"

"Do you have aman?' Davisswife had died the previous year; though January had heard he had a
mistress, or had had one, Davis's concern now told him the woman if there was one these days-hadn't
been with him last night.

If hewerefedling poorly, shewouldn't have been, of course.

"It'sCarniva, Ben. My vaet knows I'm usudly not home until two or three. God only knows where he
was-not where he was supposed to be, that's for sure. And in any case," he added, awry expresson
twigting histired mouth, "you know his testimony wouldn't be admissible, if it cameto that.”

"Testimony?' January shied from theword. "Y ou don't think ... ? It'sridiculous. That you'd actudly
murder aman, or contemplate murdering him, because he robbed you of apremiere?”’

"Ben." The stray glow of the gadight showed up how deep the lineswerein Davissface, how dark the
liverspots on cheek and jaw against the unhealthy pallor of the skin. "Men kill each other every day inthis
town over whores smiles. Over two-dollar poker pots. Over the personal habits of Napoleon Bonaparte
and L ouisthe Eighteenth, and both of them have been dead for years! Lorenzo Belaggio insulted my
theeter, called me mediocre in public newspapers, cut me publicly in front of haf the Americansin New
Orleans a Trulove's party, and suggested-also publicly-that I'm jeal ous enough to hire men to beat him
up inandley. Do you think there are twelve men in thistown who'll bdlieve that isn't grounds for

nation?'



January was silent. He could hear the ballet-a saucy Mozart piece-winding to itsfind movement. It was
timeto go.

"Ben, they're asking. That means the obvious people-like Belaggio himself-have dready been eliminated.”
Davis reached into the front of his coat, brought out asmdl leather bag that clinked softly of silver ashe
held it out. "Usethisto find out what you can," he said. "And keep therest." He clapped January lightly
on thearm. "Do what you can for me, dl right?"

Following the mute Fenellas |aborioudy coy Act Two recapitulation of her rape, her brother Masaniello's
outrage, the vows of comradeship, rebellion, and revenge and afew preliminary rumbles and sputters
from Mount Vesuvius, January re-emerged from the score to look up at Box Twenty-six. John Davis
was il there, though he had moved his chair back into the shadows. Too many people on the City
Council, thought January, would be in the other boxes, for him to jeopardize his chances at abuilding
contract by appearing weary or ill. It was a parties, at the gambling-rooms and barrooms after parties
that such businesstruly got done. A man had to have saminato keep in the running.

Alone of the boxes, with their chattering trickles of guests-Creolesto Creoles, Americansto
Americans-Daviss had no company, no guests.

More badlet, while Liam and Paddy raced to transform the beach at Portici into Princess Elviras
drawingroom and Tiberio manipulated the counterweights in the wings, and everybody prayed that
Mademoiselle Flaherty wouldn't tangle the gauze bows of her topknot in the wires. Cadwell had picked
this entr'acte-a Pleyel rondo-which January could probably have played backwards, he knew it so well;
he was hafway through the rondo when La d'lsola dipped through the demi-porte and sat on the
piano-bench at hisside.

"I never thanked you," she whispered, setting between them ahot towel and one of the half-melted
packets of ice. Thefirefly candles of the orchestradl around them showed up the gold lace mitts sheld
added to her costume to cover the rope-welts on her wrists, and gave to her face theillusion of color that
the lessforgiving gadight parched avay. Againg the immense white platter of her ruff, her head had a
guillotined ook, likethe main course at afeast dressed initshair and its pearls.

"It was good of you to ride out after me theway you did. Y ou must have known what a-what afoolish
thing it was for meto go into the countryside, where men like that roam abouit. | fed such afoal. | was so
surel'd found adeadly plot.”

"I think you did.” January took advantage of aviolin passage to wrap the warm towel around his aching
hand. "Though whether againgt you, or Belaggio, or Itdian liberty, I'm not sure. Did Belaggio ever seethe
note, by theway?'

"I don't know. | left it where| found it, on the floor just inside the door. HE gone out to breakfast, you
see, with Mr. Cadwdl and Sgnora Redfern.”

She swallowed hard; January could see her eyes were swollen with weeping, under their layer of
Princess Elvirdspaint.

"Were you going to meet Marsan after the dressrehearsa?' he asked gently.

"We...l..." Her small, scabbed finger darted quickly to intercept atear before it tracked her make-up.
"He would have known | wasn't at rehearsa. He dways did come to watch from one of the boxes.”
"But if he didn't for some reason, he wouldn't know?" She shook her head.

She had three acts yet to get through, thought January as he resumed his playing and she dipped away.
And after that, Belaggio's amorous demands. And she could not even weep.

Foolish or not, as Olympe would say, she did have the bristles.

It struck him, not for the first time, how desperately unfair the life of the demimonde was to the women
who led it. To be always beautiful, to be aways cheerful, to be always ready to leap into bed and
perform. Or to risk that soured comparison, You'rejust like my wife. . . .

And if the man wasrich, there were dways women younger and less worn-down waiting to tell him how
delighted they were, to be at the beck and call of aman as handsome and virile as he.

Oh, Dominique, thought January again as the corps de ballet-those little apprentice

demimondai nes-scampered back to the wings and the principals took their places on the dim stage. He
saw her againin hismind as she whispered, | don't know what I'm going to do.



Princess Elvira confronted Alfonso in anger, then fell into hisarms. The ballet displayed bosom and ankle
in the market-place of Naples, followed by arush of armed supernumeraries who began the rebellion
with such spirit that anumber of them emerged with bloodied noses and bruised arms when the field was
won. Masaniello repented in horror of the much greater quantity of stage blood that had been shed,
helped Elviraand Alfonso escape, went mad, and perished in arousing chorus of "Courons'ala
vengeance," after which Fendlla, with agood dedl of twirling and spinning that threstened to hopelesdy
entangle her in her own supporting wires, flung hersdf from the bal cony into the flaming stream of Mount
Veawiussred sk lava

One more chorus of "Amour sacre delapatrie’ and The End, the volcano belching mightily center stage
and La FHaherty huddling gamely behind the balustrade that hid her from view while yards of scarlet and
ydlow sk writhed on the gleaming wet Sdes of the mountain and gas-jets flared and dimmed and bathed
the stage in fiery light. Roman candles and pots of colored flame burst and spurted from the main crater
and adozen lesser caldera, and smoke poured from the volcano's every orifice, stinking to heaven of
sulfur and codl.

Thiswaswhat everyone had come to the theater to see, and the applause was roof-rattling. Every
Kaintuck in the pit sprang to hisfeet, ssamped, hollered approval, and contributed wolf-like howlsto the
generd din. Belaggio, exdted, wildly sgnaed for more finae, so orchestraand chorus vamped passages
from "Amour sacre delapatri€’ for another five minutes and Tiberio continued to roar on the
thunder-drums and Mr. Russell to work the gas-jets full-cock, with Paddy and Liam surreptitioudy
dumping water on everything they could reach without being seen from the front. To the lagt, January was
convinced that the whole theater would ignite, disproving, perhaps, Shaw's theory that Davis was behind
al the murder and mayhem-the man was till therein hisbox-but at rather high cost.

Only when the curtain finaly closed-and he heard the reassuring hiss of vast quantities of stleam-did he
relax. The lights went up. The orchestraroseto go. Ashe did so, remembering Davisslook of drawn
exhaugtion, January craned his neck for alast look into Box Twenty-six to make sure the man did get up
to go, in timeto see the gangly shadow of Abishag Shaw step into the light, and lay ahand on John
Daviss shoulder.

Rose was waiting for him backstage, with Gabriel, bearing a note from Olympe.

It said, Your friend is awake.



? SIXTEEN

"Your sister asked me dready.” Madame Scie stretched a hand to touch January's, then sank back into
the worn clean linen of the pillows. "'l suppose she feared | was going to be like one of those tiresome
women in novelswho open their eyes, gasp ‘It was... It was ... the black periwinkle. . ." and dieleaving
the hero to scratch his head for another four hundred pages. And | shall disappoint you, Ben, as|
disppointed her. Thelast thing | remember isNinalacing me up in my gold silk, which it would betoo
much to hope survived an assault on my person......"

"It survived," said Olympe with her tight, close-mouthed grin, and Madame Scie sighed.

"A spar sdvaged from the wreck of an evening. Will | regret the memories|'ve log?

"| fear 50," said Hanniba, who had ingsted on accompanying January to Olympe's house in spite of the
fact that the performance had left him chalky and shivering. "It was operaitself. Belaggio chalenged
Marsan to aduel in ascatological cabdettathat rivaled Villon. Trulove had a secret assignation with the
mute dancer. Lots of choruswork, lots of gorgeous supernumeraries, and one very lovely aria. You
know there's been murder done.”

Shemurmured, "'l know."

"Wdl, comfort yoursdf with the fact that you probably haven't lost anything." January pulled achair up to
the sde of Zizi-Mari€'s bed and held the bedside candle afew inches from Marguerite'sface. The pupils
of her eyeswere till of unequa size; she blinked and pulled away. "Most people |ose memories when
they suffer aconcussion, and mostly they come back. How many fingersam | holding up?'

"I'm trying to decide how many hands you're holding up.”

"Doesyour head hurt?'

"Likesn." She coughed, and tried to clear her throat, asif puzzled that it should be sore. The marksthere
were dtill livid, yellow and green around the edges as they hedled. They would be along timefading.
"Though in most cases I've found it has been virtue that's given me the red headaches.”

January took the spouted cup of water Olympe handed him and held it to Marguerite'slips. She sghed
and seemed to Sink deeper into the bed linen, bruised eydids sinking shut.

"Can we get you anything," asked Rose from the other side of the bed, "before you deegp? Benjamin
brought your bags from the hotel."

"Yes, | see Her thin fingers moved again on the worn lace of her night-dress. "Thank you. | cannot
repay you, Benjamin, or your kind sgter. ....."

"Mr. Cddwdl'staken care of that." January knew that alifetime of living hand-to-mouth had given
Marguerite ahorror of being in debt. "Isthere anyone we should write to? Anyone who should know of
this?'

He thought of those she had told him of the airy, scholarly dilettante father, the pretty stepmother sheld
adored. The brothers: Clovis, Claude, Octave ... All swept away in the Terror, and with them sigter,
uncles, cousins, aunts. Some publicly beheaded while the unemployed scum of the Paris streets spit on
their faces, a number cut to pieces dive in one of the hysterica massacres when the Paris mob was swept
by rumorsthat the prisoners awaiting tria were in communication with "enemies of the Republic.” For as
long as hed known Marguerite, she'd lived in two roomsin the Rue de |a Petite Truanderie, had walked
to the Odeon for rehearsals, performances, ingtruction of the little rats who were the whole of her life,
and to LesHalesfor bread and vegetables and scrap meat for her cats. Nothing that the Terror had
taken away had she replaced: not family, not possessions, not wealth. Who Monsieur Scie had been, and
when he had crossed her path, she had never said. Her rooms had been spare and clean asanun's cell.
Shed lived on air and light, and the laughter of her friends.

Looking down, he saw she was adeegp again.

"I'll gt with her," said Olympe. "Paul will walk you homeif you'd like."

"Thank you. They've arrested John Davis, of al people. . . ."

Tchal”

"Have you heard anything? Or has Mamzelle Marie?' Mot secrets, January knew, cameto Marie



Laveau in the end. The voodooienne was the queen of secrets, the center of aweb of information, rumor,
and blackmail that stretched far up and down the river, aweb that touched the daveswho cleaned the
gutters and the planters who bought and sold those daves.

Like his mother-like Olympe, or any woman of color-Mamzelle Marie kept her ears open for gossip and
tales and speculation. But what for others was entertainment, she pursued as a vocation and alivelihood.
Shefit piecestogether that others merely noted in passing, assembled facts with the patience of one of
those Horentine artists who form mosaics so intricate, they cannot be distinguished from paintings.
People said she could ook in your eyes and read your dreams.

Sometimes January thought she could.

Other times, he guessed that dl sheredlly needed was to have your housemaid owe her afavor.

"I'll go to her tomorrow," Olympetold him, "and see what she has heard. There's aways someone who
knows something." She shrugged. "But it'slike waiting for a branch to come down-stream. It sometimes
takesawhile."

January leaned down and kissed Margueriteslips. They felt cold under hisown, like slk |eft outsdeona
dry winter night.

Rehearsasfor Robert le Diable began the following day at noon.

Sincethelittle ratswould assembl e at ten-to receive Herr Smith'singructionsin transforming themselves
into the mad ghosts of dancing nuns January rose early, and reached the Cabildo before eight. Ashe
walked through the chill gray of dawn, he noticed that the city officia in charge of such matters had
stripped al posters of LaMuette de Portici, Daviss aswell as Caldwell's, though Daviss production of
the operawas to take place that night. Posters for Robert were aready pasted to every wall and corner
intown.

In the big stone-floored watchroom of the Cabildo, Shaw douched at his desk, explaining something to a
little man who looked as Irish as a pot of bubble-and-sgquesk.

"ThisherésMr. LeMoyne," the policeman introduced them as January hung back, and gestured for
January to join them. "Mr. Davisslawyer."

"Pleased.” Thelawyer held out hishand. "I know you. Y ou're the piano master, Mr. Davis spoke of
you." LeMoyne spoke French with the accent of Normandy and called January vous, not tu. "I've been
telling this-this American’-he might just aswell have said shirro-"that it'snot only ridiculousto hold Mr.
Davis here on these absurd charges, but it's clearly detrimenta to his hedlth. HE's not awell man.”
"That'strue, Sir," agreed January, looking a Shaw. "He's sixty-two years old and his heart isn't strong.

Y ou know yoursdlf that jail isapest-hole......"

"I know that," replied Shaw. The patience in hisvoice let January know that the overcrowded cellswith
their stink of filth and disease-with convicted thieves and murderers cheek-by-jowl beside suspects
awaiting tria, drunks sobering up, runaway daves being held for their Magters arriva, and madmen with
whom nobody quite knew what to do-had aready been atopic of discussion between himself and the
attorney. "An' as| told Mr. LeMoyne here, in cases of murder, there ain't no provision to let the cul prit
go walkin' around the public streets on bail "

"Any number of menin thistown," said January dryly, "can reassure you asto the unlikelihood that Mr.
Davis, if released, will run wildly through the streets, stabbing strangers at random. Sir."
"They'swelcome to come to the arraignment Monday an’ do s0." Shaw folded hisbig, clumsy hands, the
knuckles of which were as swollen and bruised as January's own. Carniva was not agood time, thought
January, looking down at them, then up at the Kaintuck's black eye and cut cheek, to be responsible for
peace and good order in New Orleans.

"I'm sorry," January said. "That was rude of me. But you know John Davis."

"l do," said Shaw. At the watch sergeant's desk an extremely inebriated Texian in soiled buckskins
expostul ated at length on how his scheme to send aforce of armed American warriorsto aid the rebelsin
New Grenada had necessitated a shooting-match in the middle of Gallatin Street at four in the morning.
"An'| know Mr. Davisaint likely to go around killin' nobody else-nor probably that he won't high-tail it,
neither. But therés folksin thistown that have sort of re marked asto how them that's friends of the
Prieurs an' the de McCartys an' the Bringiers an' dl them other old French families don't spend near so



much time under hatches as Americans do, an' have made kind of aissue of it in thelast City Council
meetin'. An' | must say, they do got apoint.”

"A point, " said LeMoyne, "seems hardly grounds on which to keep asick man locked in acdl where
hell belucky if he hasacot to deep on. It'sthe strongest who get them up there, not the sick. Asyou
know."

Shaw's lipstightened. It couldn't be easy, thought January, for him to maintain his position, snce he
guessed Shaw agreed with LeMoyne. He guessed, too, that some one on the City Council had spoken to
Shaw-and to Shaw's superior-about the need to administer justice even to the friends of the Creole
planters whose money ran the town.

"Problem is'-Shaw focused his attention on trapping afleaon hisfrayed calico shirt-cuff and crushed it
beneath a thumb-nail-"that at quarter to one, when Mr. Davis claims he was home in bed, hewas seenin
the barroom of the City Hotel, which, as you know, is across the street from where Marsan's body was
found. He was masked an' armed with a small-sword an' aknife, an' the witness said as how he
appeared to be keepin' awatch out on the street, like asif he was waitin' for someone to come past.”
"What?' LeMoyne jerked to hisfeet and smote the corner of the desk with his pdm. "Mr. Daviswas
homeinbed...!"

"What witness?' asked January more mildly. "How do they know it was Mr. Davisif he was masked?
"Feller name of Tillich." Shaw consulted arumpled wad of illegible notes. "Described him pretty good:
ghort an, gray-haired with around chin, wearin' a dark-blue waistcoat-which folks at the gamblin’ parlor
at the Sdle d'Orleans say Daviswas wearin' earlier that evenin'-an' two watch-chains acrost it, one with
fobs of hearts, diamonds, an' spades. It does sound like Davis."

"It doesnot,” said LeMoyne stubbornly, "sound like anything Mr. Davis would do. There are other fobs
of card-pips-1've seen them-or Mr. Daviss could have been stolen-"

"But they wasn't,” said Shaw. "They was on his watch-chain when hewas arrested. An' you can't deny
Mr. Davis has been in duds." Shaw spit-inaccuratel y-toward the sandbox in the corner. "I understand
there was a shootin-match in ‘twenty-nine, with an American fdler name of Burdtin......"

"Mr. Davisisthe proprietor of agaming establishment,” said LeMoyne. "On that occasion the American
had not only been chesating, but impugned the honesty of the house. Mr. Davis had no choice, under the
circumstances, but to issueachdlenge.”

"Oh, I understand.” Shaw folded his notes together and stuffed them under the pile of newspapers,
summonses, legd notices, and dog-eared ledgers that heaped the corners of his battered desk. "What I'm
sayin'is, thelaw hasto take dl thisinto account. Now, far as| could find out just askin' around
yesterday, this Mr. Tillich don't know John Davis from Davy Crockett, ‘ceptin’ ashesplayed in his
gamblin'-rooms now an, then. Heain't apersona enemy an’ has nuthin' to gain through lyin'. An' even if
hewas an' did, wed gtill have to indict on the strength of it, an' the threats Mr. Davis made, in public, .
the day he heard about this operathey's both puttin' on. An' the day the law starts pickin' an' choosin’
whoit'sgonnajail,” he added, raising hiseyesto January'sface, "isthe day I'd say we'sdl in trouble”
There was amoment's uncomfortable silence.

"What about Incantobelli?* asked January. "If anyone would have murdered Belaggio . . "

"If'n anyone woulda murdered Belaggio," said Shaw, and spit again, "it wouldabeen Marsan. I'da
picked Incantobelli to comein second mysdlf, but Incantobelli wasin Mr. Daviss gamblin'-rooms, till
close onto four inthe mornin', got up like a Roman emperor in this sort of purple-an'-gold tablecloth with
about a peck of goldpainted spinach on hishead. A hundred people saw him. Y ou couldn't hardly not.
An', | might add, no matter how dark that aley was, 1'd have thought Incantobelli knowed Belaggio well
enough to know that wasn't him."

"Damn thistown," muttered LeMoyne as he and January made their way out into the flagstoned arcade
that ran across the Cabildo's stuccoed face. Morning had gtirred the Place dArmesinto full life before
them: sellers of fruit and chocolate cried their wares benesth the planetrees, abright fringe around the
confusion of market and levee, cotton-bales and hogsheads of sugar, carriages and market women and
pigs. "1t would only need that if the Americans on the City Council takeit into their thick headsto push
for aconviction just because of Mr. Daviss connections with so many of the French.”



"Would they?" January glanced uneasily down at the little man. "What businessisit of theirs... 7'

"What busness?' LeMoyne'shazd eyesglinted cynicdly. "Y ou tak like adamned Englishman, sr! What
businessisit of anyone'sif aman isFrench or Creole or American or Chinese, for that matter? Except
that most of the Americansin thistown have tried to borrow money from French-owned banks-and have
been turned down-and every Frenchman will tell you how the Americans are upstarts and have to be
kept out of any positionsthat matter before they marry everyone's daughters.” He shrugged. "What I'm
afraid of-other than Mr. Davis suffering astroke in that Bastille back there-isthét if the case comesto
trid, Mr. Daviswill get caught in apolitical crossfire that's none of hisdoing. That hewill betried, not for
hisown crime, but for hisjury's grievances againgt hisfriends. And don't think it doesn't happen dl the
time"

The doors behind them opened, and aman in the blue uniform of acity lamplighter escorted forth a
chained group of prisoners armed with buckets and shovels, to clean the garbage from the municipal
gutters. Since there were many miles of these, and guards to supervise the prisonersin the task were
frequently in short supply, it was ajob often pungently in arrears. January watched the sullen, bearded
faces of the men, white and black and colored. Al filthy, dl begtid, dl angry.

He wondered what they would make of the sick man in those overcrowded cells. The man in whose
gambling-roomsthey had dmost certainly lost money.

"Y ou're employed at the American Theater for the operanow, aren't you?' The Frenchman'svoice
broke into January's troubled reverie. "Mr. Davistold me he'd asked you to find out what was going on
there”

"I've kept my eyes and ears open,” replied January. " So far | haven't learned much. But Belaggio isn't the
only oneto be attacked."

"So I've heard. The ballet migtress, | understand. | may be able to make something of that in court.”
LeMoyne stepped aside as Shaw and two Guards dammed through the Cabildo doors with the air of
firefighters scenting smoke, and strode away in the direction of Cand Street.

"Except she remembers nothing." January wondered what sort of violence anyone would have the energy
to commit a not quite eight-thirty on a Saturday morning. "It isn't uncommon, in cases of concussion. She
may remember later.” And if she didn't, he thought, a least the incriminating bruises on her throat would
have timeto fade. "Y esterday, what appeared to be atrap was laid out a Bayou des Familles, though it
isn't clear whether it wasfor Belaggio or for the primasoprano. . . ."

"The onewho can't Sng?' LeMoyne made aface, leading January to deduce that the lawyer had been
didoya enough to hisemployer to attend either Nozze or Muette. "There was trouble between Belaggio
and Marsan over her, wasn't there? Pity someone saw Belaggio." He shook his head, and asthe
Cathedrd clock struck the haf-hour, pulled out a stedl watch-chain jangling with fobs, asif to confirm the
time

"Would you do something for me?" he asked, shoving the whole mess back into his pocket aswell ashe
could. "l understand you have your living to make pupils aswell as rehearsals-but asyou havetime,
could you write out for me everything you've learned so far? Send it here. . . ." He checked two or three
pockets before producing asted card-case, through which he searched for atime for acard that didn't
have notes-or other people's addresses-scribbled on the back. The address was on the Rue Chartres: it
had been dtered in pencil twice. "In the meantime, I'll seeif | can at least make sure the case comes
before a French judge, and try to get as many Frenchmen on the jury aspossible.”

January watched the attorney out of sight, thelagt of the thinning mists waning away and sunlight sparkling
over the confusion of the Place dArmes. "' Peas, peas, goober-peas,” sang atiny woman in an astonishing
purple-and-yellow skirt, the basket of ground-nuts on her tignoned head huge as an oak-tree's crown.
Another woman's voice lifted, wailed, trailed up and down strange African scaesin praise of the flowers
she bore; the fragrance of jack honeysuckle and verbena smote his nogtrils like a brimming cup of mead.
Just "‘cause you keep soap in the kitchen, January heard Olympe's smoky voice in hismind, hard on the
hedls of that familiar sweet scent-don't make it food.

Thoughtfully, he glanced at his own watch and turned his steps, not toward the gumbo-stand in the
market for breskfast, but downriver, toward Dominique's house in the Rue Du Maine.






? SEVENTEEN

Iphigenie Picard was just leaving the rose-colored stucco cottage Henri Viellard had given Dominique.
Dominique's bosom friend, she was ayear or two older and alittletaler, her willowy height till further
increased on this occasion by the intricate folds of a spectacular blue-and-yellow silk tignon, severa
blue-dyed ostrich-tips, and pattens strapped to her blue kid shoesto protect againgt the mud. "Chere, |
know it hurts," she was saying as she drew on her gloves, fluffed the enormous Montespan deeves of her
jacket. "But | tell you, if you bear thischild, it till won't hold him. Not with that mother-and not with that
girl ashiswife. They'll only say you conceived on purpose to get extramoney out of him."

Dominique looked aside, lipslike stone.

"Pretend it never happened. That way if he does stay your friend-and maybe he can lie to her about
youryou'll havelost nothing.”

"Except Henri's child." January's Sster straightened her back, smiled her bright, siweet smile, and clasped
her friend's hands. "Darling, thank you for caring. Thank you for coming thismorning......"

"Jugt think about what I've said. Please.” Iphigenielooked over at January, standing afew yards off on
the banquette to give the girls privacy, and beckoned. "Ben, you tell her. She's amost three months now.
Whatever shel's going to do, she hasto do it soon. If she waitstill after the wedding. . ."

Dominique's head lifted. "1'm not going to kill Henri's child until | know. . . ." Shelooked from her friend
to her brother, eyesfilling with tears. Very quietly, she said, "'I'm not going to kill Henri's child.”

"Dearedt. . ."

Dominique held up her hand againgt Iphigenieswords. The older girl stood for amoment regarding her
with exasgperation and tenderness, then tiptoed awkwardly-Dominique still stood on the high brick step of
the French door of her bedroom-and kissed her.

Then she waked away up Rue Du Maine, pattens clacking on the soft brick.

January walked around to the passway at the side of the house-it went without saying that no plagee
would admit even her brother through the doors awhite man would use-and Dominique met himin the
dining-room doorway. She looked up at him with her chin raised, asif she expected another argument of
the kind sheld clearly just finished with Iphigenie; January bent histall height and kissed her cheek.

"Did you know Sidonie Lalage?' he asked, and she regarded him for one blank, startled moment, then
relaxed and smiled.

"Iphigenie told me Marsan was dead,” she said, correctly bridging the reference. She glanced back into
the parlor behind her, lifted her voice. "Therese, darling, would you bring another cup and some cocoa
for my brother? Do you havetime, ptit?"

Past her, January could see the cocoa-cups on the parlor table beside the hearth, the warm amber glow
of thefirereflected in smple vases of Venice glass, on yelow and white winter roses like the skirts of the
little rats, on the sugar-bowl's plump custard-colored cheek.

"Was he going to see that poor silly singer who loved him so much? He was killed near the theater,
Therese said." She seemed glad to put aside the topic of Henri and the decision she must make. Glad to
be reminded that there were other griefsin the world not her own, and worse things that a man could do
than marry aporcelain-pae girl with amermaid's diamond heart.

January settled in the chair by the hearth that | phigenie had vacated and related everything Shaw had told
him about the manner of Marsan's murder and the condition of the body. "Asit happened, Druslla
d'lsolawas having her own adventures with dave-steders down in the Bayou des Familles Thursday
night. She says Marsan would have gone to the rehearsal and seen she was absent. But if he didn't, he
might have returned to the theater to keep an assgnation, particularly if he didn't believe whatever
Bdaggio might have told him about Drusilla not being there. Y ou said Sidonie€sfamily madetroublein
court.”

Dominiquesforehead puckered. "Her mother did, yes. But even if it was Sidoni€'s brothers after al these
years-and they might very well have attacked M'seu Beaggio by mistake that first night, because heisa
big man like M'seu Marsan-1 can't imagine them harming the rest of the company. That will bedll,



Theese, dearest, thank you.... Why would they liein wait for you? Why hurt poor Madame Scie? Or
leave that ghastly warning for Mademoiselle d'lsola? It doesn't make sense.”

"It might,” said January, spreading jam on the roll Therese had brought him and hearing, from therear
bedroom, the stedlthy creak of floorboard that told him the maid was eavesdropping again. He lowered
hisvoice. "If whoever killed Marsan knew about the attacks on the opera company, and decided now
was agood timeto grike.”

Theroll was hot and fresh, the butter new from the market, garish with the dye of marigolds or carrots
that covered the pallor of the winter season.

"At Roseaux the davesimmediatdly assumed that Marsan was the intended victim. And Olympe
reminded me when Marguerite was hurt, that any one of these crimes may nat, in fact, be connected to
the others. Certainly the attempt to poison Lad'lsolawas part of another conflict entirely. Now,
Marsan's own sinsmay in fact have nothing to do with his death, but I'm just alittle curious asto where
Sidonie Laage's brothers were at the time of Marsan's death.”

Dominique sighed, and stroked the plump white cat, V oltaire, who had come padding into the room and
jumped onto her lap, kneading at her skirts with enormous soft paws. She was dressed in agown of
pinkstriped jaconet, but |phigenie had evidently arrived before sheldd put up her hair-it lay over her back
and shouldersin silky waves, catching mahogany gleamsin the cool sunlight from the street. Her eyes
looked suddenly older than her twenty-two years, and tired. Eyes that had seen too much, and
understood too thoroughly how it was, between white men and the ladies of color they took unto
themselves. "Yes" she said softly. "Yes, it was Vincent Marsan who deserved to die.”

"Tel me about Sidonie.”

"I didn't know her, you understand.” Dominique sighed, and in that Sigh was the accumulated pattern of
everything she had heard and knew from her mother, from her mother's friends, from the gossiping
Therese. From other women who, like Sidonie Laage, had stayed with men who struck them because
they had contracted to do so, because they had nowhere to go except down. Women who had seen the
men who clamed to love them walk away arm-in-arm with white girls of fortune, sending maybe a
bouquet of flowers, maybe astrand of pearls. pour prendre conge. "1 was twelve when Sidonie died, and
il in school. But later | got to know her sister. And Cresside Morisset's aunt Marie-Pucelle was one of
the witnesses a the trial. And of course Mamafollowed the case in the papers, and | heard about it
every morning at breskfast for weeks."

She folded her hands on Voltaire's fluffy back. Collected her thoughts.

"According to Ddia-Sidonie's sster-and to my friend Phlosine, who's Liang's cousin, Vincent Marsan
was one of those men who didn't like his pla~& to see her family or her friends. Hed fly into blind rages
if he cameto the house when Phlosine or Liane's sister wasthere; | gather he did the same with Sidoni€e's
friends. Evenif they left before he came, he used to look around the house for signsthat they'd been
there, or come by at odd times during the day. Y ou know how most people are very good about not
vigiting in the evening, when Henri's likely to be here-except poor Clemence Drouet, who has no tact-and
of course I'd never dream of visiting Iphigenie or Phlosine, for instance, after dinner, because of course
Yvesor Philippe might be there. Y ou know how it is."

January knew how it was. In the Paris demimonde it was the same. Daytimes belonged to oné's friends,
unless one's lover had sent word he'd be there for adrivein the Bois or an excursion to the shops of the
Pdas Royde. Nighttimes, women spent done. Waiting. Jeweled and bathed, powdered and smiling,
reading yelow-bound novels or thinking plessant thoughts as they waited for aman who might or might
not arrive, and might or might not be sober when he did.

Generdly, January knew, men and women reached their little agreements. There were men like Henri
Vidlard, who scrupuloudy sent their mistresses notes when they might-or could not-be expected. Men
who understood that these young ladies might like anight out with their friends now and then, or an
evening to vigt their families, mothers and ssterswho were often in "the lifé" themsdlves. But even those
men expected that when they came by the little houses at the back of the French town-the cottages aong
Rue des Ramparts and Rue Burgundy that they had purchased as part of the contract of plagage-that
they'd find their ladyfriends at home.



Waiting with asmile, just for them.

Get you to bed on the ingtant, Othello commands. | will be returned forthwith.

The women for their part knew that this was expected. And al except the queens of the demimonde
understood that this was something they must accept. Thiswas part of what it was to be aplagee. They
knew, too, what they themselves might expect if the man who supported them arrived, a any time of the
day or evening, and found them gone.

