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"The twenties have lent themsel ves to extravagant foreshortening since they are years set off on oneside
by the first of world wars and on the other by the greatest of American depressions. The decade has
seemed a sort of accidental pause in history, much of which will be remembered asif it were awillful,
elegant sport of time."
—Elizabeth Stevenson,
Babbitts & Bohemians, The American 1920s

PROLOGUE

11 MARCH 1926—WASHINGTON, D.C.

THE WAVES OF TRANSPARENT BLUE WATER KISSED THE silky beach, the gentle sun was
warm on my skin, my hand was chilled by atal cool drink with an umbrella, and Althea, looking
delectablein abikini, was snuggled against me. It was ddlightful.

Unfortunatdly, it wasn' redlity.

| wasfreezing my butt off on abench in front of the Lincoln Memorid. It wasachilly midnight in March
of 1926. Our client, Mitchell 1. Levitan, was pacing in front of the Memorid with Altheaon hisarm.
Terry Rappaport stood at the top of the steps, keeping a careful watch. Mitch had arranged this meeting,
and we were there to back him up.

| knew in my gut that things were going to fal gpart a any moment. We had chased Mitch al the way
across the country, but once we found him, he was determined to see this through whether we liked it or
not. He wasthe cus-tomer, after dl, which Ieft uslittle choice but to seeto it that he came through
unscathed.

But the mark was late. We were beginning to lose the fine edge our careful preparation had given us. We
had staked out the Memoria for more than an hour, and fatigue was beginning to set in. Mitch and
Althed's practiced stroll became less naturd, | began to drift in and out of my park-bench drunk
character, and Terry's patrol became more im-patient.

Finaly, Terry sgndled usto meet him &t the top of the steps.
"What do you think?" | asked him.
"Let'sblow it off," hereplied decisvely. "Hes not coming.”



"Or esehesmdlsarat.”

"Oh, yes" cameavoice from behind us. "I certainly do smell arat. A big, fat rat.”
Inthe dim light | squinted, more from dishelief than poor night vision.

Wewere being held a gunpoint by J. Edgar Hoover.

ONE

5 APRIL 2007—LA QUINTA, CALIFORNIA

THE TROUBLE WITH HAPPILY EVER AFTER ISTHAT IT HAS nothing whatsoever to do with
getting down to the business of living your life. Even Segping Beauty and Prince Charming must've
arrived at apoint where she wasn't in the mood and he was comatose on the sofawith abeer in one
hand and the remote in the other. Eventudly, red life intrudes.

Thingswere going so well for methat | was becoming downright suspicious. | had rescued the love of my
life from certain death in World War 11. In fact, | had changed history. Altheawas destined to diein an
ar attack on Manston Airfield in Southeastern England in 1940, and | had saved her. | had brought her
back here to the year 2007, where we could begin our idyllic life together. But we had asmall problem.

She hated 2007.

| wasn't that crazy about my home era, either, but then, | hadn't been uprooted from 1940. Doc Harvey,
our resi-dent sawbones-cum-headshrinker here at Timeshare, called it acombination of post-traumeatic
stress syndrome and something that, well, hadn't been invented yet. Some of our customers had elected
to remain back in the past, which wasfine with al of them, apparently. Unlessyou've re-cently gone
through the California public school system, you should possess an average knowledge of history that can
make the past both livable and profitable.

But coming straight from aWorld War |1 battlefield to sixty-seven yearsin the future had to be a bit
unnerving, to say theleast. Admittedly, | hadn't thought of that. Y ou never think of those things—or
anything redity-based—when loveis new.

Altheawas ared trouper. Here was awoman who had burned up the screen with Bogart and
Gable—she had even copped two supporting actress Oscar nominations—and was well on her way to
becoming amagjor star. And then, in 1940, she had turned down the lead in the Maltese Fal-con tojoin
the Roya Air Force. John Huston had been livid about the whole thing. He begged me to make her
recon-sider. He even suggested that | shoot off her trigger finger or something to render her unfit for
military service. But nothing could stop her. Her role went to Mary Astor, who made film history. Althes,



meanwhile, arrived in Britain just before the blitzkrieg in Western Europe began in ear-nest. Thefirst time
around, shewaskilled in a Luftwaffe attack on Manston Airfield in Kent. | wasn't about to let that

happen again.

Shewas now safdly in the present with me, and the mu-sic was supposed to swell and the end credits
should have been ready to roll. But there was a great deal for her to overcome. Her kid brother, who
was seven years old the last time they had been together, was now seventy-four years old. Her parents
and al of her friends were dead. The world had changed beyond &l recognition. And there was
practicaly nowhere on earth where she was dlowed to light acigarette.

She put up agood front, though. She didn't complain or mope about it. The only giveaway was that
athough most of our music was incomprehensibleto her, there was a song from the late eighties that
caught her attention: "My Brave Face' by Sir Paul McCartney. Aswe relaxed around the pool hereat La
Quintaor just walked or played tennis, she kept humming the chorus. That had to tell me something.

We had debriefed her for three weeks at our Timeshare headquarters high above Mulholland Drive. Doc
Harvey had pronounced her awoman of robust physica hedlth, even though she was about ten pounds
underweight and stressed out from the war. Her emotional hedlth was equally good. However, he was
quick to add, there were two seri-ous hurdles. One, she had just been in awar, which initself requiresa
mental adjustment. Secondly, she was the first person ever to migrate from the past to the future, which
had to be somewhat disorienting, to say the least. Her as-amilation had to be gradual and extremely
gentle. Theworst parts of the history of the last Sixty-seven years had to be kept from her, at least for
now. In other words, be-cause we honestly didn't know with what we were dealing, we had to take it
panfully dow.

So, after her debriefing, we drove out here to La Quinta. The tempord culture shock would not be as
profound here, since the resort had been afavorite of Hollywood types since its Mexican-style villas had
first prung up from the desert floor in 1926. L ocated about twenty miles south of PAlm Springs, only a
two-hour drive from L.A., LaQuinta had been my getaway spot for years. The look of the place hardly
ever changed—athough comforts and conveniences had kept up with the changing times—so | figured it
would be easer on Althea

| went al out and got us a private cottage with its own pool and Jacuzzi. It cost just abit lessthan a
shuttle launch, but it was worth it. The curative desert air and the lap of luxury can relax even the most
intense of persondities.

Altheasat at the edge of the pool with her feet dangling in the water. She wore alime-green bikini, and
shelooked great in it—till alittle thin, thanksto her spartan wartime diet, but she wanted to keep the
weight off after seeing the competition in 2007. Thiswas over my strenuous objec-tions. She was dender
by 1940 standards anyway, and | had always preferred curves to sharp corners. But Altheawas
determined to fit in, no matter what it took.

"What movies are you going to rent for tonight?" she asked.

| chuckled. It was pretty funny hearing aforties girl ask me about renting avideo. | was helping her to
catch up with sixty-seven years of film and thegtre that she had missed. It was adelicate process. | had
so far avoided filling her in on the events that she had bypassed: the rest of World War 11, the Cold War,
Vietnam, and other historical mile-stones. Doc Harvey believed that she wasn't ready, and | agreed with
him. But there were many wonderful films and plays that she had missed out on, and | enjoyed
introducing her to them. The night before, we had seen two absolute winners: All About Eve and The
Odd Couple. She practi-cally kicked hersdlf for missing her chanceto bein Eve, and she was helpless
with laughter at Neil Smon'stimelessclassic.



"I haven't decided,” | replied. "Any suggestions?'

"Who was that utter doll we saw in Hamlet? Her very first videos had been Shakespeare. | figured it
would give her an emotiona anchor to first see something familiar, abeit with adightly different dant, ol
had rented The Taming of the Shrew and Hamlet.

"Méd Gibson?'

"That'sthe one. Be dill, my heart.”

"Wdl, he won abest director Oscar about ten years ago—"
"He did? Oh, how wonderful for him! Can we seethat?'

"Braveheart? | don't know, honey. It'sagreat movie, hdl, it won the Oscar, but some of the battle
scenes...wel|—"

She shivered dightly. "1 think I've seen enough battle scenesin red lifeto hold mefor awhile" she said,

lighting acigarette. | disgpproved, but | wasn't about to force her to go through the stress of quitting just
yet. After al, just afew weeks before, she had lived in aworld where the mgority of people smoked. |

hed, however, inssted that she trade in her Camesfor the lowest-tar filters available.

"By theway, there's something I've been meaning to ask you," she said.
"Hreaway."

"When am | going to find out about the war?'

"Soon," | promised.

"When?"

"Look, we won, didn't we?Y ou don't see the swastika flag over any countries, do you? We kicked their
asses but good.”

"BUE"
"Honey, | give you my word. When you're ready, I'll give you the whole century.”
"| trust you won't make me wait until the end of this century.”

"Would | do that?'

She was about to reply when the air near the pool sud-denly shifted. It was hardly noticesble at first, but
then a certain spot near the Jacuzzi began to acquire the look of trangparent camouflage.

"Ah" | murmured, "we're about to have avistor."
"I wish people would knock," Althearemarked.

Our vistor materidized. He wore aten-gallon hat, black leather chaps, boots, and a cowhide vest. There
was aBidey .45 Long Colt revolver on each hip. The entire ensem-ble was covered with dust and a
horsey aroma was unpleasantly evident.

"Terry, yew ol' hound dawg," | cdled.



It was my assistant, Terry Rappaport. A former cop like me, he was now making exploratory visitsto the
Old West for our new Cimarron Central divison. Terry was an en-thusiast of the Wild West, but | had a
feding that its nogtalgic study and its gritty redlity weretwo vadtly different things.

"Howdy, Boss. Miss Rowland. I'm sorry to interrupt your vacation, John, but we've got a problem.”

"What elseisnew?" | asked lightly, but I could tell that thiswas going to be serious. They wouldn't recall
us both without a damned good reason.

"What's the problem, Terry?"

"Inanutshel? The problemisMitchdl I. Levitan."

"The studio head-director-writer-hyphenate?"

"The same. God, it's hot."

"Yourein LaQuintain April, Terry."

"It'slate February in 1895, sport." He stripped off his vest and began to work on removing the chaps.
"WhoisMitchdl I. Levitan?' Altheaasked.

"If you decide to go back into the movies, probably your next boss. He'stwenty-eight yearsold, and his
movies have dready grossed over $2 hillion."

"God," she gasped. "Would it bother you if | dept with him?’

"You can deepwith him,” | replied. "Just don't have sex. Terry, what happened?’
"Hésmissng.”

"What do you mean, missng?'

"We got aflatline on his Decacom sgnd.”

"Oh, my God." | could fed mysdlf going pae. The De-cacom wasthe lifdine for anyone going back into
the past. Pressthe red button, and you instantly return to Timeshare headquarters here in 2007. But
without it, you were lost. Since the Decacom could not be turned off, and its battery lasted a month, the
only way for the sgnd to flatline wasif the device was destroyed.

"Whereishe?' | asked Terry.

"He'sin 1926. He wanted to meet Valentino just before he croaked. | think he was researching a new
movie. Any-way, he'sgone."

| looked at Althea. "Wdll, it was anice vacation whileit lasted.”

"Hello." She nudged me. She had picked up the "hello” habit from me. It usudly cracked me up, but not
thistime.

"Helo, what?'
"I'm coming with you."

"Yeah, sureyou are.”



"You'renot leaving mein 2007 by mysdf. I'll get thrown injail for smoking or esting a cheessburger.”

"Darling,” | said, "may | remind you that as aformer detective of the LAPD Fugitive Squad, thisismy
particular oeuvre?"

"And may | remind you, oeuvre your objections, that unlike you, | was alive in 19267

| dways knew that only awoman who was as much of awiseassas| could ever make metruly happy. |
was cur-rently delirious.

"She'sright, John. Maybe she could help,” Terry said.
"No. It'stoo dangerous.”

"It wasn't too dangerous for methefirst time around,” Altheaingsted. "Besides, | could show you
around. It might redly help. Anyway, I'm not staying here without you."

"Ah, you just want to meet Mitchdl I. Levitan. HE's an old movie buff—"

"Old?Wsdl, | like that!"

"—and you know hell go nuts when he meetsyou. | knew | shouldn't have let you see All About Eve."
" 'What abody,' " Terry quoted, " ‘what avoice.""

"'Ah, men,' " Althea came back. Needlessto say, her imitation was perfect. Bette Davishad been a
good friend.

"Beforewe go,” Terry sad, "can | use your shower?"
"Pleasedo,” | replied. "How was the Wild West, any-way?"

Terry had been riding the Silverado Trail, searching for Wyatt Earp and hiswife, Josephine Marcus.
Cimarron Centra had a business proposition for the two of them; we wanted them to run a sort of
Western resort town for us. Wefigured they would be abig draw, and according to history, they needed
the money.

Terry snorted derisively. "Full of dust, horse manure, morons and drunks. | only got into about adozen
fig-fights”

Since Terry had never logt afigtfight in hislife, | figured they were probably one-punch affairs. But | dso
wondered if hisromance with the Old West had paled.

"Did you have to draw with anybody at high noon?"

"Purefantasy. | saw one gunfight. It took place in asaloon, at a distance of about five feet, and they both
missed. The sheriff was right there and he conked them both on the noggin with his six-gun before either
of them could get off another round.”

"How will wefind Mitchdl I. Levitan?' Altheaasked me.

"It won't be astough asyou'd think," | replied. Asit turned out, | was half right. It was tougher.



TWO

5 APRIL 2007—TIMESHARE, LOS ANGELES

"WHAT | WOULD LIKE TO KNOW," | SAID AS| SWUNG MY feet onto the conferencetable, "is
how the hell he got past the lie detector.”

My boss, CorndiaHazelhof, aka Herself, gave me her trademark glare. "Apparently,” she said, "the
primary briefer forgot to turn it on. What kind of training are you giving these people, John?"

"All they haveto do isflip aswitch. These people are college postgrads in the sciences, Cornelia. | didn't
think it would require dl that much brain work."

"All right." Felice Link, my other boss, took her usud role as mediator. "What's done isdone. | can't say
| blame the tech who's responsible. Interviewing the most success-ful movie producer intheworld, | can
see how it might rattleayoung kid."

The lie detector was actually my idea. It was built right into the chair, and we used it to protect ourselves.
Let's say someone wanted to go back in time and kill aguy who grew up to best him out for a
promoation, or adiscovery, or agirl. How are we supposed to know? With the lie detector, athough it
isn't perfect, at least we know when a prospective Tourist is hiding something. We can ether turn them
away or keep them under gtrict surveillance.

"You'reright," | told Felice. "Okay, first thingsfirst. When is he, and why?"

Corndiapeered through half-moon specs at Mitchell I. Levitan'sfile. "Hesin late February 1926. Oh,
thisguy'sgood. Listen to thistranscript: 'I'm tired of people telling me that it was my dad's money that got
mewhere | am. | want to go back and just seeif | can get into astudio and sell ascreenplay, or even just
ascenario. | want to prove |l can doit on my own.""

"What makesyou think hewaslying?' | asked her.
"What makes you think he wasn't?" she shot back.
"He'snot lying. He'sjust not tdling us everything.”

"John'sright,” Felice said. "It's common knowledge that Mitchell |. Levitan'sfather bankrolled hisfirst
movie. And were not talking about $35,000 for aUCLA Film School student project, either. Not even a
low-budget deeper. Hisfather got him a$40 million line of credit from the biggest bank in Cdifornia

"Even then, he played it smart,” Felice added. "He spent half the money on making the film and the other
half generating publicity. Soon the project was getting so much play that a studio stepped in and snapped
it up before the answer print was completed.”

"With that kind of momentum, he had amegabucks hit on his hands before the film even opened,” | said.
"Smart. And rare—an artist and agood businessman. A killer com-bination.”



"With dl that going for him, why would he disappear into 19267" Felice asked.
"Hmmm. Ishe married?" | asked.

"No," Felicereplied. "By hisown admission, hewaskind of ageek in high school and college. Now that
he'son top, he has dl these beautiful girls chasing him, but heisn't having any."

"Ishegay?'

"Probably not. But whether he's gay or straight, news of any sort of romantic involvement would get
around, es-pecidly inthistown.

"You know what | think," Felice added, snapping her fingers. "Y es, of course! What wasthat, in his
transcript— 'l want to prove | can do it on my own.'" She laughed at the sudden redization. "My
goodness, it's... it's the sweetest thing I've ever heard of!"

Corndialooked at her with amusement. Felice was the only person in the entire world for whom she
softened her manner. If it were me, or Terry, or anyone else, shewould have said, "Y eah, wdll, spit it
out, dready." But shelet Felice enjoy her triumph in solving the mystery. "I'm re-dlly curious now,
Fdice" shesad softly.

"It'swonderful!" Felice cried. "Think about it. Y ou grow up in Beverly Hills, arich kid. Your dad is
Edward C. Levitan. The man isworth hundreds of millions. Got his start in the eighties, typical merger
king of that decade. Bought companies and sold them piecemea. Made even more money on all those
real estate deals with the Japanese back then. Remember, they bought every property they could get
their hands on at wildly inflated prices? Then, in the nineties, they had to dump them for peanuts.
Eddie-baby just bought them back. And he's handsome, ared ladies man. Still carrying atorch for his
late wife, who died when Mitch was four. But that doesn't stop Ed L evitan from bedding the most
beautiful and desirable women on the globe.

"But, with our Mitchell, the gpple didn't just fal far from the tree; someonetook it and blew it into the
next county. Ed Levitan is charming, outgoing, ared Lothario. He loves his son, sure, but he doesn't
know what to make of him. He givesthekid everything, including love, but he can't hdp thinking, 'Isthis
redly my kid? How did this happen?

"Widl, poor Mitch can't help but infer thisfrom his dad's attitude—even if it's only subconscious. And he
hasn't got amother to dote on him and build his salf-esteem. He's got nobody, redlly. Just hisold
grandfather—a screenwriter who never quite made it, who died when Mitch was ateenager. He was
redlly donethen. And because he'skind of aclod, the girlsjust shine him on. Until he hitsit big—until he
becomes the most powerful man in the movie biz."

"So, what are you getting at, Felice?’ | asked. | wasredly interested.

Shelooked a measif | were animbecile. "Hewantsa girl, John. God, it's so smple! Look, he's one of
the most famous men in the world. Everyone knowswho heis. Everyone knowswhat he'sworth. Andin
Hollywood, every time he goes near an actress, it must be like swvim-ming in shark-infested waters with a
pocketful of ground bef."

"He can't trust anyone,” | said.

"That'sright. 'l want to prove | can do it on my own.' He's not just talking about the movies. He'stalking
about... love”

Corndlialooked at me with raised eyebrows. "Jesus,” she whispered. "But why 19267"



"Oh, no," | Sghed, envisioning thework | had ahead of me. "Felice, if you're right—and | believe that you
are—this could tekeawhile."

"Why?' Corneliaasked me.
"Because he'snot just looking for a girl. HeE'slooking for the girl.”
"But whoisshe?'