"It's funny"-Dominique ran her fingers gently over Voltaire's gpple-domed skull-"but men get so angry
when you say they're like that. Jealous, | mean, and wanting their ladyfriend to beright there every
minute. Asif you said they had smelly feet or didn't clean their teeth. Asif every woman in town can't tell
what's going on when one of their friends suddenly just drops out of sight. Doucette'sfriend M'seu
Bouilleislike that, and nobody sees Doucette anymore-Oh, | mean you'll see her in the market, and at
the Blue Ribbon Balswith M'seu Bouille, but she never comesto tea, or goes trolling in the Place
dArmesjust becauseit'salovely day. She never goesto see her mamaand sisters, and dways goesto
the very earliest Mass on Sundays, and |eaves before the end. When you see her she'sawaysin ahurry,
to get done what she has to do and then run home in case he comes. Lianeislike that. And Sidonie was
likethat."

"IsLianedl right, by the way? Did someonetell her Marsan waskilled?"

"Oh, yes. She's stunned, | think-Catherine Clisson told her, she heard it from an uncle of herswho works
at Charity Hospital in the morgue. He said he knew right away who it was, because no one dsein town
would wear a coat of buff-colored velvet like that. Liane cried, Phlosine said, and said shefelt hideoudy
guilty about feding so relieved. And fortunately she hasfamily. Her sster Daphneis Prosper Livaudaiss
plagee, because, of course, M'seu Marsan won't have left Liane apenny, if he made awill at al.”
Liane-the woman in red at the Blue Ribbon Ball-had tried to commit suicide last year, January recaled.
Hethought of IsabellaMarsan, iff asadall in that shabby carriage, telling over her beads. Had she
wept, he wondered, when she saw her husband's mutilated body in the morgue? Had she said, O my
beautiful one... ?

"What happened the night Sidonie died?’

"I don't remember the details exactly." Dominique sank back in her chair, dim hands folded with an
unconscioudly protective gesture over her belly. January rose, and kndlt by the hearth to add another few
billets of pineto theflickering blaze. The nogtalgic whiff of the smoke mingled with that of bread and
cocoa and flowers, akind of sweet sadness, like the songs he remembered his father whistling on the
way to thefields. By the time he turned back to his chair, VVoltaire was curled up in the center of the sest
with every gppearance of settling infor the day.

"There was a Blue Ribbon Ball that night, and Marsan challenged aman to adued because held talked to
Sidonie" Dominique went on as January lifted the cat's hefty weight and sat down again, Voltaire
protesting in his pitiful kittenish voice. "Hirted with her, Marsan said, but the man-a French
wine-merchant or something-swore he'd only spoken commonplaces with her, as any man will witha
pretty girl."

Puta, January heard Belaggio scream, putana, and theicy splintering of the dish, spinning from d'lsolas
hands to shatter on the beeswaxed floor.

"Marsan fought him later, too, days after Sidonie was dead. The surgeons had to stop the fight because
the other man was so badly injured.

"In any case, Marsan took Sidonie away from the ball early and stayed with her for an hour or so at her
house. Then heleft, but he came back-Aunt Marie-Pucelle had the cottage across the street, and she
wasjust about the only person who hadn't gone to the ball, because she had a cold that night. Except for
everybody's servants, of course, but they all deep back from the street and couldn't hear aswell. Aunt
Marie-Pucelle couldn't deegp and she saw a man she swears was Marsan let himsdlf into the house with a
key. A few minutes later she heard Sidonie screaming, screaming over and over. . "

"And shedidn't investigete.”

Dominique's mouth tightened like afurled rose. " Sidonie had screamed earlier that night, just after she
and Marsan went into the house that first time," shereplied, carefully devoid of expression. "Aunt



Marie-Pucelle saw Sidonie let Marsan out afew minuteslater and kiss him on the doorstep.”

January sad, "Ah."

"And she'd heard her scream on other nights. The dave-girl who lived in the room next to the
kitchen-Sidoni€'s kitchen, | mean-said the same thing. Said she just put the pillow over her head. When
you deal with someone like Marsan, that'sal you can do, redlly. When the dave-girl-her name was
Marthe-carne out in the morning, she found a cab-driver who lived near there dead in the yard, stabbed
through from the Side, and Sidonie in the house. Her throat was cut...." Dominique's gaze remained fixed
on theleaping yelow silk of the new fire. " She had cuts on her hands and chest, and across her back, as
if Marsan had chased her around the house. There was blood in every room, and furniture knocked over.
The door from the house into the yard was open, and just insde they found arose-colored kid glove that
was supposed to be Marsan's, though at the trial he said it wasn't.”

"And of course Marthe couldn't testify.”

"No," said Dominique. "Cresside's aunt did. But the jury was al white men. So I'm not sure how much
good it would have doneif adave like Marthe could testify. The jury ruled Sidonie had been killed by
“person or persons unknown,' but there was the most awful scandal, and M'seu Marsan wasin al sorts
of financia trouble, because no onewould back billsfor him or extend him credit. Then later Mr. Knight
came to town and took over running his plantation for him, and al of a sudden he had lots of friends
agan"

If hewas smuggling in daves and salling them cheap, | just bet hedid.

"-and new carriages and things. But Mama says there are till people who won't ask him to dinner.”
Hewas carved up bad, Shaw had said. Face, chest, belly ... He didn't fight.

A massive jade-green form squared off against the bull-like Belaggio. A sky-blue dandy in the courtyard
of the New Exchange, golden hair gleaming in the morning light. The curve of adusky purplearm, lifting
d'lsolaand bearing her up the sairs, and the way the girl Liane turned her head aside from the cup of
negus, the bright liquid spilling on her crimson dress....

Likeasifhed fallen down an' the man what did it knelt on top of him an’ cut.

"How many brothers did she have?' asked January. "Three. Deliadied three or four years ago-her
protector paid her off when he ... when he married"-Dominique's voice stuck alittle on the words-"and
later she married aman who worked in theiron foundry. Shedied in childbed." Again that
expressionlessness; again the protective touch on the smooth curve of pink-and-turquoise jaconet, the
deeping lifeingde. "If it was her brothers, wouldn't they have to have been connected with the theater in
some way? To know about the attacks on the rest of the company? Though, of course, the way
everyonein thistown talks-1 swear Theese wastelling me the other day about why Mayor Prieur wants
to sal off hismatched bay carriage team! Because her sster iswaking out with M'seu Prieur's groom's
friend ... Why would they have waited till now? Sidonie's brothers, I mean. Why not when it happened?’
"I don't know." January shook hishead, baffled. "Thisisal just just thoughts. Questions| have. When |
was out in Bayou des Families, | thought there was some thing amisswith dl this that adave, or afree
colored, had to beinvolved.”

Dimly the clock of the Cathedrd sounded the threequarters past nine, and January knew it wastimefor
him to go. He'd promised to meet Rose for an early dinner that night, and to assist her backstage with
Mount Vesuvius. It wasthe least he could do, he reflected, to make sure John Daviss theater didn't burn
down or blow up while its master was incarcerated.

"Will you be dl right?' he asked asherose.

"Oh, yes," She stood, too, and walked with him through the little double parlor to the rear door. The
smdl dining-table there was set dready for lunch adeux: French china, exquistely smple. Linen ngpkins
freshly pressed. January recalled the chipped chinaon Madame Bontemps's table, the mended sheets
worn nearly transparent. Faded curtains, and empty servants rooms rented out to strangers.

Would Dominique cometo that?

He couldn't imagine that chill-faced doll of agirl sanctioning a<tipend that anyone could live on.

He paused in the door, aware of Therese somewhere in the house listening, and of the cook shelling peas
at thetablein front of the kitchen. "Can | do anything for you?'



The sweet mouth curved in asudden wry smilethat reminded him she was Olympe's sster, too. "You
should see your face, ptit," shesaid. "Can I-er-DO"-she pulled down the corners of her mouthin an
expresson of somber and significant discretion, a the same time mimed agrasping motion, likea
surgeon's hand, toward her belly-". . . uh ... ANYTHING ... for you? Not that well say what." She was
laughing at him, but tears sparkled in her eyes.

And January laughed a his own euphemisms. "All right,” he said, kegping hisvoice low. "But Iphigenie
was right, you know. Y ou'll have to make up your mind soon. And you probably won't know what Henri
isgoing to do until after hiswedding."

"I know." Dominique sighed. "And I'll spesk to you when | ... When | decide." She brushed back the
tendrils of hair that surrounded her face, re-settled her tortoiseshell combs.

Had Sidonie Laage's hair been up or down, January wondered as he walked away, that morning ten
years ago when her dave-girl had found her soaked in her own blood?

When he reached the theater, it wasto find James Cadwel in the midst of replacing Princess Isabellas
second act ariawith "Look Out Upon the Stars, My Love," and Tiberio grumbling about the decison to
incorporate al the smoke and fire effects of Vesuviusinto the cave of the doomed Robert'sinferna
parent, while Belaggio in his office recounted his narrow escape to Hector Blodgett, ajourndist who
worked for the New Orleans Bee.

"The manisinsane!" Belaggio's voice boomed forth as January came up the steps to the backstage.
"Obsessad! | have heard him mysdlf, blaming the failure of his opera season thisyear on me-blaming me
for thelossesin his gaming-rooms, even! Envy. .." He shook his head gravely, and Blodgett, doppy and
bewnhiskered and more than half drunk, nodded and scribbled something in his notebook. "Envy isat dl
times and placesthe grestest foe of art. . .."

"Ah-ha" Herr Smith came bustling out of the rehearsal-room and caught January'sarm. "It isin good
time! | feared Herr Sefton would have to play for the rehearsal done. . . ."

Madame Ross and Madame Montero emerged from the prop-room, arms filled with brown peasant
skirtsand tags of lace.

"...amply too plain," LaMontero was saying. "It'sridiculousthat | should be required to look like a
famgirl...."

"But, Madame, Aliceisafam-girl.. . ."

"Fire, he says." Tiberio perched grumblingly on one of the net-draped bollards that had so lately
decorated the shore of Portici village and was soon to do duty asme dievd Sicily. "Morefire. One
ovation and now he must havefire everywhere. . . ."

"They have awitnesswho clams he saw Davis a the City Hotel just before the murder,” said January
softly as hetook his place besde Hannibd in the rehearsa-room. Severd little rats were warming up at
the barre with exercises January recognized as Marguerite's. Miss Flaherty had cornered Cadwell and
was trying to convince him to enlarge the mad, ghostly dancing abbesssrole to include a song, and
possibly aromantic interlude with the hero aswell.

"Sure, and Mr. Trulove thinks I'm good enough-"

"Thefact that Davisis an honest and clean-living person doesn't mean he wouldn't have assassinated
Bdaggio." Hanniba coughed, and tightened the pegs on hisvialin. "Quite the contrary, in fact. One may
smile, and smile, and il beavillain.... Not that 1'd wish a stay in the Cabildo on even the dishonest and
filthy-hearted. But a the moment it'safairly moot point." He tightened another peg, drew the bow
experimentally acrossthe strings, and then played afragment of "The Lost Sheep,” like adiray butterfly in
the dingy room. "I've located the Gower boys."



? EIGHTEEN

"I wouldn't et you anywheres near him." Kentucky Williamslooked January up and down with hard blue
lashless eyesin afacelike five pounds of ved. " 'Ceptin' he needs a doctor bad, and ol' Doc Furness
been drunk aweek."

At this hour-rehearsals hadn't ended until nearly five-her front room, and indeed most of the surrounding
Swamp, wasfairly quiet. Men drifted in from the levee or the candl, joshed with friends, lit up long-nines,
and cracked jokes with the few women who worked the place. When the damp river breeze bellied the
sheet of osnaburg that did duty as adoor, January could see the physician in question, snoring soddenly
on abench in the corner. From here he could smell the man, too, which given the general atmosphere of
woodsmoke and sewage that typified the Swamp argued for afair degree of pungency closer up.
"What's wrong with him? Gower, | mean, not Furness.”

"Cut up." Kate the Gouger, sitting tailor-fashion on Williarnss unsheeted bed beside Hannibal, paused in
the act of braiding her rufous hair. A haf-barrel near-by did duty as anightstand, bearing two candles
and a battalion of half-finished liquor-bottles. January wondered that mere proximity to the spilled dregs
didnt ignite the place. "Took acut in that alley rumpus, and it'sdl swole up an' fever. Furnessbled him
four-five times-puked him red good, too-but he just getsworse. Reckon if they put himin the
Cdaboose, hed die”

Him and Davis, thought January.

Williams was pulling on aman's buckskin jacket over her grease-spotted caico. ™Y ou bring your bag?'
January nodded. Held paid the son of the Fatted Calf's proprietor to fetch it, but the boy had been turned
away by Madame Bontemps, who'd insisted that January's note to her had been forged by King Louiss
gpies. Hewasn't sure whether she meant Louis the Sixteenth or the Eighteenth-it could have been the
Eleventh, for al he knew. In the end, January had walked back to hislodgings, fetched the bag, then
rendezvoused with Hannibal a Williamss. It was after six, and heldd given up al hope of supper with
Rose. He only hoped Rose would still speak to him, at whatever hour he finally managed to present
himself at the Theetre dOrleans.

Williams whistled through her teeth, and a couple of men pushed through the curtain, Kaintucks,
filibusters, or keelboatmen, bearded and filthy like most of their breed. Asthey blindfolded January, he
heard Kate say, "1 went and heard that operee last night, that you give meticketsto? | never heard
anything so pretty indl my life. It ain't right, somebody tryin' to do them nicefolksaharm. ... "

Heavy handstook January's arms, pushed him out into the drizzly chill of the early-faling night.

Hedidn't think they led him far. The smell of the Swamp lessened around him, the stink of tobacco and
woodsmoke and untended privies gave way to the thick green odor of standing water. He felt the wet
dash of weeds on histrouser-legs, the soggy give of the uneven ground, and nearly broke hisshin on
what had to be a cypress-knee. Then the tufts of grass underfoot gave way to the dither of bare mud and
the stink of civilization again, and he heard the knock of wood on wood, the faint plash of water.

Near the cand, then.

Hannibal coughed. One of his escorts spit. "Herewe are.”

L eather hinges creaked. The muggy atmosphere of a shut-up room and the overpowering stink of
sickness: rotting flesh, latrine bucket, blood, and the foul sweet of ill ness soaked into bedding unwashed.
A tdlow candle and greasy sausage. Rats. January heard water splat from awrung-out rag, and aman
sad softly in coarse English, ™Y ou gonnabe al right, Buck. Don't you give up on me now."

"Pull that curtain over thewindow," instructed Williams. "Y ou want the whole town to see us?' And then,
"Here's the doctor we talked about.”

The blindfold was removed. "They's nigger doctors?* asked a big blond bearded man in surprise,
graightening up from where he kndlt by the dirty pallet on thefloor.

January opened his mouth to snap that if he was so damn nicein histaste, he could go to the Cabildo and
ask for a physician there, then met the man's eyes. And saw he was young, probably under twenty, the
blond beard like the loose, soft stringy fuzz of apuppy’s coat. Saw that there was no malice in hiswords



or hiseyes, only genuine brute ignorance. Saw that he'd been crying.

The young man's gaze went to Kate as the Gouger unblindfolded Hannibal, then to Kentucky. He looked
back at January and swallowed hard. "Y ou ain't-you ain't gonna bleed him again, are you? | don't know
if hecantekeit."

"Don't worry, sr," said January. "Nigger doctors don't bleed 'em like white ones do." He glanced at
Williams, said in the ddliberatdly doppy English copied from Shaw, "Might you get your boysto boil me
some water, m'am? Clean the wound up alittle so's| can see what we got?' He could already tell what
they had: raging infection by the smell of it, the fever-ravaged body weskened steadily by bleeding,
purging, and probably dosing with calomel aswell while the dash wound on the right biceps probably
hadn't even been washed. He took half a dozen candles from his bag and drew the packing-box closeto
support them.

Buck Gower was delirious, but so debilitated by fever that Williams and one of her boys could hold him
eadly as January firdt irrigated the wound, then with deft speed carved out the decaying tissue. Behind
him, he heard the murmur of Kate's voice, explaining things to the sick man's brother. He heard the word
"operee” and later, ". . . want to know who hired you. . . ."

"They ain't gonnatell the Guards?' asked Bart anxioudy. "l said, no Guards......"

"'Course Ben ain't gonnatell the Guards. What's he gonnatell 'em? Sassafrasis bringin' his boat down
tonight an, you'll be out of town an' gone come mornin'."

Once the arm was clean, January inspected it minutely, holding the candles close. Though horribly
swollen and 0ozing, the surrounding flesh and the arm below it showed no sign of the dark lividity of
mortification, and the sweetish, nauseating whiff of gangrene was absent from the wound itsalf. When
January had trained at the Hotel Dieu, there had been two or three surgeons there who had insisted on
fanatical cleanliness of their persons, their tools, and the wounds on which they worked, and though these
men had been roundly scorned by most of their colleagues, January had observed that they seemed to
lose fewer patients. And keeping everything clean, he reflected as he packed and bound the yawning
mess with fresh lint, was such asmple thing to do, and no sillier than putting dices of onion under the
patient's bed to chase away the vapors of contagion....

If it was Slly. Some people in the plague hospitals during last summer's outbresk of yellow fever had
recovered after such onion-dices had been placed. January personaly didn't think the onions did anything
but vary the diet of the local rats-dozens more patients had perished than had survived-but then, he didn't
think bleeding hel ped, ether.

Another reason, he thought, that he probably would never be able to make hisliving as a surgeon, even
should he somehow and miraculoudy become as white as a Swede.

Good thing | can play the piano.

"Y ou gonnagive him medicine?' Bart Gower edged hisway back to January's sde, and snuffled, wincing
ashedid so. Hisleft cheek was discolored and swollen where January's fist had connected with it in the
aley besdethetheater, and that Sde of his mustache was dick and glistening with a permanent leakage
of watery mucus from the bregk. "Katie tells me you said you'd help himif'n | told you about bein' hired
to kill this operee dago. That you wouldn't help Buck if'n | didn't."

January glanced back at Kate. With her snarly hair and her uncorseted frock, shelooked dirty and
snigter, tamping smoking-tobacco into the bowl of aclay pipe with her thumb, her tongue thrust out a
little between her teeth in concentration. She'd probably lain with both of Kentucky's bearded
henchmen-possibly with the Gower boys aswell-with aslittle thought as shed have given to drinking
coffee with them in the market-place: what's another man, more or less? And if any of those four men
were to decideto cut her throat as an accompaniment to coupling, they would amost certainly never be
caught or punished.

Thisisthefruit of whoring, they would say with lago. A woman who lets aman have her isadmitting that
heis permitted to do with her what he pleases.

January's jaw tightened, and he looked back at the young man kneeling beside him. "The lady mis-heard
me, gr," he said. He settled back on hishedls. "If you'd tell me who hired you, 1'd appreciate it, because
it might save the lives of myself and my friends. But | don't hold back from helping aman because he



can't pay, or cant help mein return.”

Bart Gower |ooked around indecisively, then picked up abottle from the severa on the packing-box and
held it out to him. January accepted it, and took a drink-fiery and vile. Handing it back, he said, "I better
not take more of that. The man who hired you may be waiting for me the minute | start back for home
aone, and I'll need my wits."

Bart took abrief swig, winced, snuffled again, and sood to hand the bottle along to Kentucky. "Buck
gonnabeal right?' he asked again, his eyes pleading. "That other doctor-Lordy, it give methe cregpsto
see him, with hisknife al waverin' around in his hand. We got afeller gonnatake usout of here
tomorrow, get us back to Ohio. We thought we was some punkins, but we was sure wrong." He wiped
his mustache gingerly, asif hiswholeface ill hurt on that Sde, and held his other hand down to help
January to hisfeet. "Wejust wanted the money to get home on, see.”

January nodded. "It'sabad town, sir," he said, "to those who cometo it for thefirst time." He went to the
bucket, where what was |eft of the boiled water till steamed gently in the candle-spotted gloom. Bart
followed him, and watched with puppy-like curiosity as he washed his hands again, asif held never seen
aman perform this same act so many timesin the same night-maybe the same year.

"Y ou said amouthful," the boy agreed. "Buck gonnabedl right?'

"I don't know." January dried hisfingers aswell as he could on the bandanna from his pocket. "It would
be best if you could let him rest afew more days beforeyou try to travd. . . ."

"We can't." Bart shook his head vigoroudy. "Not if some other fellagot hissdlf killed by that theater. We
didn't do that, | swear it to God, but | been here nursin' Buck here by mysdf, an' who's gonna believe
me? We been waitin' to get Buck better al thistime, an' dl he got wasworse.”

"Then take this." January held out the little packet of powdered willow-bark that was Olympe's favored
febrifuge, and wrote on it, with the stub of pencil, F, for fever. "Bail it in water, like tea-about this
much"-he sketched afew tablespoonfulsin hispalm-"at atime. It will bring hisfever down some. And
wash the wound with this, boiled up in water"-he wrote W, for wash, on a packet of comfrey root "and
change the bandage every day for as clean aone asyou can get.”

The boy nodded earnestly, marking the ingtructions down in hismind. In agang of men, thought January,
he'd probably have beaten January up on the street if that was the entertainment going that night. Now he
was alone, and confused, in pain himself and scared for his brother, and wanted only to go home. Where
his mother and sisters probably loved him.

January wondered why he continued to strive to understand humankind. How much simpler to hate and
be done.

"Thank you." The boy snuffled, and shoved one packet into each of histrouser pockets. He took another
drink from hisbottle. "Well, | can't tel you the name of who hired us, 'cause | don't know it, but it wasa
lady, not aman. A woman, anyway..."

He hesitated, trying to sort out remembered distinctions of dress and speech in hismind, and January,
dartled, sad, "A woman?'

Bart nodded. " She come right into the Blackleg, where Buck was dedlin’ cards-we made akind of dedl
with ol' Shotwell that owns the place for acut of Buck'swinnin's. Tryin' to make back some of what we
lost so we could go home again, see. An' she says, Y ou Bart Gower? | hear you'relookin' for away to
make some money." "

"Thiswoman knew your names?'

"Wdll. . ." He made alittle embarrassed shrug. "Just about ever'body round the Swamp knew by that
timewewaslookin'. Wedid alittle stedlin’, see, on the levee. But the L evee Boyslet Buck and me know
it wasther territory, an' took most of it off us."

"l see January reflected that between the City Guards and the various gangs that regularly worked
robberies on the levees and such hellholes as Girod and Gal latin streets, it probably wasn't easy to make
money in New Orleans even as afredance thief. Bart and Buck were lucky to make it homewith no
worse than a broken cheekbone and a usdessarm. Many smply ended up in theriver or the morgue.
"What day wasthis? The day you made the hit?"

"Day before." Bart wiped hisnose again.



Wednesday, then. "What did shelook like? Was she white or black?"

"Oh, white. They don't let no black girlsinto the gamblin-room at the Blackleg. She had on thisveil over
her hat"-hisfingers sketched something that |ooked like Spanish moss over hisface-"but | could see
through it she waswhite." He fished around in what was probably arather limited vocabulary for
something to illusgtrate his memory of the encounter. "I think her hair was brown."

"Brown eyes?' asked January, since the dark scrim of avell would have obscured whether her
complexion was pink or olive, and in any case he doubted the boy would make the ditinction. Bart
nodded. "Or blue?' Bart thought about it and nodded again. "Was she tdl? Short?"

"I dunno. All girlsiskindashort, ain't they?"

To Bart they would be, of course. Bart was only an inch or so shorter than January's six-feet-three.
"Young or old?'

"Young, | guess. | mean, she weren't bent over likeaold lady or nuthin’, an' she talked like she had all
her teeth. She talked to us over in acorner of the gamblin' room, away from the lights, so it waskinda
hard to see. Mr. Shotwell, he don't spend too much on lamp-ail. But she had thiskind of accent, like
folksaround here do."

"But she spoke English?"

"Well, yeah." Helooked surprised that January would have to ask.

"And she offered you money to-what? Beat up a man in the theater dley?"

"Kill him," replied Bart somberly. "She said, | want him corpsed. | want him cold gtiff for the dirty bastard
heis. That'swhat she said. An' she give Buck a hundred dollars an' said thered be a hundred more when
she seen the body. Said to wait in the alley by the American Theater an' held be dong about midnight.
Which he wasn't-it was close on to three in the mornin', an' we'd waited there for hours, with other
people comin'inand out an' al."

“In?'

"There wasthisfellagot down from acab an’ went in, right after we got there. He had on amask, an' a
big hat, an' apistol, too-we seen it by the light over the door we's sposed to watch.”

"Washetdl?' January asked. " Short?'

"Y eah. Shorter'n us, anyway." Bart's forehead squinched with concentration, trying to summon back a
recollection of ashadow glimpsed in shadow. "I only saw him good from the back, when he went up the
stepsinto the door.”

Belaggio's Augtrian contact. And of course any white man could walk around New Orleanson a
Carniva night masked and cloaked and bristling with wegponry. No wonder Shaw didn't ook like held
dept since Twdfth Night.

"Y ou caled him an opera dago afew minutes ago,” said January. "Isthat what she cdled him?"

"No. That'sjust what Kate said just now. Thiswoman-lady-said as how he'd be big, big asus. A big
white man. Take him, she said, an' snuff him. Cut him up bad. An' her voice got mean when she said it,
like he done somethin' to her. An' later Buck said to me, Let that be alesson not to rile up awoman in
THIStown, little brother. An’ we laughed.”

Helooked down at his brother, sunk into deep now, his breathing light and dow. Under matted, lousy
hair hisface was haggard and thin. Bart reached down and touched the unswollen hand. Snot dripped off
his mustache, and he wiped it again, as January suspected held be wiping it for the remainder of hislife.
"God, | hope he'sgonnabe well."

A woman, thought January as he, Hannibal, and Kate the Gouger made their way back toward the Place
d'/Armes. It was something he hadn't expected to hear.

Grimy light filtered from the windows of the bars and saloons, glinted on the criss-crossed linesand X's
of whed-ruts like some indeci pherable, muddy map. Along the building-fronts, where tufts of filthy grass
made the ground firmer, men jostled dong in their high boots, homespun shirts, and rough flannds, eyes
gleamed in the shadows as they passed. Music scratched and razzled. A woman in acalico dress
staggered out of the Turkey-Buzzard, fell on her kneesin the gutter before January, and whimpered, her
hair hanging down over her face. In the sdloon the men roared with laughter.

When January stooped to help her to her feet, she spit on him, pulled her arm free of his steadying hand,



and staggered away.

A woman.

"Y ou have any insight into what Madame Montero was doing Wednesday afternoon?' he asked as he
and his companions resumed their walk.

"May | seeyour watch?' Hanniba answered, and paused in the bar of ochre light from the door of the
Ripsnorter Saloon to look at the time. "Half past nine. | wondered how long it would take you to ask me
that question.”

"Admittedly, it doesn't sound very much like her."

"It doesn't sound anything like her." The fiddler snapped the watch-case closed and handed it back. "
can't see Conchadepriving hersdf of the pleasure of stabbing Lorenzo Belaggio in the back herself-that
carving-up of the corpse does sound like awoman, doesn't it?"

Kate shoved him in not-quite-mock annoyance and said, "I'll carve you up, pard.”

"But in fact Consudadid what any sane woman would do upon arriva in aforeign city: she went
shopping. With Madame Chiavari and her husband, | gather to devadtating effect.”

"Judt asking.”

"Wednesday isatrifle early for it to have been any of the ladies of the St. Mary Opera Society,”
Hannibal went on, hopping across the ankle-deep 9 ough where Tchoupitoulas crossed Gravier Stredt,
and offering agdlant hand to Kate. "The company arrived from Havanaonly Tuesday, and if the motive
for mayhem had anything to do with the subject matter of Othello, while | can't say no one would have
had time to become murderoudy offended, it does sound rather quick. Particularly if one had bullyboys
to locate and hire. It arguesfor familiarity with the town."

As he made hisway toward the Thegtre d'Orleans after parting company with Kate and Hannibal,
January had to admit that the fiddler's point was agood one. Everyone in the Swamp knew the Gower
boyswerefor hire. But someone from out of town would need alocal informant.

January arrived at the Thesatre barely in timeto help Rose st flaresin the sides of Mount Vesuviusfor the
Act Five finale and to crouch beneath the stage to work the steam-cocks that generated what appeared
to be volcanic smoke. Though hewasfar lessfond of theforced, barking style of singing favored by the
French opera, it was il plain that both the Princess Elviras sSinging and Fenellas dancing were
considerably superior to those displayed by their alter-egos on the previous night.

Sparse applause echoed discouragingly in the haf-empty theater. January hoped that if Monsieur
LeMoyne were present, held make as good astory of it as he could when he reported to Davisin the
jal. The owner of the Thesatre had enough problemswithout hearing his show had failed.

Afterward January wa ked home with Rosein the chilly mists, Rose with her tignon and dress smelling of
sulfur and paraffin and smuts of ash on her cheek. They drank coffeein the market arcade and ate
beignets and ginger-cake, and watched maskers driving their carriages full of Ivanhoes and Greek gods
and Indians and Turks through the square, the seamboats on the levee dl lit up like jewel-boxes and
music pouring out of saloon doors and houses. They giggled and groaned about Vesuviuss shortcomings,
and re-wrote the ending of the operawith the heroic fisherman and hisloya companions being locked in
abarn on the far sde of Herculaneum and missing the revolution entirely. When January walked Rose up
to the gdlery of her little rented room, he put his hands on her dim waist and kissed her gently; felt her
diffen for oneingtant at old memories, old hurts. Then her hands did swift and light around his shoulders
and her mouth grew warm under his, tasting at first, hesitant, then crushing, devouring, and yielding to be
devoured.

January walked homefeding curioudy breathless and light, asif hed found anote from God under his
pillow, saying, Everything will bedl right.

Everything will bedl right.

He went to Mass early the following morning. At a guess, the man he hoped to see at the Cathedra
wouldn't attend until later-if he attended at al-and January knew he might have to wait, and watch, a
good part of the day. The early Mass was mostly market-women, black and white and colored, though
January recognized Dominique's friend Doucette LaBayadere, hurrying in early that she might the sooner
hurry home. Home to wait for her protector, in case he should chance to come....



Helit acandle before the Virgin's satue after the Masswas done. Told over hisbeadsin prayer asthe
priests voicerose: Adorate Deum, omnes Angeli gus.. . .

For Marguerite, he thought. Blessed Mary ever-Virgin, hold her hand.

And another one, in gratitude, for his own sake and that of Rose.

Everything will bedl right.

Emerging from the sanctuary's dimness, January saw slhouetted before him in the doorway the tignon of
atal woman just going out-atignon tied in seven points, likeahao of flame. Only one woman in New
Orleans wore such a style-she who wore it would permit no imitators.

"Mamzelle Marie," he cdled, and Marie Laveau turned back to him and smiled.

Unlike Olympe, the voodooienne was a devout Christian, worshipping the God whose light she saw
through the different-colored lenses of both loaand saints.

"Will you have coffee with me?" he asked her, and they settled themselves on abench near the
fruit-selers and cafes that ranged the upstream side of the square, where he could watch those who came
and went through the Cathedra doors. After Mamzelle Marie had asked his judgment of Marguerite's
condition, and they exchanged opinions on Philippe duCoudreau's discretion about where January had
been when Marguerite was attacked ("Hell keep hislip tight, never fear that,” she said), he asked her,
"Did you know Sidonie Laage?"

"That | did," said the voodoo queen. She was dressed quietly, in accord with the surroundings, her dark
wool frock the dress of awell-off carpenter's widow, which waswhat shewas. Like his mother, and the
more prosperous libre women both respectable and plagee, she wore corsets, the whalebone giving her
clothing and posture astraight, queenly dignity. Only her tignon, blue-and-violet madrasthat framed a
face in which the high cheekbones of an Indian joined strong, clear features of both African and white,
showed what she truly was: none but the reigning voodoo queen could wear atignon wrapped into seven
points.

"Sidonied come to me many nights, for ouangato make him love her, for powdersto make him care.
Sheld ask mefor little charms and gris-gris, too, to bring him luck in gambling, to make the saints send
him money. Thiswas back in the days when he had little. Helll be happier when he worries less about
money, shed say. Hell treat me better when things are better for him."

She shook her head, in her Indian-dark eyes the wisdom one acquires when one is queen of secrets,
patience and tolerance learned only by peering into the ugliest of shadows. "I couldn't convince her it
doesn't work s0."

January said nothing. Had Isabella Marsan, he wondered, gone to Mamzelle Marie with one of her
husband's colored gloves, for amix of sted dust, sugar, and honey to draw him back to her? Had
Dominique at least thought of asking Olympe to make her a packet of gunpowder, flaxseed, wasp-mud,
and filéto cast across Chloe St. Chinian's doorstep?

They both watched Liane Troyes as she emerged from the Cathedra, her opulent figure sheathed in
mourning, her soft brown-sugar face framed by the darkness of avell. Would she seek another
protector? January wondered. Or had her experience with Marsan turned her against the life of aplagee?
Onething was certain. Even behind aveil, and in the smoky gloom of the Blackleg Sdoon, there was no
way that woman could have been mistaken for white.

"She'slucky, that one," said Mamzelle Marie quietly. "Lucky Marsan did not turn on her as he turned on
Sidonie. For such men as he, no matter how careful awoman is, no matter how till she dits, helll dways
find areason to be angry.”

"What else do you know," he asked, "about Vincent Marsan?"

But at that moment he saw, coming around the corner of the Cabildo, the man he sought. After Shaw's
description of the purple toga and gilded wregth, he'd insensibly been expecting everyday garb of equa
flamboyance. In fact, Incantobelli wore a plain coat of drab gray wool, and hissilver hair was brushed
back under a dilapidated beaver hat. He douched dong amost shyly, with none of the swashbuckling
verve hed displayed as Pussin Boots. January could conclude only that there was something about a
costume that released the artist in the man.

Like those engravings one saw of Shakespeare, he thought: balding, demure, and howlingly middle-class.



January excused himself to Mamzelle Marie and re-entered the Cathedra, taking his place in that portion
of the Sde aidereserved for the free colored, but where he could watch the castrato during the ensuing
Mass. Though the nave was far more crowded now than it had been, hewas still close enough to confirm
his earlier impressions of lithe dimness and medium height. The swarthy face, without amask, was
puckish with athousand lines and dominated by anose like the beak of a Roman warship; two dandyish
waistcoats of cream and charcoal-gray reveded aglimpse of thegatricality under the nondescript coat.
After the Mass, January followed him out, to where he paused to buy abunch of violetsfrom agirl onthe
step, and called out, "Signor Incantobe|i!”

The singer turned, took one look at him, gasped in horror, and bolted into the crowds of the Place
dArmes. It wasthe last thing January had expected. "Signor, wait ... !"

Incantobelli veered to head for the line of fruit-stands set up under the sycamore trees aong the square's
edge, where the crowd was thickest. January, moving to cut him off, edged and dodged through the
market-women, idlers, well-dressed ladies on their way to the Fashion Show Mass. Incantobelli darted
up to agentleman just emerging from Bernadette M etoyer's chocol ate-shop, caught the man's shoulders
with the light strength of awaltzer on the dance-floor, shouted " Thief! He has stolen your watch, sir!" and
thrust him into January'sarms.

Too dartled-and too close-to dodge, January found himsdlf tangled in the gentleman’'s arms and legs,
being ebowed and belabored with amahogany cane: "Ah, will you, you wretch!" When he struggled to
free himsdlf, the man seized him, and three others-two merchant types and a steamboat pilot in ablue
coat-hung on to him like staghounds as Incantobelli darted away into the crowd.

"Damned thievesaredl over thiscity!"

"Had my wallet lifted the other day ...!"

"Right in front of the goddamn Calaboose ...!"

"Sir" January knew better than to lift afinger in his own defense, merely ducked his head into hisraised
arms and stood till. At least, he thought, he wasn't in the Swamp, so it was unlikely he'd be knocked
down and kicked. "Sir, | didn't take your watch! | didn't take your watch, sir!" he kept repegting. "It was
an accident, ar!"

"Dont you lieto me, boy!"

"Thievin' nigger .. ."

"Put himinthegocks. .. ."

It wasn't until they dragged him into the Cabildo and thrust him before the sergeant at the desk that
January was ableto say, "Sir, look in your pocket, Sir. Y our watch is still there, sir,” and be heard.

The man brought out hiswatch-flashy Dutch-gold that probably cost a quarter of what January's had-and
reddened. "Got you before you brought it off!" he trumpeted, hiswhite Sdewhiskersfairly bristling with
fury.

January didn't darerall hiseyes. "Sir, you're very lucky you were the one he picked to shove," hereplied,
wondering if DeMezieres-the desk sergeant-would recognize him as afriend of Shaw's, or whether he
was going to spend the night comparing notes about La Muette de Portici with John Davis. "It'san old
game, sir. One man starts afight that way between two completely innocent strangers, and during the
scuffle his accomplices go around and pick the pockets of everyone who stopsto watch.”

He glanced around him. Of course Shaw was absent, on a Sunday.

"Y ou know damn-al about it," growled the white-whiskered man.

"l should,” said January in his best English, and manufactured arueful grin. "1 got taken that way about Six
months ago, stopping to watch an affray just likeit on the levee. It cost measilk handkerchief and a
week's pay."

And if the three rescuers start to laugh at him for being taken in, he thought, I'm doomed.

But one of them-a ginger-haired man in coarse tweed-only remarked, "Deuced clever,”" and the
steamboat pilot spit in a contempl ative fashion on the floor.

"Y ou were right to react the way you did," added January, not mentioning thet if the white-whiskered
gentleman had gone after another white man with his cane on so little provocation, hed have ended up
taking an unexpected bath in the nearest municipal gutter. "And very quick, too." He wondered the next



moment if that was alittle too fulsome, but the man only made a harrumphing noise, like adog brought to
hedl and consenting to be patted.

But of course he and his three rescuers and newfound friends had to recount the whole affair to Sergeant
DeMezieres from beginning to end, and minutely examine January's papers. When the Sergeant identified
January as awell-known and respectable musician-"as honest asthe day islong"-the third man, astringy
Westerner of the kind January had seen picking through the New Exchange for bargains, demanded,
"And how do we know that?'-not of DeMezieres, but of the other three. "Goddamn Frenchmen stand
behind their friends no matter what they do."

The Sergeant dtiffened. "Y oure talking of thelaw inthiscity, my friend. . . ."

"I'm no friend of no Frenchman and I'm talkin' about the dam' police, not the law." The Westerner's pae
eyesblazed. "And | know dam’ well you'd let aman pick pocketsright herein thishere dam' room if he
giveyou acut, because that's what the banks in this damn Frenchified town do. . . ."

Altogether, it was some hours before January emerged from the Cabildo, nursaing the haf-dozen fresh
bruises from the white-whiskered gentleman's cane and wondering what the hell had caused that
expression of utter, panicky terror held glimpsed in Incantobelli's eyes.



? NINETEEN

"I had no ideayou were so formidable, Benjamin.” Hanniba worked the yelow chunk of rosin dong his
bowstring, touching it now and then with afinger to judge thetexture. "l seel need to give myself greater
credit for daring to bein your company.”

"A daring that Incantobdlli clearly doesn't share,” replied January. "Since | cannot imagine an operatic
soprano of forty years standing being seized with such shy ness, | can only guesshewas afraid of who
might see him talking to me.”

Hannibd ran asiniger trill of descending minor notes on hisviolin, to test the bow, and glanced at
January under raised brows. " The gentleman who tried to strangle Marguerite? One can scarcely blame
him. When it comesto protecting themsel ves the people who shoved Davisinto the arms of the policethe
way Incantobelli shoved your friend with the white whiskersinto yours yesterday don't seem to know
what scruples are. If Incantobelli hadn't been wearing that-er-unmistakable garb in a public place the
night of Marsan's murder, they'd have found someone who saw him masked and cloaked and wearing a
small-sword at the City Hotdl, instead of Davis. Remind me to purchase a crimson coat with gold braid
on the deeves or something equaly memorable.... Costly thy habit asthy purse can buy. ...."

"Rich, not gaudy, " agreed January, and he bit into the juicy sweetness of an apple taken from his

musi c-satchdl . Deeper in the bowels of the cavern, Tiberio muttered in Sicilian, "Moreflame, he says. Let
us have the show." He adjusted the red glassfilters that would color and magnify the eerie, flickering
gaset'slight. "They will do Barber of Seville and have Figaro make his entrance through atrap-door ina
blaze of fire......"

"Did you see Davis?' Hanniba asked.

"l waslucky | didn't gpend the night with him." January pitched the gpple-core into the nearest sandbox.
"I spoke with LeMoyne and offered to cancel my pupilsthis morning to testify at the arraignment asto
the sate of Daviss hedlth, but LeMoyne said it wasn't necessary. They got Ker from the hospita," he
added, trying not to let the annoyance he felt carry into hisvoice. It was childish-and, his confessor would
have said, prideful: Dr. Ker had been asked because he was the head of Charity Hospital, not because
he was white and January was black. Moreover, January knew it.

He shook his head at himsdlf. Hanniba had been right when held said there was amiasmain thisland of
davery, likethered light of illusion, that tainted dl things.

"LeMoyne says Davisis holding up-he's been running afaro-bank in hiscell snce Friday. ....."

"Sounds like him." Hannibal poked with hisbow at one of the theater cats who'd legpt up to investigate
the uneaten dish of jamba aya held bought from one of the street vendorsfor lunch. All around them,
chorus-boys and musicianswerefiltering in, joking and calling to one another; Cadwell rapped at the
door of Belaggio's office, then rapped again. It occurred to January that held seen little of the impresario
in the three days since Marsan's murder. Hed kept to his office as much as he could during rehearsals
Friday and Saturday, arriving late and departing early.

And, January redlized, never done.

Had Belaggio, too, seen the Devil with aknife, waiting on abanquette in the dark?

". .. assumed Drusillawould go to the Y oung Itdians of her acquaintance when she found the note,"
Hannibd was saying January pulled his atention back with an ef fort-"but not that sheld invite you to the
picnic. Certainly not that shed have the bottom to rent agig hersalf. Were the horses ever found, by the
way?'

"Oddly enough, yes. Desdunes from the livery returned my deposit money to me yesterday, and told me
that white-stockinged bay | rented had been found about amile from Big Temple-on Bayou des
Familles" he added, seeing hisfriend's eyebrowslift at this curious piece of nomenclature, "and brought
back to town by Sam Pickney. And just now Cavallo said that Thunderbolt and the two horses he and
Bruno rented were found grazing by theriver near English Turn.”

"Meaning whoever took them didn't want to be seen with them in town.” Hanniba drew up hisfeet to let
Mr. Rowe, the theater manager, pass, franticaly giving in structions to Paddy about bringing up the flats



for tonight's performance of The Soldier's Daughter. "Hasit occurred to you, by the way, thet if
Incantobelli's asoprano, and dight of build, he could easly have passed himsdlf off asawoman...."
"Theoreticaly,” agreed January. "Have you had a closelook at our Negpolitan nightingale? Hisnoseison
the botanical order-somewhere between alarge yam and a cypress-knee-and he has morelineson his
face than alinen shirt straight out of the mangle. Unlessthat veil was thicker than atrade-goods blanket,
even so unobservant awitness as Bart Gower must have commented that their employer was the ugliest
woman he'd ever seen.”

"Hmn." Hanniba shifted again as Claud Cepovan edged closer to watch Tiberio place hisfirepots. He
had a measuring-stick with him, of the kind undertakers used to mark the height of corpses. the
cave-mouth was narrow and he'd be lucky, January thought, to make his entrance into Act Three without
igniting hisown cloak. "And | takeit Monsieur LeMoyne didn't think much of your tale of clandestine
interviews with vanishing assassnsin the wilds of the cipriere by night?*

"He gppreciated the information that he may be looking for awoman,” said January. Belaggio emerged
from his office and cast anervous glance around the back stage before emerging from benegth the
gdlery; when Herr Smith herded the giggling, chattering corps de ballet abruptly from the rehearsal-room,
he shied asif a agunshot.

"He may subpoenaHarry Shotwell from the Blackleg to testify to the woman's conference with Person or
Persons Unknown on the day before the origina assault, which would be more useful than attempting to
catch up with the Gower boys on the Natchez Trace-they'd only refuse to testify. Aswould Incantobelli,

| suppose.” He sighed. "Danton, Robespierre, and Mirabeau did the world a great disservice-maybe
Franklin and Jefferson before them. They made an ideal-be it the Restoration of Proper Order or the
Rights of Man-judtification for killing another human being. So we have now not only to worry about
protecting oursalves from evil men, but aso from good ones.™

"Man, proud man," sighed Hannibal, rising from his chair asthe rest of the orchestrafiled past toward the
stage. "Drest in alittle brief authority ... like an angry ape/ Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven /
As make the angelsweep. "

"Thisisridiculous!" Consudlastormed past, brandishing her copy of the score. Behind her, ahollow-eyed
d'lsola nodded, smiling agreement to Belaggio's account of which songs she must sing at the reception at
the town house of Senator Soames tonight.

"What do you mean, you can't find the muskets?* wailed Mr. Rowe. "We can't have The Soldier's
Daughter without musketd!™

"Melodramal" sneered Tiberio, and d'lsolatried not to shed atear astheimpresario kissed her hands.
Navita de ventis, January recdled the words of the Roman Propertius: The seaman tells stories of winds,
the ploughman of bulls.... And the soprano of theindignities of being primaor theinjustices of not.

He wondered whether there would be time between the end of rehearsal and that reception-which he
was aso playing at-to go to the Cabildo and speak to Davis, or to LeMoyne's office, or to Olympe'sto
see how Marguerite did.

"Eveninthat,” pursued Hannibd asthey took their places behind the drape of the pit, " Peter the Hermit
and St. Augustine-and Mohammed, of course-are there be fore you. It's one thing to die for the Rights of
Man, and quite another to be hanged becauise someone doesn't want the police asking questions about
what Lorenzo Belaggio might have been doing at ten-thirty Thursday night. One wonders," he added as
Belaggio gave Ladsolaonefinal wet kiss and stepped to the podium asif he expected it to drop from
beneath him like a scaffold trap, "'just what the Austrians thought Marguerite knew, and might have
passed along to you.”

According to Olympe-who like most voodoos made it her business to know everything about everyone
intown-Theodore Laage, athough an attorney-at-law, had refused to have anything to do with the
prosecution of his sister's murder in 1825. He had concentrated instead on the purchase of two male
daveswhom herented out by the week to the various cotton-pressesin the American section of town,
and the acquigition and rental of anumber of houses in the Faubourg Treme. In the ten years since the
trid, this course of action had proven so profitable that Lalage had been able to sdll the cottage that had
bel onged to their mother on Rampart Street and buy aroomier dwelling on the fashionable Rue



Esplanade.

"Which he should have taken shame on himsdf for doing," declared Olympe as she cleared away the
supper dishes by the light of severa branches of tallow candles on the sideboards of the rear parlor. It
had been a quiet med, though January suspected ordinary conversation wouldn't have waked Marguerite
through the back bedroom's shut door. When he'd arrived for supper, sheld greeted him drowslly, eating
with good grace the blancmange and soup Gabriel had made for her, and asking about the rehearsal.
Sheld falen adeep soon after, and January guessed she wouldn't recall the conversation at al when-if-she
woke.

Hefollowed Olympe across the darkening yard to the kitchen, carrying dishes. "He cheated his brothers
and sster out of the price of the house, which Laurent, the youngest, could have stayed in after their
mamas degth. The boy's a common laborer, without the brains to make his way like the older boys.
These days I'm told Theo Lalage pretends his mother wasn't plagee, nor hissigters, either. Hetdls his
daughters they were dressmakers.”

January nodded, and tried to look asif the matter were only of casua interest. His sister had her own
views of jugtice, and would not have brought Sidoni€e's brother to the notice of the white police, only to
save awhite man's skin.

Stll, he had learned what he needed to know. The following morning, before his pupils arrived, he
dressed in hisroughest trousers and his red-and-blue calico shirt and loitered among the trees dlong Rue
Esplanade until he saw Theo Lalage send off hisdavesto their hired work. He took note of how the
sturdy, gray-haired gentleman stood, in his blue coat and high-crowned beaver hat, when hetalked to his
bondsmen in acold, clipped matter-of-fact voice: Don't linger in the market on the way home. Don't let
me come past Camp Street this afternoon and see you chatting to the orange-sdllers. Y our labor reflects
onme.

Yes, Sr. Yes, Sir.

The man himsdf January recognized, as he was coming to recognize most of the prominent men of the
free colored community, from playing at the balls of the Faubourg Treme Militiaand Burid Society. Not
aman, January guessed, who after ten years would avenge asister he had winced to acknowledge in her
life. He went home, conscious of how he now watched al the shadows of the trees behind him, and took
acircuitous route. It was going to be abusy day.

Therewas afina dressrehearsa for Robert le Diable at noon, added for the benefit of the dancers.
Since Princess | sabellawas essentidly Princess Elvirain ahouppelande ingtead of afarthingde, La
dIsolahad only her usual problemswith the role and Consuela Montero was well content with arole that
would alow her to display her own formidable coloratura. The gponymous Robert's agonies concerning
savation and damnation were not notably different from Masanidlo's agonies concerning honor and
liberty. The cavortings of the ghostly Abbess before the tomb of Ste. Rosdlie were highly reminiscent of
the cavortings of Fenella on the Portici beach. Claud Cepovan shied like a spooked virgin every time he
had to spring out of the demonic cavein his seven or eight yards of flowing demonic cloak.

And well he should, thought January. Belaggio fairly chortled over the amount of flame and smoke the
cavern would generate, but January remembered the blood soaked papersin the drawer, and the veiled
woman who had said | want him corpsed. Despite Cavall0's assurances, there was something more here
than Audtrian palitics. January fdt it in hisbones.

In the event, the operawent well. Lad'lsolasang "L ook Out Upon the Stars, My Love" and " Softly Fall
the Dews of Night" as badly as she would have sung anything Monsieur Meyerbeer ever penned. During
these English interludes, Madame Montero moved casualy around upstage, taking the combs out of her
dark hair, wrapping herself in the Princesss shawl, and, finally, lifting her skirtsto adjust agarter on her
kneein away that completely distracted d'1sola, to say nothing of its effect on the Kaintucksin the pit.
Half the time the prima soprano's back was to the audience as she sang. In Act Five the smoke-bombs
misfired and ingtead of vanishing in acloud of infernal fumes, the Devil Bertram was clearly seen to drop
through atrap-door, which snapped dosed on a corner of his cloak, leaving e ghteen inches of
unexplained fabric at the feet of the united lovers during their final duet.

But at least nobody dropped dead on-stage, thought January. No one's cloak or skirts caught fire. No



wireswere crossed to strangle the ghost of the dancing Abbess mid-pirouette, and no one took a shot at
anyonefromthe gdlery.

Only at the end of the performance did January groan, when Belaggio stood on-stage and announced
that-"Friday's performance of the mystical Hibernian opera, La Dame Blanche, will be conducted by the
newest member of our operaseason, Monsieur Arnaud Bucher." Arnaud Bucher was-or had been John
Daviss conductor. Just what Davis needs; thought January. Y et another reason to have murdered
Lorenzo Belaggio in an dley. | wonder when that was arranged, and if the State Prosecutor will bring it
up at thetria.

After the near-donnybrook in the prison watchroom two days previoudy, held lost whet little hope he
had ever had of any jury trying a Frenchman without politics entering in.

" ... Cinderellaon Tuesday, and the incomparable Roman tragedy Norma by Bdllini on Friday, which
will bring usto the final opera of the season,” Belaggio contin ued over the surge of polite applause,
"Orfeo ed Euridice, for which I promise you, with my hand upon my heart, the most unsurpassed and
dazzling spectacle of dl.”

"Orfeo ed Euridice?' said Hannibd, startled, asthe gadightsin the house went up. "What happened to
Der Freischiitz?'

"Orfeo ed Euridice?' January pinched out his candle and got to hisfeet, gathered his glovesand music.
"GLUCK's Orfeo ed Euridice? He's going to put that on for Americans?'

"Y ou think Americans won't appreciate the Dance of the Blessed Spirits?' Hannibal's eyebrows quirked.
"The most beautiful piece of music Gluck-or dmost anyone €l se-ever wrote?!

"l think Americanswon't it still for two hours of people singing arias about Love at each other without
anything resembling aduel, or ariot, or even akiss... Sir." He hastened to overtake Belaggio asthe
impresario strode backstage, dmost running to the shelter of the green room.

"Sir, are you sure Orfeo isagood choice? Please excuse me for spesking, but-"

At January'sfirst word, Belaggio dewed around, the blank terror of startlement on hisface changing
swiftly to pugnacity. "What isabad choice about it?' Hisjaw thrust forward, asit had when January had
raised the subject of Othdlo. "It is Gluck!"

"It isabsolutely gatic. Sir. The music is beautiful, but absolutely nothing happens on-stage. Nothing. It's
like trying to stage Dante's Paradiso. Two people stand and sing at each other, then two more people
come and sing at each other-"

"Nonsense!" The big man waved January back as Anne Trulove and Caddwel, champagne and foie gras
in hand on plates of gold-rimmed china, looked a one an other uncertainly: January had spoken, not in
Itdlian, but in English. "Y ou are thinking of another Orfeo, my friend. Wewill havefire, varoosh!" He
swept hisarm in the direction of the satanic cave, il faintly wreathed in smoke, on which severd of the
Siciliansin the chorus were perched with their plates of bread-and-butter. "We will have writhing
choruses of devils-barum da-dadum! We will have angels floating down from the heavens-"

"Dancing angeld" cried Mr. Trulove ecstatically, clasping white-gloved hands before his breast and
casting alovelorn eye at Oona FHaherry.

"Wewill have an audiencethat fdlsadespinits chars" muttered Hanniba, fortunately in German, which
no one but January-and the Herren Smith and Pleck, currently out of earshot-understood.

"Fire always makes a spectacle on-stage,” approved Cadwell, who probably couldn't have distinguished
Gluck from Goosey-Goosey-Gander. "And it's the spectacle that puts bums on seets, you know. That's
where we've been ahead of Davis all the way adong. Weve got the French Opera House
licked-absolutely licked!" he added, throwing a triumphant glance back at the patrons of the Opera
Society. Jed Burton and Hubert Granville raised their glassesto him; their wives nodded in aforest of
plumes. "Of course, I'm sorry about Mr. Davis-it'sridiculousto think held have had anything to do with
poor Marsan's being killed that way-but it'll come to nothing in court, you mark my words."

He put ahand on Belaggio's massive shoulder, steered him away in the direction of the overcrowded
green room, and January knew better than to follow. "Now, how, exactly, do you propose we dressthe
ballet for this Dance of the Blessed Spirits? Could we have them al come down from the flies on wires?
And if we used "The Last Rose of Summer. . ."



"Cheer up." Hanniba handed January aplate of pound-cake. "Austrian agents may murder the lot of us
before we have to participate in a debacle of this scope.”
"If they don',” retorted January glumly, "'l can guarantee you the American audience will."



? TWENTY

"Have you heard anything?' Cyril LeMoynelifted astack of ledgers, newspapers, and two volumes of
Blackstone's Commentaries from the spare chair in his office, looked around seeking another placeto set
them, and finally settled for moving a haf-empty cup of coffee aside to balance them on atowering
column of smilar composition on the corner of hisdesk. "Anything at dl?" January would have shifted his
chair sdewaysto get abetter view past it of the little attorney's face, but a couple of deedboxes and
another stack of books-the Code Napoleon and most of the Law Code of the State of Louisiana
wedged him immovably into place. He leaned sdewaysto talk.

"No morethan | told you Monday morning,” he said. "No further odd occurrences, unless you count
Cadwell's plansto replace the "Dance of the Blessed Spirits with "The Last Rose of Summer.’ No
threats or attacks on me or anyone else. Marguerite seemsalittle better-she's conscious for afew
minutes at atime-but still doesn't remember what happened.” He had just come from breakfast with
Olympe and her family, and though hisfriend's listlessness il troubled him, he was beginning to fed
hope.

"I made the time before last night's performance to speak to the stable-hands at the Promenade Hotdl ,"
he went on. "One of them-Scipion-heard the attack on Belaggio in the dley and went to open the gate;
he saysaman in acloak and amask thrust it open moments before he got there, shoved him aside, and
darted across the yard and into the hotel. He thinks the man was short. The yard was dark by the gate,
though there was some light closer to the hotdl. Scipion's not atal man himsdf."

"Tdling usexactly nothing," responded LeMoyne gloomily. "The number of not-very-tal men waking
around New Orleans masked, armed, cloaked, and in evening-dress on any night during Carnival rivals
the mise-en-scene of the average Venetian melodrama. The prosecution would point out that the
description fits Davis as wdll as Incantobelli-or mysdf, for that matter.”

"Or awoman," said January. "Breeched or not-cloaked and in darkness, it would be difficult to tell. What
happened at the arraignment?*

LeMoyne flung up an ink-smudged, despairing hand. "What didn't happen? Tillich pogtively identified
John Davis as the man he saw at the City Hotel the night of the murder-waistcoat, watch-chains, voice....
Davis swore hewas a homein bed. Wasn't thisa peculiar place for the owner of agaming-house during
Carnival? Davis said he hadn't felt well, hadn't been well for some weeks. Did he have a physician who
could attest to that? Well, no, he hadn't goneto aphysician. . . ."

"If aman'strying to convince the City Council to award his contracting company the rightsto build a
seam railway," said January, "heisn't about to let anyone think he might beill. Not that Mr. Daviswould
admit hewas unwell for anything short of abroken leg-and I've seen him run the Thegtre with that, or a
broken foot, anyway. Nothing dows him down."

"| should introduce him to my sigter.” LeMoyne scratched around in the mounds of papers, al dribbled
with pooled tallow and interspersed with candles stuck at random on shelves and corners. January
shuddered at the thought of one of them being knocked over some night. "I would, too, except she's busy
running atile factory, adress-shop, aprinting busnessin Le Havre, and our Sster's marriage. She even
plays dominoes fast. Can you see a blue-bound notebook anywhere? He'd have done better to look a
little feebler-God knows his color was as bad as ever |'ve seen aman's-but he was head-up and
scrappy, and seemed perfectly capable of taking on aman Belaggio's size who'd insulted him. Then, of
course, everyone had to get into the act, putting themsalves forward as character witnesses, Pitot and
Freret and Blanc and Dizon and half the Creole ddermen. . "

"Pouring oil onto the blaze for those who think Davisis being protected by “rich friendsin high places." "
"For those Americans who have bidsin on that lakefront railway, anyhow. Jed Burton got up and
testified that he'd heard Davis threaten to murder Belaggio, and that Belaggio had “drawn back in darm’
from him at some gadathe other night. Belaggio apparently said on that occasion that Daviswas hiring
ns..."

January rolled hiseyes.



"I'velocated Incantobelli, by theway. He's taying at the Hotel Toulouse, on Rue Toulouse, under the
name of Cadtorini......"

"Which probably ishisactud name," said January. "A lot of the cadtrati took stage names-not that they're
the only onesto do s0," he added, thinking of Lury Schlegdt, aias Rutigliano, the company's diminutive
Swiss mezzo.

"Surely Incantobelli would be able to testify that Belaggio was mixed up with things he shouldn't have
been, at least to the extent of “reasonable doubt.’ That's al we need, redlly. Greenaway-he's the
prosecutor on this case-will say your friend Cavallo is Belaggio's enemy because he thought he was
gedling, but Incantobdli was hispartner. . . ."

"Whose operahe sole.”

"Doesn't the man have anyone who doesn't hate him?”

"Not that I've heard." January leaned back in his chair, then had to lean forward again as LeMoyne
vanished behind the dizzily piled papers and books. "But Incantobdlli ran like arabbit the moment | called
his name. Since there's nothing to connect me with the City Guards, | can only assume he's jumping a
shadows. Having spent the past week looking over my own shoulder, | can understand how he feds. Il
take anoteto hishotel and seeif | can arrange amesting in a private place, but my guessis, he won't
tedtify publidy.”

"Maybe not." Thelawyer sghed, and picked acup at random from among the severd tucked like
swallows nestsin theinsane jumble of papers. "But like the Gower boys, he may point usin a useful
direction." Hetook asip, and made aface. In the front office abell rang, and amoment later an
emaciated and disgpproving clerk appeared in the connecting doorway.

"M'seu LaRondeto seeyou, Sir."

LeMoyne looked around for someplace to set the cup and finaly wedged it between two deed-boxes on
ashdf. "Thank you, M'seu Janvier. Thetrid's the second of March; needlessto say, | couldn't get bail.
Dr. Ker testified asto Mr. Daviss poor hedlth and was pretty much shouted down by the Americans. A
good ded depends on thejury, of course." He waked January out through the scrupuloudly neeat outer
office. "But we need to come up with something. When you start mixing in the quarrel between the
Americans and the French, mereinnocence is not going to be enough.”

Rehearsdsfor LaDame Blanche lasted until nearly five in the afternoon. In addition to the ghosts, hidden
treasure, and missing heirs provided by Monsieur Boieldieu, Mr. Cadwell introduced aduel between the
evil Gaveston and the noble George Brown in the third act (“To liven things up, you understand"), and
added severa choruses of "Bonny Dundee” to the baptism scene in the first. When January and the other
musicianstook ther leave, in quest of supper before the Faubourg Treme Militiaand Burid Society
Masked Bdl, Belaggio was trying to convince Tiberio to find away of making the White Lady appear
out of acolumn of "unearthly flame."

"What'sthis | hear about you taking the night off, Ben?' demanded Cochon as the group of them jostled
onto the worn benches at the Buttonhole and Cora's hus band, Gervase, limped across from the kitchen
with thefirgt dishes of afeast of etouffe, grillades, oysters, and dirty rice. "Stedling away for alittle walk
on thelevee while the rest of us sweat?' Hiswife, Susan, who'd come with severa of the other wivesand
ladyfriends-including Rose-elbowed him sharply and Rose, Sitting beside January, laughed and blushed.
"Ligening to Herr Smith every morning hasleft mefeding poorly,” January said gravely, which got more
laughs.

"Oh, | just know it'sto hear Herr Smith he takes those dance rehearsals,” joshed Cora, batting her
eyelashes.

Infact, it wasthe knowledge that the Militiaand Burial Society was having its Carniva ball that night that
had caused January, on hisway from LeMoynée's office to the American Thesater that morning, to stop at
adopshop on Race Street near the levee and expend fifty cents of Mr. Daviss money on amuch-worn
sailor'sblouse of bluewool, and a pair of wide-legged canvas pants. Changing into these in the kitchen of
the Buttonhol e after supper, he wrote out a note asking Incantobelli to meet him and LeMoynein the
back room of the Cafe Venise the following morning. The other musicians had gone, but Rose remained,



and they took coffee together in the corner, and talked of mattersthat had nothing to do with Davis, or
opera, or Incantobdli. It was nearly dark by the time he made hisway to the Hotdl Toulouse.