"Damned if | know," | replied. "But I'd better get busy and find out.”

| putinacal to Terry Rappaport, asking him to meet me at Mitchell I. Levitan'shousein Beverly Hills. It
would not be easy to get past the security detail, but | wasn't worried. | had scammed my way through
more challenging barri-cades.

Mitchell's house was part of anew development of man-sions higher up in the canyon. A priveate patrol
car fdl in behind me and followed me dl theway to Levitan's house, atwenty-five-room replicaof a
Victorian country estate. When | got to the front gate, Terry was swapping laughswith Levitan's chief
guard. Hewaved me over.

"John, thisguy says he knowsyou."

| peered out my car window at the security man. Those guysadl look aike. Grey flannel pants and ablue
sports jacket with agun bulge; muscles and amustache. There was aword we had for it: security-faced.
| shrugged. | didn't know the guy from Adam.

"Hey, John," the private cop greeted me. "Remember me? Bud Richter, Rampart Divison Motors?’

"Oh, sure” I lied. Actudly, | did remember the brawny ex-motorcycle cop dightly, but we had never
been more than nodding acquai ntances. Motor cops and detectives are usualy diametrically opposed
persondities. "How've you been? When did you pull the pin?"

"Two years ago. Put in my twenty and vamoosed. Thought about moving it on north to Oregon or
Montana, then | thought, what the hell for? It'snot like | drive apickup. When thiscame aong, | jumped
ait. I've never had it so good.”

"I'm glad you're doing well, Bud. How'sthe wife?" | was taking a chance here, not knowing his marital
satus, but | figured it wasworth therisk.

Hissmilewidened. "I made parolelast year. She'sin Arizonawith her new guy. Tl you the truth, we
never got dong so well until now. | got somebody, she's got some-body—at least, now it's officia. We
might even havekids"

"That'sgreat,” Terry said. "Bud, weve got to go in-sde," he said, abruptly switching gears.

The smile darkened under the mustache. " can't."

"Oh, sureyou can.”

"Hey, John, thisguy's no chegpskate. | likethisjob. And if | had to live on just my pension—"
"Wed giveyou ajobwith us" | finished for him. "Look, Bud, your boss might bein trouble. We just



need to look through hisroom, his persond office. Y ou can watch us like a hawk, if you want. We won't
take anything out of the house, we won't snap any photos—we just need to get ahandle on him."

"What kind of trouble?' Bud paed, envisoning his cake job going up in smoke.
"We can't tel you. But you know you can trust us, Bud. Wherére you living now?"
He gave me abewildered look. " Calabasas Park. Why?!

"Nice house? Pool ? Got alittle boat in the driveway? | bet you've got aroom set up that's all yours, pool
table, dartboard, big wall screen TV, and abar with area beer draft. All your police citations framed on
thewall. Y ou've been waiting your wholelife for aroom like that. I'd like to go over there some night,
play alittle poker or catch aball game. Smoke someredly good cigars. Y eah, soundsred nice.”

"Itisred nice" hereplied dully.

"Y ou know what else?" | continued dreamily. "It's not just the house and the great rec room, and the
pooal. It'syour new wife. Am | right? All the things that you and your first wife went to war over, none of
that even bothers her. Y ou want to disappear into your rec room after work, drink afew beers, watch all
five ESPN channds at once, hey, that'sfine with her. I'll bet she doesn't even make you debrief after a
hard day's work: 'Honey, the car... the plumbing ... the lawn ... our relationship ..." She doesn't bug you
with that crap. Y ou go home, you hit your den, and just kick back. She knows that's your place, your
little den, and she respectsthat. I'll bet that when she talks about it to her friends, she hasthisredly
indulgent, affectionate sort of smile on her face. The kind that says, Y eah, he'sjust alittle boy, aren't they
al? And that suits her just fine.”

"Of course," Terry picked up, "thisjobismaking it dl possible. Ooh, Bud, you'd have to sell the house,
move into some real dump, living on just your pension. Maybe get another job, door-shaking at eight
bucks an hour in some refinery—wearing one of those dopey uniformswith a square badge and
contrasting pocket-flgps. Or maybe bored out of your skull working midnights behind aconsole at an
insurance office.”

"And you had it so good,” | added. "Y ou realy want to move back to Eagle Rock? On that pension?
The only house you could afford would be on whedls and springs.”

"All right!" he shouted. "If itll hdp Mr. Levitan ..."

"I knew we could count on you, Bud," | said. "After dl, we're cops, right?’
"Were" hesad.

"You never redly stop, Bud,” sad Terry.

Bud straightened up. "Just do what you gottado. And makeit quick,” he snapped. "And after this, you
owe me."

"Of coursewedo." | smiled. Terry and | followed him through the gate.
"Must be a heavy mortgage, Calabasas,” Terry whis-pered aswe waked through.

"Let's check it out when we get back. Take care of his payments for the next few months. After all, he
was a cop for twenty years. Y ou ever hear of acop who doesn't live beyond his means?’



| never could understand why rich guyswho live done buy these monstrous-sized digsthat they couldn't
possibly en-joy by themselves. In my experience, aguy like Levitan, or any filthy-rich loner, only uses
three roomsin the house, no matter how big it is. There's usually abedroom that is connected to asitting
room and a bathroom with an Olympic-sized bathtub—a bathtub which, since most guysjust shower,
anyway, isonly used on particularly romantic dates. Then therésthe guy's office or library, whichisredly
where he spends most of histime. Some-times, there's dso aden, much like Bud Richter's beloved little
hide-away, where aguy might just want to relax. Therest of the house, in my opinion, is useless, just
more work for the staff.

Mitchdll I. Levitan's domicile was no exception. There were seven bedrooms and nine bathrooms. Two
broad cir-cular saircases, and at the middle of each one was a bal-cony that 1ooked out on the pool and
tennis court beyond. There was agorgeoudy furnished living room and adining room with atable for
twenty. But none of these rooms showed any redl use. It was as though Mitch had handed a decorator
half amil and told her to go to town. The place looked hardly livedin.

| asked Bud where Mitch spent most of histime.

"Just thelibrary," he said. "He never even went into the kitchen. If he wanted anything, like asandwich,
or some coffee, or even popcorn, he'd ring up the cook.”

"What about his bedroom?’
"Seepsthere, that's about it."
"What about the pool, or the tennis court?

"Nah. We use it more'n he does. Thereis an exercise room. He'sin there for an hour every day after he

getsup.”
"What'sinthere?"

"Jugt atreadmill and aNautilus machine. Oh, and aTV with aDVD. He usudly watches movieswhen he
works out. He told me otherwise it would bore him to death.”

"Okay, Bud, show usthelibrary."

Wewalked toward the rear of the house. "Thisis hisfavoriteroom," Bud said. "Matter of fact, | think it's
the only room in the whole place he even likes."

| could see why. It was awonderful room, done exactly the way 1'd have wanted it if it were mine. It was
large, dmost as big asthe living room. The walls were lined with bookshe ves that reached to the ceiling;
there was even aladder on atrack. There was asmall lounge areawith a comfortable recliner and black
leather couch; agood placeto read or watch alittle television.

The desk was awork of art, solid mahogany with aglasstop. Thekind of desk anyone would look at
and say, "Y ou don't see craftsmanship like thisanymore." The desk was clear, except for ablotter, apen
s, acdendar, and ahu-midor filled with expensive cigars.

"He only smokescigarsoncein awhile," Bud said. "Likeif there's another movie guy who smokes them.
Not usudly by himsdf."

"Who'sthis?' | asked, motioning to aframed photo-graph on the one shelf that wasn't crammed with
books. It was an old black-and-white photograph, but professionaly done, and obvioudy given aplace
of honor. The subject was a middle-aged man whose express on was somewhere between defiance and



defeat. Next to the picture was aframed case filled with an impressive array of military med-asand a
pair of faded oak leaves.

"That was his grandfather,” Bud said. "His dad's dad. He wrote a couple of moviesin thethirtiesand a
book after the war. He was some kind of war hero, too. Flew against the Nazis in the Spanish Civil War,
and later joined the Flying Tigersin China. They wereredly close, but he died when Mr. Levitanwasa
kid."

| nodded, and made amenta note to keep the grandfather in mind.

"| can't get over these books," Terry said. "First edi-tions—the real thing, not that fake crap you can
order on TV. Tom Brown's School Days. Sster Carrie. Whole sets of Dickens, Balzac, Poe,
Baudelaire—wow! Check out these anthologies! Clifton Fadiman! Jesus, | bet no one remembers him
anymore. The plays of Clifford Odets, every-thing by Shaw, Ibsen, the Shakemeister, Moliére—hey,
Bud? Wasthisguy redlly areader, or isthisjust show time?"

"Hereads," Bud replied gravely. | noticed that Bud was beginning to take on aproprietary air when
gpesking about hisboss. "All thetime, everything. His grandfather taught him before he even started
school. He's even got me doing it. Said it'sthe secret of his success.”

That struck me. "Redly? Did he dlaborate on that?' | was beginning to get the feding that the ex-motor
cop was Mitch's only confidant.

Hisface colored. "Wéll, yeah. See, | was askin' him about all these books once, and he turned around
and said flat out that anyone in the businesswho doesn't read, well, he doesn't have much respect for
their intelligence. He said he would still bejust aproducer instead of the head of hisown studio if it
wasn't for reading.”

“Why?

"Hetold methat after he started making some good movies, the studio—the one he owns now—the
bosses there started telling him what kind of moviesto make, what starsto write for, what the kidswould
go to see. He said hetold 'em their ideas sucked, they'd al been done before, and who cared. 'Oh,
yeah? they said, and he said, 'Yeah.'"

"Wadll, that suretold them," Terry remarked.

"No," Bud said, "that's not al. He sat down and wrote out acheck for amillion bucks, madeit out to the
sudio. He said, 'If | can't come up with fifty good ideas right off the top amy head right now, you can

keepit.

"Widl, hdll, he'sread every book in thisroom and more dl thetime. It was nothing for him. Nothing at
al”

That somehow didn't surprise me. Like pretty much everyone esein theworld, | wasafan of Levitan's
movies, and now | understood why. He didn't go just for the safe, formula blockbusters. He was willing
to give smal filmsand new talent achance, and hisfearlessness and vision usudly paid off handsomely.

Terry snapped hisringers. "Hey, when wasthat? | mean, what was hisfirst movie after he took over the
studio, the one that copped the Globe and the Oscar?

"It was, uh.. . yeah, it was the end of '01, early '02. Came out just in time for the nominations.”

| racked my brain. | was till on the Fugitive Squad at that time, and didn't get out to the moviesvery



often. "Something with adivorce,” | said. "Y eah, the guy'sared wimp, hiswife dumps him, he goes off
to Africaor someplace, comes back al buffed out—a real macho man. Hiswife doesn't recognize him,
andfdlsfor himal over again."

Terry flipped through some books on the nearest shelf. He pulled out a Guy de Maupassant anthology
and turned to the table of contents. "Hah! | knew it," he shouted tri-umphantly. " The Sequel to a
Divorce. Good story. Good movie. Y eah, this guy reads, John."

"Bud?" | had asudden thought. "What was his next project going to be?"

"I'm not sure. | think it was going to be about his grand-father. He had a pretty interesting life, from what
hetold me."

Again the grandfather. | made another mental note.

| sat down behind the desk and absently opened the mid-dle drawer. Pens, paper clips. A Beretta .380;
no surprise there. He had probably bought it, gone to the range afew times, and then forgot abot it.
Well, there were no kidsin the house.

"Hey, what'sthis? A pack of Luckies? Without filters? What's the deal here, Bud?'
Bud looked embarrassed. "He said hewas practicing,” Bud muttered.

"Practicing? For what?'

"l dunno, maybe he was gonnabein one of hisown movies"

"Wait—what the hell?'

"What'veyou got?' Terry asked.

"Son of abitch. A Union Pacific Railroad schedule. Ef-fective 2-21-26." | held up the faded and
crumbling sheet of tiff paper. "Damnit! He blew town!"

"Whereto?'

"What're you guystalkin' about?' Bud wanted to know.

"How should I know?" | replied to Terry. "He could be anywherel™
"But where?'

"Chicago, New Y ork, who knows?'

"Why would hetake thetrain?' Bud asked. "What good is that schedule now?"
"Terry, we have ajob ahead of us."

"Nokidding."

"Will someone please tdl me what's going on?' Bud pleaded.
"Bud, what was the last book he was reading?"

"How should | know?"'



"Think!"
"Uh ... thisone. He usualy kept the book he was read-ing right behind him in the shdlf here”

Terry picked it up and examined it. "Trouble,” hewhis-pered. " You Dirty Rat: The True Story of the
Mob in the 1920s."

THREE

6-7 APRIL 2007—WEST LOS ANGELES

TERRY AND | OPENED THE DOOR TO MY APARTMENT ON the Golden Mile of Wilshire
Boulevard and found Althea sitting on the living room floor, amid a pile of children's books by that
eminent author, J. S. Devon. The books al starred the same character, akid by the name of Danny
Dreamer. Danny had away of indulging in flights of fancy, daydreamsthat were so involved and detailed,
it was hard to believe he hadn't actualy experienced them. Which, of course, inamystica way, he had.

Althealooked up at mewith glistening eyes. Shelooked beautiful, Stting cross-legged inapair of
twenty-first-century designer jeansand an LAPD "Protect and Serve' T-shirt.

"I loveyou, Mr. Devon," she said softly.
What can | say? I'm aman of many talents. "I love you, too, dear. Come on, sweetums, action stations.”

"We're going?" She brushed at her face with the back of her hand and shook off her emotions. It didn't
surprise me; she had not only been agreat actress, but until afew weeks ago, she had been an officer in
the Roya Air Force. And Section Officer Althea Rowland, WAAF, took over immediately.

"Where and when?' she demanded.

"Well gart here," | said. "Los Angeles, late February, early March, 1926. Well firm it up. Terry, you're
on cdl inthe Zoom Room. We get in ajam, one of usll give you three short bursts on the Decacom. Y ou
comein ready to rock and roll.”

"Rock and roll?* Altheaasked.

"It'salong story, and we don't have timefor it now. Terry, get on the horn and dert the wardrobe,
medical, and currency teams. Two to go back, and you and your stuff standing by."

"Gotcha" He went for the phone and stopped. "Hey, John. The twenties could get alittle hairy. What're
you gonna use for sdlf-defense?”

| considered this for amoment. | was strictly forbidden the use of deadly force, and usudly carried only a
Taser, astun gun that could drop atwo-hundred pound man at ten feet. But | didn't trust it completely
and neither did Terry. When he had gone back into the 1890s, he had carried real ammo in his six-guns,



but he was a good enough shot with apistol to inflict minimal damage while still eiminating athrest. | was
an expert marksman with askeet gun, but my handgun shooting wasn't on Terry'slevel.

"I guess we're gonna have to break somerules, old buddy.”

"Maybe not," said Terry. "Tell you what. Why don't you call the office and make the arrangements. I'll
meet you there."

"Wherereyou going?"
"Youll see" he said, shutting the door behind him.
"Aloneat lagt," | said to Althea. "Are you sure you're up for this? The doc doesn't recommend it.”

She waved off my concern. "John, you have a beautiful apartment. Evenif | can't figure out what anything
isfor or how to useit. But thisplace ... thistime ... it givesmethe willies. Sometimes| fed... like | don't
evenexis. | can't stay here done. And | won't be cooped up at Timeshare. Besides, you promised me
wed be doing everything together from now on. Remember? Remember when you told me that? At
Mangton?'

Of course did, to adegree. | didn't have a perfect audio memory like hers. "Sure," | said. "l just don't
want any-thing to happen to you, that'sall.”

"I'll befing," sheinssted. "Y ou're the stranger to 1926, not me." She had a sudden thought and shivered,
then laughed. "l wastwelveyearsold. What do | do if | run into mysdf?*

"Dowhat | dwaysdo," | replied.
"What'sthat?"

"Say hdllo. By the way, do you remember ascreenwriter back in thethirties, aguy named Harry
Levitan?"

"Harry? Related to Mitch?'
"Hisgrampa.”

"I knew Harry. Not well, but he was in Bogie's crowd. Handsome." She smiled wickedly. "Very
handsome, now that | think about it. In an Angry Y oung Man sort of way. He'sin—he went to Spain to
fight the Fascigts. Ishedl right?’

"l suppose well find out, one way or another.”

The Zoom Room, that is, the section around which our time-travelling apparatus was located, was
bustling asusud before atrip. Corndiawas going through the checklist with atechnician. Felice was
overseeing our preparations.

| wore adark wool suit with aheavily starched shirt and asilk tie. Felice handed me astraw boater and
waited for my objections. My didike of hats was legendary, but | placed it on my head without argument
thistime, fedling silly. | was going into the 1920s, when everybody, without exception, wore ahat, and |
couldn't afford to stand out in a crowd. Althea came out of the changing room looking great, as usud.
She wore a pleated skirt that reached just above her knees and a blouse with asailor knot.



Felice handed us our persona items. My identification papersincluded an ID card from U.S. Nava
Intelligence, which was supposed to keep me out of any legd difficulty that might crop up. Sometimes, it
even worked.

Terry rushed into the Zoom Room and waved me over to a corner. He pressed asmall fanny pack into
my hands.

"Put that with your luggage,” he said, "and don't let the boss seeit.”
| unzipped the bag and peeked insde. "Terry, thisisa .45. | can't—"

"It'sdl right. I've been reloading thisammo for awhile, and it works. It'salow-grain load, the round
comes out and hits you maybe as hard as a shot from aBB pistol. Thekicker is, they're charged.”

"Charged? Like dectric?

"Y eah, it gives the bad guy a nice enough shock to knock him down. It's better than the Taser. | gave
you five magsworth."

| turned away from the room and attached the bag to my waist. Y ou're abuddy."
"Just stay out of trouble. And if you can't, you know whereto find me."

Felice walked over and handed me a stack of billsin an envelope. "1 figured you'd be back therefor a
while," she sad. "Here's twenty-five thousand. That ought to hold you till the job's done.”

"I can dwayswait until October and bet on the Series” | said. "Y ankees, right?* Terry, aNew Y orker,
wasthe resident Y ankee fan and baseball expert.

Terry rolled hiseyes. "Shmuck! Cardinas! The Cards beat the Y ankeesthat year. Grover Cleveland
Alexander comesin to pitch in the seventh, hungover out of his gourd? Strikes out Tony Lazzeri on three
pitches?'

"Sorry," | said, reddening. "I should have remembered that.”
"Just don't bet on any ball games.”

We went over to where Doc Harvey was giving Altheaafina checkup. "Watch her diet, John. She's
hardly had time to get used to our century, and now she's going back to that crap.” He drew some pills
out of hismedica bag. "Give her one of these aday until they run out. Absolutely no dairy. And stay
away from bathtub gin."

"Yes, Mother," | said. "Areyou ready?"
"God, yes," Altheasaid. "Back to civilization. Let'sgo."

"And no smoking," said the doc. Altheaturned, waked back to him, and gave him alight kisson the
cheek.

"You must be out of your mind,” she whispered to him.

We stepped into the Zoom chamber, which in politicaly correct terms was known as the Tempora
Transference Unit, or TTU. Naturaly, only new employees caled it that, and not for very long.

"John," Corneliasaid, "per your ingtructions, we're dropping you at exactly the point where we lost



contact with Mitchdll I. Levitan's Decacom unit."

"Whereisthat?'

"Santa Monica Boulevard, west of Beverly Hills. That's about as exact as| can makeit.”
"Okay. Let'sdoittoit.”

Altheatook my hand. ' "Thisisone hell of asurprise, the way thingsturned out,” she said.
"What do you mean?"'

"I mean that when | first saw you walk into that party in Cole Porter's bungaow, | thought you might be
an in-teresting man. How little | knew.”

The chamber began to hum. "Godspeed, John Surrey,” Terry caled. There was no religious connotation
involved. It was after the style of Alan Shepard, who had given John Glenn the same benediction when
he blasted off in Friend-ship 7. It had become a tradition between Terry and me; after al, wewere
explorers, too.

28 FEBRUARY 1926—SANTA MONICA BOULEVARD, WEST LOS ANGELES

A quick phone call—in area phone booth, with a speaker-horn, which only cost one buffalo nicke—to
the brand-spanking-new Beverly Hills Hotel revealed to uswhat we dready suspected: Mitchell 1.
Levitan had never checked in.

| wasalittle bit too preoccupied to fully appreciate my first minutesin 1926. Other than therattle of
automobiles on spoked whedls, and the occasiond awooga of the car horns—followed then, as now, by
an"Aaah, blow it out your assl"—the aura of a strange decade was lost on me. Thiswas my
ninety-seventh trip back to the past, and my mind aready had its own tempord adjustment shorthand:
The carswere different, the people dressed funny, the buildings were smdler but more solidly
constructed, yadda, yadda, yadda. | wasn't being blasg, it'sjust that | wasin ahurry. The main reason for
my reluctancein rose-smelling wasthat | had long sSince passed that particular hump of the novice—the
belief that the folkswho livein the erayou are vigiting actudly give adamn oneway or another. The
clock doesn't stop just because you show up. People till have their own livesto live, jobsto do, meds
to cook, kidsto raise. There's an odd fedling for the inexperienced time travel ler that al these people are
wearing idiotic suits, driving old cars, and demanding, " Say, what'sthe big idea?' just for your benefit.
They're nat; they'reliving their lives according to their times. It's il fun, mind you, and there are an awful
lot of laughsto be provided, but then, as now, you have to learn how to stay out of people'sway.

Altheawas till new at the game, however, and drank in everything asthough it were part of an elaborate
surprise party laid on just for her.

"Niceto be back?' | asked her.

"Y ou couldn't possibly imagine," shereplied. "What are we doing?'



"We'retrying to figure out why Mitchell I. Levitan broke off contact on this spot. There's nothing here but
the Mormon Temple. HE's not aMormon.”

Sheturned around and | saw her do adight double take. She tapped me on the shoulder. "Neither are
they," she observed.

Shewasright. Weweren't looking at the Mormon Tem-ple. What we werelooking & was Sister Aimee
Semple McPherson's Foursquare Gospel Church.

"Comeaong, my dear,”" | said, taking her arm. "I think it's time we were saved.”

Ever since a Chicago White Sox infielder named Billy Sun-day hung up his spikes and traded in hisglove
for aBible, there has been along procession of so-caled evangelists who specidize in separating
impressionable people from their money in the name of God. Sunday, arecovering a-coholic, used to
visit the back room where the money was counted, wanting to know, "How much did we take the
suckersfor tonight?"

Othersfollowed. Some never became more than tent show hostsin the Bible Bdlt. Others went no
farther than their own storefronts. But until the age of television, no one could even gpproach the level of
success enjoyed by one Sister Aimee Semple M cPherson.

Aimeewas, for lack of abetter word, atrue artist. Her act boasted amixture of sex, fear, and old-time
religion. When she touched abum leg and pronounced it cured, no one was going to argue. Not in front
of four hundred tear-streaked, adoring worshippers. And after awhile, the guy with the leg would start to
think, hey, maybe it doesn't hurt so much anymore a that—the way asick person sartsto fed alittle
better just waiting in the doctor's office.

Wetook the rearmost pew but had no trouble hearing Aimee. She was suffused with an angdlic glow
from afollow-gpot—one that became considerably brighter by contrast after afew "praise Jesuses.”

| spotted at least ten shills spread out among the faithful. They weren't any too subtle; whenever Aimee
would ask for a"praise Jesus," or any other sort of vaidation, the shillswere quick to nudge their
neighbors and jump to their feet in an amost orgiastic response. Thered giveaway was when the
clothedine came around.

Y our average church, I'm sure you're aware, has what is known as the collection plate, which isusualy
passed around midway through the service. It might be a straw basket attached to along wooden rod.
Whatever itis, it isan efficient enough receptacle for coins and paper.

Well, acollection plate wasn't going to do it for good old Aimee. After dl, people might get the wrong
ideaand give her coins. To avoid any confusion at dl, instead of acollection plate, two deacons stood at
opposite ends of the pew holding aclothedine. Attached to this clothedine, at approximate pew-seat
intervas, were golden safety pins. Y ou didn't have to be ageniusto figure out that only paper money
could be attached to those safety pins. Which was how, in afew short years, Sister Aimee had been able
to build amagnificent church with its own powerful radio sta-tion.

Anyway, when the clothedine came around, Aimee's shills made ahuge show of pulling out aten or
twenty and pinning it to the clothedine—which, in turn, made the poor suckers sitting next to them rethink
that one-dollar dona-tion, making it atwo- or even five-dallar gift.

When the clothedine gpproached us, | took out two fif-ties, and attached them to the pinsin front of us.



Then | motioned to the nearest deacon, who saw my generosity and hurried over. | handed him atwenty.
"I'd liketo vigit with Sister Aimee for amoment,” | whispered.

"I'm afraid that'll beimpossible." He shook hishead.

"Werein the house of theLord," | replied, dipping him another twenty, "nothing isimpossible.”

He went over to the other deacon and they whispered afew words back and forth. The second deacon
cameover to us.

"I'd liketo help, but—" He shrugged helplesdy.

| rolled my eyes and took out another twenty, which he pocketed with almost comic nonchaance.
"Another fifty each, after we see Sigter," | said.

He haf-bowed. "Follow me, please.”

Heled us out asde door through anarrow corridor to the vestry room. "Sister will joinyouina
moment,” he whispered in reverentia tones.

Althea gave me awide-eyed look. "I don't know why I'm nervous,” she said. "She was such afake."
"You'rein the presence of greatness,” | said. "A con artist, but agreat one."

The door opened and Sister Aimee Semple McPherson dipped into the room, quietly shutting the door
behind her. Her manner was surprisingly modest, as though she was sorry to have disturbed us.

"Hello," shesaid shyly. "I'm Sister Aimee." She gtill wore the cross-gpangled cloak in which she had run
the service. Her blond hair was spit-curled; her eyes were a startling blue. Her face was not what could
be cdled at-tractive—in truth, | ungpologeticaly state that she brought to mind a handsome, show-quaity
Airedade—but it was an arresting face that could not be ignored. And when that face turned its attention
onme, it was difficult to dismissthe pure sexua current that bore a me right through her eyes.

"Sster?' Altheaspokefirst. Aimee'sface, in one glance, spoke volumes.

Altheafdl to her knees. "Oh, Siger, oh, Sister," she sobbed, kissing her hand. "Y ou're the only one who
can help my ... brother and me! Please, Sigter!”

At theword "brother,” Aimee'sface relaxed ingtantly.
Her manner became soothing dmost at once. "Now, there, it'sdl right, child. Sister will help you."
"Oh, Sigter," Althea blubbered, "1 know you can! Theway you hed dl those people.”

"Now, now," Aimee replied, gently chastising her, "I don't do the heding. Jesus doesthe hedling. I'm just
theli'l office girl who opensthe door and says, ‘Comein.'"

Aimee helped Altheato her feet. "How can | help you, child?

"It'sm-m-my fiance, Mitchell. We were supposed to g-get married, but he said he wouldn't unless you
sad it wasthe right thing to do. He adores you s0," she cried. "Oh, Sgter! Whatever shall | do?

It occurred to methat right now | was witnessing perhaps the grestest scene ever played between two
consummeate actresses—and the world would never know it.



What impressed me even more was the way Altheaiin-stinctively knew Aimee would be threatened by
her looks, and she undertook to work sexual competition out of the equation by making me her brother.

Aimeetook ahold of Althea's hand and mine, immedi-ately beginning to caress me with her thumb.

| drew Mitchell's head shot out of my pocket. "Have you seen this man, Sister? He answers to the name
of Levitan—Miitchdl I. Levitan."

"Why ... yes" she said, but she was|ooking in my eyes, and not at the photo.
"Did he say anything? Like, where he might be heading. It'slife and deeth for my sgter, Sster.”
"Oh, you can cadl meplain old Aimee. All my friendsdo,” she added significantly.

"He seemed like anice young man,” she said, biting theingde of her lip. "Even though hewasin that den
of iniquity, themovies."

"Oh, Sigter!" Althea shrieked. "I tried to keep him from the movies! It'sthe Devil'sbusiness” She
betrayed adight lip curl that only | could see. "Tdl me you made him stop!”

"Only Jesus could do that, child." Shelet go of Althea, agesture dmost rudely dismissive, and took both
of my hands. "He didn't tell me much,” she said. "Only that he had always wanted to meet me and he had
atrain to catch.”

"Whereto?'

She put my hand on her breast. "What's your hurry?'

| gave her theflirtiest grin | could summon. "'Sis. It'sdriving her nuts. But | can dways come back later."
"My last sermon's a eleven,” she whispered.

"I'll bethere, Sister," | whispered back.

"Did he say where hewas going?' Altheawailed.

"Yes, child, | remember now," Aimee said through her teeth. "Chicago. And"—she bit theinsde of her
lip agan—"Dixon, lllinois" She gave Altheaaglancethat | could swear was mdicious. "He said hewas
looking for alifeguard in Dixon, Illinois. Y ou sure about him, honey?'

"l supposewell find out when we get there" | said. Comeon, Ss."
"Oh, thank you ... thank you, Sister," Altheawhined tearfully.
"Not at dl, honey," Aimee sang. "Midnight?' she mouthed a me.

| gave her awink and anod. With any luck, I'd be on atrain rolling eastward past Needles by then. No
hard fed-ings, though; we both ran a pretty good con.

| had never been aboard atrain in my life, so when we got to Union Station | gave Althea some money
and told her to get us the best accommodations available. | wasn't dis-appointed. The conductor showed
usto something caled a"drawing room,” which had al of the appointments one would find in agood
hotel, including, | was gratified to see, anice big bed.



Theralswereking in Americaat thistime, and would continue their reign until the late fifties, when air
travel became advanced enough for the middle classto afford it.

Thetrain crewswere gtrictly divided dong racid lines. The engineers, brakemen, and conductors were dl
white. The cooks, porters, and waiterswere al black. Y et al were part of an aristocracy of travel. Once
the conductor showed you to your drawing room, you were handed over to the careful ministrations of
the porters, for whom your comfort was amatter of professiond pride. A steedy job with therailroad
was pretty much the best career a black man could hope for in the 1920s, and not one of them took it for
granted. When you left your shoes outside your door at night, they were returned the next morning as
shiny as pat-ent leather. If there was one speck of dust on your coat, someone was there with abrush
before you even knew it. If you wanted your morning coffee at precisely 9:01, a por-ter was at your
drawing room door with atray a 9:01 on the dot. All of these services were performed with cheerful
dignity and solicitousness by men who took pridein their work. Through far hindsight these men have
been consid-ered by someto be Uncle Toms, but having experienced rail travel in the 1920s, | can attest
to the unfairness of such a sweeping generaization. These men were professiona's who made the best of
an unacceptable stuation.

Our porter, astocky man in his sixties named Greene, committed our names and our tastes to memory
within sec-onds of meeting us. Over the next four days, my coffee arrived light and sweet, and Altheds,
black with one lump. Greenetook grest pridein hisability. "Y ou on'y hasto tell Greene wunst, Mist'
Surrey,”" he pronounced, and | believed him. | never saw him write anything down—I later found out that
he was bardly literate—and yet he never got asingle order wrong in four days.

"Youreawfully quiet,” Altheasaid aswerrolled through asmal towninlowa ™Y ou haven't said much
snceweleft LosAngeles”

"I'm not used to doing nothing for thislong at astretch.”
"How long would thistrip takein your time?"

"Three, maybe four hours by plane. A workahalic like Mitchell |. Levitan must have gone loony on this
trip. And, of course, he didn't have you to help thetime go by."

"That's not what's bothering you, isit?'

"No, itisn't. Totdl you the truth, | was thinking about Greene. This guy must have an 1Q of about 812.
He works twenty hours aday, never screws up an order, dways makes you fed like you're the only
passenger onthetrain. Yet thisisashigh ashe can goinlife. And thisisthe best he can hopefor, for his
kids"

"| didn't get out muchin 2007," Altheasaid. "Isit very different?’

"Oh, you till have problems. Hell, when were all wear-ing space suits and living in domes, well sill have
prob-lems. But somebody like Greene could be whatever he wants to work at becoming.

"Y ou know, it'saproblem weve had at Timeshare. We have clients who happen to be black, and they
want to go back in time and visit old neighborhoods and witness fam-ily milestones, just like anybody
else. You know how rotten it makes mefed totell them that if they go back far enough in time, they can't
stay at the same hotels or ezt in the same restaurants as our white clients? And what makes me fed even
crappier isthat they al understand. They expect it; they don't even hold us responsible. And we hate
it—wefed like were part of the problem.”

"It'snot your fault, John. 1t would just cause trouble for everyoneif you tried to fight it."



"It ill sinks," | muttered.

Onthelast night of our trip, | went into the men's restroom and found Greene Sitting on the radiator,
reading abook. "Hello, Greene," | said. "What are you reading?’

"Tryin'to," hesaid. "My daughter been teachin’ me." He showed me the cover; it was an ementary
school primer. "l figureit's never too late to take up schoolin'.”

"Youfiguredright,” | said. "I'm sorry you had to wait thislong."
"l ain't complainin'. | done good, consderin’ | wasborn adavein Missippi.”

| was taken aback. Although | had travelled through time, and farther back than the twenties, | had never
met anyone who had actualy been adave. | had always taken the at-titude that it wasn't my fault, no one
inmy family had ever been a davehol der—but when confronted with an actud victim, | was struck
dumb. The smplefact remained: If | had been born at the same time as Greene, he would still have been
adaveand | would have been free.

"l was two years old when the war ended, an’ | wasfree, so | didn't have much timet'get used to bein’' a
dave," Greene said. He put down his book and drew aflask out of his pocket.

"It'sthered thing," he said. "Green River." Hetook two paper cups out of the dispenser over the sink,
and poured us each a shot.

"Thanks," | said. "To better times."

"Oh, they'll get better," Greene nodded. "After I'm dead, maybe, but they'll get better. | wastakin'toa
white man on the Chicago run las week ..." Hetrailed off and shook his head at the memory. "No
disrespec, but hewunh little crazy."

The hair on my neck stood up.

Greene looked around, as though checking for eaves-droppers. "He said it's all gonna happen. Colored
gonnavote, eat where they want, deep where they want, git jobs, go to college. Be movie stars." He
laughed. "Hoo-wee, colored movie star! That Greene gotta see!”

"Hesright," | said. "Who wasthisguy, Greene?"

"Hecalled me Midt' Greene. Hetal' meto cal him Mitchell. | tol' him that wouldn't befittin'. So we
compro-mised. | called him Mr. Mitchell, an hecal me... hedin' call me nothin' after that. Called me
'uhhh.""

"Mitchdl?" | asked.
"Mitchdl I. Levitan," he said. "Greene don't forget aname like that. Got off at Dixon."
| kept my self-congratulationsinsde.

"Migt' Surrey," Greene asked me thoughtfully, "was Mitchdl 1. Levitan right? It's gonna happen? For my
chillen?'

"Yes" | sad, "but even morefor ther children.”



He straightened on his perch, setting his face as though posing for astatue. "Good," he said. " 'cause
every last one of 'em goesto college. When the time comes, Greene's kids gon' be right out front."

2 MARCH 1926—DIXON, ILLINOIS
"Y our bagslI be at the gation in Chicago,” Greenetold me. "I'll look after it persond.”

"l wouldn't trust anybody else, Greene," | said. Thetrain was dowing asit reached the outskirts of Dixon.
| handed him an envel ope with athousand dollarsinside. He pocketed it without looking. | was sorry |
would miss the chance to see hisface when he counted up my contribution to the Children of Greene
Educationa Fund.

"It'sbeen apleasure, Migt' Surrey, maam.”

| put out my hand. He looked surprised, then smiled and gave me afirm clasp. "Good stuff startin’
dready," hesaid. "Thanks, Migt' Surrey.”

"That's John to you, Mister Greene.”

Greene laughed and shook his head. "World ain't reedy for that, John." He shook his head again. "Nope.
Aint quite ready for that."

So far, in my four days of experiencein 1926,1 had yet to witness any of the so-called prosperity of the
1920s. Our trip had taken us through desol ate western towns and parched looking Midwestern farming
communities, the latter of which enjoyed none of the benefits of a skyrocketing stock market. The
twenties were not good timesfor rural America. There were droughts, price-fixing, and fixing of the
price-fixing. Foreclosures were already becoming the order of the day by 1926, and the mass exodus to
placeslike Cdifornia had dready begun.

Dixon, Illinois, was an unremarkabl e little town, dmost indistinguishable from any other of itssize. Like
many small towns| had been through, this one gave me the im-pression that the current generation had
pretty much given up hope and were sacrificing everything for their children. The kids were doing their
part, aswell. Kids of al ages made deliveriesfor local stores, labored on farms, picked up odd jobs
wherever they could—all the while staying in school and keeping up their grades so that they could
some-day go to college and break the endless, joyless cycle.

I'm aCdiforniaboy, and western Illinoisin March was a bit much for my thinned-out blood. | was
freezing and | said as much to Althea, who told me to stop being an old nance, whatever that meant. She
had grown up in northern Cdiforniaand England, where freezing one's butt off was an inherent skill.

"Mind telling me what were doing here?' she asked.
"We'relooking for Mitchdll I. Levitan'slifeguard.”

"Where do you expect to find alifeguard in winter?'
"I'll find him, don't worry. Fortune favorsthe brave.”

"Do you know who heis?'



"l haveafeding| do."

"Would | know him?*

"Asamatter of fact, you might."

"And what do you expect to find out?"

| turned to her. "Altheg, thisiswhat a detective does, especidly when you're chasing afugitive. You find
out where he's been and talk to the people who've seen him. Look, we spoke with Aimee, who put us
onto histrail right herein Dixon. Her statement was corroborated by Greene. Now were going to talk to
thelifeguard, and hell tell us about his conversation with Mitch, and maybe give usalittle more
information. Probably not much, but maybe enough to put us onto where he's going next.”