At this hour of the evening he had no expectation whatsoever of finding Incantobdlli a hishotel, and in
that he was not disappointed. When he handed the note to the clerk at the desk, however, the man
glanced at the envelope and shook hishead. " 'Fraid he's [eft.”

"Left, 9r?" January felt no surprise, only akind of dismay. He couldn't even fed anger. Not after the way
he himsdlf had watched the shadows of gathering twilight in the Buttonhol€s yard. Not after held found
himsalf staying to the crowded streets, the busy parts of town. Incantobelli knew these people.

"Cleared out Sunday night." The young man leaned a companionable ebow on the wooden counter and
shook his head knowingly. Being severa shades lighter than January, he quite clearly assumed the
roughly-garbed January to be someone's dave, and addressed him astu rather than vous. He may have
been adave himsdf. "Bill-collectors, if you ask me."

"Y ou can spot 'em just like that?' The clerk had the air of one who thinks himsalf admired, so January put
admiraioninto hisvoice,

"Pshaw!" The clerk waved akid-gloved hand. "After three years behind this counter, my friend, | can tell
just about everything about a man the minute he walks through those front doors." Though waiters and
gamblers and men in various stages of Carnival dress came and went around the glass doors of the
gentlemen's parlor just off the lobby, the lobby itsdlf was quiet. A white-jacketed waiter was turning up
the gas-jets under their fancy glass shades. "Sunday afternoon we had a couple of men coming into ask,
did the Itdian gentleman have aroom here-not that | told them aword, that's not my waybut | thought: all
those fancy clothesand la-di-daairs, and who's paying for it al?"

"And you could tell these men were bill-collectorsjust lookin' at them?”

It waslike scratching Voltaire the cat under his chin. The clerk dmost purred. " 'Course. Thetdl one had
anotebook and a brief with him, wrapped up with string, but he was atough. Y ou could tell by the way
he looked around. The short one with the winkers'-he touched his own spectacles self-conscioudy-"sort
of looked past me to see which rooms had mail in their dots" Heimitated the action of aman trying not
to appear too obvious about ingpecting what wasn't his business. "Only billcollectors or lawyers do that,
and these wasn't lawyers, for dl the one was agentleman. A lawyer wouldn't bring his clerk just to hold
hishbrief for him. Got to be billcollectors."

Short and tall, thought January, loafing out after another fifteen minutes of superfluous detail about
Incantobdlli's hasty packing and departure, and about what amodd of discretion the clerk had beenin
letting him know held been asked for, and how hed made sure he got the singer's bill paid in cash rather
than adraft. Or one shorter than the other, and the shorter one maybe wore spectacles, though there
were few forms of disguise smpler to assume. Sinceit was a French hotdl, and the clerk had clearly, like
January, been raised in the French Creole world, January guessed that the visitors had spoken French
rather than English: as observant asthe clerk was, and as proud of showing off his observations, he
guessed as well that they'd spoken Creole rather than European French, and had spoken it without
accent.

Brainsand brawn.

No mention of awoman.

Werethey trying to protect Belaggio? he wondered. Or themsalves?

Had they assured the impresario that no, no, he wasn't atarget, when in fact they were preparing to
dispose of aman whaose connection with aflagrant davesmuggler was endangering their whole operation?
| want him corpsed. Cut him up bad.

Had in fact Marsan been the intended victim, asawarning to Belaggio? Or Belaggio, asawarning to
Marsan? Just ‘cause you keep soap in the kitchen ...

When January reached the Rue Esplanade, it was gaudy with floats and carriages, costumed maskers
reding along the torchlit banquette, and tinsel-bright music flowing out in various degrees of qudity-from
town houses and saloons.

As January had suspected, the Lalage servants-including the three held watched Laage send off to work
Tuesday morning-had been left with gtrict ordersto re main a home and behave themselves. Naturaly,



then, the moment the family had disappeared for the Militiaand Buria Society Bal, the cook had brought
inafew friendsfor agame of dominoesin the kitchen, and the butler had made an assignation with a
woman servant from three streetsover. . . .

"But hetdl us not to make no trouble," said the stevedore who came out to the yard when January
opened the gate at the house's side and came hesitantly through. " Can we help you?'

"l hope s0." January glanced at the number of the house, which held written in large, unsteady figureson
the note originaly inscribed to Incantobelli. " This here the house of Michie Theodore Laage? My name
Gilles Blancheville. I'm afriend of Michie Laage's sster Mamzelle Sidonie. 'Least | was her friend forel
shipped out to serve on the Dorchester back in ‘twenty-three. Thisthefirst | been back intown sincel
left, and I'm tryin' to look up old friends. Woman at the market told me | could find Michie Theo here."
"Helive here, dl right," said the dave. "Zerline?' He called back over his shoulder to the lighted kitchen.
"Zerline, felahere say helookin' for Michie Lalagessdter. . . . Michie Ldage haveasster?

The cook came out, asmall, trim woman in her sixties, her face puckered with concern. January repeated
histde. "Oh, my dear Sr,” she said, sympathy in her soft voice. "1 am so sorry. Yes," she added, glancing
at the other dave, "Michie Lalage did have asster-two sigters, in fact. Were you good friends with
Mamzelle Sdonie?'

January nodded. And because the cook was afriendly soul-and readily believed his velled implication
that he and Sidonie had been childhood sweethearts-and also because the domino game had had timeto
pal alittle, hewas treated to dightly bitter coffee ("M'am Lalage lock up the fresh beans, but these
grounds only been run through once") and bread-pudding fresh out of the oven, and everything he could
possibly have wanted to know about the family.

"l will say thisfor the other boys-Laurent and Jean-they didn't turn their back on their mamaand sisters
the way Michie Theodore did," said Zerline after she'd confirmed Olympe's remarks about the lawyer's
disdain for his antecedents. " And where does Michie Theodore think his mamawould have got the
money for him to go to school, and to read for the law, if she hadn't been friends with Michie Jean-Pierre
Laage the way she was? When Michie Theodore wanted to set up his own office, he was quick enough
to go to Michie Jean-Pierrefor aloan, for dl he talk about his mama-his own mamal-not bein' no better
than she should be-and you tell me how awoman should be, when she's got the chance to have a better
life-and not speakin' to Sidonie a Mass. Nor lettin' poor little Delia cross histhreshold until after her
Michie Gesvres parted company from her, and she married Joseph Listolier and became respectable.”
January exclaimed in shock and in grief, and the cook's two friends the laundress from the house next
door, which belonged to awell-off house carpenter of color, and her sister, who was lady's maid to a
plagee-clucked their tongues, and added tales from their own experience with the sons or cousins of
plagees who, upon attainment of position in the libre community, ceased inviting their Ssters or cousinsto
dinner on the same days when they entertained their more legitimate friends,

"And he wouldn't have nothing to do with thetria, and him alawyer?' January brought the conversation
back with the air of aman who has been ruminating over some shocking fact for severa minuteswhilethe
words of othersflowed on around him. He looked from face to face of those around the kitchen'sworn
pinetable asif ill numbed by shock, and felt obscurdly guilty at the sympathy, friendliness, and pity he
saw intheir eyes.

One of thethree dave laborers sniffed, and said, "What you think she was, amember of hisfamily or
somethin?* and the otherslaughed ironically.

"Michie Jean-that was the oldest of Sdlene Lalage'sfive children-asked him that." Zerline shook her head
with regret. " Spoke quiet, for Michie Jean's aquiet spoken man, but with ahardnessin hisvoice that we
could hear clear out herein the kitchen. He say, Y ou alawyer, Theo. Y ou going to let him get free with
what he did? He's not abig man, Michie Jean-they're none of that family very big-but he got a big anger
in him. And Michie Theo says, It'snone of our look-out. We don't know but what Sidonie asked for it.
And anyway there's nothing we can do.

"And thereisn't,” added the cook sadly, going to the kettle of water that hung steaming on its hook above
thefire. "That jury, they wouldn't listen to awoman of color-who was, like that lawyer say, no better than
she should be herself." Though her voice had up to that time been gentle, the wormwood bitterness



showed through on the phrase.

She brought the bow! to the table and gathered the used coffee-cups to wash; her laundress friend got a
dean towd to lay them on, and another to dry them with asthey came out of the bowl. Likedl the Lalage
daves, Zerlinelooked decently fed, and her smple calico clothing, though faded, was whole and clean,
unlike her laundress friend, whose worn frock had been repeatedly patched.

"Maybe I'm unjust,” Zerline went on after amoment. "Folks do what they have to do. And Jean went
back to Natchez, where he has a cartin' business, full of anger at his brother, and hasn't spoke to him
snce. Nor has poor Michie Laurent that lost hisleg in 'twenty-nine, cuttin’ cypresslogs acrossthe lake,
and him and hisfamily so poor now, it'd break your heart. And | do see Michie Theo's point: Why get
the men who hire you to do their legd papersfor them mad at you, by stirrin' up trouble againgt their
cousin or their friend? But it's just not the way | was taught you behaved to your own family.”

Footsteps creaked on the outside stair and the cook said, "Oh, Lordy, here he comes,” and her friends
got to their feet. The three mae daves headed for the door but weren't nimble enough; atubby manina
butler's dark livery appeared in the kitchen door, afrown of permanent peevishness stamped between his
brows.

"Zexling" he began, "I believe Michie Laage has spoken to you before this on the subject of visitors. . .
"Wed just stopped by to return the eggs Zerline borrowed last week when there wasn't any at the
market," said the laundress with the adept promptness of one used since girlhood to improvisation. "My
brother Gilles happened to be visiting us'-she gestured to January-"and he offered to walk us, the streets
bein' so noisy and dl." The butler glared at thelittle bowl of wash-water and the drying coffee-cups, but
sad nothing. Zerline said, "I'll walk you to the gate, Lucy, Kitta-Gilles. . . ."

Behind them asthey crossed the yard they could hear the butler lecturing the three laborers. January
guessed, from the silence of the men, that the words originated as much from Lalage asfrom his servant.
"| thank you for telling medl this, m'am," he said to the cook as she opened the gate for him and her
friends. "'l don't know why, but it kind of rests me to hear how it came about, an' to know someone at
least tried to get her justice. Poor Sidonie! | came by herelast Thursday night, when first | cameinto
port, but didn't see no lightsin the house. . . ."

"They washome," said Zerline doubtfully. "Whét time you come by?*

January frowned alittle, cogitating. "' Close on to midnight, it must have been. Maybe they'd gone to bed
aready. We rotate the watch on board ship, so sometimes I'm up and don't rightly remember how late it
Is"

"They'll have just gone up to bed,” smiled the cook. " Thursday nightsiswhen M'am Annette-that's
Michie Theodores wife-has her family over to dinner. They stay up in the parlor playin' speculation
sometimes, or listenin' to young Miss Netta play the pianoforte with her cousins. What beautiful voices
those girlshave! | tiptoe over sometimes from the kitchen, after I've done with the washingup, just to
ligen. Y ou must have come by just after they put out the candles and went up to bed.”

January walked back along the Esplanade, turning what he had learned over in hismind. Trying to sort
what he had learned into some kind of logica order. Wondering why, with Cavallo's certainty and
Incantobelli's fear, his own mind kept diding back to the ghost of awoman ten years dead. A woman
whose surviving relatives, moreover, were either in no mood or no position to make her cause their own.
He supposed word could be sent to Natchez to inquire if Jean Lalage had left hisbusiness at its most
thriving time of year on arumor-transmitted how?-that Marsan was connected with an opera company
whose members were being spectacularly threatened....

Was his growing conviction that Marsan was the target Smply his disgust with the man? Hisdesrethat he
be punished for Sidonie's murder, for the baracoon behind the trees, for the look in hiswife's eyesand
the bruises on his daughter's arm? Marsan was smuggling daves, acting as the contact-point between the
rogue Chamoflet down in the Baratariaand his own circle of friendsin New Orleans. Hed gottenin
touch with Belaggio about sdlling his Cuban daves pretty early, if Belaggio had arrived Tuesday and by
Saturday night had arranged the sale of Pedro, Louis, and Nina.

Whoever Belaggio's Austrian contact was-presumably the maybe-bespectacled Mr. Tillich-he must have



been livid when he heard his messenger was hooked up with adave-smuggler under the very noses of
the City Guards.

| want him corpsed. Cut him up bad.

And yet, thought January ... and yet. Something someone had said, amid that smoky confusion of plots
and banditti and adventures out in Bayou des Familles ... Maybe just the way the servantson Les
Roseaux had looked at one another when they'd heard Vincent Marsan was dead.

He stopped on the corner of Rue Dauphin, where it turned upriver from the Esplanade. Thiswas apart
of the French town only recently divided up into lots when the Ursulines sold it before moving their
convent downriver. A quiet district, where town lots still ssood empty, filled with darkness, timber, and
bricks. No streetlamps burned here as of yet, and the yellow glow of windowswas few.

Y ou're acting like achild, he chided himsdlf, looking down the empty street into darkness. Somewhere a
late-walking vendor sang "Harangerchiffs, red-blue yellow-green ha-angerchiffs. . ." with asmuch
flourish and delight in the climb and fdl of the notes as any primadonna showing off her coloraturaon the
LaScdadage.

But the street’'s blackness was nearly impenetrable. The waxing moon dipped from sight behind a
smother of sooty cloud. Y ou can't spend your life running away from someone who might or might not be
there.

A big man and alittle man, he heard the clerk of the Hotdl Toulouse say. A tough. Brainsand brawn. A
man big enough to be mistaken for him in the inky confusion of a blacked-out kitchenin Treme?

Hehad aknife....

January felt the hair prickle on his scap. If Igo on, he thought, and am attacked, there'sa chance | can
overpower him. Find out who heis, and who sent him and why.

And what makes you think he's done? whispered avoice in the back of his mind. What makes you think
aknifeisdl he has?

In the darkness of the passway from Rue des Ursulines back to the garconniere behind Madame
Bontemps's cottage, aman wouldn't have to be much of amarksman to kill, even in the dark.

Maybe the same voice whispered that to him that kept tugging him to ask questions about Sidonie
Laage. Olympe would have said it was the spirit that lived in the cowrie-shell that hung around her neck
on ared ribbon, or the onein the black-painted bottle she kept on ashelf in her parlor. Maybe it was
gray-eyed Athene, who came down to the beach at Ithacain the shape of achild and plucked at
Odysseuss ragged tunic. In either case, January retraced his steps aong the Esplanade to Rue des
Ramparts, and made hisway through the crowds of maskers there upriver to Rue Douane, where he
begged abed for the night in the crowded cabinet-room with Gabriel, Chouchou, and little Ti-Paul.

He never found out whether anyone was waiting for himin the dark street near Madame Bontemps's
house that night or not.

Two nights later, during the performance of La Dame Blanche, Lorenzo Belaggio dipped away in secret
and took ship for Havana.



? TWENTY-ONE

"City Hotdl
New Orleans
6 febbraio 1835

Sgnor Cddwdlti

Travel arrangements having failed for the additional cast members necessary to make thefina
performance of the season the true and breathtaking spectacle that the people of this city have cometo
expect of Lorenzo Belaggio and the American Theater-"

"What additional cast members?' Cadwell turned plaintively to the Truloves and the Widow Redfern,
standing beside him in the door of the green room with hegping plates of Westphdian hamin hand. "1
knew nothing of additiona cast memberd! | knew nothing of thisat al!"

"Let meseethat.” Trulove wasfar too polite to snatch the page from Cadwell's hand, but edged himself
around to read over the theater owner's shoulder. The crowd of singers, musicians, chorus-men, and little
rats maneuvered closer, glancing at one another in the unsteady crystdline pallor of the gas-jets
overhead, and January, sitting on a Gothic bench of plaster and wood, glanced sdeways at Arnaud
Bucher. The new conductor, bald and paunchy in his carefully-cut black evening costume, looked as
shocked and baffled as anyone.

"-people of thiscity ... Belaggio and the American Theater”-Trulove took up the reading in the plummy
upper-class accents that thirty yearsin Americahad not erased-"1 have been obliged to return to Havana
and seeto matters mysdif.”

"Skipped!" Jed Burton just sopped himsdlf from spitting. "I tell you, it'sthat Frenchman Daviss doing!
He has powerful friendsin thiscity. I'vesaid it dl adong! The police may havejailed him good, but that
don't mean aman who's crossed him is safe from the French that run things around here.”

"Good heavens, man,” protested Hubert Granville, "a Creole will chalengeamanto adud if hesangry
a him, not pay bulliesto beet himupinandley!"

"It'show it'sdonein Europe,” attested young Harry Fry, who'd never been to Europein hislife. He
poured another glass of champagne for his dusky-skinned Felina, and January fought back the ludicrous
mental image of the buxom Madame Vidlard cregping, veiled and stedthy, into the Blackleg Sdoon to
hire the Gower boys on Daviss behalf.

"Under the ancient regime, perhaps.” Trulove held up ahand to till further discussion and continued.
"Rest assured that by the terms of our contract, neither the American Theater nor the St. Mary Opera
Society isliablefor the unexpected or additional costs of such cast or their travel. | apologize for the
inconvenience which my absence will incur, though | have taken what steps| can....."

"Like hiring away Daviss conductor?" inquired Hanniba, but January's gaze had gone from Bucher to La
dlsola, standing just beyond him, ill clothed in Lady Annas old-fashioned, ghostly shroud, her dark hair
cascading thickly over her shoulders. Her red mouth rounded into astartled little O, and her eyes were
wide with shock.

She hadn't known.

Besde Hanniba, Madame Montero smiled with akind of blazing triumph, one smal, round hand
bunched into afist. And January, with an inward sigh, made a menta note to ask Hannibal to do what he
could to make sure that in the absence of her protector, the younger woman would at least not cometo
any physica harm.

" .. trust that the result will be a spectacle such asyour fair city has never before witnessed upon its
stages, well worth whatever smal inconvenience my absence will cause.

Y ourssincerely, Lorenzo Belaggio. "

"Extraordinary,” marveled Caldwell as Trulove lowered the note. "Maost unexpected. Thisisthefirst I've
heard of additiona cast for Orfeo. And surely whatever supernumeraries were needed could have been



hired here. Mr. Knight, you're familiar with the opera......”

"I agreethat thisis an operathat demands spectacle. . . ." Thelittle business agent, pleased to have his
expertise recognized, pondered deeply. "But how many ladies of the chorus can the man need?'

"I admit | shall be pleased to see the work done properly,” put in Herr Smith. "1 recall when the opera
was presented in Dresden for the French consul's visit, they had a hundred and thirty dancersto
personate the Blessed Spirits, forty of them descending on ropes from the clouds, and over ahundred in
the Devils Chorus. Truly averitablearmy of Hdll. . ."

"Heleft nothing in his office that might indicate trouble.” Cavalo emerged from the little cubbyhole
beneath the upstairs gdlery, an expresson on hisface of mild righteousness. Asif, thought January, he
had every right to search hisemployer's office a the first unguarded moment. "No money seemsto be
missing. Y et why should heleavein thisfashion, without aword to anyone?'

January collected pound-cake and a praine from the musicians buffet, and with the plate in hand
threaded through the shadowy maze of flats and curtainsto the stlage. The gadightswere till up inthe
house, for the cleaners who moved among the benches of the pit, sweeping up soiled sawdust and a
rubbish of hulls and stubs. A man's douch hat had been left on the front-row bench, awoman's green
glovelay like abattle-casuaty in theaide. Thear smelled of spilt beer and lemonade. January shaded his
eyes againg the glare of the gasolier. "Lieutenant Shaw?'

A gangly shadow disengaged itsalf from the blackness at the back of the Vidlard box, sgned to him to
remain where hewas. Though January had seen little of Shaw, owing to the doubled and quadrupled
lawlessness of New Orleans during the Carniva season, the Guardsman had continued to patrol the
American Theater during the performances of Robert and Dame. Sometimes before the performance
January had glimpsed him at the rear of the daves galery up under the ssamped-copper garlands of the
ceiling, sometimes during the entr'actes on the catwalk above the stage among the flies. Public Prosecutor
Greenaway, an American, might believe in John Daviss guilt, but Shaw did not. Hed listened to
January's account of his attempted interview with Incantobelli and its sequel at the Hotel Toulouse ashed
listened to the earlier possibility that the attack had been connected with Othello: quietly weighing up the
likelihood of each, comparing the evidencein hismind.

The Guardsman emerged afew moments later from the lobby door at the back of the pit and loafed up
the aide, handsin pockets, greasy hair hanging down over his shoulderslike dirty weeds.
"Belaggio'sgone," said January when Shaw sprang up onto the stage. "Havana, he says." And herdlated
wheat the letter had said, that Caldwell had discovered posted prominently in the middle of Anne
Trulove's slver epergne among the hothouse fruits and confits of the green-room table.

"Not that there's any guarantee that he's actualy goneto Havana," hefinished. "The clerk at the Hotel
Toulouse said Incantobelli decamped Sunday night, after two men cameinquiring for him Sunday
afternoon. According to Bucher, Belaggio cameto him Monday with an offer of work. Eight dollarsa
performance for the remainder of the season, whether he conducts or not-he claimed the reason was his
hedth.”

"Hishedth?' Fingersand chin-stubble full of crumbling yellow cake, Shaw raised his brows.

"He may have meant it," said January grimly. "Belaggio's running scared. What interests meisthat he
doesn't seem to have helped himsdlf to the exchequer in departing. Y et he chose La Cenerentola pretty
much so they could use the same setsfrom Robert and La Dame Blanche. I'm alittle surprised he had
fifty dollarsto hire Bucher, much less these “additional east members he talks about."

"If heactudly paid him." Shaw licked the last crumbs from hisfingers, then dug in his coat pocket for a
twigt of lint-flecked tobacco.

"Hedid," said January. "Eight dollars for tonight-Belaggio was here during thefirst act and said held
watch from backstage, but | don't recall seeing him after that and eight apiece for Cenerentolaand
Norma next week. Whether-and with what-he meansto hire “additiona cast members in Havana-or go
to Havana at al-and whether or when helll be back, | don't know. Meanwhile, Incantobelli takes fright
and flees Sunday; Belaggio hires a substitute Monday afternoon, and vanishes Friday night.”

"An' Incantobelli dies sometime Monday, close aswe can reckon it." Shaw bit off ahunk of tobacco with
strong, brown-stained teeth. " Couple stevedores haulin' moss to town aong the canal found his body this



dfternoon.”

The New Orleans City Morgue was along room at the back of Charity Hospital on Common Strest,
whitewashed and reeking of decay and the turpentine they brushed aong the base of thewallsto
discourage ants. The plank-walled barrelhouses and tent-roofed bordellos of the Swamp lay not many
streets away. Convenient, one might say. Many of the men and women occupying the line of tables down
the center of the room had met their ends there-knifed, shot, drowned drunk in the puddles of the
unpaved greets. Coming in behind Shaw the following morning, January glanced down at the corpse of a
girl no more than fifteen, her braided, nappy hair and open mouth filled with mud.

Incantobelli lay on the next table. Histhroat had been cut.

Like every other body of water in southern Louisiana, Bayou St. John teemed with crawfish. After nearly
aweek'simmersion, the soprano was identifiable chiefly by hislong white hair, and, naked on the morgue
table, by the scars where his manhood had been taken away fifty years before, for the sake of that throat,
when such voices were the fashion. January remembered going with Marguerite to the Theatre des
Itdiensto hear Vluti in LIncoronazione di Poppea: remembered the eerie beauty of those sweet dto
voices. Chillingly bodiless, like angels might sound, cold and perfect and nothing like the voices of
women, or of children, to which those who had never heard them invariably compared them. Likethe
gars, which Plato contended were of an eement that did not exist on earth.

Hisclothing lay in theline of little hegps along the upstream wall of the room. January could imagine the
jokes of the morgue attendants when they'd stripped him. 1t was the same nondescript twill coat, the
waistcoats of cream and gray, that held worn to church. In the buttonhole clung the stiems of the violets
he'd bought from the girl on the steps.

"Little bruisin' on the upper arms," said Shaw laconicaly. " Some on the back of the head an’ shoulders.

L ooks like someone might have grabbed him an' dung him back against awall someplace, cut histhroat
‘fore he knew what was happenin’.”

At atable farther down the room, aman cried out in disgust and rage: the body of the woman hed come
to clam had had her hair cut off dmaost to the scalp by some attendant or other in the night. He was
lucky, reflected January: Sometimes they took the teeth as well-there was a dentist on the Rue S. Louis
who paid cash for them, no questions asked.

"They's bloodstains al down the front of his clothes, though they's pretty much washed out. They musta
tipped him into the cand right as soon asit was done."

"Tidy of them."

The man who'd written Othello. Who'd woven that music from who knew what love, whét bitterness?
What knowledge of what it waslike, to be jeered at and denied love not for who he was, but for what he
was.

January wished with al his heart that he could have spoken to him. And not about John Davis or Lorenzo
Bdaggio.

"Tdl the Coroner I'll claim the body,” hetold Shaw. "Tell him the musicians, and the singers, of the opera
will arrange for buridl. I'll speak to them about it at rehearsal, which iswhere I'm going now. Heisn't to

liein apauper'sgrave.”

"Did he have family?' asked Rose late that night when rehearsa was done and they sat together beside
Marguerite's bed. Acrossthe yard, the firelight from the kitchen made asort of friendly Hell-mouth. The
damp air magnified the smdlls of wet yard-bricks and mud, and intensified the dim clamor of maskersin
the street.

"I'm gratified every time | waketo hear it," Marguerite had confessed earlier. " Sometimes I'm afraid Il
wake and betold I've dept like Rip Van Winkle, on into the next century.”

The children had gone to bed dready in the cabinet behind the bedroom; Paul was moving about the
parlor, ready to walk January back to Rue des Ursulines. Rose had spent the evening at Olympe's,
nursing Marguerite or reading to her between trandating Anacreon for abooksdller on Rue Royale.
"Consudasaysno,” said January. "Peoplein the theater make their own families, you know. Hisfriends



in Naples and Paermo and Rome, they'll be glad to hear that he was properly buried. That friends came
to put flowerson hisgrave.

He shivered as he said the words, looking down at Marguerite.

She dept now, the sudden, heavy deep that would fall on her sometimes between one word and the next.
Sheldd aways been full of laughter and mockery at her family: thisuncle had claimed that daily thrashing
made his peasants more intelligent ("'l should introduce him to M'sieu Burton™), and that aunt had put so
many children out to nursein the villages of her estate that shelost track of two or three.... But Rose had
told him that in her deep, the dancing-mistress till sometimes called her father's name.

"It was good of you to seetoit, Ben," said Rose, and she poured out a cup of tepid teafor him from the
pot that shared the bedside table with an invalid's cup, three books, abranch of yellow candles burned
nearly to the sockets, and a French watch marked in those bizarre hundred-minute hours that the
Committees for Public Safety had tried to impose during the Revol ution. Packets of medicines crowded
the top of the small cypress dresser between the bed-usualy Zizi-Marie's-and Chouchou's smaler cot;
thelight burning there under the chinaveilleuse added its distorted shadows to the candles wobbling
glow. "With your lessonsand rehearsdls. . "

"Someone had to," said January. "And | felt | owed it to him. If | hadn't spoken to himin front of the
Cathedrd, they might have left him adone."

Rose glanced up at him, though he would have sworn held kept his voice light; she set down the tegpot
and crossed to where he stood beside the parlor door. "They wouldn't have," she said.

January only shook hishead, and turned hisface aside.

"They wouldn't have," Rose repeated. Theinsstence in her voice drew his eyes back to meet hers. "Y ou
had nothing to do with his degth.”

"l know that."

And hedid. Or apart of him knew, anyway.

Rosetook hishands. "If anything, if hed stayed to talk to you, you might have learned something that
would let you protect him,” she said. "'Y ou might have convinced him to put histrust in you, gotten him
out of the Hotdl Toulouse, hidden him somewhere. He was dready afraid,” she reminded him. "Heknew
they were dready after him. Look at the times he went out, aways masked: Pussin Boots, Julius Caesar.
Only to church. . ."

"And to Trulove'sreception,” said January. "He must have heard about the attack on Marguerite the
following morning, and redized he wasin danger."

"And sill he stayed in New Orleans." Hooves clattered furioudy in the street. 1t was the hour of night
when rich young men tended to leave parties afire with theimpul se to race their phaetonslike chariots
through the Streets. Rose's strong hands tightened over his own, and she shook hisarms gently, asif to
make sure he heard her, to make sure he believed. "He could have left. But he wanted hisrevenge. His
honor."

"If | had written that music,” said January, "and had it stolen, I'm not sure | wouldn't have done the
same”

"And you would have met the samefate," said Rose. "He chose it, Benjamin. He knew these people,
remember. Not who they werein New Orleans, but the kind of people they were, and what they would
do. | suspect that'swhy heleft Belaggio. Because he didn't want to have anything further to do with
them.”

She put her hands on his shoulders and tiptoed to brush hislipswith hers. "Y ou didn't cause his deeth.
And you may not have been ableto save him.”

"But | can avengehim.”

"Y ou seen what happened,” said Olympe, coming quietly into the room with a half-dozen fresh candles,
"when hetried to avenge himsdlf, brother. 1t's adangerous thing to go playin’ around with, vengeance. A
long chalk more dangerous than them chemicals and gunpowder you get so twitchy about Rose playin'
with. Y ou be here tomorrow to st with her, Ben?

"In the afternoon, yes." He pinched out the burned-down bedside candles one by one. "Therésno
regular rehearsal, though M'sieu Bucher's asked me to spend afew hourstaking LadIsolathrough



Euridice's part. Belaggio's had her reading the part, and practicing with him, since she came back from
LaCornouiller."

"God knows wheat that silly Italian wasthinking," said Roseto Olympe. "Orfeo iswhat they usedto cal a
court opera: masgues, pageants, dancing, but not much in theway of ared plot. It'sjust people standing
around, snging......"

"Oh, Il waitinlinedl night for aticket to that," commented Olympe, taking the faintly sheep-smelling
tallow stumps from her brother's hand.

"Don't listen to her, Olympe, she'sacomplete barbarian,” said January. "Orfeo ed Euridiceis one of the
most beautiful pieces of music ever composed. But it'san old style piece, and it was certainly not
composed with Americansin mind. And with our friend Smith in charge of the divertissements, God help
us, al the Hell-fire Tiberio can conjure won't change the fact that-"

Hed heard, while Paul laughed, the clatter of hoovesfar down the street. And held thought, Dumb damn
Kaintucksrunning races. . . .

All this he remembered |ater.

Asthewords"al the Hell-fire Tiberio can conjure’ came out of his mouth, asif in fact naming Hell-fire
was a conjuration, there was flame, and smoke, and shattering glass, spraying into the parlor from the
broken windows. Fire skated across the beeswaxed parlor floor, burst from the woven rugs. Paul
shouted, plunged into the diningroom for another rug; January grabbed Rose aside, struck at her skirts,
which were beginning to catch. Smoke, footfals, Olympe's voice shouting for water-people running, and
more flame spilling from the lamp as Paul knocked it over in hishaste....

Someone pressed towelsinto his hand; January dunked them in awater-bucket (who'd brought that in?
In the smoke he couldn't see) and dapped at the flames, eyes burning. Someone stumbled into him,
nearly knocking him over; adoor opened and wind swept through the parlor, fanning the flame. January
cursed and redlized it must be Zizi-Marie or Gabrid, getting their tiny brother out of the house. Shouting
in the darkness.