"| can see where this can get awfully dull.”

We walked through the center of town toward the local high schoal. "It's repetitive, and sometimes
tedious, but hardly ever dull. Look, sweetie, | was adetective for eight years and never oncedid | stand
in acrowded parlor and announce, The murderer isright herein thisroom,' or 'Stabbed, Colonel ?1
never said the fellow was stabbed. Just how did you know that, sir? ™

It was after three o'clock, and most of the kids had a-ready |eft school for the day. | was about to curse
my luck when atall, well-built, bespectacled kid wearing aletter siveater stepped out from the main
entrance. | waved to the kid, and he pointed questioningly to himsdlf. | nodded, and saw him look a me,
then Althea, and then remove his glasses.

"l know him!" Altheawhispered excitedly. "He's an— helll be an actor!”
"That aint al hell be" | replied.

The young man approached us. Even a that young age, he had histrademark engaging smile. "Wdll," he
sad, "thisismy week for srangers.”

"Mr. P—" | sopped mysdlf and cleared my throat. "Dutch?"
"That'sright. Dutch Reagan. Who're you?'

"I'm John, and thisis Althea. Can wetdk a minute?"'

"I've got to get to work, if you don't mind walking with me."
"Dutch, did aman named Mitch Levitan pay you avidgt last week?"
"Yep, suredid. Why, who ishe?"

"He'safriend. He got lost. What did he talk to you about?"

"Nothing, redly. He said he was on hisway to Chicago and wanted to stop off and see ared American
town. Just sortaran into me and struck up a conversation.” He smiled.

"Hetold me | had abright future ahead of me," Reagan said happily. "I sure hope he'sright.”
"Heis," | sad. "Did he say anything else? It's very important, Dutch.”
"Well, I'm sure hewas kidding."



"Kidding about what?"

"He said he was on hisway to Chicago. Wanted to have lunch—no, wait aminute, he said ‘take
lunch'—no, that's not right, either. Ah! He said he wanted to 'do lunch’ with Al Capone. Well, gee! How
do you 'do' lunch?'

"With Al Capone?’ | asked.

"Wll, everybody who's heading for Chicago saysthat. It'sjust ajoke.”

We stopped in front of adrugstore. "1've gotta go. Will you folks be around?"

"No, wereon the next train.”

"Aw, too bad. Well, nice meeting you."

"Dutch," said Althea, spesking for thefirst time.

"Yes maam?"

"Ever condder, when you get out of school, going into the movies?'

"Me? Areyou kidding? Thanks for the compliment, though.” And with that, he was gone.

"Now I'm garting to enjoy this" Altheasaid smugly.

3 MARCH 1926—CHICAGO

My first thought upon entering the city of Chicago was, wow, thistown is alive. Carl Sandburg called it
the "city of the big shoulders,” and | can't imagine amore accurate description, especialy in the 1920s.

There were massive, sately buildingslording it over abroad river that ran right through downtown. |
have never been so struck by the mere presence of acity. The very physicality of the place seemed to
boadt, "Hey! I'm Chi-cago! Y ou got a problem with that? Loser?'

Thiswas no city with an inferiority complex, no "second city." There was a certain confidence with which
her citi-zens promenaded down her streets, asthough their town was the center of the universe, and what
kind of fool would even think of living anywhere ese. The hell with New Y ork, London, ancient Rome
for that matter; thiswas what a city was supposed to be.

The people of Chicago, of al races and economic clas-ses, strode through the streets asif they owned
them. And it was here that | first began to witnessthe sdlad days of the Roaring Twenties. Store
windows were filled with mer-chandise, street vendors lustily hawked their wares, and res-taurants and
hotel s boomed with land-office business. Endless queues of shiny automobiles choked thewide
boul-evards; bright-colored taxis discharged their fares and quickly boarded new ones.

It was atown built for good times, and Chicago was having one now.

We checked into the Blackstone as Mr. and Mrs. Surrey, in deference to the mordity of thetimes. |
figured that we might aswell get used to it, anyway. | don't know if it was the pulse of the city, or the



effects of timetravel, or even the idea of being man and wife, but for whatever reason, Altheaand | both
became horny beyond all sensibility. Aswe rode up in the elevator, accompanied only by an ee-vator
boy with his back to us, Altheabegan caressing the front of my pants. She leaned over and kissed my
ear, whis-pering aline that would set men on fire even eighty yearslater: "I'm not wearing any
underwear." When we |eft the evator, | had to carry my coat in front of me to avoid embarrassment.
We both stood quivering in our suite while the bellman situated our luggage, opened window shades,
turned on the light in the bathroom ... Frankly, | thought the little bastard would never leave. | findly gave
him afive-dollar bill and practicaly threw him out of the room. We jumped each other the second the
door closed. We didn't even bother taking our clothes off. We didn't have to; she redlly wasn't wearing
underwesr.

Then the phone rang.

"Nooo!" we both groaned together. | picked up the phone and shouted, "Call back in ahalf hour,
goddam-mit!"

A little later—certainly not, as you might have expected, ahaf-hour later—we were lying spent across
theliving room sofa. | was nodding off to deep, when it hit me. Who the hell even knew we were here? |
opened my eyes and saw that Altheawas smoking and staring right at me.

"Who knowswe're here?' she asked me.

"Who in the entireworld?" | replied. We both thought and came up with the answer at exactly the same
time

"Mitchell 1. Levitan," we said together.
"Chrig!" | said. "And wemissed him."
Althealooked a memiserably. "It'smy fault...”

| grabbed her and covered her with kisses. "Oh, no, no, of course not. Don't ever apologizefor that.
That was worth anything. Anyway, like my uncle Jack always says—and probably in the same
gtuation—'If it'sredlly important, they'll call back.""

The phonerang again. "Hello."

"Heh-heh-heh. That's some swell dish. All done now, Mr. Surrey?"
"Y ou want argp in the mouth?’

"Ooh, temper, tem-per.”

"Who thehdll isthis?"

"Oh, sorry. Jake Lingle, Mr. Surrey, of the Chicago Tribune. | understand we have afriend in common.
A friend of mine said he knew you'd be showing up. | been staking out dl the class hotelsin town for the
last week."

"When did you see him?"
"Why don't we meet for adrink, Johnny. Mitch told me dl aout you. Okay if | cal you Johnny?

"No. When and where?'



"There's a speakeroo down the street. Smoky's. Just take aleft outside the lobby and it's right on the
next block. Y ou can't missit. Bring the cutie.”

"I'll sseyou in twenty minutes."

"Don't you want to know how to recognize me?"

"| can dways spot an asshole," | said, and hung up.
"Who wasit?' Altheaasked.

| smiled. "If | can't get information out of thistwerp, you can take away my Decacom. Son of abitch.
JakelLingle"

"Why doesthat name sound familiar?'
"He'sareporter. Actudly, what they caled a'legman’ in those—these days."
"A legman? Soundslike you."

"Not that kind of legman, sweetie. Old Jake couldn't write to save hislife, but he was good at gathering
info. Hed cal in everything he knew to the rewrite man, who would put together the actua story. Of
course, part of what made him such a storehouse of knowledge was—is—that he's on Capone's payroll.
| sure hope he enjoys himsdlf for the next five years.”

"Why fiveyears?'

"That'sal thetime hesgot. In 1931, Caponéell befed up with him. Playing both ends againgt the middle
and dl that. Y ou don't do that with Capone.”

Althearran her hand up my thigh and shivered. "What is it about the 1920s?" she asked.
"l sad I'd meet him in twenty minutes," | whispered, diding her onto my lap.
"Youll belate," she breathed into my ear.

"He canwait." For agirl from the 1940s, who was currently visiting the 1920s, she sure did one hell of a
twenty-first-century lap dance.

Lingle was easy to spot, dthough it was hard to get used to seeing him upright. History usualy portrayed
him as a dead body on asidewalk. He was an unremarkable-looking man who was rapidly surrendering
his youth to excess. Hisface was dready bloating from liquor and his middle was beginning to thicken.
He looked like akid dressed up in hisfather's suit and hat, who had also spent alittle too much timein
Dad'sliquor cabinet. However, unlike my home era, where reportersjog and drink Perrier so that they
can pick up scoops from sources who aso jog and drink Perrier, this was atime when newsmen and the
people they wrote about al drank, smoked, and gambled.

"Lingle" | said, coming up behind him.

Heturned around. He was aready hdf lit up. "Johnny! The hdl areya" He pumped my hand vigoroudly.
He ges-tured around the room, adull little bar whose only distinc-tion wasthat it wasillegdl. "Let's
sddown.”



| ordered a beer, which Lingle warned me would be thin-ner than baby piss, while he ordered Scotch
and bring the bottle.

"When did you see Mitch?' | asked him.

"Whoa, whoa, hold yer horses. Let's negotiate. Thisis Chicago, paly. | got something you want, what
areyou gonnagive mefor it?'

| considered thisfor amoment. "How'sthis? Y ou tell me everything | want to know, and | won't beat the
crap out of you. Fair?'

"Hey, you can't talk to melikethat. | got friends."

"All right, Jake," | said tiredly. "How much?'

"A grand."

"Bye, Jake."

"Wait, for chrissakes, sddown. A c-note, okay? | got hills."
"Okay, ac-note. After wetak."

"Ffty up front."

"Don't pissme off, Jake." But | handed him the money.

He snatched the fifty and looked around for eavesdrop-pers. "Y our friend looked me up when he hit
town. Said he always wanted to meet me. That kinda gave me the creeps—I don't know why, but it did.
| mean, yeah, people know mein Chicago, but L.A.? Anyway, he told me he wanted meto set up a
mesting with the Boss. Just wanted to meet him."

"The Boss?' | asked, thinking, Springsteen?

"Capone, yamoron," he whispered bitingly. "Wdll, sure, everyone wants to meet him, and the Boss don't
mind. Makes him fed respectable.”

"So? Did you?'

"Yeah. | brought him to the Lexington, yaknow, the Bosss place. And they had adrink and shot the
breeze—tell yathetruth, | think the Boss liked him. They laughed alot. | was outside, but as Mitch was
leavin', the Boss had an arm on his shoulder and said, 'I| hopeit works out wit' that dame." "

"Dame? What dame?"'

"l dunno.”

"WEell, is she from around here? Chicago?'
"l don't know."

"Doesthe Boss?'

"How should | know?"

"Well, then, set up amesting for me."



"Areyou nuts?'
"Five hundred, Jake."
"I'll cal you tomorrow."

| leaned back and took a sip from my beer glass. Lingle had been right; it was thinner than baby piss.

Harold LIoyd was hanging from aclock.

Practically no one outside the film industry remembers him anymore, but in the 1920s, Harold Lloyd was
ahuge gar, right up there with Charlie Chaplin and Buster Keaton. However, it was 1926, the last full
year of film without sound, and LIoyd had gone about asfar as he could go.

We had anight to kill, and Althea had ins sted that we takein amovie. | went with some ambivalence

because | had found that most silent filmsdid not trandate well into my era. To tell you the truth, silent

movies usudly bored me. | had aways consdered Charlie Chaplin brilliant and imaginative, but he had
never made me roar with laughter as had the audiences of hisheyday. | was spoiled, | guess. | needed
verba aswedl asvisua humor for ared hoot.

But sitting in the crowded theetre, surrounded by an au-dience deeply involved in the sory, | was
beginning to enjoy the experience. | gasped aong with the audience as LIoyd clung desperately to the
giant minute hand, fegling the tension mount as his hand dipped, bringing him ever closer to certain degth
on the pavement of Cahuenga Boul-evard far below. Of course, | had seen adocumentary on PBS
about Lloyd, and knew for afact that there was a huge mattress spread out just beneath the shot.

Findly, though, | just gavein and had fun like everyone ese. | began to gppreciate Lloyd's kill in
communiceting agtory, and it soon became much the same as watching aforeign movie with subtitles,

"What do you want to do now?" | asked aswe strolled out of the theatre.
"It's 1926, darling,” she said. "What do you think | want to do? The Charleston, of course."

Ten minutes later, we werein an e egant speskeasy on Lakeshore Drive. Therewas no little dot on the
door opened by agangsterish-looking guy demanding a pass-word. Instead, we walked into asmall
lobby where amaitre d' sat like alordly concierge. He sized us up and nodded, then escorted usinto an
ornately furnished restaurant, one that looked much like agrand salon on an ocean liner. It was crowded,
but we were given a pretty good table near the band.

| ordered us some champagne and alate supper. | felt alittle underdressed, wearing only a suit while
most men wore tuxedoes, but the fegling soon passed.

The band was dl black, led by an energetic young man with long dicked hair that flew around his head,
amogt in perfect sync with the music. He had a powerful tenor voice and an incredible facility with lyrics,
trilling up and down the scale with unbelievable accuracy. He was so gifted, and so charismatic, that |
found mysdf wondering who hewas. | furioudy searched the vast corridors of my brainfor hisidentity.

Altheg, asaways, had read my mind. "Do you know who that is?" she shouted over the din, smiling.
"l should,” | shouted back. "Damniit! It's driving me nutd"

"Ishethe greastest?"



"l swear to God, he must be the coolest man alive,” | replied earnedtly.

The marvel ous bandleader jumped and danced across the stage, belting out a song flawlesdy al the
while. Once or twice he looked directly at us and winked, and | noticed that thislittle piece of stage
business had to be amagjor reason—in addition to his prodigious talent—why he was so successful. In
onewink, he was able to create acon-spiracy that said, "Hey, youre my real audience, I'm just giving
the rest of these ftiffstheir money'sworth.”

"Whoever heis" | said, "he'sgoing places.”
"Darling, he'sdready there"

Suddenly, he let out amagnificent whoop, and the mys-tery vanished. | knew exactly who hewas, and |
exploded with laughter at my good fortune.

He whooped again, and the audience took the hint and replied lustily in kind.
"HIDY-HIDY-HIDY-HO!"

Cab Cdloway led usthrough a thunderous repetition of hismusica gymnastics, and athough no one
could match hisskill, everyone certainly had as much fun. | know | did.

The band took a breather. They needed it, and so did we. Singing along with Cab took alot of energy,
and the room had grown hot and swesty with the effort. Which was fine with the management; it lso
made everyonethirsty.

| figured the hell with it and caught Cab's eye. He nod-ded and leaped athleticaly off the bandstand.

| stood and held out my hand. "John Surrey, Mr. Cd-loway, and thisis Althea Rowland. It'sared
pleasure.”

He shook my hand and bowed low to Althea. "Thank you, Mr. Surrey, I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"Won't you join us, Mr. Calloway?"

His engaging smile vanished. | wondered what | had said, what gaffe | had committed.

"We're not dlowed to st with the guests, Mr. Surrey.”

| felt sick. | dso began to fed exceedingly pissed. This man's ability paid the rent on this place and he
couldn't even St with an appreciative member of hisaudience? They could stick Jm Crow Sdeways.

"If you'll excuseme...." he began.
"Wait," | said, rising to my feet again, "if you can't 9t with us... can you stand with us?'
Altheastood up. "Nothing wrong with that, Mr. Callo-way, isthere?’

Helooked a us and dowly nodded. "Nope," he said, hiswinning smile once again crossing hisface,
"nothing wrong with thet at dl.”

| stole adownturned glass from a neighboring table and poured us each some champagne. "How long are
you going to bein town?" | asked him.

"New Y ork after tomorrow night,” he said.



"Nokidding," | replied. "The Cotton Club?"

He nodded. "Harlem, baby. Whereit dl begins. If you'rein town, | hope you'll come see me.”
"Try and keep usaway," Altheasaid.

"Areyou in show biz, Miss Rowland? Don't take this the wrong way, but you look like an actress.”
"Why, thank you. No, I'm not, but my father is."

"Oh, yeah," Cab said. "Angus Rowland, the set de-signer, right?"

"That'sright."

"I've seen your dad's work in London, malam. He'sagenius.”

"So areyou, Mr. Calloway."

"Just a bandleader. Whoa. | gotta get back to work."

"If we get to New York, well definitely seeyou,” | said. | held out my hand. "Y ou've got agreat career
ahead, Cab. Think of your wildest dreams, and then double them." Helooked at mewith adightly
bewildered glance. Then he smiled. "I don't know about that," he said. "My wildest dreams can get pretty
wild."

FOUR

4 MARCH 1926—CHICAGO

THE RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE WOKE ME UP AND | WAS ingtantly sorry. Whoever said
champagne doesn't give you a hangover never got loaded with Cab Calloway in 1926. He had joined us
several more times for some stand-up drinks, and for the rest of the night directed many of hisjokes
toward us.

Subsequent conversation had aso determined that he was an acquaintance of Greene's, which further
vdidated us astrustworthy peoplein hiseyes.

Altheg, asit turned out, danced a pretty good Charleston. | couldn't do it worth adamn. It wasa
complicated dance; you had to twist your feet while doing atimestep, plus afew other complicated
moves that were beyond me. | did manage the doo-wacka-doo trick with my knees, but that was the
limit of my terpschorean skills. Anyway, after al the champagne we drank, about half of which was
Cab'streat, my coordination was shot. Also, | hesitate to reveal, once or twice | had snuck into the aley
on Cab'sinvitation, and along with afew other band members, partook in afew inhalations of that evil
marijuanaweed. | guess musicians were abad influence on me. The last time| had ever smoked dope
wasin 1966 with im Morrison a the Whisky A Go Go.



In other words, the night had been one to remember, athough Althealater told methat it was forgettable
in one aspect—which | made up for as soon as | regained my sobriety.

Anyway, | was pretty hungover when | picked up the phone.
"Johnny?It'sLingle

"Yeeh. What timeisit?’

"Nine-thirty. Put on your best dress, sonnyboy, you're havin' lunch with the Boss."
"l an?When?"

"Oneo'clock. You know wherethe Lex is?"'

"I canfindit."

"Meet meinthelobby at one. Come done."

"Count onit."

Althearolled into my arms. "What're we doing today?' she yawned.

"Y ou're going shopping. I'm having lunch with Al Capone.”

Altheaand | dmost had afight—our firs—when | told her that she wasn't coming with me. She wanted
to meet Al Capone, damn it, and who was | to stop her? | had to make her understand that | had been a
cop, after al, and | was going to meet the biggest crook on the planet. He wasn't cute, he wasn't lovable,
he wasn't a curiosity—he was a cold-blooded killer, and | wasn't going to let her anywhere near him. |
eventudly won the argument, but | found my-self hoping againgt hope that it wouldn't turn out to be a
Pyrrhic victory.

The Lexington had alobby covered with lush red car-peting, broad staircases, and high columns. It
reminded me somewhat of the great movie palaces of the 1930s. Lingle met me at the bottom of the
gairs. | immediately noticed achange in his demeanor. The wisecracking squirt act was gone. He spoke
in hushed tones, asif hewerein church.

In other words, he was scared shitless, and probably with good reason.

"Just go Straight up the sairs," he whispered.

"Straight up the stairs,” | replied, alittle loudly to seeif it would shake him up. | wasn't disgppointed.
"Just go on," he muttered, wincing. "That's McGurn up there. Helll bring you in."

"Thanks, Jake," | replied in the same tone, and smacked him on the shoulder, hard. | took the stairs two
at atime and was met by awell-built young man, avery handsome guy with alarge nose. | recaled from
my studiesthat he was Vicente DeMora, later known as Machine-Gun Jack McGurn. The nickname
didn't come from his mob activi-ties—he was known to prefer a.45 automatic—but rather from his days
asaboxer.

McGurn nodded for meto follow him. He took me through a set of double doorsinto an outer office,
where| was met by another mug. Thisworthy was aheavyset guy with a cratered face. He gave off an



auraof quiet danger, and | knew right away that he was Al Capone's big brother, Ralph. He frisked me
somewhat rudely.

"You Surrey?'

"That'smy name," | replied breezily. For some reason, Raph's quiet intendty didn't scare me. Infact, it
had the opposite effect. Having been acop, | supposed, and having been accustomed to showing no fear
around crooks, | felt more than anything €lse a sense of coming home.

Raph gave me a penetrating glare, expecting meto shrivel. | returned it nonchdantly. Raph might have
been abig guy, and atough one, but unlike me he had never been aMarine. Or acop. | was one
hundred percent posi-tive | could kick his ornery assfor himin about thirty seconds. Of course, that was
gill no guarantee that | would leave the place dive.

The door to theinner office flew open and out stepped my host.

Al Capone was wearing a nausegtingly colored suit that looked like athousand hot dogs had been
scraped of mus-tard for its hue. He was shorter than | thought he would be, only about five ten, but he
looked bigger. He was heavy like his brother, and helooked very strong. Like the city he virtudly
owned, he had presence.

In every movie | had ever seen about him, he was played asaman in his comfortable, late forties, but in
fact he was only twenty-eight years old. Helooked alittle older because he partied so hard, but in
person he seemed like the young man that he was. He had a pleasant, almost cherubic side-of-the-mouth
smile, but hisbrown eyes, like the eyes of many bad men, were dead. The scar on theleft side of his
face, the one that had earned him the nickname no one dared call him, was morelivid thanin

photographs.
Al Caponewas ascary guy, so naturaly | acted asthough | was meseting an old school chum.
"John Surrey, Mr. Capone,” | greeted him heartily. "Thanks for your time."

He shook my hand. His grip was surprisingly fishlike. "Al Capone." He held onto my hand like an old
grandpa and sat us down on a nearby couch.

"Y ou want some coffee, Mr. Surrey? It's good coffee.” His solicitousness almost made me laugh outright.
"I would love some coffee, Mr. Capone.”

He nodded his head at McGurn, who |eft the room.

"Y ou know, it'sfunny, Mr. Surrey, but you look to melike acop. Sorry if you take that wrongly."

Thistime, | did chuckle. "Oh, wdll, you got me, Al," | confessed cheerfully, throwing up my handsin
surrender. "Twelve years with the Los Angeles Police Department.”

"Y ou mean, you an't acop no more?'

"InL.A.,wecdl it fuzz that was.""

Helooked at Ralph, who blew out hislips and shrugged. "What that what?*

"Fuzz that was. It'san L.A. thing, | guess. Anyway, I'm retired. Just abusinessman now."

" Jugt a businessman, huh? What kinda business?"



"Travel," | said. "I'm atravel agent. It'snot as excit-ing—well, sometimesit is—but it'salot safer.”

McGurn came back in, followed by aliveried waiter with asiver coffee service. We were quiet asthe
waiter poured us coffee and uncovered a plate of watercress sandwiches. That disappointed me. | was
kind of hoping for areally good feed, but | supposed that Al ordered the watercress sandwiches because
that's the way the upper clahses did it—and Al was the ultimate blue-blood wanna-be.

"Oh, good!" | exclaimed. "Watercress. I'm starved!”

Capone stared at me. | stared back. Then we both broke into raucous laughter that started as
between-the-lips rasp-berries and ended, for him anyway, as abronchial spasm.

"Hey!" he caled to the waiter when he recovered. "Take this Sissy shit away and bring us something for
men!"

Capone predictably wore his napkin around his neck, but other than that, his table manners were
surprisingly good. We had tucked into amammoth lunch of pork chops, baked potatoes, and aton of
vegetables swvimming in butter. Doc Harvey would have had apoplexy if he saw what was on that table,
but it was agreast medl and | consumed it with gusto.

"Whatcha gotta understand,” Capone wastelling me, "isthat yagot different types a people come from
different places, and that's what makes the way they do business. I'm a Neapolitan, see, | don't do shit
exactly the way Cholly Luciano does, ‘cause he'sa Sicilian. Then yagot— yahad—Dion O'Bannion. He
was acrazy mick. Hed sing that too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra shit wid ya one minute, and then ventilate your
brainsin the next, then go to his shop and weep while he did the flowers for your funerd.”

"What about somebody like Bugs Moran?' | asked, chewing thelast of achop. | was enjoying both the
food and Al's sociology lesson. After we had established that | had been a cop, he seemed to relax,
enjoying atruce with an enemy who wanted nothing of him.

"Moran," he sneered. "He ain't even Irish. He'sa Polack. And he does things like a Polack. But ya gotta
give'im credit. He don't have just Polacksworkin' for 'im, just like I don't have only wops. We dl got
somethin’ in com-mon—wops, Polacks, micks, hebes—and don't take this persondl, but we all hate
cops. Because where we dl come from, the government uses the cops to keep people down, take away
their manhood.”

It was apretty cogent statement from a supposedly illit-erate gangster, and | have to admit that | was
impressed.

The phone rang. Ralph answered and then handed it to Al. "Maxie Eisen," he said.

Al held the speaker over his chest and said, "Then ya got hebes, like thisguy. | like hebes. Y ou can trust
‘em. They're like wops who can do arithmetic. Y eah, Maxie? What horse, the eighth at Aurora? Dragon
Lady? Eight toone? Yeah, I'll go hdf. If wewin."

He hung up. "Wherewas|?"
"Youlike'hebes,' " | replied.

"Y eah. Lepke? Schultz? Tough guys, good business heads. Lansky? That kid'safriggin' genius. He
oughtabe at friggin' Harvard, teach those nancy-boys athing or two."



"What about Hymie Weiss?' | asked, curious about Bugs Moran's fiery-tempered lieutenant.

Capone shook hishead dismissvely. "Polack. Ain't even hisred name. Can't figure why the hell
somebody'd change their name to Hymie Weiss, unless maybe it's one athem Polack names soundslike
milk bottlesfalin' off atruck.”

Ralph was staring at Al and tapping on hiswristwatch. | took the hint and stood up.
"It'sbeen fun, AL"

He stood up, put his arm around my shoulder, and walked me toward the door. ™Y ou're al right, Johnny.
Y ou need ajob or anything?'

| couldn't helpit, but | was dightly touched. "That's nice of you, Al, but I'm doing okay."

"Whéll, anything you need whileyou'reintown ..."

| stopped. "Thereisonething ..."

Raphrolled hiseyes, asif to say, hereit comes.

"I'm trying to catch up with afriend of mine, and | understand he met with you last week. Mitch Levitan?!

Raph blinked, obvioudy surprised that my request was such aminor one. "I remember him," Ralph
volunteered. "That tall, skinny guy from L.A.? Wanted to make amovie about you?'

Capone thought for a minute, then chuckled. "Oh, yeah, sure. | remember him. Nicekid." Hiseyes
narrowed. "Hes not in any trouble, ishe?!

"Not at dl. He has an important message from the stu-dio, and werre trying to track him down."

"Yeah," sad Al. "Therésabroad in New Y ork he was moonin' about. | told him I'd fix him up right
here—yaknow, | ¢'n do that—but he said, no, he wanted this girl."

"He didn't say who shewas?'
"Nah. Just that hedd find her in New York."
"And that'swhereheis?"

"No-0," hesaid dowly. "He asked meif | knew anyonein New Orleans. He needed afavor, had to get a
copy of apolice report down there.”

New Orleans? A police report, | thought. Jesus, what the hell was going on?"So he'sin New Orleans?’
"Y eah, then heésgoin' to New York."
"Al," I sad. "Thank you. You'reaprince."

"Hah! Hear that, Ral phie, cop calls me aprince. And he don't even want any money. | tdll ya, it'sacrazy
world."



HVE

MISSION REVIEW—LOS ANGELES

MY PARENTS, ALONG WITH MY SISTER AND HER TWO KIDS, live haf theyear in New
Zedand, and the other haf in the canyons above Beverly Hills. They had moved to New Zea-land when
things started getting irretrievably awful in Los Angdes around the turn of the century.

But they were true Angelenos and couldn't stay away for long. To them, the city waslike anincorrigible
kid who raised your blood pressure to dangerous heights but was in the long run bighearted enough to be
worth al of the effort. Also, my sster's long-estranged putz husband had begun making certain noises
about turning over anew lesf— among other such reconciliatory mewling—uwhich could no longer be
ignored. So the folks had just bought anew Mitchell I. Levitan-type domicilein Beverly Canyon, where
they stayed during the socia season.

It was great having them back. I'm afamily-oriented guy, and | love the aroma of abackyard barbecue
and the sound of the laughter of relatives on a Sunday afternoon. | have aso reached the point in my life
where | depend upon my family's advice because, God damn it, it turns out that they are usudly right,
just likethey dways said they were.

| bring this up because, in addition to the officia reports of my debriefings at Timeshare, | have gotten
into the habit of keeping ameticulous journa of eachtrip | have ever undertaken. | keep copies of the
journa on disk and in my safety deposit box, but | also send or fax a copy to the family assoon as|
complete an entry. It provides them with afew laughs and, occasionaly, agood fright, likethetime | was
kidnapped by Nazi spiesin 1940. My mom went nuts after that one, as you might suspect.

However, it was my sister who brought up apoint that | believe should be addressed before | go any
further.

"l don't get it," she said. "Everybody likes you. Not"— she was quick to add—"that you're not a
charming man-about-town, but let'sfaceit: Y ou walk right into ameeting with Al Capone, and after a
few minutes, he's offering you ajob? | mean, hellooo ..."

Asusud, she had apoint, and | think it'sone| should clarify right here.

Being an L.A. native, | naturdly have many friends who have gone into the movies. My dmamater,
Chatsworth High, has a drama department that is to aspiring actors what Notre Dame and Penn State
areto young footbd| players. Theresadso Althea, who was afilm legend and a good enough actressto
deservethetitle. Even my grandpa Joe was a stuntman for awhile. So we can assume asagiven thet |
understand theetre. And anyone with the dightest grasp of theatre will be acquainted with the term
subtext. Subtext isnot just the thought behind the spoken line of didlogue; it isaso who that personis
who is gpeaking that line of didogue.

Well, when | go back intime, | am adways armed with powerful subtext. When | meet historica figures, |
often know more about them than they know about themselves. | certainly know wheat life holdsin store
for them. It'san dmost unfair advantage. Sometimes, it seemslikeit'stoo easy.

That subtext affects my demeanor. Add on the fact that | was a cop, and that knowing how to get people



to open up was my stock-in-trade, and it's much the same as the sdlesman who easily getsin to see
prospects while others spend their careers on fruitless cold calls.

But, | hasten to add, this does not mean that | am uni-versaly adored, or that all of my trips go off
without a hitch. Many of them have their problems, and 1926 was no exception.

4 MARCH 1926—CHICAGO

| emerged from the Lexington Hotel fedling pretty smug. It wasaclear, chilly afternoon, with afierce
wind blowing in off Lake Michigan, but for once | found the cold bracing instead of torturous. | had
decided that | would stop at the next jewelry store and buy Altheaalittle gift, and quick-ened my pace.
But | wasn't fast enough. A Chevy coupe piled onto the curb in front of me and screeched to ahalt. Two
big guys got out, followed by askinny little fellow in wire-rimmed glasses. The skinny guy had a
permanent scowl on hisface and looked like arefugee from Rent-a-Psycho.

None of them were armed—at |east, none were bran-dishing any wegpons—but | was sure they were
packing heat somewhere. The only thing that kept me from running or making amove right then was that
| was curious. | won-dered who they were and what they wanted of me.

"Get'naf'ck'n car," thelittle wacko hissed.

| shrugged and did as| wastold. | still wasn't scared— not just yet. But | was interested. And no one
hed pulled a piece on me,

"So, what do | call you?' | asked thelittle guy conver-sationaly.

He leaned over the front seat and stared at me. He was consumed with hatred, this creep, and | figured if
abullet didn't get him, hypertension would.

"What d'you call me? What d'you call me?' He nudged the driver. "He wantsa know what does he call
me. I'll tell you what you call me, shithead. Y ou c'n call me, ‘please, migter, don't kill me," how about
thet?"

"It'soriginal," | remarked, knowing that | was casting pearls and would be given pain for my pans.

He leaned over and punched mein the face. | turned my head to avoid a broken nose and received what
would prob-ably cause ablack eyeinstead. | tried to swing, but the guy sitting next to me blocked me
with hisarm. | could tell from hislook—and here's subtext again—that he was pro-tecting me as much as
thelittle guy. Wherever | was being taken, it was obvious that | was wanted there in one piece—
athough | questioned the wisdom of whoever picked thislittle nutcase for the job.

"l an't donewit' you," thelittle guy warned me. but that seemed to moallify him. Heturned around in his
seat and ignored mefor the rest of the trip.

We pulled into awarehouse on the Near North Side. Someone rolled down the steel door as soon aswe
wereingde.

Thelittle guy skipped out of the car before it was halted and ran into the office. My two escorts shoved
me out of the automobile and stood on either side of me. Both of them now had .45 automaticsin plain



view.

Thelittle guy returned, followed by avery stocky, jowly guy with piercing blue eyes and aKirk Douglas
buttonholein hischin.

"Tiehimup," the stocky guy grunted. Thelittle guy smiled, and | didn't like that smile one damn hit.
Before anything € se could happen, | felt the outside of my right front trouser pocket and hit the Decacom
button three times. | wastoo far from L.A. to be trangported back, but there was a dim chance that my
danger sgnd might be recaeived.

"Would you mind telling me who you guys are and what it isyou want?' | sad.

The little hump came toward me with arope. "I'm Hymie Welss," he said, "and | want your bdls.”

The near future didn't seem too promising. | couldn't make amove for my Taser because it would look
like | was going for agun, and those two guys could easily shoot me down before the stun gun cleared
my pocket. The piece Terry had given me was back at the hotdl. | had |€ft it there on pur-pose because |
knew | couldn't have brought it to a meeting with Capone. So | was helpless.

Hymie Weiss packed agood punch for alittle guy. He smashed mein the solar plexus, knocking the
wind out of me. While | was doubled over and gasping for bregth, | was roughly pushed into a chair. My
hands weretied be-hind me.

The stocky guy ambled over to where | was trussed up and gave me adap on the head. Not hard, redly,
just enough to let me know where | stood. Or sat.

"Let metake care of him, George," Weisssaid.
George, | thought, George Moran. Old Bugs himsdf.

When I'mredly scared, | turn into awiseass—or, per-haps | should say, abigger wiseassthan | usualy
am. It'ssmply my reaction to fear. Some guys shake or shiver, some guys pee their pants, some guysjust
get tougher. For me, whether it'sIragi firein Desert Storm, or a shoot-out with drug dealers, whatever
the Situation, | just get more sarcadtic and irritating. Which relieves my own tension, but dso gets my
opponents even more pissed.

| have always believed that everyone has at |east one annoying aspect to their persondity, and that just
happensto be mine.

So it was completely in character for meto regard Moran for amoment and then say, "Bugs! How the
hdll areya?'

| think | was unconscious for at least three minutes after Moran belted me on the jaw. When | cameto,
my mouth was full of blood, but I fill had al my teeth, and my man-dible seemed to be working.

"Cdl himthat again," Hymie Weiss said. ""Go ahead, you dumb shit.”

It's pretty much out of usetoday, but for thefirst haf of the last century, the only character who enjoyed
being called Bugs had rabbit ears and a cottontail. Calling some-one "Bugs' was not something you did
to anyone'sface. The term bugs was a profoundly serious insult meaning bats, wacko, loony, or
certifiable—it was not an insult ac-cepted gracefully or in kidding. Mentd illnesswas consd-ered a
personal failing, not atreatable disease. Cometo think of it, it would have been amorefitting nickname



for Hymie Weiss,

"l don't like dat,” Moran said. He spoke with adight Polish accent. "Don' say dat again.”

"Sorry to have taken the liberty,” | replied. Moran must have picked up on my tone, but helet it dide.
"I know your nameis Surrey, and you comefromL.A.," hesaid.

"Y ou do your homework, B—Mr. Moran."

"Dat'swhy I'm ill dive," hesaid. "Now, who da hdll are you?| heard you was acop.”

"l wasacop." | nodded.

"l @n't never doneacop,” Weisssad happily. "Thisll befun.”

"Was acop, you little dipshit,” | snapped. "Pay atten-tion."

One of my guards suppressed a chuckle. Weisstook a step toward me, but Moran held him back.

"Later," he said. "Siddown and shuddup.” He smiled at me gpprovingly. "Y oure ared fuggin' wise guy,
hah? Y ou don' scare easy, | likedat." Helit acigarette. "Y ou wanna zhmoke?"

"Don't smoke," | said.
"It figures,” Weiss sneered. "Cdiforniaqueerbait.”

"l said shuddup, Hymie. | ain't sayin' it again." He turned back to me. "What kind cop wasyou? Y ou
look too zhmart for a dopey flatfoot. Was you abig shot?!

"Detective lieutenant,” | replied. Actualy, | was a de-tective three—technicdly a senior-grade
sergeant—but | was on the lieutenant's list when | quit the force. Anyway, it wasn't as though they were
going to check.

"Why you quit?"

"| had a better offer."

"From Capone?'

"No," | said. "I'mlegit. I'mjust atravel agent.”

"Why was you wit' Capone, then? He plannin’ avaca-tion? Back to Guinedland?'

"No, nothing likethat. I'm trying to track down afriend of mine, and | heard that he met Caponelast
week."

"Disfriend do business with Capone?'

"No. He'sinthemovies."

"Whoishe" Weissinterjected, "Buster Keaton? Char-lie Chaplin?”’
"ThedaBara," | shot back.

"Hymie," Moran waved him off disgustedly, "I'm trynatink here. What's dis movie guy want with



Capone?'
"I don't know. Maybe he wants to make amovie about him."
"A movie about Scarface Al?' Weiss said incredu-loudy. "What the hdll for? Who'd pay to see him?"

"Who'd pay to seeyou?' | replied. Weissbaled hisfist a me. "Mr. Moran, I'm just trying to find my
friend. That'sdl thereistoit.”

"Okay." Moran shrugged. "Y ou can go."
"Redlly, Boss?' one of the torpedoes asked.