Then, from somewhere, a child's scream. Marguerite's room. January turned to the door through the front
bedroom to the back, and a shape loomed at him in the dark. Collided with him, struggling in the smoke,
coughing-he thrust past, and into the rear bedroom, where asingle candle still burned blurred with
smoke, and Chouchou, Olympe'sfive-year-old daughter, crouched in a corner, staring with huge eyes at
the door.

She screamed again as January camein, and hid her eyes, but January-who would ordinarily have beaten
half to death any man who frightened her-plunged instead straight to the bed.

The bed where Marguerite lay, apillow covering her face.

"She says she came in and saw aman there," said Olympe quietly. Thefirein the parlor was out. January
Rose, Paul, and Gabrid gathered again in the smoke-stinking diningroom as Olympe emerged with her
daughter in her arms. The French door from the front bedroom to the street had been standing open.
Through the open door between the rear bedroom and the rear parlor, dim candle-light showed January
Marguerites still face. He kept looking at her breast, where the white sheet lay over it, watching each
dow, shallow bresth she took with sick dread in his heart.

Nothing he'd tried-not water, nor light daps on her hand, nor burnt feathers, nor the ammonia stink of
hartshorn-had waked her.

Shewas breathing. That wasall.

Olympe rocked Chouchou in her arms, leaned her head down to listen to the girl's whispered
communication. Now and then she nodded. "That's right. That's my brave child." She looked up again.
"He had the pillow over M'am Scie'sface, holding it down. A Devil, Chouchou said, in abig black cloak
and amask, with akerchief over hishead.”

"Maybe the one who looked like atough,” said January. "Maybe Mr. Winkers-the one who ran out of
the aley-has more than one bullyboy. Either he or another rode the horse and threw the torch.” For
they'd found the torch that had been thrown, butt-first like aflaming javelin, through the French door of
the parlor. In spite of the heavy curtain drawn over the broken panes, adraft came through, chilling the
room and making the curtain itself quiver and flop with sckening life.



Beside Marguerite's bed lay the shattered remains of the tegpot. Little streaks of blood skimmed the
puddies of cold tea. Part of the handle had lain on the sheets near the ballet mistress's hand, the broken
edge wet and red, and blood had spotted the bedclothes, the floor, and the night-dress Marguerite wore.
She had fought.

"Wasit chance, do you think"-Rose twisted back her soft wal nut-colored curls where they'd fallen over
her shouldersin the confusion of begting and dousing-"that all this happened the night after Signor
Bdaggio fled town?!

It was close to dawn. Neighbors had come crowding over to help put out the flames (which had been out
within minutesin any case) and offer other unspecified assistance. In not many hours, January was avare,
he was due at the theater again. Coffee and breakfast seemed to make more sense than deep.

"I don't think anything is chance, these days."

He sent his nephew, as soon asit was light, to Madame Bontempssfor clean clothes, for his
music-satchdl, and his own shaving-things. "What aspook!" said the boy, coming back when January
was shaving with Paul's borrowed razor in the cabinet behind the diningroom. The cabinet opened onto
the yard as wdll; smoke from the kitchen where Olympe was making breakfast scented the air,
coffee-smells, syrup, and grits. In the front parlor Paul was aready nestly cutting out the two or three
floor-boards that had been badly burned, preparatory to planing and fitting new.

"I told her | had to get your things because you hadn't been able to come home last night, and shejust
looked a me and said, But why didn't he get them last night when he was here? Like she didn't even hear
me"

Or like someone came to the gargonniere late last night, thought January. And waited for me to come
home.

Shaw came, but could find little, and the accounts given by the neighbors were not much help. They
confirmed what January had guessed, that there were at |east two men, one of whom had ridden down
Rue Douane at full gallop and thrown atorch through the window to bring everyoneinto the front parlor,
but beyond that there wasllittle to learn. In Carniva time, masked men careering down the Streets at full
gdlop were not uncommon. At that late hour, most of the neighbors-free colored artisans, for the most
part-had been adeep in bed.

Shaw examined the broken tegpot, the blood, the fading bruises on Marguerite's throat. The blackened
prints of fingers had diffused into agenerd greenish-yellow mass of discoloration. January gtill didn't
know if hed donewdl or ill to conceal them-he knew only that he'd done what he had to, to keep his
friends and himself from the grip of the white man'slaw.

He went to Mass-the Fashion Show rather than hisusua early Mass-and lit acandle for Marguerite
before the statue of the Virgin, as he had every day that week, and another for Incantobelli. But even that
brought him no comfort. A week ago he had come hereto liein wait for the snger, and now the man was
dead.

Blessed Mary ever-Virgin, he prayed, help meto find these men. Put the clue of thread into my hand,
and give me the strength to follow it wherever it leads.

Hewasto reflect, later, that he really needed to be more careful about what he prayed for.

Thou hast ddlivered us, O Lord, from them that afflict us, said the priest as January dipped quietly out
through the great Cathedral doors, and made hisway upriver to the American Thester to deal with
Euridice'sjourney to the Underworld and back.

La Cenerentola being written for amezzo, and it being unthinkable that Drusilladisolawould play an Evil
Sigter, the prima donnawas able to concentrate on learning Euridice's role. She had more opportunity for
this than even she had counted on, it transpired, because on Wednesday, the day of thefirst genera
rehearsa for Norma, she overdept, waking at last with a splitting heedache that January at least
recognized as one of the symptoms of being dosed with opium. He had little worry that the Emperor
Franciss minionswere to blame for this, however. One of the bottles of laudanum that Hannibal
habitualy carried in his pockets was missing, and most of the cast had seen Madame Montero, who had
been surreptitioudy taking sessionswith Hanniba in the role, talking with the soprano when she came



backstage to congratul ate little Signorina Rutigliano, after watching the operafrom Mr. Cadwel's private
box.

The upshot of it al was that Madame Montero took the rehearsal. Even compared to theflorid, if
interchangeable, Princesses of previous operas, Normaisagrudlingly demanding role. What was merely
adifference of ornamentation between one soprano and ancther in the case of La Muette and Robert
became apainfully evident gulf. James Caldwell, alittle to everyone's surprise, put hisfoot down at
Thursday'srehearsal and politely requested that Madame Montero continue to sing Normato
RutiglianosAddgisa

"And I'm not sure,” the theater owner confessed, taking January aside into Belaggio's office between the
dance rehearsal and the beginning of dressrehearsal, "whether | shouldn't replace Missd'Isolain the
Gluck piece aswell." Asthe player whose work formed the base-line of the small orchestra-and one of
the two most musically knowledgeable men in the ensemble January was often treated as spokesman by
both Caldwell and Davis. Cddwell, who genuinely loved opera, had cometo rely more and more on
January'stechnical advice, particularly after Belaggio's unexpected departure. "Would you very much
mind-and | know you're certainly stretched thin asit istaking an extra, private rehearsal Sunday with
Madame Montero for the part of Euridice? | know how fond Signor Belaggio isof Missdsola, buit. . ."
Caddwell hesitated, stroking histrim, dark mustache. Outside the office, Tiberio could be heard cdling
upon Heaven to witness that he could do nothing with the fina act if Norma and her boneheaded lover
refused to show alittle courage about the flames of the pyre. What was alittlefire, after al?

"In spite of the-the quite dramatic pyrotechnicsin Act Two, and the beauty of the music, Orfeo isavery
.oavey.."

"Static?' suggested January.

Cadwell nodded eagerly, relieved to be so tactfully seconded. "A very static work. Oh, | redize that
much of itsapped liesin the stage direction. And Signor Belaggio was most insstent that it be
performed.” Despite his best efforts, an edge crept into hisvoice. "And of course Mr. Trulove backed
himinthat. .. ."

Had Mr. Cadwel not been awhite American gentleman talking to ablack musician, January felt he
would have expressed himsdlf more fully on the subject of the specia dance that Trulove was paying
Herr Smith to evolve for Oona FHaherty-utilizing the tune of the Martin Van Buren Quick-Step-to be
grafted on to the Dance of the Blessed Spirits.

"But looking over thelibretto itself, | must admit that there doesn't seem to be much activity. Except for
the dancing, of course. | fear poor Madame Sci€'s talents are greatly missed. How is Madame Scie?’
"The same." After days of gtillness, she had drifted back to asort of clouded consciousness late the
previous night, enough to drink alittle broth, which had given January hope. But that morning she could
not be wakened, and he had gone to the theater with chill fear riding his shoulder like avulture.

There has to be some way of finding the man who did this, he thought, desperation returning to his heart.
He'd gone to see Davis that morning in the Cabildo, and the entrepreneur had had to be helped to the
door of hiscell to speak to him. "Just alittletired,” Davis had said. "I've had worse accommodations,
believe me, and running afaro-bank here has done wondersfor my popularity. . . ." Hed lowered his
voice congpiratoriadly. "Particularly since | know when to start losing." He had ordered LeMoyneto draw
adraft on hisbank for money to give Olympe, for Marguerite's care, he'd said, and for a contribution to
Incantobelli's tomb in the New Cemetery on Claiborne Street. "We can't let an artist go off without a
show," hed said.

A clamor of voices drew Cadwell to the door-Blessed Spirits having a violent disagreement about who
danced in front of whom, with Herr Smith's voice pecking ineffectudly a the generd din like agull-chick
flapping againgt astorm. "My dear young ladies,” said Caldwdll. "Remember that variety isthekey toa
pleasing performance.”

January crossed the little office to the bookshelf, pulled down the ledger-as held dready done three times
previoudy, whenever he could steal an unobserved moment-and scanned back another page. It told him
nothing. There didn't seem to be appreciable skimming, and there was no record of where Belaggio had
gotten the money to pay Bucher to take hisplace.



Certainly there was no budget for "additiond cast" in Orfeo.

A footfall beside the open door made him shove the book back among the other ledgers-which held aso
had alook at-and the dozens of bound copies of libretti, stacks of sheet music, and half adozen German
and Italian novelsthat shared the shelf. He turned quickly, but it was only Cavallo, aready moving avay
from the door, looking embarrassed, like Lover No. 1 encountering Lover No. 2 in the soubrette's
bedroom door in arather low-classfarce.

Exasperated, January took one last quick look at the shelf as he turned away, but there was nothing else
of interest, nothing he hadn't looked at before. A small stack remained of OTHELL O, TragediaLyricain
two acts by Lorenzo Belaggio, bound in the familiar green with sampings of inexpensive Dutch gilt.
Opening the top one, January found no papers, no notes, within.

Therésacluein dl this somewhere, thought January, replacing the libretto on the shelf. What isthat one
piece of information that struck me like a sour note?

That told me... what?

Marsan dead. Incantobelli murdered. Marguerite attacked. Davis in the Cabildo, facing the fiasco of a
tria that could goin any direction ...

Bayou des Familles. | got aglimpse of it at Bayou des Familles.. ..

Hefished in hismemories of that run-down plantation, of the long brick jail-house hidden by the trees,
the servants clustering around the kitchen. Wasit the family of that girl? Jules had asked.

Evidently not.

And Sidoni€e's successor certainly wasn't the woman who had told Buck Gower, Cut him up bad. She
wastoo dark of skin to be mistaken for awhite woman, even behind avelil.

And why would the Austrians, who'd shown themsalves willing to kill to protect their secrecy, have
brought down an investigation on their heads by the nearly-public murder of aman so prominent and so
closdly connected with their messenger? Particularly when waylaying him on his next trip to Les RoseaLix
would have resulted only in shaken heads and mutterings that something had to be done about Captain
Chamoflet?

It didn't make sense.

Normawas presented the following night, and despite arather hasty preparation was dazzlingly received.
Barbarian soldiers marched, scantily-clothed priestesses cavorted, Druid knives flashed, amother's
Medea-like passon was diverted by the innocence of her children, to the accompaniment of Bellini's
soaring "'Cagtadiva' and the somewhat more prosaic interpolation of "Believe Me, If All Those
Endearing Y oung Charms. . ." Even one of the innocent children visbly scratching hersalf during their
"dumbers’-and the fact that someone appeared to have bribed M'sieu Bucher to speed up the music
during every one of Madame Montero's arias, so that she had to gasp and stumble hastily through them
like patter-songs, eyes blazing with fury-did not mar the generd effect. Mr. Cadwell began to look much
cheered.

Two dayslater, hdfway through January's surreptitious morning rehearsa of Euridice's part with
Madame Montero, Lorenzo Belaggio returned from Havana.

With him he had his additiona cast for Orfeo ed Euridice: amassive chorus of forty-five men and five
women.

All of them, coincidentdly, African.

"It an't abad plan," said Abishag Shaw once held quit laughing at the sheer audacity of it. "Not abad
plan atal. If'n our Navy boys-or the Roya Navy-stops'em, why, they'sjust the chorus of Devils. . . ."
"Which iswhy Belaggio was so insstent on Orfeo, of course,” muttered January, torn between anger at
Shaw for laughing when fifty men and women were about to be sold to the cane plantations, and adesire
to laugh himsdf at the rogue impresario's cleverness. He gestured with one of the posters that had begun
to be seen pasted to every fence and building-front in town: Giant Spectacle Never Before Seen. "'l
should have guessed.” The garishly printed bill depicted an army of monsters, more like apes or dogs
than humans, with fanged mouths and glaring eyes. January's lips hardened with anger and he settled
back into the ladder-backed chair Shaw had dragged over from near the sergeant's desk into hisown
corner of the Cabildo watchroom.



"Well, that isthetruth,” agreed Shaw with agrin. "What'd Cadwell say?'

"Tosum up," said January grimly, "oh, er, and uh. Of course he guesseswhat's going on. Now, at least. |
don't think he knew ahead of time. And | don't think he knows quite what to do or say, Snce Belaggio's
inggting that these are legitimate members of the operatroupe. . . ."

"Like them poor stage-hands Pedro an' Louis, an' that girl Nina."

January was surprised Shaw remembered their names. He himsdlf had forgotten.

"An' every one of those poor soulsis gonnajust somehow fade out of sight by the time Belaggio getsto
his next engagement in New Y ork. Was this somethin' he set up with Marsan, you think?"

"Hasto be" said January. "It may even be the reason the Austrians killed Marsan-or tried to kill
Belaggio. Towarn him off this. Because, of course, if the Navy caught him, he wouldn't keep his mouth
shut. .. ."

Y ou're asking too much of me, Marsan had cried to some member of the Opera Society at the Sdlle
d'Orleans. And, It'sall arranged. No wonder the other members of the Opera Society were so frantic to
stop the dudl.

And with the whole Opera Society involved, no wonder the Austrians couldn't do much about it now.
"I'm guessing the money will change hands Thursday night after the performance,” said January. "The
members of the Opera Soci ety-and whoever else they've told about this scheme-will need to look their
“merchandise over-" Hisvoice stuck bitterly on the word.

"And Belaggio and Lad'lsola are booked on the Dolley Madison to New Y ork Friday morning." Shaw
folded hislong arms and chewed for amoment. His gray eyes dark-circled now from lack of deep-cut to
the watchroom doors as Guardsmen dragged in adrunk deckhand from one of the steamboats, cursing in
avile mix of Spanish and Greek; noted no immediate danger and moved to the doorsthat led out into the
courtyard, where the wet crack of whips on flesh announced that the usua business of "correction” was
in process, sparing urban dave-holders from doing their own violence a the going rate of adollar a
stroke.

Monday morning. Busnessas usud. The custom of the country.

In the cells someone was ranting, cursing in the voice of adrunkard or amadman, audible even down
here. In one of the women's cells a prisoner screamed on and on, apiercing note like a steam whistle.
January thought of John Davis, running hisfaro-bank and hanging on as best he could until histrid. Of
Marguerite, sinking deeper into her cold deep that for four nights now had had no waking. Of
Incantobelli, slver hair spread out damp on the boards of the morgue table, and skull glaring through
where the crawfish of the cana had esten away hisface. "How's your sSingin' voice, Maestro?"

January glanced back at the Kaintuck, reading in that lantern-jawed gargoyle countenance precisaly what
wasin hismind.

"Fedl up to treadin’ the boards your ownsdlf?"

"I'd haveto be dipped in at the last minute." January was aready caculating possibilities of how this
could be done. "Everyonein the Opera Society knows me, of course. But I've seen the masks
backstage, and it'sa dark scene. And they have to have everyone on the stage for the performance,
because you know the Navy-and probably the British as well-are going to be watching to make sure
those peopleredly are part of an “operatic chorus.' But the buyers are going to want to conclude their
bargains and get their property the hdll out of town the moment thefind curtain rings down. And
whoever'sbehind dl this™ he said quietly, "I'll seethem then.”

"l just might sortamooch on into one of them thirdtier boxes this afternoon when you start rehearsin’ with
that chorus." Shaw spit cheerfully in the direction of the sandbox, adding to the random spatterings of
tobacco juice that befouled the floor al around the box. "Where the gals Sit, you know, with the grilles
over 'em so's nobody can see who comes callin’ on who. Just to have alook a how many friendsthe
members of the Society happen to bring dong.”



? TWENTY-TWO

As Shaw suspected, quite a number of the Opera Society were blessed with friends who were suddenly
and inexplicably seized with such afervor for Gluck's music that they madeit apoint to attend the first
rehearsd with the new chorus. Sitting at the piano, January watched their shadows stir in the dark boxes,
listened to the murmur of voices, and felt hot ragerisein him.

Rage at the chicanery of it. At the blithe Sidestepping of the laws aimed at ending, at the very least, the
kidnapping of davesfrom Africa. Rage a the laws themsealves, that gave lip-service to sentiments-" Of
coursewe know davery isevil”-that it had no intention of following through to their logica conclusion.
And rage that they'd use Gluck's music to do it. My houseisahouse of prayer, and you have madeit a
den of robbers, said Jesus of Nazareth.

Said it to men who-like the two gentlemen sharing Mrs. Redfern's box, and the three who accompanied
Mr. Trulove and sat chatting and pointing-were only trying to make alittle profit.

From where he sat among the quarter-strength orchestra January could hear them muttering as Belaggio
escorted hisnew "chorus' out onto the stage. As Devils, the Negroes would dance stripped to thewal s,
the better for the men in the boxes to appraise muscle and skin-tone. And it quickly became clear that
they weren't required to do much in the way of dancing, either. Most of the dancing, and the singing of
that wild cacophonous chorus that opens Act Two, would be done by Bruno Ponte and his small mae
troupe, clothed like the prospective davesin loincloths, tights, and savage-looking paint, crimson instead
of black. The daves themsalves had only to sway threateningly, and bresk into howls, waving
red-and-black weapons of light wood and papier-mache as Orfeo approached the flame and iron and
ominous smoke of the gate.

Apollo's sacred lyrein hand, Cavallo stared around him with cold rage in hiseyes. The only castrato in
New Orleans having been laid to rest last week with one of the largest and most festive funeras January
had ever attended, Belaggio had eected to use the 1774 French version of the opera, with Orfeo's
crystalline sweetness rewritten for atenor voice. Cavallo's glance swept the men around him, turned to
the spectatorsin the boxes. "Fellow second from the end, in the yellow," avoice audibly said, "how much
ishe?'

Thetenor'slipstightened. Whatever thoughts of vengeance for his brother had led him to the Carbonari,
he had |earned enough there-and in America-to genuinely love justice. For amoment January thought he
was going to walk over to Belaggio, smash the lyre over hishead, and storm off the stage. Then alittle of
the tenson went from him, asif he told himsalf-as January had-that whether or not he walked out, the
half-naked men and women around him would be sold nonetheless.

"And again," urged Belaggio in rough Spanish, shoving aside the nonplussed and dumbfounded Herr
Smith. "One, two three, how!!"

Backstage, Tiberio lit an experimenta flare. A great gout of brightness splashed across the men nearest
the gate, showing up their faces: tribd scars, somber eyes, thetight fantagtic braids of their hair. Andin
the back, tal above dl the others, the dick-shaved pate of an enormous man, the heavy brow marked
with scars gained in the boxing-ring rather than the shaman's hut.

It wasBig Lou.

And on hisleft biceps, as helifted hisarmsto howl, January saw asmal jagged cut, asif the flesh had
been ripped with the broken handle of a chinatespot.

January, Shaw, and Hannibal crossed theriver early next morning by the sseam ferry to Point Algiers.
Lying in the back of asmall wagon covered with tarpaulins, January heard Shaw'slight, scratchy voice as
he chatted with the deck-hand, and Hannibal's churchyard cough. ". . . sweetest woman you ever did
see, but what does the stupid son of abitch do but start makin' love to her hairdresser-her hairdresser,
for thelove o' Christ! And ev'ry Thursday afternoon they'd take the ferry an' I'd see her-the hairdresser, |
mean, Alice Grantaire, her name was, an' no great beauty-al dicked up inlace an’ jewds, an' him settin'
up in that phaeton.... It was anice phaeton if you like them high-perch types, blue paint an' red whedls,



with asmart little bay gelding with one white sock. Now, | heard tell you ought never buy a horse with
one white sock ‘cause the odd foot makes ‘em stumble, but my uncle Finn, he had awhite-sock
mare-Prettyfoot, her name was, and she had amouth on her likeairon shovd. . . ."

They were the only travelersthat early. There was no way to tell whether they'd been observed or
followed, in thefirg stirrings of the day's traffic. For one moment, last night, January had raised hiseyes
from Gluck's score to see Big Lou looking down at him from the stage.

"With any luck they'll expect usto try and see M'am Marsan at her brother's firgt, 'fore going out to Les
Roseaux.” When the noises of the Algiers waterfront died behind them, January pushed back the oiled
canvas sheets, and Shaw reached down for the long rifle that had been concedled beside him. "That's
aways supposin’ M'am Marsan wasn't her husband's partner in thefirst place.”

"A cherub'sface," quoted Hanniba, "areptile dl therest." Helooked alittle better snce held been
squiring Madame Montero, though whether thiswas from pleasure at the friendship of afdlow artit, or
because she was feeding him better, was hard to say.

"| think if shewerein onit, sheld have taken enough of the profitsto get herself a better dress.” January
brushed flecks of straw from the wagon-bed out of his hair, and swung around the side of the seat to
take thereins. "Her vouching for Cavallo, Ponte, and mysdf-rather than claiming we were runaway
daves--could have been nothing more than the knowledge that she couldn't get away with it. Asdefrom
the fact that everyonein town saw Cavalo on-stage that night, if her husband was working with Belaggio,
Cavdlowastoo integra apart of the operato lose just then. But asto whether she'sinnocent of her
husband'sdesth . . ."

"If sheain't, she come acrossthe river that mornin' in some other way than the ferry.” Rifle held ready in
the crook of hisarm, Shaw scanned the wet, low-lying clearings-prairies; the Acadians called them-on
either side of theroad. "I asked Mr. Break-Jaw back there aready about that.”

"Anyone who could have been her?' January kept hisvoicelow in the hush. The stillness, and the winter
fog, thick with the scents of woodsmoke and burnt sugar, seemed to cling around them as the wagon
drew away from the river. While they followed the shell road between fields of stubble cane hefelt safe
enough, but the woods were the domain of M'seu Chamoflet and his men.

It was ridiculous to suppose they didn't know everyone who passed that way.

"Not unless she can turn her color like one of them chameleon-things,” replied Shaw. "They was enough
folks goin' over in the afternoon that the ferryman can't say for sure. He says he knows M'am Marsan by
sight, though | bet hed miss her on foot in a cheap dress an’ bonnet. But she'd have to come back early
inthe mornin', an' there wasn't awhite man or woman returnin’ before noon.”

January halted the wagon just short of the last thicket before Les Roseaux came into view, for Shaw to
step down. Hanniba's personation of afeckless dilettante on thetrail of German novels didn't admit the
presence of aKaintuck bodyguard, and in any case, Big Lou-the only person on the plantation itself they
had to worry about-was, in town. The Big House had a shut-up air in the silvery forenoon, though there
was activity around the stables and pig-yards. January could hear, as he drove up, the grinding whir of
machinery from the sawmill. As he drew rein before the front steps, the door of Madame Marsan's
bedroom opened-like dl Creole houses, the women's side of the house was the one upstream from
town-and the girl Jocelyn emerged, clothed now in mourning, followed by the respectable Mademoisdlle
DuClos.

Jocelyn Marsan's black dress looked newer than the frock sheld worn last month, but till had the air of a
hand-me-down, ill-fitting and pale a the seams. January guessed it came from her Dreuze cousinsin
town. She descended the steps with the calm self-possession sheld earlier shown, and listened to
Hanniba's apologies for the intrusion into what he knew was a house of sorrow. But he had heard that
M'seu Marsan had |eft anumber of novelsin the German tongue-Hanniba's German accent was a
miracle of discretion, considering he was speaking in French.

"M'seu Knight istaking care of the sale of al my father'sthings" replied Jocelyn. "But hesbusy in town,
and nothing has been done so far, if you'd like to comein and have alook.” She ascended, Hannibal
effusive with thanks on her hedls. "There aren't many. | don't think Father even read German. .. ."
January took the wagon around to the back.



Jules recognized him anyway, and Judy, the pleasant-faced cook. And though January guessed they, and
al the other daves on the place, were facing the possibility of sae, and separation from the home they
had known, from their friends and families, he thought the two |ooked more relaxed than they had when
last he'd seen them.

"I saw Big Lou in town the other day," he said once held traded greetings in the kitchen yard and
produced, casualy, histale of being adriver at Desdunesslivery.

"Lord, yes" said Jules as Judy laid a haf-loaf of newbaked bread on hiswillow tray and hurried through
the kitchen to where an empty oil-jar was buried neck-deep in the ground behind, a cold-safe for butter
and milk. "He was amean one, Lou-he'd have pounded you up bad, for snoopin' around that jail. M'am
Marsan sold him firgt thing, to pay for Michie Vincent'sfunera and keep things going herefor atime.”
"For afighter?"

Jules nodded. "At least that's what Michie Knight said. Tillich, he said thefdller's name was. Said he saw
Big Lou at one of those fights Michie Vincent used to take him to. Thank you, Mamzelle," he added as
Judy set around of fresh-molded butter on aglass plate, and added it, and half a dozen scones, to the
tray. He leaned over to give her apeck on the cheek. "What can you cook up that's alittle specia for
lunch?1'm sure Mamzelle Jocelyn's going to ask the white gentleman to have some, 'fore Michie Ben here
drives him back to town."

"Why was Big Lou so dl-fired anxious that | shouldn't get near that jail?" asked January as he helped
Judy bring in gpples from the storeroom. "1 know he said Michie Vincent had given him orders people
was to be kept away from it, but you know there's a difference between “kept away' and "best to hash.' "
"It would have been more than beat to hash if you'd been one of the men who worked here," said the
cook glumly. Her big hands rolled, floured, folded dough for alunch tart as unthinkingly as January would
have vamped adong with afamiliar tune. "Big Lou killed aman once-Liond, his name was, not more than
seventeen, nosy as akitten and just about as harmless. Knocked him down and kicked him, and he
pissed blood for two days and died weepin'. . .. Cruel to see.” Her brow puckered with remembered
distress. "And Michie Vincent didn't do athing to Lou. Not awhippin', not ascoldin'. . . We'd stayed
away from thejail before then, but we redlly stayed away after. Even . . ." She dropped her voice,
swallowed hard, with shame and remembered fear. "Even when we heard their voicesthere, calin' out.
The ones they'd sometimes bring up the bayou, and lock up, for Michie Vincent to sell. But it didn't
matter whether there was anyonein that jail or not. When Lou killed Lionel, there wasn't even anyonein
that jail for himto see”

"Why keep it secret, then”?”

She glanced toward the house, and lowered her voice still more, asif Marsan, or Lou, were ill thereto
hear. "I think they used to leave the money there," she said. "Them and the dave-smugglers. All thecdlls,
the keysto the padlocks, was kept in Michie Vincent's office in his desk, but the cells themsel ves was | eft
open, except, of course, when ... when Michie Chamoflet and his boys had been by." Fromitsdish setin
agresater dish of water-though there were few ants about thistime of year-she took the sugar-loaf, brown
with molasses, and nipped pieces off, dropping them from the box end of the nippersinto amuch-stained
marble mortar.

"But that one cell on the end, in the corner-that cell was always kept locked up, even when therewas
nobody there. Michie Vincent would go out to it and let himsdlf in, and you bet the children from the
quarters would watch him around corners and from the trees. My own boy David hid in thetreeson a
dare, and | like to have wore him out, because Michie Vincent, he was an evil man. Hewouldn't have
stopped at hurtin' aboy, even achild eight or nine years old like David was then. He would even best his
own-" She hesitated, then shook her head and went on. "Anyways, | told him never, ever go near that
jal.”

Knedling beside the hearth, she prodded thefire, settled the iron griddle into place. "But David told
me-and | don't even want to think how he came to know-that at night sometimes another man would
come down the bayou in apirogue, or sometimes on a horse down the bayou road. He'd open the lock
on that one cell door and let himsdlf in, then let himsdf out again. He-my David, that istook me onceto
thelittlelandin' that the dave-smugglers use, just where the trees hide the jail from the bayou, and



showed me the scrape-marks of aboat, and a man's boot-prints. | hauled him away from therefast. |
didn't want to know." January handed her the dish of butter-she cut ahunk and it Szzled on the griddi€'s
dick face. "I didn't want him to know. Bring me over those apples, would you, Michie Ben? That's
mighty sweet of you to cut them for me. When | whip up thistart, I'll save over enough to make alittle
onefor you......"

"Which | hope," said January, "Y ou and Juleswill sharewith me.”

After Judy dipped the tarts into the oven and turned her attention to dressing a couple of pigeons,
January strolled to the abandoned jail. He stuck closeto the trees for aslong as he could, uneasy about
walking over the open ground, athough, like Judy, he knew Marsan and Big Lou were both gone. The
cell doors stood open on dl the cells save one. Had Marsan had itskey on his person, January
wondered, when held been cut to piecesin the dley by the theater?

Peering through the judasin the door, he saw only what he had seen before. A bare room with a sort of
shdf barely vishble at the end. Straining his eyes, he thought he could make out abox on the shelf.

And that wasall.

"That'sit," said January when he and Hanniba were once more in the wagon, driving away from Les
Roseaux. "Tillich is the man who swears he saw Davis at the City Hotel gambling-room. Marsan was
definitely part of Belaggio's connection to the Austrians. The davesmuggling was part of it, theway to
both pay Marsanwho asfar as| know had no more poalitics than the average bull in a pasture-and to
enligt the services of Captain Chamoflet in kegping achanne of communication open free of
observetion."

"Leaving asde for amoment why they would think coshing Marguerite over the head, or locking you and
Cavdloinacdlar, would prevent Bdaggio's affairs from being examined,” said Hannibd, "I can tell you
what they were handing off to one another in that box. Those books in Marsan's office-they're marked.”
"Marked?" January drew rein, scanning the treesfor sight of Shaw. The dark-green landscape had a till
samenessin thethin light of early afternoon, abirdless quiet that seemed to hold its breath.

"With little ticks in pencil under the words. Not every page, and some pages more than others-1 don't
think the ticks went down any page more than a paragraph or two-but always from the top of the page.
Asif someone were counting the words."

January turned, regarding the musician with startled understanding; Hannibal was dready diggingin the
pockets of his shabby coat. "There was a newspaper in the top drawer of the desk, with numbers
scribbled in the margins, hundreds of them-alwaysin pencil, like the ticksin the books. Ten/thirty.
Forty-fiveffifteen. Sixty-thregffifty. That kind of thing. And | helped mysdif to the blotting paper.... "
January said, "It'sabook code.”

"Only, | might add, in the German or Itdian books. Which leads me to wonder. . ."