"Nah," he said with adight chuckle. "Just kidding." | might have been wrong about Moran. Maybe he did
merit hisnickname after dl.

"Look," hesaid alittle sadly, "we gonna have ta get rid of you. Sorry, but you know, dat's how we do
tingsaroun’ here.”

"I wish you'd reconsider,” | said, trying not to sound as though | was pleading, which | was. "Capone
wont likeit."

"| thought you din't do no business with Capone.”
"I didnt, but heliked me."

Moran shook his head dubioudly. "I don' tink Caponell go to war over you, Lieutenant Surrey. If you
was till acop, maybe wed tink about it, but youse retired.”

"I'm gill acop,” | said quickly.
Moran looked at Weiss, who made an autoerotic gesture with his hand.

"Dat'sdabdl game," Moran said. "Y ou'll go to heaven," he added consolingly, "it won' be so bad. Well
doit quick."

"The hdl wewill," Weiss protested.

"Shuddup, Hymie. He ain't abad guy.” He nodded to my two guards, but the one on my right keeled
over, un-conscious. He wasimmediately followed by the one on my left, who fell acrossmy lap.

It happened so fast that neither Hymie nor Moran had time to react. Something hit Moran, and hiseyes
rolled up into hishead. Hislegs gave out and hefell in an dmaost comica heap.

Weisss gun cleared his shoulder holster.

"Drop the piece, shrimp," Terry Rappaport's voice or-dered. Hymie put his hands up and the revolver
clattered to the floor.

"Y ou okay, John?" Terry asked me as he shoved the unconscious torpedo off my lap and loosened the
rope around my hands.

"I've been better,” | said, "but am | glad to seeyou. | didn't think you got my signd.”
"We were lucky. Atmospheric conditions madeit pos-sble



"Who the hell are you?' Weiss demanded.

"Just somebody who can kick your pygmy ass," Terry replied with agrin. "Keep your handswhere | can
seethem. John," he said, "do | detect the urge to play catch-up?'

| stood up and rubbed my sore wrists. "Why, Terry, I'm shocked. Shocked, do you hear? How can you
even think agentleman like myself would react in such away?"

He bowed. "Y ou have my gpology, sir.”

| turned to Hymie Weiss and tried to think of a decent quip. Unable to come up with one, | settled for
throwing a haymaker that sent him sprawling over atable and somer-saulting into an unconscious heap.

"That wasn't nice," Terry said.

"I'm letting him off easy,” | replied. " Someone € se can have the pleasure.”

Altheaand | had our second fight when Terry and | went back to the hotel to pick her up. At firgt, she
was predict-ably darmed by my condition; | had the beginnings of ablack eye, asplit lip, and aswollen
jaw. But that issue was quickly tabled when | told her that we were going back to 2007 to regroup for a
litlewhile

"I'm not going back," she said flatly.

"Altheg, | can't leave you here done.”

"Why not? I've been here before without you.”

"Because it's dangerous. Jesus Christ. Bugs Moran and Hymie Weiss were about to take mefor aride.”

"They don't know anything about me. Besides, | won't have anything to do with them. I'll go onto New
York and seewhat | can find out there.”

"l can'tdlowit," | said, and immediately regretted it.

"You can't allow it? Who the hell are you to dlow meto do anything?”

"I know, I'm sorry. It came out the wrong way. But | don't want anything to happen to you.”
"John, | can't handle 2007 just now. | just can't.”

She sank down onto the couch and tried not to weep.

Terry looked at hiswatch. "Goodness,”" he exclaimed.

"I haveto run out and get my dog groomed! I'll be down-gtairs.”

"Everyonel've ever lovedisdiveright now," she said after Terry left. "When we go back, they'll dl be
gone and Tony'll be an old man And | don't know anything about 2007. It frightens me."

It was newsto me that anything frightened her at dl, and | said as much.

"Oh, I'm scared, dl right. Jesus, even the kids look dan-gerous. What isit you call them—'gangbangers?



You can't eat asteak or add real cream to your coffee. And God help you if you light acigarette.”
"Cigaretteskill," | sad.

"l don't carel" she exploded. "I'm on borrowed time, anyway. | was supposed to die in the Battle of
Britain, remember?'

"l remember,” | said softly.

"Anyway, that's not the point. I'm usdlessin 2007. All right, I'll go back with you when thismissonis
over. Well live together in your beautiful, confusing gpartment. I'll quit smoking and egting things that
taste good, and watch every-thing | say because | can get sued if someone takes it the wrong way. I'll
carry awater bottle everywhere | go, like some Bedouin. I'll go back to where cops can't keep the
sreets safe because they'll get fired if they arrest anybody. I'll go livein your ridiculous, intrusive decade,
and | won't say aword againgt it. | promise. But please, don't make me go back now!"

| took her in my arms. The doctor had been right; she wasin afragile state. But she was also very strong,
and very, very determined. "Doc Harvey isgoing to kill me," | whispered to the top of her head.

"Thanks, John."

| stood up, went over to my suitcase, and took out the rest of our expense money. "This ought to tide
you over until 1 get back. | want you to stay at the Plaza. That way, I'll be able to keep track of you.
Always leave a message when you go out, so if | show up when you're gone, I'll know where you are.
Canyou handle the .457"

"NO_"

| gave her my Taser. "It'sno good past ten feet. Just point it and shoot. And shoot first and ask questions
when the guy wakes up. If anyone makes you fed the least bit uneasy, blast him. Don't wait.”

"I'll befine, John."

| looked down and scratched at the carpet with my shoe. "I didn't redize you hated my time so much. I'm
sorry.”

"Oh, John, it isn't that. I'm overcome with happiness at having found you. But you and the doctor both
said it; bringing someone into the future has never been done be-fore. There's sure to be some problems
adjugting. Well, I'm having them now. But I'll befine."

"l can't help but fed—" | began miserably.

"It'snot your fault,” she cut me off. "Now, come over here.”
"Now? Terry'swaiting downgairs.”

"Terry'sasweet man. Hell understand.”

"Wel, dl right," | said, going to her.

"Whét is it about the twenties?' she wondered aoud.



SIX

5 APRIL 2007—TIMESHARE, LOS ANGELES

"WE HAVE GOT TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT TRANSPORTATION back there,” Terry said as
we stepped out of the Zoomer. "I mean, rail travel isvery relaxing, and they treet you like royalty, but
man. it'sboring!"

We were lucky enough to land Greene's return route, and he and Terry had hit it off as| had expected
they would. Greene had aso given me regards from Cab Calloway, who was looking forward to seeing
Altheaand mein New Y ork. But Terry wasright. Crossing the country in daysinstead of hours was
time-consuming, and being cooped up on atrain took away our fine edge.

"Where's Miss Rowland?' Doc Harvey demanded.
"She elected to go onto New York," | replied.
"Areyou out of your mind?' hefairly shouted. "Areyou nuts?'

"Sheisonedetermined lady,” | said. "And | used my prerogative as mission leader. She didn't want to
come back just now, and when Althea says she wants something ..."

"Faceit, Doc," Terry chimed in, "she wasamovie star. Having her own way isin her blood.”

The doc gave us a disgusted wave and walked away.

Everyone was grouped around the television, including Corneliaand Felice. " Anybody home?' | shouted.
One of the technicians shushed us without turning around.

"What's going on?" | asked no onein particular. Stand-ing on tiptoes, | could only glimpse an ocean of
protestorsin front of agovernmental-looking building. Many of them were carrying signs. One of them
sad, "GIVE USNEW JOBS THEN, OR SHUT THE HELL UP." Ancther said, "OF COURSE TOFU
ISOKAY WITH YOU GUYS; IT TASTESLIKE SHIT."

Felice turned to me. "It'sthe Dairy Farmers Associa-tion. A few of them have taken over the Surgeon
Generd's Office and the rest of them are outside.”

Why?

"They're demanding that the Surgeon Generd revise his study on dairy products. Apparently, so many
people have stopped drinking milk, eating cheese, and buying red ice cream that it's causing adepression
intheindustry. They'retired of it, and they want the Surgeon Generd to find every one of them new jobs
that will equd their previousin-comes.

Terry and | looked at each other and started to laugh.

"Itisn't funny, John," Felice cautioned me. "The Cattle Ranchers Association has thrown them their



support. So has the Tobacco Indtitute. It'samess!”

"Thank God," | said fervently.

"Thank God what?'

"Thank God Altheaisn't hereto seethis. I'd never liveit down."

Fdiceturned her attention away from thetelevison. "Areyou dl right, John?Y ou look awful.”
"I ran afoul of somefamous gangsters” | sad. "But I'm okay now. I've got some work to do.”
"Will you be needing my help?'

"Inaday or two I'll be going back, so I'll need some more dough. But—"

"Oh, wait asecond, John," sheinterrupted. "There's an urgent message for you.” She handed me apink
memo sheet.

| pocketed the memo without looking at it. "I'll take care of it." Felice nodded and rgoined the crowd
around thetelevision. "Terry, did you ever have any contacts in the New Orleans Police Department?”

Terry smiled. "Oh, yeah. We made afew cooperative drug busts down there. Steve Fortescue runsthe
Narco Di-vison now, | think he finally made captain. What do you need?’

"It'slong shot, and | doubt they updated their records from that far back when they went on computers,
but seeif he can hdp you find anything from early 1926—any famous guy who got pinched for anything.”

Hewhidled. "That's atough one, John."
"If that doesn't work, go to the FBI. Y ou worked the mob, you must know a couple of Feds.”
"More than a couple. Okay, you've got it."

When Terry left me, | took the memo out of my pocket. My eyes popped when | read it.

Drop by my office at yourearliest convenience.
Edwin Blaine
Chief, LAPD

5 APRIL 2007—LAPD HEADQUARTERS, PARKER CENTER, LOS ANGELES

It was good to be back.

| hadn't been to Parker Center since putting in my papers two years before, and the place il felt and
amelled exactly the same—like home. Thelittle newsstand in the lobby was dtill there, doing a bang-up
bus ness from uniformed and plainclothes cops dike. Bearded and scraggly haired un-dercover guyswith
badges or 1D cards hanging from ragged jeans and army jackets shed their Street characters and strolled
the hallways proudly, secure on their own turf for at least alittle while. There were even pale and
nervous-looking police officer candidates scattered in smal whis-pering groups, waiting for their
background investigation interviews and endless rounds of entry-level paperwork.



| took the dow devator to the Administrative floor, where | had never been before and, quite frankly,
had a-ways worked to avoid. My good friend and former watch commander, Randol ph Dickinson, had
just been made as-sstant chief and was waiting for Blaine, the ineffectua in-terim successor of an even
less competent chief, to retire and clear theway for hisown on to thethrone.

| had never met Acting Chief Blaine. He was not widely known throughout the Department. Blainewasa
pure pogue, aguy who got himsalf promoted off the street as soon as he became digible, and had
immediately laiched on to the coattails of his predecessor, a bloodless, bean-counting Y uppie
paper-pusher named Spier. Spier had been widely hated throughout the Department and loved by the
politi-cians. He never supported the men in acrisis and could be counted on to go at the departmental
budget like asushi chef. Fortunately, he could only serve two five-year terms, the second of which had
expired amonth before.

Chief Blaine was an enigma. No one knew who he was or what he stood for, nor had anyone bothered
to find out. Frankly, some people are born to play second fiddle, and he seemed to be at the top of that
paticular lig.

| stopped by Randy Dickinson's office to congratulate him on his new status as heir apparent, but there
was no onein hisoffice. | went to the end of the hall, to the hal-lowed office once occupied by the man
for whom this building was named. | entered a reception area and found no one there. | was about to
|eave when the inner office door opened.

"My secretary quit," avoice said. "Her thirty was up last week and she was off to Hesperiathe next day.”

| turned toward the voice. Its owner was asmall man wearing a cardigan swester, loose gabardine
dacks, and to complete the odd ensemble, dippers.

"Chief Blaine" | said. "John Surrey.”

He came toward me and shook my hand warmly. "Randy Dickinson has dways spoken highly of you,
De-tective Surrey. It'sapleasure to findly meet you. Won't you comein?'

| followed him into his office. There were boxes al over the place and bare wals with clean paint outlines
where pictures had hung for years.

"I haven't redly moved in yet," he said gpologeticdly, "and | don't know if | should bother. I'll have forty
yearsin next November, and | may just turn the whole mess over to Randy at that time instead of
finishing my term.”

| was taken aback by this confidence and didn't know how to respond. | stared at a picture on his desk,
an old photograph of atough-looking cop in awoolen uniform and Sam Browne belt.

"My dad." He nodded. "The origina hard-nosed Irish copper. He was one of Chief Parker'sfavorites,
could have beaten out Davis or Gates easily. He drove Parker nuts because he wouldn't leave the
Sregts”

"He must have been proud of you," | offered.

Blainelaughed but the irony in hisvoice was evident. "When | made sergeant, he trested melike atraitor.
The higher up | went, the more he seemed to disapprove.”

"Maybe ... it just seemed that way," | ventured.

Blaine leaned back in hisroomy swive chair. He seemed grateful for the chanceto talk to



somebody—anybody. "My dad was al cop. When somebody committed a crime on his begt, he took it
persondly. He was amean and bigoted son of abitch, but that went out the window when it cameto
protecting the people on his beat. Somebody got robbed or beaten or raped, no matter what color or
nation-aity they were, when he found the creep who did it, he came down on them hard.”

"Well," | said carefully, "he till must have been proud of you." | didn't know what the hell to say to this
aurpris-ingly londy, wistful man.

"Hewasaprick," the chief said decisvely, "and he hated me."
| wasn't going to touch that one, so | just sat there won-dering what he wanted from me.

He reached into his desk and took out a beautiful, gleam-ing lieutenant's shield. He did it acrossthe desk
toward me.

"It'syoursif youwant it," he said. "Y ou can take over the Fugitive Squad tomorrow."
"Did Randy Dickinson put you up to this?" | asked him.

"Y es. But after he told me about you, | was convinced that he was right. We've been losing officers,
Surrey, good cops. All of our best guys are now chiefs of policein little tank towns al acrossthe
Northwest. They put in their twenty and can't wait to get out. We need our good officers back."

"Do | haveto decide now?'

"| checked your file. Y ou have amonth left until the two-year cutoff. After that, you lose your seniority,
and you'd have to come back in asabasic police officer.”

"Not likdy," | sid.

"I didn't think so. But in the short time | have l€eft, I'd like to make my mark by bringing this department
back. | want it to be the kind of department that once made this city proud. That startswith men like
you."

There wasn't much | could say to that, so | waited for him to continue.

"Tel me" he said. "What do you think isthe biggest problem we, as cops, are facing today?"

"The same problem we've had for the last twenty years. Gangs.”

"What would you say if | told you that | had an ideathat might just get rid of them, once and for dl?"
"Have you got a hundred thousand jobs?'

"No. But I'm a police officer, not the mayor. My con-cern is crime. What would you say if | told you |
had aplan?’

"1'd say, 'Good luck." "

"If you thought it was agood plan, would you consider coming back?!
"Maybe. I'd haveto hear the plan firgt."

My cdlular phonerang.

"I'm sorry, Chief. | haveto takethis call. They wouldn't bother meif it wasn't important.”



"That's okay." He nodded. "Would you like some pri-vacy?'
"That'skind of you, but I'll be okay. Excuse me." | flipped the phone on.
"John?'

"Yeah, Terry. Go ahead.”

"| caled Steve Fortescue a New Orleans PD. He said the only way we could find out about anything in
the 1920s would beto fly down there and go through their archives.”

"Screw that. It would take days."

"No kidding. I'd haveto sift through awhole mountain of old files. I'll doiit if | haveto, but it might be for
nothing.”

"What do you mean, for nothing?”'

"Well, after | got off the phone with Steve, | called Herb Villaverde at the FBI officein New York. He
kicked me over to their guy at the NCIC. What a character. A redly old bastard. Y ou know how the
FBI used to have manda-tory retirement at fifty, then al those age-discrimination suits made them get rid
of it?"

"Yesh"

"Well, this old guy has been with the Bureau for more than fifty years. He wasredly helpful at first. We
were talking shop, getting dong like ahouse &fire. Then, when | mentioned New Orleansin the 1920s,
he came down on melike afucking anvil."

"What do you mean?"

"He clammed up. Then he got red abusive, said shit like "'Who are you again?' Whom do you represent?
He garted screaming at me because | wasn't an officid representative of alaw enforcement agency and
asked mefor my name so he could sic the IRS on me. Naturaly, | hung up on the old fart.”

"Hmmm," | sad. "Intereding.”

"Yeah," hereplied, "but not red effective.”

"Okay," | said. "You did your best. Well just haveto try another approach.”
"I'm sorry, John."

"Don't worry about it. I'll be back at the barn in an hour.”

| snapped the phone shut. "A problem?’ the chief asked.

"Sort of." | replied.

"Can| beof any help?'

| regarded the chief with surprise. "Chief, your time must be very vauable ..."
"| can gpareafew minutes,” hereplied sardonicaly.

"Okay," | said. "Chief, you are now aconsultant to Timeshare."



"I'm honored," hereplied. "Actudly, | may need the work someday soon. How can | help?’
"You can't ask me any questions.”
"l likeit aready. Papa would be proud.”

"In 1926, a famous person was either busted or written up in an incident report in New Orleans. We
don't know who he or she was, or the charge, but we have to find out somehow. The FBI won't help us,
and NOPD sayswed haveto go into their archives and look at every single report from that year. We
don't have the time or the personnd to do that."

"l think | can save you thetrouble," Chief Blaine said.
"Redlly."

"I'm not sure,”" he began, adow smile crossing hisface, "but | think | might have an idea. Let me makea
few cdls”

"Areyou sureit's no trouble?’

"Mr. Surrey," he said, assuming dignity in hismanner for thefirst time, "I'm a pencil-pusher. That'swhat |
dowel. | promiseyou, I'll have some resultsfor you quite soon."

"All right, Chief," | said, getting up. "1 gppreciate the effort."

"Forget it," he said. He held up the lieutenant's badge. "And give this alittle thought, won't you? Randy
Dick-inson may work for me, but that till doesn't mean I'd want him mad a me."

| returned to Timeshare fedling pretty good about the way things were turning out. The chief had turned
out to be an interesting guy, and | looked forward to meeting with him again.

"How'd it go?' Terry asked me.

"Surprising. Anyway, the chief might be able to help uswith our New Orleans problem. He said held get
right towork onit."

Terry'sface clouded and he motioned his head toward the TV screen. "He might be delayed,” Terry said.
"The Department just went on tecticd dert.”

Tactica dert meant that dl leaves and days off were cancelled in anticipation of acivil disturbance. The
normal three-shift rotation was cut down to two twelve-hour tours until the dert was cancelled. It dso
meant that Blaine, in hisfirst mgjor test as chief, would hardly have the time to go to the john, much less
handle our inquiry.

"What'sthe dert for?' | asked Terry.

"All hdl'sbresking loose. The Dairy Farmersthing? They're marching on every Federd building in every
magor city. Thiscould get redly ugly.”

| had to seethis. | suddenly felt mysdlf worrying about Chief Blaine, wondering how he would handleit.
But | had to put such curiogity aside and concentrate on the mission.