January heard the crack of ariflein thetrees at dmost the same instant that something hot flicked his
face, burning, like ahornet's sting. He dropped with a cry back down to the seat and heard another shot,
abullet burying itsdf in the sde of the wagon, and he thought, The horse. . .

He grabbed the reins and lashed wildly at the animal, shouting as the frightened beast |egpt forward and a
third shot drew blood from its shoulder, sending it well and truly on itsway. Hanniba, thrown nearly out
of hisseat by the lurch, grabbed the seat-back and ducked his head down- "Are they in the woods or
acrossthe bayou?' yelled January.

"Woods. At least that's where the muzzle-flashes are. Nothing-damn it!" The horse sumbled, lurching
from gallop to trot; January lashed with the reins again, but he saw the blood on the anima's hide and
knew it was wounded in earnest now.

"How close?'

"Can't see anyone." Hanniba turned in the seat, looked back at the shell road behind them. "Believe me,
they'll beaong.”

January drew rein, sprang down, and dragged Hannibd after him. "Git!" He tore up awillow-sucker from
the water's edge, dapped the horse hard, sending it wildly away up the shell road, then turned and
plunged acrossthe water, the fiddler sumbling and panting at hishedls. "I certainly hope you know this
part of Jefferson Parish like the back of your hand-"



"| certainly know what happensto people who fdl foul of the smugglers and don't get themselves out of
theway and under cover," retorted January, dragging the smaler man after him like ahdf-killed chicken.
"They'll search near the bayou, figuring we have to follow it back to theriver. | think we'd do better, for
thetime being, if wetook refugein the swamp.”

The marshy landsthat lay between the Bayou des Familles and the Little Barataria Bayou-consisted of
the usua mix of dry, narrow ridges, most no more than afew feet wide, where old bayous or legs of the
river had once lain, and wetter expanses of cypress, pdmetto, and smooth-skinned gray magnolias. The
spring rise had not yet inundated these stretches, and they lay under abrown layer of last year's leaves,
or tangled with vast blankets o0 new-green eephant-ear, through which cypress-knees poked, like
stalagmites displaced from acave. It was early in the year for snakes, but January used the willow switch
to probe ahead for them anyway. Early, too, for mosquitoes. Keeping to the dense belts of palmetto, like
headhigh forests between the larger trees, they could remain unseen even at adistance of afew fedt.

In time they found an Indian shell-mound raised afew feet above the generd leve of the forest base and
grown over with oaks. The spring floods would transform it into an idet-a cheniere-and on it, tucked
away between the trees, stood the remains of what had been either atrapper's shack or the hideout of a
runaway dave.

"Wait here," said January as Hannibal sank down into acorner of thisramshackle structure. It was made
of fragments of boards and packing-boxes, re-enforced with brush and moss-invisble a afew yards. "
can't imagine them not killing Shaw if he was too badly wounded to flee, but | have to go back and
check. If I'm not back in. . ." He pulled his silver watch from his pocket. "If I'm not back in two hours,
there'salanding and awoodlot a Belle Chasse, about ten miles east of here. Y ou'll be ableto get aboat
back to town. Shaw told them at the Cabildo where hewasgoing. . . ."

"I doubt if, when they send out a posse tomorrow, it will do us much good.” Hanniba coughed, onearm
wrapped tight around histhin ribsto still both the pain and the sound. " Circumstance may conspire to
surprise us, however. We can only hope."

January hegitated, torn with uncertainty. The likelihood that Shaw was dive, wounded, and in need of
help was less than that of Hanniba being utterly unable to de fend himsdf should Captain Chamoflet and
his swamp-rats put in an appearance, but he knew he could not smply leave the areawithout at least
making an attempt to find Shaw. It wastwo, he reflected, stepping cautioudy from the shack and
carefully reorienting himsdlf on the group of towering magnolias that dominated the cheniere. The sun
would set a around five, full darkness settling perhaps haf an hour later. . . .

And then, he thought, unless they'd made their way to within a half-mile or so of Belle Chasse, they were
doomed indeed.

Heworked hisway as closeto Les Roseaux as he could, through the dense rustling mazes of the
palmetto forests and, as he drew closer to the bayou, the old plantation fiel ds choked with overgrown
cane and new growths of sapling pine and weeds. The high ground aong Bayou des Familles wasn't
more than a haf-mile deep, bardly enough to sustain a plantation. He could smell woodsmoke from
somewhere, but heard no sound of the sawmiill. Lying in the cane-brake, he caught the furtive rustle of a
passing body, and aman called out in the rough archaic French of the Barataria, "Clo? Any Sgn?”'

And areply, so closeto where he lay, January flinched. "No. Curse.”

"Keep an eye, en? They might Hill try to come back to the house.”

"Curse" said Clo again.

January buried hisfacein hisarms and waited, bardly breathing. A huge black ant walked across hisarm,
and alittle later, asmdl cane-rat. He heard one of the men go, and for along time strained hisearsto
detect some sound other than the occasiona rain like rush of wind through the trees. Inthe stilinessa
crow cawed. Frogs croaked, first asmal tinny chirping, then, elsewhere, another chorus, adeeper and
woodier bip-bip-bip: strophe and antistrophe like a Greek play, the sounds distinct as patches of
different-colored wildflowers. After atime arabbit hopped warily from between the dark stalks and sat
up, pink nose wiggling, ears danting one way and ancther, then scuttled cautioudy in the direction from
which Clo's voice had come.

Thank you, Compair Lapin. If you think it'ssafe, I'm gameto try it.



Carefully, carefully, January edged out of the cane. No shot rang out. Body bent double, he worked his
way back through what had been the field, and into the thick pamettos once more. Listening for some
sound. Scanning the ground for track or sign of blood. Then he retrested to the cipriere again, and made
hisway back to the cheniere, getting lost twice in the process.

Hanniba was haf-unconscious, curled like abal of bones on the ground. He sat up with agtart when
January crawled into the shelter, reached for the knife January had left with him, then saw who it was and
put ahand over hisown lipsto gtill the sound of another cough. He was shivering in the chill afternoon but
rased hiseyebrowsinquiringly; January shook his heed.

"Let'sgo," January breathed. "They'rein the woods sill, searching, but if we don't start now, well be
lucky to make Belle Chasse by dark.”

"Can these boneslive?' inquired Hanniba rhetoricaly, staggering as he straightened up. January caught
his elbow and wondered how much success hed have in locating Sam Pickney's farm.

I'd have more luck finding the man if | just walked down the road after dark, of course....

Provided it was Pickney he met.

By the time they reached the river, Hanniba was barely on hisfeet. They stopped to rest haf adozen
times, wherever they could find adeadfal to st on, and more and more frequently as the afternoon drew
on and the spots of brightness on the dark cypressleaves grew higher and brighter with the sinking of the
sun. In the closed-in world of the cipriere, it was hard to navigate at the best of times, for there was no
wind in its shadowy aides, no movement of water, no rise and fal of land. Sometimes January heard
voicesfar off, and then they stood till in the thick pea-green eternities of palmetto, straining their earsfor
something beyond the harsh rustling of the fanlike leaves. Once, distantly, he heard a shot.

With the last of the cypress trees shadows streaming out blue before them, they came into open ground,
the bare fidds of asugar plantation, formlessin the twilight. The family-reatives of the greet Livaudais
clan-wereintown for Carniva, but the overseer clicked histongue in shocked disapprova a Hannibd's
tale of dave-geders and attempted murder. "The Army, they try adozen timesto get that Chamoflet,”
sadthefat little fair-haired man, shaking hishead in the lamplight of the minuscule gdlery before his
cottage. "But he got friends in the cipriere, crackers, Kaintucks, animaux-"

Meaning, January knew, American animaux.

"Y ou about amile and ahdf down from English Turn. Y ou lucky you didn't get to Belle Chasse." The
overseer patted Hanniba's bony shoulder, where the fiddler sat dumped on the bent-willow gdlery chair.
"Etienne that runs the woodlot there, he'sin with Chamoflet. | have the boys put out torches on the
landing, theré's boats coming past dl night.”

The Heroine, bound upriver from the Belize, didn't dock at the plantation till around eleven. January gave
one of the dave-children fifty centsto stand |ookout on the leveefor it, and spent the next four hoursin
the cabinet at the back of Michie Tabor's cottage, drinking coffee and reading from the largest collection
of old newspapers he'd seen outside Madame Bontemps's attic. Michie Tabor stayed up to chat with
Hanniba through supper, then, having ascertained that his guests truly wanted to get on the late boat
rather than stay the night, he had a couple of the cane-hands bring aHitchcock chair and alamp out to
the cabinet, where Hannibal could sit wrapped in blankets until the boat came.

"Winter evenings, theré'snot alot to do," said the overseer, scratching the head of the enormous old
black-and-white cat that was his chief companion in the cottage. " Sometimes| just go back and read the
newspapersto see dl thesethingsthat | got so angry about ten, fifteen, twenty yearsago. And | think,
Well, I lived through &l that and I'm fine anyway. Like watching the boats go by on theriver.”
"Annihilating al that's made," mused Hanniba as the overseer shut the door that led into the other cottage
rooms, "to agreen thought in agreen shade. Look at this Guerrero and the liberas take over Mexico. |
remember my brother thought that was going to be the end of civilization.”

"And soit was" murmured January, "for anyone who had tieswith the Iturbide regime.” It wasthefirst
time heéld ever heard Hanniba mention abrother. "What year was that? "Twenty-seven? About thetime
Vincent Marsan found himsdlf ableto dip daves through from the Baratarialargely unhindered by the
Navy."

Hannibal folded the newspaper to his chest and raised his eyebrows. Hot soup and alittle



bread-and-cheese with their host seemed to have revived him; though he still lay back in his chair like one
exhausted, the ragged coughing had ceased, and histhin hands were till.

"Eight years ago,” said January softly, "the new Liberal congtitution in Mexico-the breskup of newly freed
Spanish and Portuguese states in the south-the continuing fighting in New Grenada ... The Hapsburg
government in Vienna gets nervous about who's going to be making aliances with whom, and sendsa
man to New Orleansto look out for things. Not the first man it's sent, and certainly not the only
government to send onel'm sure the French and the British have their men in town, too, maybe even the
Tsar. But our new Hapsburg friend-let's call him Tillich-makes arrangements to get information from
across the Gulf, and, probably, to send money to whoever the Emperor thinks ought to bein chargein
New Grenadaand points south. And since, thanks to Mr. Jackson'sincreased distrust of the European
powers, the Navy is developing an unpleasant tendency to search foreign vessdls, those arrangements
include information coming in, not upriver past the forts at the Belize, but through Grand Ide and the
marshes of the Barataria."

"And since I'm sure Mr. Marsan wasn't willing to commit treason againgt the United States government
for the sake of Mr. Tillich's pretty blue eyes," said Hannibal, "the passage of information was linked to an
increasein the smuggling of daves. A better use of Marsan property than trying to grow sugar onit, if
what | saw on Roseaux isany indication. . . . Bet me our friend Tillich speculated with some of hisown
money in that trade, too."

"Probably." January lifted half astack of newspapers, nose prickling at mildew and stirred dust. The
Louisiana Gazette. August 14, 1820.

He'd been in Paris then. Studying medicine and working in the night clinic.

Paying piano at the Odoon. Walking along the Pont-Neuf hand-in-hand with Marguerite, the Seine
molten gold below therailings and hurdy-gurdy grinders pump ing out Figaro's opening ariafrom The
Barber of Seville. Ladiesand shop girls/ old maids and young girls/ Dressthiswig/ Quick with the
beard...

Histhroat shut hard and he put the papers down. "When Captain Chamoflet bringsin a coffle from
Havanaor Caracas or wherever the Africa ships put in, he brings other things aswell. Messagesto leave
in thelittle box on the shelf in one of the cdlls, the cdll that's ways kept locked. The cell that no oneis
allowed to go near. And only one other person hasthe key."

Helifted another stack of papers. Damp had gotten to them, and they came up in asingle piece, likea
black brick, breathing mildew. Therewas asmell of mouse-piss. He half expected to find M'sieu
LeMoyneslittle blue notebook undernegth.

He made out a date, February 9, 1829.

"It'snot dl that far from town to Les Roseaux," hetold Hannibal. "A man can crosstheriver, ride
inconspicuoudy down to Bayou des Famillesin the evening, make his pickup-arid leave money-in the
darkness while the daves are having their suppers-did you notice how far thejail isfrom the
quarters?-and be back in town in time for everyone he knowsto see him at the opera, or in the
gaming-houses, or to make the after-supper set at aball. Marsan encodes and decodes, if the message is
alongoneor Tillichis pressed for time. A book code is one of the easiest to use and is unbreakable by
someone who doesn't have the specific book."

"And since Marsan doesn't even know German or Itdian,” remarked Hannibal, "he probably knows
nothing and cares less about what is being passed through hisjail. All he knowsisthat he'srich now. Rich
enough to convince some other poor girl's mother to Sign over her daughter to be his mistress.”
"Obvioudy someone got concerned about the messages being intercepted.” January shifted another
stack, and, on impulse, sought down through it-the papers were roughly in chronologica order, owing
probably more to sedimentary action than to any intent-until he found athick layer of the New Orleans
Abeille for March 1825. "Asl| said, there are probably French and English agents working out of the
consulate-maybe Carbonari dso. Tillich changed books-as you say, dways German or Italian, thetwo
main languages spoken in Vienna. And findly, someone at the home office decided that the easiest means
of security was to make sure that messages were being transmitted by an unpublished work. Something
only thosein touch with Belaggio would have."



"Othdlo, " said Hanniba. "No wonder poor Incantobdlli was furious.”

"Furious enough to risk hislife, to avenge his honor.”

My house shdl be ahouse of prayer.. ..

"At aguess," January went on after amoment, "that'swhat Cavalo saw when we were dl in the study
together at Les Roseaux. A copy of the libretto, with the words pencil-ticked, asaman will tick them
when he counts. That's what he's been looking for in Belaggio's office copies of German books that
match Marsan's, or of the libretto, smilarly marked.”

March 5, 1825. Jefferson Parish planter questioned in connection with the death of awoman....

March 10, 1825. The mother of the murdered woman crested ascenein court. . . .

March 12, 1825. To the editor: A woman of color knows the truth about ...

For no reason he could think of, January saw Dominique at the breskfast table, Dominique twelve years
old with her soft, thick hair combed down over her back, silky asawhite girl's. His mother, he recalled,
had aways been proud as L ucifer that Dominique's hair wasn't nappy, and never braided it or tied it in
grings. Shed dressit with sugar-water so that its reddish highlights gleamed in the sun. Dominiquein the
flat corsets of girlhood, eating lost bread and listening to her mother's crisp opinions on the case as she
read the newspaper.

Dominique sweet-faced and young, with nothing more to worry her than piano lessons and learning to
dance gracefully, so that one day she might become plagee ...

"Wéll, | can see how Marguerite might have sturnbled onto some piece of information about dl this"
Hanniba dropped two chunks of sugar and adollop of opium into his coffee. "But it till doesn't get us
any closer to who's been trying to kill Belaggio. It can't have been Cavallo. Hewaslocked up with you in
the cdlar a Cornouiller that day."

March 15. The court today ruled that the worman Sidonie Lalage, and the cab-driver found dead just
outside her house, were dain by person or persons unknown....

"l said," repeated Hanniba, causing January to glance up with agtart, "that it can't have been Cavdlo
who tried to kill Belaggio because he was with you. And I've been checking through everything Concha
did, thosefirst two daysin town, and I'll swear it wasn't she who hired the Gower boys."

"No," said January, and he folded the newspaper to put in his pocket. Hefelt curioudy calm, and in spite
of clothing still damp, and the hot sting of the bullet-graze on hisface. In spite of exhaustion and the
knowledge that tomorrow night held have to deal with Big Lou and, presumably, Mr. Tillich himself when
the buyers came after the operas performance. In spite of al that, he felt at peace.

Asif he hed one end of aclue of thread in his hand, the other end stretching away into darkness.

"No, it wasn't, | don't think," hetold Hanniba softly. "Because from thefirst it wasn't Belaggio who was
thetarget. It was Marsan al dong."



? TWENTY-THREE

When January and Hanniba limped across the Place dArmes and into the watchroom of the Cabildo in
the small hours of Thursday morning, it wasto find Abishag Shaw seated at hisdesk. Inthe dirty flare of
the ail-lamps, his narrow face had more than ever the appearance of agargoyl€'s, bruised and
scratched-chipped, one dmost might think. A dirty bandage wrapped hisleft hand and forearm, wet, like
his hair, from a hasty dousing in the courtyard trough. He looked up from the report he was scribbling as
the door opened, and got hastily to hisfeet.

"Maestri." A few long strides brought him to them, and he steered Hannibal to one of the benches by the
door. "You dl right?'

"I could play Ereclesrardly,” responded the fiddler in a conversationa tone, "or apart to tear acat in, to
make dl split. A passing indisposition merely, coupled with afar more intimate acquaintance than | ever
imagined | could want with the floraand fauna of the bayous. Y oursdlf?"

"Cavert." Shaw gestured to one of the lamplighters. "Might you go over t' the market, seeif you can get
some coffee for my friend here? Brandy, too, if'n you got it." He held out a couple of slver redes. The
man reached for them, then shied back as arolling mob of City Guards and drunken combatants burst
through the door, mud-dathered, bloody, and arguing at the top of their voicesin severd different
tongues. Late asit was, every gambling-den, public house, and brothel in town was doing vigorous
business; aong the torchlit levee, steamboats off-loaded cargoes and market-women hawked their
wares, and the Place dArmeswas aslively asif it were two in the afternoon rather than two in the
morning.

When Calvert departed, Shaw went to fetch his grimy coat from his desk, to wrap around Hannibal's
shoulders. "Good to see you back. | just got in mysdlf, after checkin' your landlady's, Maestro. | had to
backtrail some, 'fore| lost our friendsin the swamp-thought aslong as | was pullin' foot anyways | might
aswell split the pursuit. | cut your trail later but lost it again when it got dark. Seemin'ly somebody tattled
to Captain Chamoflet that we was headed out to Marsan's after al. Y ou learn anythin'?”

January said, "Oh, yes," and recounted everything he had heard from Jules and Judy, and what Hannibal
had found in Marsan's study. He finished with, "It hasto have been Lou who followed us after Trulove's
reception and attacked Marguerite-" No wonder duCoudreau thought it was me, he reflected,
remembering the prints of those enormous hands. "I till don't know why. But of course he wasin town
that day, for thefights. Asfor Mr. Tillich ... "

"Y ou rat-faced little fyst, who you calin' whore?* bellowed one of the women in the mob before the
sergeant's desk, and fetched the man next to her awallop that sent him redling. Shaw stepped out of the
way, still chewing mildly. The man tripped, rolled in amessy white bundle-he was clothed as Fierrot, his
billowy suit spattered with blood from his streaming nose-and sprang into the fray again, colliding with
Madame Montero as she thrust open the watchroom's doors.

"Corazon!" Dodging the battle, the soprano strode to Hanniba, adragonfly glitter of garnet, jet, miles of
mantilla, and armloads of sable and plumes. "I havelooked dl over thetown for you. . . ."

Hanniba smiled and extended ahand. "Not al over, | hope, queridamia.”

"All over indeed! That disgraceful putawho runsthe place where you live-"

His eyeswidened with darm. "Y ou went to vigt Kentucky Williams?'

"| did indeed, and she told me that you"-she whirled, an accusing finger stabbing up at January-"that you
had coaxed him away this morning, to who knows what ends, rambling over the countryside like Don
Quixote-"

"They had need of agentleman, Dulcines,”" argued Hannibd.

"And you were the best they could do? 'Y ou have missed the rehearsal, not that there was much to miss,
and the Chorus of Hell-bah! Asbad as those imbecilas of the ballet, and Belaggio etting every friend of
the Opera Society come backstage to look at hisdiablos asif they had never seen aNegro before. . . ."
Under cover of her account of Belaggio's blatant huckstering, Shaw murmured, "I don't rightly see how
Tillich could have bought Big Lou. He'sjust aclerk, an' livesin lodgin's. Big Lou'slivin'inlodgin'son his



own, down near the turnin’ basin, with atin-badge pass. If'n we arrest him much ‘fore the show
tomorrow night, Belaggio's customers won't come backstage to close their ded, much lesshis Austrian
contact to try to get his cut of theloot. But | can sure have aman watch him tomorrow. . . ."

"Whose clerk?" asked January.

Shaw smiled dowly, gray eyestwinkling. "Erasmus Knight's" he said. "Now, if'n you please, M'am
Montero, it S0 happens| have alittle favor to ask of you......"

Chevdier, January had cdled to him. He could see himsdlf saying it, distracted between the demands of
hiswork and his concern for John Davis. Hed been switching back and forth between English, French,
and Itdian dl evening, and Chevalier, he recdled, had been the name hedd heard Knight called by on
those few occasions held seen himin Paris.

It meant the samething, of course, which madeit all the easier to sumble. Not that Chevalier had been his
real namein those days, either-at aguessit was actualy Ritter. But in Paris, January recaled, hed been a
sort of boulevardier, who madeit his businessto attend salons and follow the operaand the races and
whatever new fashion in cravats or politics came aong.

To bein al those places where the palitics and plans of the Restoration would be discussed.

Wasit so easy? he wondered hitterly, looking down into Marguerite's still face, her cold fingerslike the
stems of knotted cane.

To Vincent Marsan it would have been nothing when Knight dipped aside and whispered to him, That
man knows me from Paris. Have Big Lou get rid of him.

Who would search for the casud killer of ablack man on adeserted road? In the confusion of Carnival
he'd have been lucky if the Guards even investigated. A white woman's body found beside his ("Shelll be
the onewho told him-" He could just imagine Knight saying it, like ordering a dozen eggsfor a supper
next week) might guarantee that no investigation would be made.

Like Othello, something that was unpleasant to think about or view.

For other reasons, it had certainly kept his own friends and family quiet.

Morning light lay cold and slvery on Marguerite's sunken face. From the yard, small, sharp metdlic taps
as Zizi-Marie hammered aline of tacksinto the frame of some rich man's chair. | should fed triumph,
January thought, turning the thin hand over in his own huge fingers; gently touching the yellowing bruises
on her throat. | know who did thisto you, and why. And well get him. Hewon't get away.

Only, of course, Knight dmost certainly would. Knight would prove his Audtrian citizenship; call on the
Audtrian consul in Havana. Leave hisburly, fairhaired, bullyboy of aclerk Tillich to be hanged for
treason, and Big Lou, for attacking awhite woman, perceived in some circles asthe gregter crime.
Punish the bullet and smash the gun, but let the man who pulled the trigger go free.

January closed hiseyes. Don't open that door, hetold himsdlf. It's enough to know Knight will be
punished by his superiorsfor fouling up, for being caught.

Warm hands dipped over his shoulder. Like ablind man, he could have identified Rose by touch and
scent in the dark: ink and soap and the subtle velvet woman-smell of her body and clothes. Sherested
her hip againgt his shoulder and he put hisfree hand around her skirts, turned hisfaceto rest it against
them.

How do men live, he wondered, who do not have awoman to hold?

"Shewoke up late yesterday afternoon,” said Rose. "I checked her eyes, and the pupilslooked the same
sze. She knew me-knew where she was. Olympetells me you know who did it. Who was behind it dl.”
"That | do," said January, and it was amost the truth. "Marsan's factor, Knight. He's passing money and
information between the Austrian government and the counter-revolutionistsin New Grenada and
Bolivia; usng hisdiplomatic influence to smuggle davesin from Africato pay his operatives here. He's
kept his name out of it by using Marsan and Tillich as his cat's-paws. No wonder he panicked when |
cdled him by his French diasthe other night.”

In the yard he heard Gabridl singing as he carried water into the kitchen, light and free and casud.
Zizi-Marie caled out some remark, and was answered by Olympe'srare, joyous laugh.

How easy to destroy beauty, January thought. To Smply say, Get rid of that person because they might
gpoil my plansor interfere with the Rights of Man. Why was happiness aways so fragile?



"If he worksthrough Tillich-you mean that stuffedlooking young man who escorted Mademoisdle
Flaherty to al those parties?’

"Thevery same. And who went with Knight to the Hotel Toulouse to search for Incantobdlli, and who
probably did the horse-riding and torch-throwing the night Big Lou broke in here."

"If he worksthrough Tillich, how are you going to get Knight?'

January sat up, his hand dipping from around Rose's hipsto hold on to her fingers, strong and dim and
blotched dl over with ink and chemicals and dried crusts of glue from Mr. Daviss fireworks. Looking up
into her face, with its delicate bones and dusting of freckles and wise, ironic gray-green eyes behind her
gpectacles, he remembered the desperate warmth of her lips under his, the strength of her arms asthey
tightened around him.

The memory wasin his eyes, because he saw it reflected in hers-and in her dow, secret smile,

And he amiled, too. "Mr. Tillich," he answered, "is going to be taken very sick this afternoon.”

"Oh, the poor man," replied Rose, not in the least discomposed. "Was there enough left of whatever
Queen Regine's sold to Madame Montero?”

"Oh, yes. Consudasaid she didn't dare put much into La d'lsola's soup because she still wasn't sure how
strong it was-and given how sick Drusillagot on just that pinch, | think | can assureyou that Mr. Tillichis
going to bein no shapeto go pick up money from Belaggio after tonight's performance. HE's dueto
encounter Kate the Gouger near hisroomsin about. . ." Hetook hiswatch from his pocket. "About four
hours."

"Ah." Rose nodded wisdly. "So | expect hislunch isn't the only thing hes going to lose.”

No, thought January. Probably, in the long run, he would lose hislife.

But sooner or later, everyone doesthat.

"But if Belaggio wasworking for Knight," said Rose doubtfully, “why would Knight have had him
attacked? Since it was Knight who got him and Marsan together-who killed Marsan? And why?'

Why indeed?

January sighed, and turned back to the bed, to stroke Marguerite's graying hair. She was not, he thought,
Knight'sonly victim. Kill that man, that woman, to shut them up. Hang that one--or anyone we can find
ready to hand just so that people won't ask about who Belaggio might have been meeting at the theater
after hours.

If it hadn't been John Davis, who was without an dibi, it would have been someone e se. Exactly asthe
desperate Incantobelli had shoved January into a stranger's arms, not caring if he got thrashed or jailed or
hanged. But at least Incantobelli had the excuse that he wasin fear for hislife.

Like Marguerite, he, too, was due hisavenging.

Hedidn't ask Olympe for the information he needed. He wasn't sure sheld tell him. Breakfast, and coffee;
abath in the cabinet behind the parlor and a shave; alittle more quiet talk with Rose. The mistswere
yielding to sunlight sharp asasmall knife when heleft Olympe's house and made his way to the poorer
neighborhood at the back of the old French town.

Only afew of thelivery stables dong Rue des Ramparts had been there in 1825. As more houses were
built, and land became more dear, men who rented out horses and stable-space for aliving tended to
move acrossinto the Faubourg Treme. But a handful remained, and by good luck, one of these wasthe
one next door to the cottage of Marie-Pucelle Morriset.

"Y es, he worked out of here," said Romain Faon, in charge of Combeferres Livery. There wasasmadll
house on the front of the property, which extended behind the house amost through to Rue Burgundy. In
the big yard, grooms were washing down a cherry-red curricle. The smells of sogp mingled with those of
horse-piss, dean straw, wet brick. "Rented from Michie Combeferre for ten dollars amonth, cab and
horses both, plus haf hisfares. Nicellittle bay named Elisa, | recal, good paces but short in the legs, and
abig, tdl piebad named Wellington. Treated them well, he did. Hed come in and groom them, Sunday
mornings, while his Sister cleaned up the cab. Sheld braid ribbonsin their manes, blue for the mare, red
for the gelding. Shameful what happened,” he said, and shook his heed. " Shameful.”

"Y ou know where he lived?' asked January. "If he had other family besidesthe girl?"

"He had no family but the sster,” said Faon. "They lived on Rue de'Hopital. Land was owned by the



Ursulinesthen, but they leased to aMadame Fourgette, who let rooms. God knowsif she's ill there.”
Shewas. The house was an old one, rambling and seedy, the smdlls here of privieslong untended, of
roomslong unaired. There was a constant coming and going of day-laborersin smocks, clerksin
checkered trousers and tight-fitting coats with elbows discreetly patched; young women more brightly
dressed than daytime caled for, even daytime during Carnival. A smell of greasy soup, of poverty and
desperation.

"Oh, | wept for the poor creature.”" Madame Fourgette clasped big hard hands clotted with rings before
her heavy breasts, but her eyes, set like polished coasin athick face framed by an enormous
lace-trimmed tignon, had the dry look of eyesthat have shed no tears since babyhood. "His sigter, too, of
course, but poor Aucassin! And him so young! He was only twenty, you know, when that brute cut him
to pieces, only for talkingtothegirl......"

"Did he know her?' asked January. "Werethey friends, | mean?"

The woman appeared to be thinking, tongue probing at the insde of her shut lips, but those hard, dry
eyes met his and January, with the appearance of absent-mindedness, jingled the coinsin his coat-pocket
and took out a Spanish dollar, turning it over in his gloved hand and looking at it asif hed never seen
King Ferdinand's face beforein hislife. Thewalls of the parlor in which they sat hadn't been painted,
probably, since the house was built; through the French doors light fell from Rue de fHopital and showed
up the scratched and dulled cypress boards of the floor. He wondered what white gentleman protector
had given the house to Madame Fourgette, and set her up with enough money to get her start. And found
himsdlf looking forward to what his mother would say of the woman when he spoke of this meeting next
Sunday at dinner.

"Wdll, she only lived over afew streets,” said Madame. "Her cottage was just a house or two from the
livery where he kept his horses, and | know he'd speak to her sometimes, coming and going from work.
Little Marie-the Sgter, you know-said once he was waking home late at night after turning in the cab,
and heard her weeping, and spoke to her through her window. But you could tell it was only kindness.
Hed never cometo anything," she added with atouch of condescension, of scorn, in her
tobacco-roughened voice.

She dug atobacco-pouch from the pocket of her over-embroidered and none-too-clean silk dress, and
with it suffed asmall ivory pipe. Her clothing, her tignon, the chairsin the big double parlor, al reeked of
old smoke, and the ceiling was yd low-brown with it around the dead lights of a dust-covered chanddier.
"He might be light as you please-his mother was old Charles Hougoumont's plagee and near asfair asa
Spaniard herself-but he was nowhere near that poor Mademoisdlle Lalage's class. He could barely sign
his name, and so smple-hearted, you'l take him for abooby. Well, it goesto show, doesn't it?' She
walked to thefire, and with aspill from the box by the hearth kindled the pipe, puffing the smoke from
the other sde of her mouth as she stood beside the marble-painted wooden mantel. "No man in hisright
mind would go up to awhite man's plagee that way, would he? Not at that time of the night. | don't care
if they heard her screaming, let alone just crying-and they do cry agood dedl. Don't know when they're
well off, | daresay.”

The street door opened and two girls came in, hand-in-hand like sisters or friends. But when they
stepped clear of the bright incoming light, January saw their faces were like Madame Fourgette's, tired
and hard. They might have been thirteen and fourteen years old, but the dresses they wore were styled
like women's dresses--cut low despite the earliness of the hour, over smdl breasts just beginning to
bud-and their tignons gaudy with feathers and bows. One of them looked across a her and opened her
painted lipsto speak, and Madame Fourgette said quickly, "Excuse me amoment, sir,” and went to
them, holding out her hand.

One of them put some money in it. Madame counted it with a practiced glance and with her free hand
lashed out and boxed the girl's ear. "Wherésthe rest of it?"

"Wasn't norest of it." Thegirl rubbed her ear sullenly, and her friend added, "That'sall there was."
"Carniva season and every man in town walking around with his pants out in front of him and that's all
therewas?Littleliard" She shoved the money in her bosom, caught each girl by those thin bare
shoulders, and whipped them around, pushed them to the door again. "Don't you come back till you can



bring me five dollars apiece, you understand? Five dollars! Lazy little bitches," she added, crossing back
to January, her dark eyes ugly with annoyance. "And drunk, and at thistime of the day, too." She picked
up her pipe again. "They don't care whose money it is.”

"No," said January, watching those two flower-bright forms pass the other window, make their way back
down Rue de I'Hopita in the direction of the levee and the tav erns of Gallatin Street. "No, | daresay they
don't." Helooked back at Madame Fourgette. "Isthat what happened?’ he asked. "Aucassin-"
"Couvent,” shesad. "Aucassin Couvent.”

"Aucassin Couvent heard Sidonie weeping and went around the back to speak to her, to comfort her?'
She shrugged. "It'swhat he done before, according to that sister of his. | daresay she madeit up. She
was an ungrateful little creature, stuck-up and pert-mouthed. A thief, too. After hedied, | let her stay on
here, a my own expense-for they'd no family, their mother being dead, and Old Man Hougoumont, too,
by that time-for amonth, an entire month! Then she just disappeared, and made not the dightest attempt
to pay me back for rent or food or even the clothes on her back. Nothing!"

Aware of the delicate mechanics of owing and paying by which bawds and pimps controlled their girls, of
constant debt and earnings that were never quite enough-five dollars, you understand?

January guessed what it was that the young cab-driver Aucassin Couvent's twelve-yearold sister had
fled. Dominique, at least, he found himself thinking, had the choice of seeking another protector. She had
the training, the accomplishments, the socia grace to be plagee-placed-as awhite man's mistress.
Somedidnt.

"Do you know what happened to her?' he asked. "Where she went?'

"To hdl, | hope." Madame Fourgette vicioudy knocked the ashes out of her pipe. "Let her Sng her little
songs for the Devil, and hope he pays her for them.”

January paused in the act of risng. " She sang?”'

January was | ate getting to the theater that evening. When he returned to hisroom at Madame
Bontempsss, he found anote from Dominique, and going to her house in the Rue Du Maine, found
Therese just lacing her into agown of green and amber, and fastening Henri's pearls around her neck.
"He's meeting me a the opera.” Dominique angled her head alittle to the mirror to touch her lipswith
rouge. "He sayshe will not let anything, or anyone, come between us." Shefixed smdl golden pearlsinto
the lobes of her ears, and he saw her hand tremble.

"You bdievehim?'

Her eyesmet hisin the mirror, then shifted to her maid. "Therese, could you get me alittle more coffee?
And acup for my brother? Thank you." She smiled after the woman as she left. When she turned to meet
her brother's eyes direct, her face had dtered, cam but very ill.

"My last period started the twentieth of November," she said. "How long do | have?' She touched her
lipswith her tongue, pursed them as though fearing for the ddlicate color there. "Before | have to make
up my mind, I mean." In hismind January saw Henri handing that chill, diamond-perfect girl acup of
negus. Saw Madame Bontemps rubbing her own floors with beeswax. Saw Madame Fourgettein her
shiny-elbowed violet plush, knocking ashesinto the dirty fireplace of the house some man had given her.
"Until Mardi Gras," hereplied, and her jaw tightened.

"That's next week," she whispered. " So soon?"

"After that it gets more dangerous with every day that passes,” he said. "When will they be married?’
"Augud.”

Shewas no longer looking at him. Her gaze fixed on the buttons of hiswaistcoat, holding silence about
her like atoo-thin shawl againgt Arctic wind. January put his hands on her shoulders, drew her to him,
and kissed her forehead. Held her, trying to give what held sought from Rose that morning-the comfort of
knowing someone was there.

Everything that he or anyone e se might have said Henri lovesyou or Everything will be dl right-faded
before the fact that there was no way to know. One could only take one's best guess and walk forward
inthe dark.

"Enjoy the opera,” he said, stepping back from her. "The music's beautiful, but very little happens.”



Which turned out to be one of the most inaccurate satements held ever made.

"But whereis she?' Belaggio was demanding when January came up the steps from the prop-room. "I've
looked in her dressing-room, in the greenroom.. . ."

Not again, thought January. And then, Not tonight ...

"It was not half an hour ago that | fixed her hair.” Madame Ross il held the curling-tongs, and ahandful
of hairpins, from preparing the Chorus of Heroes and Heroines, Madame Chiavari, a dressing-gown of
violet silk wrapped over the somewhat abbreviated pink costume of Love, trailed her distractedly.

"I've checked in al the dressing-rooms," added Cavallo worriedly. Over flesh-colored tights Orfeo's
black tunic looked alittle gaudy for mourning-gold laurel leavestwined its border and deeves-and inthe
chill of backstage he wore a decidedly un-Greek blue coat. "Could she have been takeniill again?' He
glared pointedly around the backstage, asif expecting to see Consuela Montero emerge from her
dressing-room resplendent in Euridice's Act One cerements.

James Cadwel, emerging from the prop-vault behind January with a bull's-eye lantern in hand, cleared
histhroat diffidently and asked, "Is-er-is Madame Montero on the premises? Not that I'm saying we
should cease our search for Mademoisdlle d'lsola, of course, but in case something has ... that is, in case
she has been taken ill, and returned to her hotel- Has anyone gone to her hotel to look for her?"

"And | suppose she just walked across Camp Street, dressed as she was?' demanded Belaggio
sarcastically. He looked shaken. A month ago, January would have been touched at this evidence of
concern. Asit was, he only reflected, He till thinks Knight murdered Marsan.

Andwhy not? It would belike Knight to lie, to put Belaggio off his guard.

"Who'd notice during Carniva?" responded Hannibal, emerging, fiddle in hand, from Hell'stwisted gates
rather like adown-at-hedls Orpheus himsdlf. Tiberio, carefully pouring water into the hidden pansthat
cradled the firepots, glared a him and went on muttering about the thieving ways of the Irish. "To answer
your question, sir,” the fiddler added, "Madame Montero is, so far as| know, having supper at the
Promenade Hotel and then plansto attend the performance of Fra Diavolo at the Theatre dOrleans.”
"Could you. . ." began the theater owner, nervoudy straightening the outermost and gaudiest of his
waistcoats. "Might you ... that is, do you think she might ... 7"

"Ladlsolawill befound!" Belaggio thundered, raisng clenched fistsin Jove-like anger.

"Of course shewill. Of course shewill. Nevertheless. . ."

"l just seen Mr. Knight out front," murmured Abishag Shaw'svoice in January's ear. January withdrew
from the sextet forming around the Gate of Hell, and stepped to where the policeman douched in the
greenroom door. "Escortin’' Marsan's daughter an' acouple of aunts. An' Mr. Tillich is sure-enough
indisposed back at hislodgin's. | gather him an' that Kate girl spent half the afternoon there drinkin’
champagne.”

And helping hersdlf to the contents of Tillich's pockets and bureau, January reflected. Keeping behind the
scenery, he made hisway to the prop-room under the gallery, where the bloodied desk had been
stowed. Hanniba had secreted the ragged tunic, fur-fringed tights, and mask of amember of the Demon
Chorus behind the scrims. "What about Big Lou?' From the other side of the wall he could hear the
muttering of the rest of the demons, shut up in the rehearsal-room. Locked in, asthey'd been locked in
before and after rehearsa Monday night and presumably last night aswell.

"They wander off, they get logt, they speak no French and no English, either,” he had overheard Belaggio
explain to the doubtful Cadwell. "Their leader-the big one-he cannot watch over dl of them, so to lock
theministhe best thing." Hewondered if Cadwell accepted the explanation.

"Big Lou busted L abranche and Boechter over the head and ran for it when they tried to take him," said
Shaw grimly, "just as he was comin' here.”

He raised the chimney of the ail-lamp held snagged from Cadwell's office, but the orange light waslittle
better than acandl€'s. January was grateful he had only amask to contend with, and not elaborate
make-up.

"Labrancheisout yet. My guessis Louis out of town by thistime, but | got my men watchin' the theater
for him. You'rejust about his size, Maestro: with the mask an' dl, an' the way they dim down the lights so



thefirell show up, from the front I'm guessin’ Knight's gonnathink you're him."

January drew on the tights, shook out the tangle of horsehair sewn to the knees and calves, and shivered
in the prop-room'’s stuffy chill. "What happened to d'Isola, do you know?!

"Shewas here." Shaw proffered a pot of white greasepaint held found tucked behind some buckets, with
which January marked his chest and arms with signs he'd seen market-women paint on their baskets.
"Likethe hair-lady said, she got hersdlf al gussied up, then went up to her room to lay down. That'sthe
last anybody saw of her. What with Big Lou absguatuletin’, an' Tillich pukin’, an' Belaggio pullin' foot in
the mornin' for New Y ork, whatever happens, we better get somebody on that stage or we lose our
chanceto hog-tie Knight."

"Wonderful." January put on the mask and tried to get some idea of what he looked likein an ornate
mirror. To hisown eyes he appeared neither African nor diabolical, only goose-fleshed and rather silly.
"Leaving him at large and till nervous about what Marguerite-or I-might remember from our daysin
Paris. Do you remember if anyone el se from the Opera Society was backstage then? Anyone who might
a0 be connected with Knight?"

"They'sdl inan' out. That Burton fdlla, an' Trulove-Mrs. Trulove, too, snoopin' around tryin' to catch her
husband tradin' the time of day with that Irish-er-damsal. What would Knight have against thet little
d'lsolagd? She don't sing that bad.”

What indeed? thought January, and he ducked through the prop-room door again, to find everyone
clustered around Consuela Montero as she came up the sairs.

"Bueno, bueno, | will sing," she was saying crosdy, shedding sables, bonnet, gloves dready as she strode
to her dressing-room. "Firgt it is, O Consuela, you are not as good asthat little Negpolitan tart. Thenit s,
O Consuda, you must learn Euridice in the next two days.... But oh, so sorry, we shall usethisdlisola
after dl. ... Hanniba? Corazon?' Shelooked around her. "Ai, the man is never about when you have
need of him!"

The dressing-room door dammed behind her.

From the front, through the curtains, through the flies and scrims and clustered trees of Arcady, January
could hear the murmur of voices, the boisterous whoop of some Kaintuck in the gals, and awoman's
coarse, shrill laugh.

Orfeo ed Euridice, before THAT audience. God help us. January stepped once more into the concealing
shadows of the flats as the chorus filed on past him. In the hall the overture had started, beautiful and
delicate, muffled by velvet, by bodies, by paper-leaved trees and canvas. Cavallo in hisblack tunic
paused, hisbroken lyre in hand, to trade a quick whisper with Tiberio-". . . in LaScala," he said, naming
the greatest theater in Milan, where presumably the impresarios didn't deal in daves on the sde. The heat
of the gas-jets flowed back, the smdll thick and gritty. Cadwell's voice echoed in the backstage. "But
where could she have gone to?" The curtain went up.

Thefirg act was, mercifully, short. January gritted histeeth, torn between the grief and beauty of the
music and the rising noise of the pit. Conditions were not ided and Cavallo, who had arrived late with
Ponte, was nervous and out of voice, but had Orpheus himself been singing January doubted the
Americans would-have sat il for it. There was no getting around the fact that for most of the act it was
one man in agolden wig aone on-stage singing in alanguage nobody understood.

"Givethat fdler amusical saw!" somebody shouted about two versesinto " Cerco il mio ben cod," and
was joined by other cries. "Kin you at least juggle them gpples?’

In the wings, January understood.

Euridice dead, and yet | breathe ...
Return her to me, or shut me up in death mysdf.. ..

Thus hisown heart had cried to the dark of the empty Paris streets, those smothering weeks of the
cholera, following hiswife's death. The dark had not replied.

But no onein the pit, unfortunately, understood Itaian. "I like that dressyou're wearin'"

"How about singin' "Sweet Violets?' Howls, whoops, and whistles greeted the descent of Love from the



flies, and January knew exactly why afew moments of quiet greeted the beginning of Madame Chiavari's
"Seil dolce suon." | am that sweetest song. . . . They were hoping now that something would happen.
And, of coursg, it didn't.

"Pigd" Cavdlo flung himsdlf off-stage like aman into battle. " Swine grunting and nosing at the most
beautiful music. . ." He sprang out of the way as Paddy and Liam shoved sections of rock past him, and
Tiberio ran to join the hosepipes to the gas-jets that would illuminate the fanged and towered doors of
Hell. Amid her attendant Nymphs and Heroines, Montero was re-arranging the black curls of her wig
and talking impatiently to Bruno Ponte, her ample curves benesth the white grave-robe and bandages the
least ghodt-like thing imaginable.

"Where has he got to, then? He said he had athought as to where that provoking girl had got to, and this
wasthelast | saw. . ."

Ponte, transformed from Arcadian shepherd to fuzzy-legged demon, shook hishead. "I told him mysef |
had checked all the boxes, and the attics, though what she would be doing in those placesin thefirst
placel cannot imagine. .. "

Bedaggio emerged from his office, glanced around him as if seeking someone-Big Lou, probably, thought
January-then hastened to the rehearsal-room door with the air of aman hoping for the best. "On-stage,
go, now," he heard the impresario saying in rough Spanish, gesturing to the horrificaly-costumed men as
they emerged. "Bruno. . ."

Ponte dashed to lead the demons onto the stage. None of the African women, January noted, werein the
actual performance-he wondered how Belaggio had explained them to Caldwell. Of course the selected
members of the Opera Society would ask for women. Every breeder of new daveswasaplus.

January stepped into the line of demons asthey streamed past, and searched out a place for himself as
close to the concealing rocks as he could manage. Be tween the footlights, the firepots, and the gas+jets,
the whole stage was like an oven; for amoment al he could think of wasthét.

Then it cameto him that after nearly twenty years of playing in anywhere from two to thirty operasina
year, thiswasthefirst time he had ever actualy been on astage. Even in Paris no one hired black men,
even for chorus work. For amoment he was seized with an almost unbearable terror, aquaking
conviction of nakedness, and a certainty that when the Chorus of Devilsleapt forward to surround Orfeo,
he, Benjamin January, was going to trip on hisown big feet and fdl flat on hisfacein front of everyonein
New Orleans.

He wanted to flee to the darkest corner of backstage and vomit.

The ballet dancers blew like bright-colored leaves through the wings to change into Blessed Spiritsin
doubletime.

Gluck's unearthly music replaced the Boston Woodcutter's March.

The curtains parted.

Flame glared and burst from the black-and-red gates of stone and iron, and steam billowed from the jets
of the machine beneath the stage. The audience-returned to good humor by the ballet-fell slent asthe
demons surged forward, legping and cavorting before the doors of Hell.

Given therdatively few actual singers and dancersin the crowd on-stage, January thought the angular,
disharmonious Demon Chorus went quite well. The Africans kept to the rocks at the stage's edge, as
they'd been instructed, leapt, bounced, strutted, and spun, shouting and shaking their make-believe
wegpons with the enthusiasm of men who have learned to take each day asit comes. Orfeo, arrayed in
white now and clutching Apollo's golden lyre, stepped to the gates and was surrounded, shrieked at, and
threatened, while Tiberio laid on greater columns of fire from the gas-jets and Paddy and Liam shook the
smoke-painted scrimsto catch the filtered crimson light. January had aways respected this scenein an
operawhose basic premise-the origina legend's tragedy of lost trust transformed by abanaly happy
ending-annoyed him.

When a.composer writes about the most brilliant musician in the world, sooner or later in the course of
the work heis going to have to come up with music that the audience redly believeswould gentle the
Devilsin Hdl. And Gluck did.

The gates of Hell opened. Head bowed, lyre under hisarm, Orfeo passed through into shadow. The



demons knelt, arms crossed on their breastsin humbled silence as the curtains closed.
Anam like an iron bracket hooked around January's throat from behind, twisting and squeezing with a
force strong enough to break his neck.



? TWENTY-FOUR

There wasn't so much as a half-second that January didn't realize it was Big Lou. He dropped hisweight,

rolled his shoulder forward, trying to throw the man over, the swollen gray buzzing of blocked carotids

dready svimming in his head-it waslike trying to shift amountain. He got hisfoot in front of him and

heaved backward with al his strength, and this did topple Big Lou between two columns of rock, jarred

loose the strangling grip. January rammed and hammered with his elbows back behind him, benegth him,

ashefdt Big Lou rise up under him like awhale surfacing. Herolled, tried to get up, to kick, and Lou

grabbed him, downed him. He heard the dark rags of his costumerip, his own grunt asthe breath was

driven from hislungs.

"Shaw!" bellowed January, rolling away from a punch that drove splinters from the stage-boards where

his head had been. "Shaw!" And heard only ascream from backstage, and the drumming of panic-driven

feet.

And smelled smoke.

Far more smoke than there had been amoment earlier.

It was dark among the flats and plaster rocks, only the red-glassed glare of the gas-jets giving a sort of

infernd light. He grabbed Big Lou by the collar, dragged the bad bullet-head down with dl his strength

ashisfist dammed upward. It was like hitting a cannon ball. Two, three times he struck, and rolled his

head aside as L ou pounded him again. The man's massive weight pinned him, the smoke-gting in his

nostrils he'd thought-prayed-was just the leftover from the Demon Chorus grew worse. As herolled,

findly, to hisfeet, from thetail of his eye he caught the searing flare of red light from backstage.

And heard someone scream, "FIRE!"

Minou's here! Upstairs, halls crowded, no way to get down...

Lou grabbed him, dammed him againgt the wall. Thistime January curled his shoulders, head tucked,

spun the man'sweight into the wal instead. He kneed him hard, dammed his ebow into Lou'sthroat, his

own blood streaming into his eyes where the papier-mache mask edge had driven into his brow and

cheeks. The shrieking was louder: "Fire! Get thepump ... DAMN it ... I"

Out front, too, now, screaming, the crash of benches, trampling.

Damnit, damnit, fire ... He hammered that cannon-ball head trapped between his own fists and the

bricks, frantic to finish this, get out while he could, get out before he burned. God damn it, damn it, damn
|

Big Lou staggered and January-mask shattered, costume in rags around his gasping body-stepped back

to grab the only loose item in the wings heavy enough and hard enough to make any difference, a

sandbag counterweight dangling from one of La Faherty's dance-wires. Hisfistswere bleeding and Big

Lou lunged for him like awounded bull. He swung the sandbag and connected with the huge man's skull

50 hard, hefelt it through his arm to the shoulder.

Lou stopped, drew himself up, swaying. Red light haloed him, smoke and shrieking....

Fdl, God damn you, FALL!

January smote Lou again with every ounce of strength in his body; thistime the man's eyebalsrolled up

and he went down. Someone knocked aflat over, running toward the door. The wild glare of

orange-and-ydlow flame spilled among the shadows. January pulled off his belt and the belt from Lou's

pants to bind the big man's hands. He heard a man shout something that wasn't Fire, incoherent words,

and agirl screamed "Don't! No!" but he barely paid attention. Seizing Lou's bound hands, he began to

drag the unconscious man back toward the stair, toward the door down into the prop-vault and so

outside.

Blinding smokefilled backstage. Through it, January could glimpsethelick and lash of flame. Hot air

seared histhroat, and he dropped to his knees, crawling, dragging, but at least he could breathe as he

crawled. The darkness among the flats confused him. He tried to avoid ablazing wall of trees and found

himself lost in a pocket of smoke, walls around him, doors. Hed taken awrong turn and couldn't tell

where hewasin the huge cavern of backstage.



Only knew that the theater was burning, that he had to get out or burn, too....

"Thisway!" A girl'ssmall hand grabbed hiswrist. She must have seen the white designs on his chest,
gleaming in the churning night of smoke. Coughing, dragging Lou's unconscious weight, he crept after her
blindly, writhing dong thefloor. In the sulfurous glare he saw Vincent Marsan's daughter's narrow,
pointed face. Once her skirt caught fire and January dropped Big Lou's hands, tore the burning cloth
away from the bodice of her mourning dress. In her petticoats she grabbed Big Lou's arms and the two
of them began to drag again....

Stairs, smoke pouring down them into the draft from the door. Lou's hedls bumping as January hauled
him down. The dley's darkness and the alley's mud, and red light swirling behind the theeter windows like
the mad gleam in alunatic's eyes. People churned and heaved in the narrow space, shoving, calling each
other's names. Some were fighting to get out of the dley and othersfighting to get in with water from the
Promenade Hotel. The screams of horses, panicked and terrified by the smoke, from the other side of
the wall as the stablegroomsled them away from the danger of the fire. The splash of water, the sudden
choking sweet stink of wet hay.

Minou, thought January | haveto find Minou.. . . He shoved Big Lou into the doorway in which the
Gower boys had hidden to wait for their prey, and started to lead Jocelyn Marsan down the dley to
safety. She baked, pulling back. "Mr. Knight'still in therel™ she cried. "The men withguns... I"

"What men?' January pulled the girl back againgt the corner of the cotton-presswall, out of the shoving,
shouting crowd that jammed Camp Street from curb to curb. Carriages filled with maskersin Roman
armor, Turkish pantaloons, dark evening-dress, and the rough clothes of stevedores and boatmen
crammed and mixed and shuffled with them, adding to the sense of nightmare and preventing the
pump-wagons from Municipa Engine Company Number Fourteen from getting through. Thered flare
pouring from the broken front windows showed him her terrified dark eyes.

"Orpheus-the man who played Orpheus, in the gold wig. And one of the Devils. . ."

"Maestrol" Shaw grabbed hisarm. "Y ou seen Belaggio?'

"He'sin the theater!" gasped Joceyn Marsan, pointing back at the burning building. "Signor Belaggio and
Mr. Knight both! Mr. Knight went backstage, and | followed him through the door &t the end of the
corridor. . . ."

"Why?"

She looked alittle startled that Shaw would demand an explanation, but said, "He was sdling daves. He
and my father. He was going to send meto the convent, and | thought if | told him | knew about the
daves, held let me go to school in France instead. But when the fire started, the man who'd played
Orpheus, and one of the Devils, came out with guns, and made them go up the gairs-"

"Damnit!" Shaw looked back toward the wild Hell of smoke and red-lit windows. "Why the tarnation ...
They'll never get out!”

"They will." Rose Vitrac stepped forward. January saw she wasin evening dress-her old yellow tarlatan
singed and smoke-blotched-and felt both horror and gratitude that he hadn't known she wasin the
theater. "Therest of the building's starting to catch now, but only just. That first blaze, the one that drove
everyoneout ... | think that was set up.”

"Set up?' said January, baffled-flames were beginning to show over the edge of the roof.

Shaw only narrowed his eyes and asked, "Y ou mean they fired the place on purpose?!

"I mean the flame appeared dl a the same timein the empty boxes-but only in the empty boxes-and in
every empty box, al the way dong. It didn't spread from one to the other, and it didn't catch in the ones
in between. And only in the back of the boxes, just theflare of firdight. Thefire on the stagewas al
behind the flats, behind pieces of scenery. . . ."

"Likethat there volcano,” said Shaw. Helooked back at the flame pouring from thewindows. "Sureis
goin' good now. ....."

"But they started it as acontrolled burn." January remembered the soaked timbers of the door of
Cornouiller, the varnished troughs on Mt. Vesuviuss sides. "To clear the theater." It was probably, he
thought, the only reason he and Jocelyn had gotten out dive. "Did anyone see d'lsola?!

"No," said Rose. "Nor Hannibal. Though in this crowd it's hard to tell. He wasn't in the orchestra during



the performance. | looked for him from the gallery. Cochon says he was hunting for d'lsola-"
"Cavdlo'sdressng-room," interrupted January. "Cavallo was the one who searched the dressing-rooms.
He's a Carbonaro, held have guessed what Belaggio and the Austrians were up to. If d'lsolastumbled on
one of thefire-potsin the boxes. . ."

Their eyesmet. Then Shaw turned and plunged down the dley, January at hishedls, pushing through the
crowd that shoved the other way.

"Qur friendsfrom Y oung Italy were one-up on us, lookslike," said Shaw, shedding his coat asthey
reached the stable-yard gate. "They guessed Knight'd have to meet Belaggio to get his money-which the
Opera Society folkswould hand over for the daves-the minute they's off the stage, whilst everyone else
waswatchin' therest of the dancin'. The davesdl got outathere, by the way, first thing. In them
demon-suitsthey oughtafit right into the crowds al over town tonight......"

The back end of the theater, as Rose had guessed, was dark, the blaze being concentrated around the
stage and backstage, where it would drive all witnesses away. Ex cept, of course, thought January, those
witnesses who'd chanced upon thefire-potsin their beds of wet clay, the little vessels of paraffin or the
hosepi pes from the gasmains set with reflectors, to cast the terrifying glare of fire on the curtains....
Hewasn't the only one who had a horror of athegater fire.

The private door into the passway was locked. There wasn't much space in the narrow dot for arun, but
January and Shaw were strong men, bracing themsalves off the rear wall of the stable-yard to lunge
forward againgt the timbers. The wood of the door gave on the first blow-backing off for the next,
January saw the place near-by where the cage of dead rats had lain and thought, Peanuts. Goobers.
Ground-nuts.

Something no one but the daughter of a plagee, the sister of afree cab-driver of color, would know that
ratsloved.

No wonder he'd had the buried conviction that no European had been behind at |east some of the crimes.
The next second he and Shaw crashed through the door and literally fell over two bodies, curled and
crumpled in the little space at the bottom of the blood-stained sairs.

"What the ... 7" Shaw held hislantern first high, to show thethick black dribbled trail of blood-gtains,
then low over the horror of bloated dark festures and swarming ants. Though it was hot asachimney in
the stairway, there wasllittle smoke. There were black stains on the walls, on therisers, dl theway up
and disgppearing into shadow.

The men were no one January knew. One had been shot, the other's throat gashed ear to ear with a
razor. Neither had been killed here-there was too little blood at the bottom of the stair around the bodies,
though the risers were splashed with dull black stains. Both appeared to have been dead for at least a
day.

"Well, I will be dipped in shit." Shaw stood up again. "That's where they got to."

"What?'said January. "Who...?"

"Thissthefdler got hissdf killed yesterday down at the Turkey-Buzzard. | remember that purple jacket.”
January, who had climbed a step or two up to examine the black satchel that rested on the stairs, came
back now to look. "I knowed the boys at the morgue would pull the teeth out'n a corpse if nobody
claimed it, or sometimes cut the hair off alikely woman, but awhole body ... ! An' thismust be t'other
felathat wasmissin'. Dr. Ker camein this afternoon, said as how thereld been a breakin at the morgue
lagt night......"

"LaScda," sad January, remembering Cavallo'stardy arriva, his nervousness on stage. He pointed to
the bodies. "It's Cavallo and Ponte."

"Itisnaot, ether. ... "

"Who will diein thefire, dong with the enemiesof Itay. | heard Cavalo say to Tiberio, lascda. . .
Which isthe name of an opera housein Milan, but which aso meansthe stairway." He nodded toward
the satchdl, halfway up the stair. " And now we know what d'lsolastumbled on that got her taken
prisoner.”

Shaw and January took the black-stained steps two at atime, passing the other items the conspirators
had stowed there-ajar or two of potash, acoil of hosepipe. Metal washtubs and areflector. And



something dse, something small that glinted in the juddering lanternlight like awicked littlegold . . . .
Through the shut door at the top of the steps January heard them. " The man has done us no harm.”

"Not yet." Thethick Sicilian accent was unmistakable even if January hadn't heard that quick exchange
backstage. "Thegirl-I'll give you the girl. Sheisafriend of la patria. She understands.”

Shaw glanced back as January joined him beside the door, gasping in the heat. January mouthed,
Tiberio, redizing Shaw knew neither Italian nor Sicilian.

Who e se but the little maker of fire, to stage this?"But | do not go to ground and to hiding--1 do not
destroy my own usefulnessto our friends-to give an Irish drunkard another year to drown himsdf ina
gutter. Y ou understand silence, do you not, Signorina?”’

She must have whispered "Y es," because Hannibd's weak hoarse voice chimed in with "l assure you
gentlemen that | understand silence aswell. Why should | concern mysalf with what becomes of M'seu
Belaggio? What is he to Hecuba, or Hecubato him? These our actorswere al spirits, and are melted
intoarr, intothinair-"

He broke off abruptly, and Tiberio's voice continued. "No Irish knows of sllence.” Therewas a pause.
"Bring the bodies up, then go. I'll make sure of things here, and release the girl when | leave.”
Cavalo'svoicewas chilly polite. "I think well take her with us.”

"Asyou please" sad Tiberio indifferently. "If you think you can get away unseen in her company through
al thecrowd inthedley. But | assureyou, if sheis seen and sheisdifficult to miss, snce everyone has
been seeking her dl night-everything we have done hereisfor naught.”

There was slence. Pushing the door open a crack, January saw them, atableau vivant in the amber
lamplight of the dressing-room-under whose closed outer door smoke was aready beginning to curl.
Two jars of paraffin sood near the daybed, on which Drusilladisolalay with her hands and feet bound.
Beside her, Sitting up but likewise spanceled in the shimmering silk of Princess Elviras wedding-veilsand
Princess | sabella's bright gold-and-crimson scarves, Hanniba watched the three Itdians warily.

"Don' think you can get away with this," blustered Belaggio. His hands had been not only bound
together, but tied to his ankles, leaving him toppled over besde asmilarly trussed Knight on thefloor. At
the smdll table, Ponte, till furry-limbed and criss-crossed with scarlet paint, was prosaically thrusting
thingsinto asmall black bag: the libretto of Othello, two or three green-covered books January recaled
seeing in Belaggio's office. Folded papers, presumably extracted from Knight's pockets. His mask was
thrust up onto hisforehead and hislarge dark eyeswere cold. "People will wonder, eh? When they find
ustied up like this? People will ask questions. . . ."

"And people will find my body, and Bruno's, here beside yours,” replied Cavallo. Swegaty and rumpled
from the wig, hisdark hair hung down over hisbroad pale fore head, his dark eyes. Hed pulled on
trousers, but his feet were bare, as were hisarmsin Orpheuss deevelesswhite tunic. "So who isthere to
hunt?Drusilla. . ." He stepped over to her, bent to brush her forehead with hislips. "Do not think worse
of us, Bruno and mysdlf. Sometimes, to day the tyrants, the innocent”-he nodded toward Hannibal-"must
die, too. Asmy brother died. Please believe me that if he could be spared, he would be."

Drusllas glance went from Hanniba to Cavalo, pleading, then moved on to Tiberio'shard little
gnomelike face. Shewet her lips. "Take me with you now, Silvio. | won't betrouble.”

"Don't be afraid, Sgnoring" said the stage-master in soothing tones. "I'll see you get out safely.” Glancing
at Cavalo, Tiberio added, " Shoot them and go. Therésno time. I'll seetothegirl...."

Or not, thought January, as the case might be.

| am terribly sorry, in the dark of the stair she stumbled, shefdll, the smoke overcame her...

Cavdlo turned toward Knight, a slver-mounted dueling pistol in hand. "Asfor you," he said quietly, "you
Audtrian lickspittle; you spy. One day my country and the world will be free of your kind forever. ....."
Asthese words came out of Cavallo's mouth, Bruno was dready reaching for the handle of the stairway's
secret door. But the young man's attention-as aways-was on Cavallo, and when January whipped the
door open, seized Bruno'swrigt, and thrust him into Shaw's grip, Bruno was far too startled to make the
dightest resstance.