"Terry," | said, "how much do you know about the twenties?"



"I'maWild West man," he said. "Y ou're the twentieth-century guy.”

"Do what you can. Let's St down and write out every-thing we can remember about that era. Mitchis
vigting everyone he can think of. Look, he knew President Reagan wasakid in lllinois, and he stopped
off to seehim, didn't he? Well, now he'sin New Y ork. He knows who's famous, and who's going to be
famous. He wants to meet every-body."

"| thought he was just looking for the gorillahis dreams.”

"Heis. But hesawriter. Everyone he meets goesinto that creative bank—hisimagination. Say you're
writing amovie about ahistorica figure. Wouldn't you be able to do a better job of writing about
someoneif you actudly met them?'

"Sounds good to me," hereplied.
"All right, then let'sget to it."
"Thetwenties," Terry began. "Who do | know in the twenties? Babe Ruth. Lou Gehrig."

"Not just baseball," | said. "Anyway, it's March back there. The Y ankeesl| bein spring trainingin
Horida"

" Spoilsport. Okay, Ernest Hemingway. Scott Fitzgerad. Ring Lardner.”
"Now, we're getting somewhere,” | said.
"Yeah," he snorted, "but were getting there awfully dow.”

"I think we have enough,” | said an hour later. My list wasten pageslong. Terry's was about seven,
which wasn't bad considering that his expertise wasn't in that era. | had a sudden brainstorm and made a
mentda noteto find out everything | could about Harry Levitan, Mitchdl's grand-father. Maybe that would
shed some light on Mitchell's motive. It was areach, but | needed dl the help | could get.

| picked up the remote and turned on the television. "L et's see how the Dairy Farmers are doing.”

The Federa Building was surrounded by an angry mob. They weren't doing anything destructive, at least
not yet, but their mood was getting uglier and uglier. It was just amatter of time before someone or
something set them off.

Therewas aring of copsin riot gear surrounding the crowd. Terry and |, who had both been there and
donethat, knew exactly the sick feding they each must have had. Riot duty wastheworst. A lot of cops
| worked with ways felt that there was something intrinsically un-American about it, that it made them
seem like the goon squad of a banana republic. Most people who attended protests such as this were not
there to cause trouble—they were there to be heard. It was usually ahandful of self-aggrandizing
low-lifeswho set them off for their own ends and ruined every-thing for everyone. The protests had
aready degenerated into riots dl across the country. Terry and | fervently hoped it wouldn't happen here,
but given L.A.'srecent history, the chances of a peaceful outcome seemed remote.

| was curious asto how Chief Blaine would handleit. Would he just turn the whole problem over to
Randy or one of the deputy chiefs with expert credentialsin crowd control? As much as| wanted Randy
to become chief, | also wanted to see Blaine succeed.

Asit was, | didn't have long to wait. The crowd parted— rather unenthusiasticdly, | thought, and two
figures walked to the front steps of the building, where the leaders of the protest had set up their podium.



The head protester had hisface set in an dmost Hymie Weiss-type of scowl.
"Arethey going to tell them to disperse?' Terry won-dered aoud.
"They haven't got apermit to assemble,” | replied. " Shades of the Rodney King verdict.”

The cameras zoomed in. The two figures were Randy Dickinson, a six-foot-seven giant in riot gear, and
Ed Blaine, five-eight in his dippers and cardigan. Blaine handed a sheet of paper to theriot leader, who
snatched it impeatiently.

| wished | could see the expression on Randy Dickin-son's face, but it was obscured by histactical
headgear. | couldn't help but notice, however, that his attention was riveted on Chief Blaine. | could tell
from his demeanor, though, that he was probably thinking hisworld-famous "Boy, you crazy." He had
said that to me often enough when he was my boss on the Fugitive Squad, and | rec-ognized his posture.

But Chief Blaine looked unconcerned as he watched the Dairy Farmers spokesman read the dip of
paper. The spokesman suddenly looked up, and stared at Blaine. Blaine shrugged and then nodded.

And then a strange thing happened. The spokesman reached into a beer cooler and took out a
single-serving container of milk. He handed it to Blaine, who opened it, raised it in sdute to the entire
assemblage, and then tipped it back and chugged down the entire contents. Then Blaine and Dickinson
turned and walked back through the crowd. And as they did so, the crowd applauded. Wildly. Some
protesters even patted them on the shoulder asthey went by.

| turned up the volume as areporter caught up with them.

"Chief Blaine," the reporter asked as he struggled to keep up with them, "are you going to disperse the
crowd?'

"Noneed,” Blainesad.
"But they don't have a permit.”
"They do now," hereplied firmly.

"Chief Dickinson, the Farmers have aready rioted in other cities. Aren't you afraid that could happen
here a any moment?

Dickinson pulled off hishelmet for the cameras, but Blaine stopped and turned to face the reporter. "I'll
answer that. These people have a permit to assemble. Aslong asthey are not breaking any laws, and |
have their assurance that they won', they are exercising their right to protest as guaranteed by the law of
our land. It's our job to uphold that law."

"Then why are the police on tacticd dert?"

"I'll leave you in Chief Dickinson's most capable hands," Blaine said, getting into his car. On Randy
Dick-inson's face was the most reluctant look of admiration | have ever seen.

"We're hereto protect the crowd as much as anyone else,”" Randy said. "We expect no trouble. Thisisa
peace-ful demongtration. Now if you'll excuse me."

| turned off the TV. "Wow," | said.

"Yousadit." Terry nodded. "The guy may look like Perry Como, but insde, he's Niccolo Machiavelli.
You're lucky to have achief like that.”



"| fed bad for Randy, though."
"How come?"

"If I know Randy Dickinson, he just found out some-thing about Chief Blaine that he absolutely did not
want to know."

"What'sthat?"

"Helikeshim."

SEVEN

6 APRIL 2007—TIMESHARE, LOSANGELES

| MIGHT HAVE DONE SOMETHING MORE STUPID IN MY LIFE than parachuting from ajet
over water inthe early evening, but try as| may, | just can't seem to come up with anything.

TheMitchdl I. Levitan situation had become too critica to waste five days crossing the country by train,
and gtriking the whole Zoom Room and moving it to the East Coast was not aviable dternative. So, a
moron named John Surrey opened his mouth and said, "Why don't we fly cross-country in the company
Gulfdgream IV?'

Timeshare's own private jet was a perk that Felice and Cornelia added on when we started doing

busi ness beyond our wildest hopes. Our customers came from al over the country, and flying themin
free of charge was an added feature to the Timeshare package. Felice, our resident fi-nancia genius, had
even figured out how to depreciate the operating cogtsinto avirtua profit.

Our pilot was aretired Nava Aviator who had flown sorties over Vietnam with my uncle Jack. Hewas a
short, bald-headed guy who had been areal hot dog in his Navy days. He missed the action but was
happy to still beflying for aliving—and anyone who worked for us made a damned good one.

The ideawas to zoom the jet back into 1926. That wasn't a problem; the Zoomer had afifty-mile range
and could even transport the plane while it was airborne, dthough the turbulence it created was alittle on
the scary side. The difficulty wasthat in 1926, there wasn't anywhere on the globe where alarge,
twin-engined business jet could land. First of dl, we didn't want anyone in 1926 to see the plane, and
secondly, there were no concrete runways for the jet's sengtive landing gear. Air travel in 1926 was il
primitive by our standards; dl planesweretail-draggers and all air-ports were grasdand.

It was Terry, my good friend and assistant, who un-knowingly got me into the whole mess. He actudly
vol-unteered, not redlizing that | was the one who had to go.

"Kirk," he asked the pilot, "would it be possible for you to drop down to about seven thousand fest,
depressurize the cabin, and cut the throttles all the way back?"



"Sure," Kirk said, chewing on the end of an unlit pipe. "Why would | want to?"

"So | could jump.”

"Thehdl you say."

"Comeon, Kirk, | was Airborne. The good old 101<t. | know my way around a chute.”
"Theenginesare on thetall. You'l get turned into ham-burger.”

"Not if you cut the throttles and dip your wing; I'll free-fal right out, and my chutell open at fifteen
hundred feet."

"If I cut the throttles and dip my wing, I'll hit the god-damned ground before you do.”
Terry dapped his shoulder. "Not you, sport. Y ou're too good apilot.”
"Forget it, Terry," hesaid.

"What's the matter, you can't doit?' Terry needled him. "I thought you Navy pilots—sorry, Nava
Aviators— were such hot shit. Chrig, I've met Coast Guard pilotswith more bals."

Kirk reddened. "Don't even go there, Dogface."

Terry looked a me gppedingly. "Come on, John. Talk some senseinto him."
| didn't likeit, but | was out of options. "What's your plan, Terry?"

"Y ou got any maps of the New Y ork area?' he asked Kirk.

"I think | can scrape one up,” Kirk replied edgily. He reached into his Jeppesen case and pulled out a
chart of thetristate area.

Terry flipped through the pages quickly. "There," he said.
"That's Connecticut,” | said.

"Right. Here we go." He nodded to Kirk. "Y ou take the northern route, over the Canadian border. Make
sureyou'vegot dl thefue you can carry.”

"The G-IV has agood enough range to go there and back,” Kirk said, "but we could fill up the auxiliary
wing tanksjust to be sure.”

"Okay. Now, you maintain atitude until you hit Boston. Then you start losing height over the Atlantic.
Y ou make adow, descending circle to the southwest. Then you dideright in over the Sound between
Long Idand and Con-necticut.”

"l can dothat,” Kirk said thoughtfully. "It'd take some navigation, though, you want to do it at night.”

"Sunset is good enough. The point hereisthat you don't want to be visible, that'swhy | don't want you to
drop dtitude until you're feet wet past Boston. By the time you turn west, the sun'll be setting. Y ou keep
al your nav lights off and no onell see us coming out of the east.”

| nodded my gpprova. "Y ou've thought of everything, Terry,” | said. "Where'sthe jump ste?"

"Compo Beach, Westport, Connecticut. | know the place, my aunt and uncle live there. It's agood-sized



drop zone, the areawon't be heavily populated, and there's atrain station less than two miles away."
"Was the station there in 19267

He nodded quickly. "It was built in 1918 for the troops going off to World War I. | jump at around six, |
can make the 6:38 to Grand Centrd, no problem. Bein the city by eight.”

Kirk flicked a paper clip a the no smoking sgn and lit his pipe. "And how do | find thislovely garden
soot?'

Terry pointed to the map. "Y ou seethislittle U-shaped idand about amile and ahaf offshore? That's
Cockenoe Idand. About forty years ago they were gonna stick anu-clear reactor plant there; the town
went batshit. So, it's uninhabited.”

"What about in 19267

"Same dedl. Anyway, who cares? No on€ell see me. So, Kirk, my drop zone is this point just acrossfrom
theidand. I'll bring alittle entrenching tool, bury the chute on the beach, and before anyone knowswhat's
happened, I'll bein the bar car on the 6:38. What do you think?!

"It'sagood plan, Terry,” | said.

Hegrinned hugely.

"However, you're not going."

Hisamilefroze. "What the hell do you mean, I'm not going? Whois?'

| swallowed painfully. "1 am.”

"Jesus H. Chrigt, John!" he exploded. "1've made over two hundred jumps.”
"Yeah," | said. "That was before you got ametal shin-bone working the mob undercover.”
Helooked insulted. "So what? | can handleit.”

"l can't risk you, old pal."

"Y ou weren't a paratrooper, John."

"l got my wings" | said.

"How many jumps?' he chdlenged me.

| mumbled an answer.

"How many?

| cleared my throat. "Six."

"Oh, 50 you qudified and never jumped again. John, you'l kill yoursdf.”
"I'll befine. Y ou're gonna be jumpmaster.”

llmr]_ll



"Terry, it'sagood plan. But it'smy party. Can | count on your help?'
Hefumed. "Yeah," he breathed.

| was afraid that selling the plan to Corneliaand Felice was going to be difficult; in fact, | had thought that
the two of them would veto it outright. It turned out to be not only difficult to sl the plan, but just as
much of an effort to convincethem that | hadn't lost my marbles.

"Areyou nuts?' Corneliademanded.
"Have you gone round the twist?" Felice wanted to know.
"Five more dayson thetrain?' | retorted. " That's crazy. It'sawaste of time and energy."”

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that,” Corneliashot back. "Y ou can't stand being cooped up for five days, so let's
risk your life, Terry'slife, and Kirk's. Oh, and lest we forget, how about a $27 million aircraft?"

"Look, | candothis" | indgsted, dthough | was far from sure about it.
"I'm sureyou can," Corndiasad. "But you're not."
"Oh, comeon, Boss...."

"And after the three of you get killed in afiery wreck, what do | tell Kirk'swife? Althea? Y our uncle
Jack?'

"Oh, yes, John, your uncle Jack would really take thiswell," Felice added. " 'Well, you see, Admira
Surrey, John assured us that he would be all right. So, based on that, we let him parachute out of a
businessjet flown by one pilot with no rdlief from al the way across the conti-nent—in other words, the
longest airborne mission since Entebbe.’ | don't think so, John.”

"Look, I'll handle Uncle Jack."
"John, the answer isno."

"Areyou going to givein?| don't have the time to argue anymore, and I'm going to do it anyway. So
herésmy offer. Either give me your blessing, or I'll sall you back my sharesin Timeshare, plus make you
the beneficiary of al my insurance policies”

Corneliaand Felice glanced at each other.
"Oh, Chrigt," sghed Corndlia, "he's getting like that again.”
"He'sin martyr mode." she agreed, "there's no stop-ping him."

"I hate it when he bluffslikethat,” Corndiasaid. "Someday I'm going to haveto cal him onit. Just to see
what happens.”

| ran off to make preparations for the trip before they changed their minds. Currency, medica,
wardrobe—all teams had to be put on full aert. The debriefing room had to be set up for our return.
Findly, and perhaps most im-portantly, Levitan's bill had to be totaled up. Timeshare would be lucky to
be on the receiving end of that particular check.



It would be Kirk, our pilot, who would have to work the hardest thistrip. He would have to fly
cross-country from Van Nuysto Cape Cod and then back again—without one single stop. His skills as
both pilot and navigator would be tested to the limit. Not to mention his stlamina

"l need awesather report,” Kirk said as| joined him and Terry in the briefing room.
"For Connecticut?'

"For Connecticut on March 7, 1926. Not to mention the rest of the country. John, | have to know what
atitudesto use. Which route to take—"

"Wadll, at least you won't have to worry about air traf-fic,” Terry remarked.

"Maybe. But | won't have any air traffic control, elther.

No wesather updates, no wind speed and direction changes. And no Globa Positioning Satellite.”
"I'm beginning to see your problem,” | said.

Kirk stared a mefrankly. "I don't think you are. Look, John, you're a pilot. Maybe just aweekend
Cessnajockey, but you il fly. Y ou know dl about filing aflight plan, getting help from the flight service
center, even making use of pireps. But werein the dark right now.”

"All right then. What can | do?'

"I need the most exact wesather datafor 7 March '26 that you can get me. I'll tell you why: | haveto
cdlibrate the flight computer, the Loran—every goddamned needle and did I've got. Y ou want meto get
you there, | can. But | also want to get back in one piece. The autopilot can save me ahell of alot of
work, but | have to feed in the correct information to begin with."

"Okay. Say nomore. | think | can solve your problem. Just it tight.”

"Admird Surrey'soffice”
"R. B.?Isthat you?'
"Big John! How the hell are ya, kiddo?'

Magter Chief Rodney Bates had been with my uncle in one capacity or another since Jack'sreturn to full
flight duty after hisreturn from captivity in the Hanoi Hilton. R. B. had been the maintenance crew chief of
every aircraft Jack had flown from then on. Later, when Jack rose to command of an aircraft carrier and
then to flag rank, hetook R. B. with him as hisadminigrative assstant. | had known R. B. since |l was
fiveyearsold.

"Still working on that novd, R. B.?'

"It's done and five publishers have aready regected it,” he announced proudly. R. B. had spent the last
three yearsworking on what he firmly believed was going to be the biggest Navy nove since The Sand
Pebbles.

"Keegp plugging, R. B."

"Ismy middle name'Quit? What can | do you for, John?"



"IsHimsdlf around?’
"He's on leave, John. He should be out your way. Didn't he call you?”

"No," | answered, surprised. Jack was not merely my uncle, he was my best friend. It wasn't like him not
to cdl when hewasin from Washington. That had me worried, and it made mefed guilty because |
didn't have thetimeto think about it.

"R.B.," | said quickly, "I need afavor, ahuge one, and | need it yesterday.”
"Ask and ye shdl receive," he pronounced.

"I need the weather records for 6 March through 8 March 1926, for the entire country. Conditions,
winds, whatever."

"It would be pointless of meto ask what thisisfor, wouldn't it?*
"Pretty usdess, yeah."

"Wdll, even if Jack were here, held kick it back to me anyway. If it weren't for us chiefs, our damn boats
would ill runon cod."

"Do you think you'd have those records somewhere?”
"I'm sure | know someone over at Met. Gimme your fax number and stand by."
"Youreabuddy, R. B."

"Anything for Jack. Now stand by. Y our fax isgonnastart Singin' like Pavarotti.”

R. B. wasas good as hisword. Within twenty minutes the fax was spitting out page upon page of charts,
meteorolog-ica data, and other facts vitd to our flight. The information was so complete it amost
evinced agrin from Kirk.

"Thisisgood." He nodded approvingly. "Maybe we won't die. I'll be at the airport.”
"Whedsup inninety minutes” | said.
"You hope," he grunted.

After heleft, Terry gave me acrash-refresher course in parachuting. His mood had mysteriously changed
from dis-appointment to enthusiasm, but then Terry had ways been ateam player.

"Okay, | saw on the chartsthat the only wind is going to be avery light offshore breeze. Y oulll hardly
haveto steer at al. But you know how, right?"

"l qudified, didn't 17"

"Y eah, but what do | know about Marine Airborne qua-ification? It's common knowledge that you
jarheads are much more at home with your schlongsin the mud.”

"That's only because Congress gives dl the money to you dogfaces.”



"Right," hereplied, rolling hiseyes. "Now when you hit the ground, tuck and roll. Dont try anything
fancy. Y ou try to come down standing up, asif you were, well... me, or something, you'll probably break

your legs™"
"Il be careful.”

"Good. Now, I've got to ask you one more time: Are you sure you want to do this? Y ou haveto bea
hundred percent.”

"I'msure,” | replied, dthough | wasn't.

"Great," he answered sarcastically. "Hit your Decacom when you land, once for okay, three timesfor
trouble

"Therewon't be any trouble, Terry."
"There'd better not be."

Terry went ahead to the airport to help get things ready. He had dso ingsted upon packing my chute
himsdlf.

"John?" Felice caught me on the way to the parking lot. "Thisfax just camein for you."

| stuck it into my pocket without looking at it. "Thanks, Felice. By theway, tell the techiesto be precise
when they zoom the plane back in. It can't go off the radar screen for even a second. It's got to come
back exactly theinstant that it disappears.”