It was fortunate, too, that they didn't have any great distance to cross from the door, because the
moment January opened it, Belaggio's eyes bulged in astonished rdlief and he cried, "Saveus... !"



causing Cavdlo to swing around, gun at the ready....

"Pull that trigger an' hell fill die," said Shaw, one arm hooked around Bruno'sthroat, his pistol at the
young man's heed.

January crossed the room in astride, wrenched the gun from Cavallo's hand, and ducked in the same
moment, knowing Tiberio would be armed and would have no hesitation about shooting, and he was
right. The Sicilian whipped a pistol from hiswaistband and fired, not at January, but at Knight, blowing
the top of thelittle man's head off and spraying gore and brains on the green silk of thewall. He flung the
empty weapon in January's face as January grabbed at him, then legpt over the daybed, snatched open
the door that led onto the gallery, and whipped through like a snake and into the wall of smoke.

"Out of here!" January thrust Cavalo toward the secret stairway door, and fumbled for hisknife-which
he didn't have, being still clothed in rumpled and bloody demon rags and hair-sewn tights. There were
scissors on the dressing-table: he diced through the scarves that bound d'l solas feet, then Hannibal's, then
Belaggio's asthe man bleated wildly.

"Me, too! Don't leave me! Dio, | anfainting ... I"

Flame billowed through the doorway with the draft of the opened door. The heat was unbelievable, a
physical blow. Gasping, January dragged the impresario to hisfeet, shoved him after the others. Ashe
stumbled last from the room, head swimming, he heard the roar of the paraffin jars exploding. Smoke
choked the twisting Stairway, smoke and hellish bronze light, and when he caught himsdf againgt the
walls, they were like an oven's, the wood itself pouring out smoke asit spiraed toward catching-hest.
Head throbbing, barely able to see, January half fell down the last steps, tripped on the tangle of corpses,
was dragged through the door by hands he could barely see.

"Go!" heheard Shaw yell.". . . Gate ... Promenade. . ." The door transformed from blacknessto awall
of fire, and January stumbled, chest heaving, into the stable yard's flickering dark.

Somebody threw awet sheet around his shoulders, guided him to a bench. More water was dumped
over his head. He could fed his skin blistering benegath the soaked cloth. Distantly, he was conscious of
other peoplein the fire-stresked gloom; of the gang of men pumping wildly on afire-engine, spoewing
water over thewall. Of Baggio's babbling about how he knew nothing, nothing, of why he'd been
dragged up there with that perfidious Austrian spy Knight. Of Hanniba coughing like adying horse.
Faling timbers crashed-sparks flashed on soaked dirt and puddies. He opened his eyes and saw, likea
black-and-gold painting of Rembrandt, Shaw and two of his men holding Cavallo and Ponte against the
sde of the stable while athird kept discreetly close behind Belaggio. Cavalo kept shaking hishead. "Y ou
have no jurisdiction over me. | am not acitizen of your United States.”

"You rather | cal inthem what do have jurisdiction over you?" asked Shaw reasonably. "Which | guess
would be the Austrian consul in Havana?'

January leaned back againg thewal. He turned hishead: Drusilladsolasat beside him, ghostly in
Euridices white grave-clothes. "Areyou al right?" he asked her.

She nodded. Her face was a mess of half-melted grease-paint and soot, tracked and smeared by tears
and swedt. "l heard anoisein the stairway. | was lying down after getting dressed and made up, and |
went to see. It wasrats, there were ... there were two dead men down there. | came back to my
dressng-room; Silviowasthere. . ."

"And you left your satchd,” said January. "The satchd you carried the domino in to the Blue Ribbon
Bdl."

"Oh, you found it there?' Her beautiful brows puckered. "1 waslooking for it. How it got there. . ."

"It had women'sthingsinit,” said January, and she hesitated, her frown degpening.

"How odd," she said.

"Itis" From the hip of hisragged tights he unpinned the other thing held found in the sair. Thetiny topaz,
caught at the head of the thin gold shaft, winked again in the reflected glare of the burning theeter. "
thought thiswas even odder.”

Her breath caught; she put ahand to her lips. "Y ou know what it is?" he asked.

"Of course. It was-it was Vincent's." A tear trickled from her eye. "He must have dropped it, one of the
nights he cameto me."



"Very true," agreed January, holding the toothpick back when she reached to touch it. "But which night?'
Her glanceflickered, for oneingant, to hisface, and there was nothing of grief, nothing of love, in that
dark, watchful aertness.

Only amoment. Then she buried her face in her hands.

January took her hands gently and drew them away from her face. "Thefirgt time he visited you," he went
on, "-the night Belaggio was attacked-he wore mauve, hisusua complete ensemble with amethystson his
watch-fob and glove-buttons and toothpick. And the night of the Truloves ball hewore green. | think the
only time hewore asuit of pale yellow-the shade that would go with this topaz-was the night he died. We
can check with hisvalet, of course, and the men in the morgue. That was the night you-and Silvio and
Bruno and I-were dl lured together out to Bayou des Familles."

"Alas, that | was not there! Daily | have wondered if my foolishnessin going out to the countryside. . ."
She glanced around her, but Shaw and Cavallo were still arguing in the whirlwind of firdight and shadow.
Most of the few spectatorsin the yard were clustered near the gate.

"I couldn't understand,” said January, "why nothing happened to us at La Cornouiller once we were
imprisoned. Only when | realized who you had to be did | see that the point of the entire excurson was
for usto be imprisoned together. For me to be the witness that your friends Cavallo and Ponte weren't in
New Orleansthe night Vincent Marsan died. And that you weren't there, either.”

"I wasn't!" protested the girl. "Thisis madness, Signor! | don't know what you're talking about!" Her lips
trembled; tearswelled again in her soft eyes, and she tried once more to bring up her handsto hide her
face. "Who do | have to be? These-these men, these davesteders. . "

"| think if we show you to the deck-hand on the Algiersferry-" said January gently, "-not dressed in
organdy with your hair up, | mean, but in acalico frock and atignon-he'd recognize the “li'l nigger gd'
who took theferry into town a seven or eight o'clock Thursday evening. Almost certainly hedd recognize
the one who | eft town as soon asit was light enough for her to travel safely the next morning. And we
probably won't have any trouble at al finding the stablein Algierswhere you put up M'seu Desduness
white-stockinged bay gelding for the night.”

D'lsolasat slent, looking at him as he turned the toothpick in hisbig fingers, catching the firelight in the
jewd at its head.

"Y ou waited along time for him, didn't you?' he asked softly. "And | understand. Killing your brother-a
man whaose name wasn't even mentioned by the newspaper, acab-driver even more insgnificant to the
white jury and the white murderer than the plagee over whom such fuss was made-did more than rob you
of the only person who cared for you. Y ou were twelve. There'sfew ways atwelve-year-old girl can
make her living once the only person who caresfor her isgone.”

She said nothing, but the reflections of the flames that filled those huge, dark eyes swam again with tears.
These, he guessed, wereredl.

"You sang,” said January gently. "Beautifully, according to old M'seu Faon at the stable, when | went
back and asked him. I'm not sure how you managed to reach Naples or who it was who taught you......"
She jerked her head aside, but not before he saw the self-loathing in her face, and he remembered
Cavdlo'swords, She obtained her training in whatever fashion she could. ..... "It's very easy to passan
Italian as an octoroon, and vice versa, if they don't have the African features. Once you met Belaggio, it
was easy. If the Gower boys hadn't made a mistake and attacked the wrong man-and in doing so threw
suspicion on your friends-everything would have gone very smply.”

He thought she flinched a mention of the Gower boys, but till she said nothing. Only gazed stonily into
the legping shadows of the yard, tears running down her face.

Seeing what? The face of her brother Aucassin Couvent?

The greedy flamein the eyes of Vincent Marsan, just before he died, like Othello, upon akiss?

"It had nothing to do with me!" Belaggio wailed. "A babe unborn is not moreinnocent! Bene, | had afew
harmless dealings with Signor Marsan, but | have no ideawhy these men would say that | took money
from the Audtriansor anyonedse. . . ."

"I don't think anyone would have suspected you," January went on, "or thought to connect you with
Aucassin Couvent, dead ten years and buried in some nameless grave. Why should they? Y ou'd beeniin



town only aday or two. Y ou had no connection with M'seu Knight's skulduggeries, or Incantobelli's
schemes of revenge. Putting the blood in the drawer was very good, by the way; away to attack yourself
without coming to any real harm. Unlike the bruises you later put on your own wrists, or the razor-cuts
on your fingers. Certainly no connection with Sidonie Lalage.”

D'lsola-the Isolated One, the name meant in Itaian,

January remembered: the One who is Alone-turned her head back sharply. Had it not been for the two
long tearstreaks in the grimed paint on her face, he would never have thought she had wept at Aucassin
Couvent's name.

Inavery clear, cold voice she said, "Signor, | have no ideawhat you are talking about. Y ou warned me
of Signor Marsan once. Since your sister isacourtesan, | assume she knew of what she spoke, though
he was never anything but kind and gentle to me." She drew her hands away from his, but her glance
flickered to Shaw, standing alittle distance away in thefirdight. January saw desperation in her eyes.
"Who these other people are of whom you spesak, and why you would imagine that | would have wished
to harm ahair of my beautiful Vincent'shead, | cannot think. But if you take thisridiculoustae to anyone,
| will beforcedto. . ."

"Besdes" sad agirl'svoicein hdting Itdian, and agirl's im form stepped from the darkness, "you were
adeep in thejail-house by the bayou that night. | took you out a blanket, and something to edt,
remember? Why did you leave likeyou did, beforeit got light?'

For oneingtant Drusilla d'lsola's eyes widened with shock, staring up into the bright black gaze of
Vincent Marsan's daughter. For one ingtant January saw in her eyesthe shaken, dmost unbelieving relief
he had seen at Trulove's reception, when held offered her asimpler song to sing, to save her the
humiliation of Anne Trulove's stedly gaze. With barely apause for breeth, she said, "I got to thinking that
you might be with them-with the men who tied me up and took me away. The placewas a-ajail."

"But | told you my father was away,” said Jocelyn Marsan, perhaps alittle more emphaticaly than normal
conversation required. She cocked her head alittle, to regard January. "1 didn't tell Mother-didn't tell
anyone-that I'd found someone there, because | was afraid 1'd be punished. Father had
very-distinct-ideas about where girls should and shouldn't go." She hitched around her shouldersthe
blanket someone had given her, to cover her soot-stained white petticoats. white and black, like her
colorlessface with its streaks of smoke and grime.

Hewould even beat hisown ... Judy the cook had started to say, and stopped herself. And January
recdled the bruises on Jocelyn'sarms.

" She was gone when | went out in the early morning.” The girl's voice was matter-of-fact. "But | didn't
dare say anything, because of Big Lou."

Big Lou'sdark form stood silhouetted by the dimming gold light in the stable-yard gate, swaying alittle
between two City Guards and two men in soaked and mud-smeared evening-dress. Beyond thewall, the
flame could no longer be seen; the smell of fresh smoke had given way to the wet pong of ashes.
Somewhere January heard Caldwell talking about fire insurance. "I'm only glad no onewaskilled. It's
amost amiracle so few wereinjured. Fire usualy spreads so fast in theaters......"

Thelight of cressets, borne into the yard by hotel servants, took the place of the wild flare of the fire, and
by it Jocelyn Marsan's thin face looked older, and very calm.

Sheturned to look down a d'lsolaagain. "Were you my father's.... friend?"

"I knew your father, yes" said the snger, ill alittle hesitant, but settled now into her role. "It isstrange
that it would be his daughter who helped me that night. | never even thought to ask your name.” And she
clasped the young girl's hands. "Thank you, Signorina... Jocdyn, isit? Thank you.”

For amoment their eyes|ocked.

"And soyou see. . ." Jocelyn transferred her gaze to January, bright black eyeslikealizard's, or abird's.
"Y ou must have been mistaken about this person you think killed my father. Because thisis the woman
who spent that night in the jail-house at Les Roseaux.” One hand rested on the white cerement of her
shoulder, and the smdll, pointed chin lifted alittle. " She could not possibly have killed my father, sr. And
that | will sivear in court.”

D'lsolas hand stole up and touched those square-ended, stick-thin fingers. The face she turned to



January, with its paint smeared and smuts and streaks of ash clinging to her hair, was serene and just the
tiniest bit defiant. Susannafacing down Count Almaviva. The lovely Annadefying the evil seward
Gaveston to take her castle and her lover away from her. And in Jocelyn's face, equally steady, equally
gtill, January saw the dilapidated house a L es Roseaux, the terror in Madame Marsan's eyes when Big
Lou said, Michie Vincent don't like to be kept waitin. The bruises on the faces of the daves.

Sidonie Laage-and Aucassin Couvent-had gone unavenged because no white jury would credit the
evidence of aperson of color againgt awhite. This, too, wasin Jocelyn's eyes.

January sghed. "Then | don't think there's anything moreto be said." Herose, and nearly fell to his
knees. Every limb ached searingly; nausea swept from hisblistered shoulders and back. He staggered,
and then straightened up. Shaw and Hannibal were coming toward him, as more and more lanterns and
torches were brought into the stable yard. More and more men and women in mud-bespattered
evening-dress or gaudy and improbable costumes, nursing bruises and abrasions but, January gathered,
no burns. He saw Rose dip in through the crowd by the gate, stand looking around for him. Saw
Dominique, with ahaf-dozen of her girlfriends, exclaiming on ruined skirts and ripped petticoats but
aready beginning to shake their heads and negotiate whose house they'd go to for coffee...
Acrosstheyard, asmal, pale woman called out Jocelyn's name, and the girl waved, called back, "I'm
here, Tante Louise!" She turned back to January and held out her hand. "May | have my father's
toothpick? Well be sdling most of histhingsin order to get dong.”

January laid it in the small, black-gloved palm.



? TWENTY-HVE

Of thefifty Africanswho comprised the Demon Chorus, about two dozen were eventually rounded up in
diverse parts of the city. Those members of the St. Mary Opera Society who applied to the Cabildo for
recovery of their errant human property-Mrs. Redfern, Fitzhugh Trulove, Jed Burton, and others-swore
they'd bought them from Erasmus Knight in good faith, and varioudy stormed, cursed, and threatened
legal action when Shaw informed them that the daves had been smuggled into the country and would be
shipped back to Cuba by the next boat. They were repaid out of the money found in Belaggio's satchdl,
which Bruno Ponte had had in hishands at the time of hisarrest.

Therest of the daveswere never found.

At leadt, not by anyone who ever reported them so. Lorenzo Belaggio, Silvio Cavallo, and Bruno Ponte
were incarcerated in the Cabildo for two weeks, until an attache arrived from the Austrian consul in
Havanato take them back to that city. John Davis, gtill awaiting tria in the same cell, was forbearing and
affable to his newest roommates but took approximately two hundred dollarsin IOUs from Belaggio a
faro, for which his lawyer was subsequently forced to sue the Assistant Police Commissioner of Milan.
Knight'sclerk Tillich, who was dso arrested that night at his lodgings near the Circos Market, spent
some weeks in the prison before being hanged on charges of attempted murder against Marguerite Scie,
accessory to the murder of Orfeo Castorini-known also as Incantobel li-and treason. Big Lou did not
testify in court, but as he was sentenced to life imprisonment at hard labor, January assumed that he must
have told Shaw enough to put him on thetrail of evidence that led to conviction. With the papersfound in
Knight's brief, therewas very little question of Tillich'sguilt.

No trace was ever found of Gaio Tiberio, either in the gutted ruin of the American Theater or elsewhere.
Thethester itself was repaired, and re-opened the following autumn with a complete season of Itaian
Opera, which was extremely well received. The following year Cadwell opened a second and larger
theater immediately behind it on St. Charles Avenue.

Drusilladisolachecked quietly out of the City Hotel the day after the theater fire, and took ship for New
York.

"It may bethat's what hurt her mogt," said January afew weeks later, when Marguerite Scie asked him
about the events surrounding the St. Mary Opera Society'sfirst New Orleans season, "that after she did
everything she could to make sure that her two friends had dibis for the night of the murder, they were
lukewarm-to say the least-in trying to get her away from Tiberio."

"What did they say about it?" asked Olympe, sewing apinafore for Chouchou in ablazing halo of
work-candles by the parlor fire. Lenten quiet blanketed Rue Douane, and ahard chill; Mardi Gras had
falen early that year, and now in March therewas still the possibility of frost. Marguerite, who had
continued to rent the rear bedroom during her convalescence, would take ship in the morning for
Paris-Gabriel and Olympe between them had cooked a special dinner, and afterward Hanniba had
played hisfiddle, which Cochon Gardinier had retrieved from the theater when everyone started yelling
Fire. The children werein bed. It would soon be timeto go.

"That they were sorry." January's voice had adry twist. "But Cavallo said that as a daughter of la patria,
dlsolawould understand.” He had visited thejail that afternoon, after John Davisstria and acquittal: his
generd impression in the courtroom, which had been packed with Daviss friends, had been that the jury
was overwhelmed by the tangle of conflicting tales of Austrian spies, dave-smugglers, mysterious veiled
ladies, nameless hired bravos, Itdian politics, and enraged divasto bring in any kind of verdict against a
man so universally liked. Prosecutor Greenaway had done hisbest, but with Tillich's testimony
discredited, the case had smply collgpsed.

"The man has been in too many operas." Rose's spectacle-lenses flashed gold as she looked up from the
hearth where she sat. "Did heredlly think she wouldn't mind dying, in innocence, for the cause of a united
ltay?'

"I don't think he thought much about it at dl," said Marguerite. "One doesn't when one's obsesson iswith
higher things. It was enough for Tiberio to say, | shal make sure she gets out. Cavallo was absolved. He



had done al he could, and he redlly did need to get on with his own crusade. He could weep about it
when helearned the Awful Truth in Act Four, of course. One saw agood dedl of that," she added, "in
the Revolution.”

The ballet mistress had been visited that afternoon by an extremely discreet lawyer, who had taken her
deposition regarding her two assaults by Big Lou, had inssted on reimbursing her for her fare back to
Paris, and had assured her that she would not be further troubled by representatives of the Vienna
regime. "l have no ideawho the man was working for," she had remarked over supper. "The name on his
card was Dutch. He seemed quite pleased that the connection of Big Lou to Chevalier through Marsan
was S0 clearly established, so there must betrouble in it for the Hapsburgs somewhere." She had
sounded pleased.

"If Cavallo and Ponte hadn't fallen under suspicion through their contacts with the Carbonari,” said Rose
now, "would you still have had to spend the night out in Bayou des Familles?!

"Oh, yes" said January. "l think Lad'lsola started looking for alocally knowledgeable witnessto
establish her dibi the moment sheredlized her hired bullies had attacked the wrong man. It wouldn't take
many inquiriesto ascertain that La Cornouiller was deserted, and it was the work of an afternoon to go
out and fit the place with new padlocks and hasps. She needed someone who would believe her story of
being kidnapped by dave-steders; having decided to extend the alibi to include her friends; it was, of
course, no accident that she “encountered' them on her way.

"What she didn't count on," he added, "was us getting out from under the house, which she'd cleaned out
pretty thoroughly of anything that could be used asatool. She didn't count on usending up at
Marsan's-and speaking to people who remembered the murder of Sdonie Lalage in any detail-and she
couldn't have predicted that I'd have the occasion to learn that most Europeans don't have the dightest
ideawhat apea-nut is, much lessthat they're afavorite ddlicacy of rats.”

"White people don't know rats love pea-nuts?' demanded Zizi-Marie, sartled.

Then Marguerite asked, "What's a pea-nut?"

"So | knew that it wasn't a European behind the threat against d'lsola. And once | started thinking in
terms of what grievance would be held by a person of color, | was pretty certain-in spite of dl the
evidence to the contrary-that it was Marsan who was the origind target, not Belaggio at dl.”

"Shewas good," said Olympe softly.

Marguerite sniffed. "Y ou obvioudy never heard her sng.”

"Perhaps not,” said Hannibal. "But we dl saw her act. Marsan most of al, | expect-which must have
taken the proverbia nerves of sted, to seduce aman whom you not only intend to kill, but who you
know is capable of killing youin ajedousrage: Trifleslight asair / are to the jeal ous confirmations strong
[ as proofs of holy writ. . . . As she had more cause than most to know. My God, that would have taken
courage.”

Looking across at hissigter's cam profile in the candle-light, January wondered suddenly if Olympe had
guessed. Had redlized that the Italian girl was, in fact, what the dave-deders cadled a mugterfino-the child
of an octoroon and awhite, with features fine as a Spaniard's, as old Faon had said. And from that had
guessed therest.

Or did the dight half-smile on her lips mean something ese?

"Could she have stabbed Marsan,”" asked Rose reasonably, "without getting blood al over the
dressing-room? Whenever | attempt to cook a chicken, the kitchen ends up looking like the St.
Bartholomew's Day massacre. And sheld have been caught, surely, the first time someone went up that
secret gair. You said it was al splashed with blood, even though Cavallo and Ponte must have just
shoved their would-be doublesin through the door at the bottom. Y ou and Hannibal had been up it only
aweek or so before.”

"Y ou gottatake lessonsin seduction, girl," remarked Olympe, glancing up from her needlework. "With
the whole evening to prepare, and just one or two candles burnin’, you think Marsan's gonnanotice a
couple extra sheets on the floor?

"Particularly,” added Madame Sciewryly, "if Ladlsolawerein asufficiently advanced state of undress
athetime”



"Since the gair led down from her room," added January, "Marsan's blood wouldn't have been
discovered until after she was gone. Possibly long after, if she made sure the stair was locked at both
ends and shelost the key. The sheets themsalves would have ended up in theriver; there was blood
smudged on thelining of her satchdl where she carried them. I'm guessing she sent Marsan anote,
arranging amesting in her dressing-room Thursday night-maybe even teling him she wouldn't be at
rehearsd, or telling him not to go. The Gower boys having failed her, she wasn't about to trust hirelings
again. And she had the knifethey'd eft inthe dley.”

Therewasalittle slence, while the log hissed softly between theiron dogs.

"What was her name?' asked Marguerite at last. "Her red name, | mean.”

"Marie" said January. "Like every other girl in New Orleans. Marie-Drusilie Couvent. God knows what
sheintendsto do with her life now."

"Maybe she doesn't know that hersdlf," said Olympe softly. " Some people can fight to the death as
warriors, but then they can't let the war be won. When there's a chance at peace, they get edgy. They
pick fights with everyone around 'em, and finally go look for another war. In alot of ways, war iseasier
than loving, and learning to live day to day.”

"Maybe that explains Marsan," said Paul, who up until thistime had not spoken.

And maybe, thought January, it explained Othello aswell.

He and Rose parted from Hannibal where Rue Douane crossed Rue Chartres, Hanniba turning his steps
toward the City Hotel. Consuelawas leaving the day after tomorrow, bound for Mexico City, where an
Easter opera season was being readied for the grandees who made up alittle court around the
flamboyant dictator Santa Anna. John Davis, with whom January had spoken briefly after thetrid that
afternoon, had plans for another tour of the North-Philadelphia, New Y ork, Boston-but looking at that
haggard face, the exhaustion in his eyes, January wondered whether the little man would ever fully
recover from hismonth in the cdlls of the Cabildo.

But at least he was free. He had clasped January's hand in thanks before his white Creole friends and
we lwishers had crowded around him. January had known when to step away.

Rose's hand dipped quietly into his. After amoment, the streets being deserted, he put hisarm around
her shoulders, and she leaned alittle into him, like awild bird settling, hesitantly, onto a human hand.
Walking back, late, from seeing Rose to Rue des Victoires, January passed the levee, and saw
gold-threaded in the torchlight of the wharves not only the clumsy stacks of the steamboats, but the masts
of thetall clippers, the squatter funnels of the ocean-going packets that would take Marguerite back to
her home. Such were the turns of fate-especidly given the fact that he himsalf was forty-two now, and
shefifty-seven-that there was a chance he would never see her again.

But hewould know she was there, he thought. Alivein that gray-waled city, with its twisting cobblestone
Streets and pewter river, ingtructing her bright-haired little rats at the Odeon, or shopping in LesHalles
with itsreek of fish and wet pavement when the chestnut trees dong the boulevards put out their leaves.
For two years now he'd waked the muddy brick banquettes of this pastel town beside the vast brown
Mississppi flood, and had nearly forgotten Paris, and what it was like to be close to the heartbest of
something beyond sugar cane and money.

Hannibal was right, he thought. There was amiasma here that made you forget.

It was good to remember again.

Another thought came to him, and instead of turning up Rue des Ursulines when he cameto it, he went
two more streets to Rue Du Maine. For three days now, cold winds had flowed down over the town as
if vengeful northern gods were trying to punish the gentler world for its Mardi Gras excess; January's
breath smoked as he passed beneath the iron lamps, burning on their crossed chains above the crossed
streets. But he could tell thiswasthelast of the winter. By next week the city would blaze with azaless.
The pink cottage on Rue Du Maine was quiet. Through gauzy curtains he saw awoman gtting donein
the bedroom, coiffed and jeweled, and immeaculately dressed.

Waiting, as Desdemona had waited. Asal women wait who give their lives over into the hands of men.
Women who hope againgt their better knowledge and judgment that thingswill change, and be dl right.
He knocked gently at the French door and saw the woman startle. "1t's me, Minou. Ben." She gathered



her cashmere shawl from the chair, hurried to open the door.

"l can't ay," he said, meaning, Y ou don't have to worry about me lingering, in case Henri arrives.
"It'sdl right." Her smilewastired. In the Place dArmes, the Cathedral clock spoke eleven.

Heasked, "Areyou dl right?"

"Do you mean, have | made up my mind?' Her hand stroked her belly as her velvet eyes playfully
mocked. Helifted hishand in afencer's gesture, acknowledging a hit. "Or isit aready too late?"
"Youtdl me"

The mockery melted to agenuine smile of grateful friendship, of warmth at being understood. "'l havea
note for you." She went back and fetched it from the dressing table where her open book lay. ™Y our
friend Shaw brought it here, not knowing whereto find you. | said you'd probably be by. To check on
me, if nothing else”

| wasin the court today, it said without salutation, without date or address or any kind of identification,
but he knew the hand. He had last seen it on anoteinform ing him that the writer was on her way out to
Cornouiller Plantation on Bayou des Familles.

| don't think you saw me, though | was within afew feet of you. It is surprisng what atignon and a
beaten look can accomplish. As| have reason to know.

| wanted you to know that if they had convicted Mr. Davis of the crime, | would have spoken. | would
rather get away free, as Vincent Marsan did for my brother's murder, but not if another had to take my
place on the scaffold. I'm not sorry for whet | did, nor would you blame me, if you knew thelife
endured, after Aucassins death. Mlle. Jocelyn will have hardship, and I'm sorry to do that to her, and to
her mother, for they are blameless. As| was.

Y ou were good to me. Morefaithful even than Silvio and Bruno. Y ou came back into the burning theater
to help me, who was a stranger to you, and whom you already knew to have done murder. | try to
remember things like that, when Marsan's face comesto mein dreams-or Silvio's. | thank you.

Maybe one day | will have the freedom to be that kind of friend.

January folded the note and tucked it into the pocket of his coat. Unsigned, and written in French-a
language she would deny shewrote.

War iseaser than loving. Did Marie-Drusille Couvent have the courageto live in peace?

Helooked up at hissister on the doorsill above him, arms folded beneath the blue-and-ruby
gorgeousness of her shawl. "Thank you," he said. And then, "Don't let one of your friendstell you that it
isn't too late. If you change your mind about what you've decided, speak to me-and only to me."

"I won't change my mind." Her breath was a cloud of diamond in the soft gold light from the room behind
her. "l love him, and helovesme"

Do you believe that makes any difference? Instead, he said, "Go to bed. Heisn't coming.”

"I will." But after she closed the door, she left the heavy curtains open, so that the light would fall
welcoming through. He saw her go back to her dressing-table again, and pick up her book.

My mother hath amaid caled Barbary, Desdemona saysto Emiliaas she prepares hersdf for the coming
of her lord. Shewasin love, and he shelov'd prov'd mad, and did forsake her...

Like Desdemonas willow song, the music would not leave January's mind as he walked back down Rue
Du Maine. Sidonie Laage had waited, he thought. And Drusillad'lsola. There were more ways than the
violence of passion, for love to wound; more ways than one, to die upon akiss.

From the corner of Rue Dauphine he glanced behind him, and saw the gold light of Dominique's window
gl lying on the wet pavement, keeping faith with Henri in the raw blackness of the night.



? OPERA IN NEW ORLEANS

In the elghteenth and nineteenth centuries, operaheld aposition in popular entertainment almost
equivalent to motion pictures today. There were wonderful operas, there were bad operas, and there
were god-awful silly operas, and in the early nineteenth century New Orleans had probably the most
active operaand operafollowing in the United States.

John Davis-to whose shade | extend my sincerest gpologies for making him a suspect (although by al
accounts he probably would have been tickled: he seemsto have been that kind of man)-not only
produced operas of close to European standards, but took his company on successful tours of the
northern citiesfor severa yearsrunning. There actually were"operawars' of the kind I've described
once James Cadwell opened arival opera house on Camp Street, including putting on competing
productions of the same operain the same season. The origind American Theater did not burn down as
I've described in the book, though its successor did. In fact, incendiary destruction seemsto have been
the fate of most theatersin that era of gaslighting and nonexistent safety laws.

All the operas mentioned in the text, with the exception of Incantobelli's Othello, actudly existed,
athough it'sdifficult to find recordings of some of them. The 1830s were years of trangtion, from Classic
Operainto full-blown Grand Opera, with elaborate sets and over-the-top specid effects. In this period
neither Verdi nor Puccini had written yet, and many of their predecessors-like Auber and Meyerbeer-are
far lesswell known today. (I looked very hard for avideo of the ghosts of the mad dancing nuns.)
German operawas only just beginning to comeinto its own, and only one piece-Weber's Der Freischutz
seems to have been popular in New Orleans.

Prior to Verdi's 1887 rendition of Shakespeare's Othello, there was at |east one other opera of the play,
by Rossini in 1816. (Thetragic ending was rewritten because audiencesin Rome found it too much of a
downer.) (Rossini wasn't the first composer to put Beaumarchaiss play The Barber of Sevilleinto
operatic form, for that matter.) It was not unknown for producersto insert other music or popular songs
into operas, or to tinker with the texts-in Italy it was not uncommon for the performance to be
discontinued after the death-throes of the star, since nobody really wanted to see the rest of the piece
anyway. | have done my best to give asense of what operamust have been like at thisera: grandiose,
overblown, paliticaly hot, sometimes silly but enormousfun.

Since blocked toe-shoes did not come into use until the 1840s, ballerinas redlly did do pointe-work
supported by wires. Apparently some of the most famous actually worked on pointe without wires, with
nothing more than lambswool stuffing and extra gtitching on the toes of their shoes. They must have
stayed on full pointefor relatively short periods of time, and must have had astonishingly strong feet.
Mostly, the object of the operaballet wasto provide leg-show to the young bucksin the audience, many
of whom had girlfriends in the corps: the dancers seem to have been alot closer to Broadway chorus
ponies than to the artists of today.

No plan of the origind American Theater exigts. | have based my reconstruction of the building on
contemporary descriptions of it, and on the plans of other the atersin existence at thetime. Likewise, |
have tried to reconstruct pre-electric-and pre-Argand-stage lighting and effects aswell as | could, from
such historiesasare available.

Asaways, | havetried to tel astory to the best of my ability, without doing violence to what 1've been
ableto find out about atime, a place, and attitudes very different from our own.
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