"I'll take care of it." She nodded. "John. Please be care-ful.” She gave me atight hug.

"I will," I promised, kissing her cheek.

"Y ou know, Cornelia can be pretty tough,” she began.

"Butinsdesheshard asnails” | finished for her.

She grinned. "True. But when sheredlly cares about someone—"

"Likeyou."

"And like you. She'sworried about you."

"I'll be fine. Onelong blast on the Decacom to Kirk, when he gets back you'll know I'm okay."
"John, you don't haveto do this."

| kissed her again. "Of course| do."

| was pretty shaky when | climbed aboard thejet at Van Nuys. | took one last ook around the airport
and spotted my little Cessna at itstie-down near the 94th Aero Squad-ron, wondering if 1'd seeit again.
Totell you the truth, jumping from an airplane scared the hell out of me. But the Marines had taught me
how to dedl with fear: | was more afraid of looking scared or chickening out than | was of the
consequences of my actions. The Airborne Rangers had probably taught Terry the same thing.



"You're scared to death.” Terry grinned.

"You got thet right.”

He dapped me on the shoulder. "Enjoy it. That'sthe fun! Being scared shitless and defeating it."
"Terry, did anyone ever tell you that you're atotal and utter psychopath?”

"Moi?"

"Doesn't anything frighten you?'

"Jugt onething.”

"Oh, yeah? What's that?"

"Marriage.”

Terry went forward to the control cabin and reappeared dmost immediately. "Let'sbelt up,” he said,
pushing the button that automatically shut the cabin door and locked it.

The starboard engine kicked in, setting off an army of butterfliesin my ssomach. The effect was doubled
asthe port engine turned over.

| looked around the jet and noticed how different it was from the last plane out of which | had jumped. In
the Marineswe had legped out of the rear end of agigantic, noisy, and spartan C-130 Hercules. The
Gulfstream, on the other hand, was carpeted and luxurioudy appointed. There were plush recliners, a
couch that folded into abed, abar, afully stocked galey, and a bathroom with smal shower. Not the
sort of aircraft one would think of asan airborne platform.

Therewas aloud hiss asthe intercom went on. " Gen-tlemen,” Kirk'svoice blared out at us, "we have
received clearance to taxi and hold short of the runway. We are currently number three for
takeoff. Please fasten your safety belts, and stay the hell out of my cockpit. Except when | ask one
of you to bring me coffee."

We began abrisk taxi acrossthe tarmac. A little too brisk, | thought, but | wasn't the pilot. Terry was
garing pensively out the window. He looked over at me and winked. | burrowed into my impossibly
comfortable seat and tried not to think about plummeting to my desth intheicy Atlantic.

We swung onto the runway, and, without stopping, Kirk goosed the engines al the way forward. Our
gpeed in-creased fivefold dmost immediately.

In another ingtant, we were airborne, and | could fed the gear retracting and the flaps returning to zero
degrees.

"Gentlemen,” Kirk'svoiceinterrupted my thoughts, " prepare for time travel. In five, four, three, two,
one— zoom.

The turbulence wasterrifying.

The plane bucked and buffeted, the nose pitching up, and just as suddenly, thetail. The wings dipped on
their axes. | could imagine Kirk up forward, fighting the control yoke with every ounce of his strength.



Terry, | noticed with some triumph, looked alittle green around the gills.
"Wheat the hdll," he said with aweek amile, "1 like jumpin’ out of 'em, not theflying part.”

All at once, the turbulence ceased. The plane continued its climb smoothly and with the dightest bump. A
brilliant sun shonein through the windows.

"Okay, guys," said Kirk over the loudspeaker, " unless somebody's really screwed the pooch, we are
now in 1926. So, boop-boop-be-do, everybody."

Terry breathed asigh of relief and reached into his pocket. He flashed a deck of cardsat me.
"Go Fish, anyone?'

EIGHT

7 MARCH 1926—37,000 FEET OVER WESTERN MASSACHUSETTS

THE PITCH OF THE ENGINES CHANGED EVER SO SLIGHTLY.
"Gentlemen,” Kirk'svoice said over theintercom, "we are beginning our gradual descent.”

"Let'sget you ready,” Terry said. "Firdt, put on your jumpsuit. It should fit right over your clothes. Then
well hook you up.”

"Terry," | asked, struck by a sudden and perhaps belated curiosity, "why did you become a cop?'

"My dad wasacop," hereplied, Sraightening my jump-suit. "He's one hdll of aguy, my old man. You
ought to see him. He's big, like your pal Randy Dickinson. No one knows where he got it from,
ather—hisfolksweretiny."

"Why'd he become a cop?"

Terry attached my supply bag to my ankle. "It's actudly not abad story. My grandparents came over
from Russia, you know, they got burned out by Cossacks and al that Fiddler on the Roof kind of stuff.
Wéll, they worked their asses off, my grandma got sweated in the garment shops and Grampa busted his
hump hauling ice. Just a.couple of hardworking immigrantswho didn't ask much from lifeand didn't get
much back, either. But they grew tired of work-ing for other people, so they saved for years and years—
my dad was a midlife baby—and they findly scraped up enough money to open alittle sodafountain.

Y ou know, one of those places with the green signs that said ‘L unch-eonette? Maybe you wouldn't
know, | guessthey didn't have themin Cadlifornia. Anyhow, just alittle place; you could get an egg cream
or asundae, newspapers, candy, cigarettes, that kind of thing. It made them aliving—not much more
than that, but at least they were working for themselves and not some dave-driving son of abitch. And
then my dad came along—Ilong after they gave up on theidea of ever having any children—and they



knew that they'd be able to send him to college. Maybe not Harvard, but at least he'd be able to take
time out from helping support the family to go to CCNY . Break the cycle of pov-erty, or ‘get off the
schneid, as Gramps used to say.

"Anyway, they run thislittle soda fountain. And once aweek this police sergeant comesin. Big Irish
guy—thiswasin the days when Irish copsredly were Irish, with the brogue and al. And the NY PD was
about a hundred-and-twel ve percent Irish back then. So, this sergeant comesin, and you haveto
understand the kind of presence this guy must have had. In those days, New Y ork cops still wore the
double-breasted tunics with the brass buttons and hook collars. And if you were a sergeant or above,
you had dl that gold braid to go with it. A cop looked like a cop in those days. When that sergeant
walked into my grandpar-ents little store, he probably took up the entire place. Scared the hell out of
them. After dl, what did they know from cops?

"Well, the cop would smile—a patronizing smile, ask solicitoudy about their hedlth, and then givethem a
dollar bill for acouple packs of Old Golds. Hed get his smokes, hisdallar, plushischange ... a
ten-dollar bill. Every week. Y ou know what ten bucks was to my grandparents back then?”

"I canimagine,”" | said. Terry was damned good—I had forgotten how scared | wasfor just alittlewhile,

"When my dad got old enough to understand what was going on,” Terry continued, "to say that he was
enraged would be an understatement. It grated on him until he be-came old enough to do something
about it."

"I don't getit," | said. "If | had grown up in that kind of circumstance, 1'd hate cops.”

"Hedid. But not what they stood for. It occurred to him that while it was true that these cops took
advantage of his parents, they also protected them. A guy tried to rob them once. Nothing redlly serious,
he just shoved Gramps around alittle. When the cops found out—well, let's put it thisway, the guy took
his act to another precinct after he got out of the hospitd.”

"They Hill shook down your grandparents.”

"Y eah. And that's why my dad became a cop. He wanted to make lieutenant at least, preferably captain,
be-cause he wanted guyslike that big sergeant afraid of him."

"Did hemakeit?'

"Heretired asafull ingpector. Y eah, he made it. He commanded awhole division. But he dways says his
hap-piest days were when he was a captain running a precinct. He ran a clean precinct, too. Hed've
thrown guyslike that sergeant right out on their asses."

"Isthat why you became a cop?'

He shook hishead. "I lovemy dad,” he said. "He'sthe greatest guy in the world, and | wanted to be just
likehim."

"I don't think he was disappointed,” | said.

Terry shrugged. "I know held like grandchildren, but you know how it is, working undercover. Not good
for relationships, not good at dl.”

"What does your mom think?'

He laughed. " She made me take piano lessons.”



"Y ou play the piano?'

"A little. Mom wanted me to be another Glenn Gould. | wanted to be Eliot Ness. Who do you think
won?'

"Gentlemen," Kirk said over the loudspeaker, "our al-titude is now seventeen thousand feet. We are
just passing Boston, feet wet and about to commence our turn south-west. Please make your
departure preparations.”

| looked out the window and was just able to make out the Cape Cod curve below. The left wing rose
dowly, and soon | could see nothing but blue sky. | wondered if anyone below could see us, and if they
could, what must they have thought?

Terry motioned for me to stand up. He buckled me into my chute like a squire armoring aknight before a
joust. Then he began changing into ajumpsuit of hisown.

"Terry? What the hdll do you think you're doing?"

"Excuse me?’ hereplied. "I'm sorry, you must have forgotten what kind of aircraft thisis. Isit aC-130?"
"No, but—"

"IsitaC-5 Gaaxy?'

"What are you getting at?'

"Isit even a Globemaster, or aDC-37"

"No."

"Did you happen to notice any rampsin the aft section of the plane?’
“Tery—"

"Was this plane designed for airborne operations?’

"No."

"Tel me, John, do you see, anywhere at al on thisair-craft, any sort of safety tether to which | can attach
mysdf asl bid you afond farewel|?"

"Oh, | getit"

"Wonderful. Therefore, what do you suppose would happen if | foolishly dipped or tripped or, yeah,
even ssum-bled from this aircraft without the benefit of alarge can-opy—not to be confused with the sort
beneath which those of my creed exchange nuptia vows—to retard my speed as| plummet earthward?’

| nodded my head in surrender. "That last foot would be akiller,” | recited.
"Right you are, sport. Help me with this chute.”

| buckled Terry into hisown rig. Then he atached alarge nylon bag to hisankle. "If | fal out, | want to
be pre-pared,” he said.

The engines softened to adull roar as Kirk throttled back and bled off airspeed.



"Gentlemen, we are passing through eleven thousand feet," Kirk announced over the loudspeaker.
"Preparefor cabin depressurization.”

In another ingtant, my ears sarted to pop and | began swalowing continuoudly for relief.
"Over New Bedford now, guys."

"Okay," Terry said, "you fall right out of the airplane. Y ou remember what that's like. Try and spread
your body out like you're akid pretending to be an airplane. When you hit fifteen hundred, your chutell
open automaticaly, but don't take any chances. Y ou start getting alittle scared, forget the auto-open. Pull
the ring and steer yoursdlf right onto the beach. Remember to tuck and roll.”

"Il befine, Terry."
"Okay."

Heleft meto my own thoughts for the next few minutes. | was so scared | thought | was going to vomit,
but my Marine training had long since taken hold and | was ableto put it aside.

"Okay, John, we're almost there. Seventy-five hundred feet, over Branford. I'm knocking the
airspeed down to a deuce.

"Well," Terry sad, "inthe words of my old jumpmaster, STAND UP!"

| stood.

"CHECK EQUIPMENT!"

| felt around on various buckles and straps to make sure they were all attached.
"Three minutes. Opening cabin door."

Theaircraft door did up into the ceiling. A bone-chilling wind flooded the cabin.

"AWOOGAH! AWOOOGAH!" A warning siren erupted. On abusinessjet, it was often considered
somewhat haz-ardousiif the door opened in flight.

The aircraft jerked, and then righted itself. Kirk had |eft the intercom open, and | heard him gasp, " Shit!"
followed by asigh of rdlief as he shut down the port engine, in-creased power to the starboard, and
trimmed the control surfacesto maintain proper flight attitude.

"Sand by," Kirk said, much camer than amoment be-fore.

Terry stood up and held out his hand. Aswe shook, he shouted in my ear, "Y ou can still change your
mind."

"I'm okay," | shouted back.

We stood at the cabin door, to me, the edge of eternity. The blueness of the ocean in the last stages of
the day, and the clarity of the land stretching beneath us made it seem as though it were summer on the
ground below.

"There's Cockenoe Idand,” Terry said. "To the north— just across the bay—is your drop zone."

| nodded dumbly. Kirk gave the aircraft warning dip to the right. Terry stepped back away from the



door, and | stood aone at the open hatch.
Theaircraft dowly rolled to the left.
"Good luck, John," Kirk called.

Terry gave me athumbs-up, which | returned. Then the aircraft'sroll to port became too steep for my
feet to main-tain their hold on the aircraft floor.

| dipped, regained my footing, and before | could change my mind, stepped from the aircraft into thin air.

7 MARCH 1926—COMPO BEACH, WESTPORT, CONNECTICUT

| was screaming. It may have been adrawn-out shriek of a profanity, or something completely
unintelligible, but | wasin the middle of anightmare.

When | had qudified as an airborne Marine, there was always so much to do, so many others around
from which to draw strength and dispel fear. But here | was done.

| kept faling and faling, pitifully clawing at the sky, praying that | would awaken and find mysdf in bed,
cov-ered in swesat and breathing heavily, but no higher off the ground than my mattress.

Absurdly, | shouted, "HEEEL L L PPP!"
"Spread your goddamned armslike| told you, for Christ's sake," came avoice directly above me.
| dared to open my eyes and saw Terry Rappaport di-rectly over my position.

"Spread out! Arch your back!" Although | was sill dropping like one of Galileo'srocks off the Tower of
Pisa, | suddenly felt alittleless, well, doomed. | did what | wastold, glad for something to do.

In an ingtant almost too surred to be redlly happening, Terry floated down from above me and took hold
of my wrists. For afew endless seconds, we literaly flew together. | looked down and saw that we had
been placed perfectly within our drop zone. The flat-ended, U-shaped Cockenoe Idand was directly
behind us. Beneath my feet was the protruding finger of beach where we would land. There were not
many housesin the area, athough there were some farms and what appeared to be agolf course.

But there was something e se, too.

"Herewe go, champ!" caled Terry. In another instant, my chute opened with a satisfying bang, resulting
in per-hapsthe only kick inthe bals| have ever received with appreciation. My fal dowed ingtantly, the
parachute giving me afalse but pa pable sense of security.

| looked up and saw thejet dowly circling above. Kirk had secured the cabin door and was watching
our descent.

"Youredoingfing" Terry cadled. "Itll dl beover inaminute.

Actudly, | was beginning to enjoy mysdf. The steerable parachute gave me a sense of control, and | no
longer felt helplessand afraid. In fact, | was beginning to understand why folks made a sport of skydiving



inthefirg place.

However, | wastroubled by the fact that when we landed on the beach, we weren't going to be aone. |
could see asmall motor launch grounded on the sand and aknot of about two or three dozen people
standing around it. | was concerned that a any moment one of them would look up and easily spot us.

But | needn't have worried. In 1926, there wasn't much reason for anyone to look up at the sky.
Airplaneswere not common, and parachute jumping wasin itsinfancy. No one would be looking for us.

But just to be sure, | motioned for Terry to follow me as| steered westward, away from the people on
the beach. He nodded, and the ground began to appear closer and closer.

"Tuck androll,” Terry cdled, "tuck and roll."

| did exactly as| was repeatedly told. Asthe ground came up to meet me, | tucked my legsinto my
body. As| struck the ground—at aforce akin to jumping off a garage roof—I rolled my body, alowing it
to disspate the impact.

| jumped up and immediately began hauling in the chute, before the wind could billow it. As| did so,
Terry, working the cords expertly, fell toward me and hit the ground run-ning, or limping, given hisbad

leg.

"Show-off," | sneered.

"That's the Airborne Way, old buddy. Have they seen us?’

"Apparently not. | wonder what's going on over there.”

"Well find out. First let's bury these chutes. Are you okay? No bones broken, no internd injuries?”

"No, I'mdl right. Thanksto you. And by the way, if thiswere the Marines 1'd court-martial you for
insubordi-nation. Y ou were supposed to stay behind.”

Terry looked at mearchly.
"However," | continued, "thank God you didn't.”
"Think nothing of it. Okay, Boss, you'rein charge again.”

| surveyed the beach. 1t was rockier than the smooth California beaches | was used to, more gravelly and
full of sharp, broken shells. | wondered how people could walk here barefoot.

"Check thisout,” Terry said. We had landed near amount of two big cannons. They had beenfilledin
and were now, | supposed, a sort of monument. Terry looked for aplague. "Wdl," he said, "it seemsthe
British landed herein 1777."

"Oh?What happened?'
"I guessthey bought up the place and enacted atwo-acre zoning law."
| climbed onto one of the long guns and stood up. "What do you suppose is going on over there?'

Terry reached into hisjump bag and took out a pair of smal but powerful binoculars. He climbed up next
to me and surveyed the beach. When he took the glasses from his eyes again, he was laughing.



"Bootleggers,” he said.
"Redly?'
He handed methe binoculars. "Take alook."

The scene going on over ahundred yards away jumped into focus. There was a group of men near the
little launch, some dressed as workmen, others as white-collar types. One at atime, they handed a nattily
dressed guy abill or two. The guy would reach into the motorboat, pull out a burlap-wrapped object—a
bottle, obvioudy—and hand it over. Oddly enough, order was being kept by alone, uniformed state

trooper.

"Leftovers” Terry said. "A case gets knocked over or something in transit, a couple of bottles get
broken. Y ou can't sdll the case anymore. So the bootleggers get one of their peonsto get rid of the rest
of it. He probably setsit up with the state cop over there, keep things running smoothly. Not abad little
racket.”

"Let'sask himfor aride” | said.
"Areyou serious?'
"How far did you say it wasto thetrain Sation?"

"Wadl, therere two: Saugatuck and Greens Farms. Both are about two miles away. Saugatuck'sthe
better bet, the train aways stopsthere.”

"The hdl with that,” | said. "'I'm not shlepping this bag two miles.”

There was a huge roar from the sky as Kirk, having seen usland, returned his enginesto full power.
Down the beach, the bootlegger's customers looked around for the source of the noise, but not up,
where Kirk flashed hisnav lightsin sdute.

"I don't envy him thetrip back,” | said. "He must be whipped.”
"Soaml,” Tery sad. "You'reright. Let'sbum aride off that flatfoot.”

The walk toward the trooper's car gave me the chance to ook around a bit. If this part of town were any
indication at al, then Westport was a beautiful little place. It wasfar different than my own southern
Cdliforniaseashore. Every acre of beachfront where | lived was completely utilized. Houses seemed to
be built dmost on top of one another, the business sections of townsinching right up to the sand.

Even alowing for the fact that it was 1926, Connecticut beaches were dtill entirely different. A smal town
on the seashore in Connecticut didn't seem reminiscent of Cal-cutta, like those with which | wasfamiliar.
There was abeach, arich guy's property, then afarm, then another rich guy's property.

Terry explained to me that towns such asthistook not only their zoning laws serioudy, but their history,
aswell. By our time, many housesin Westport would be designated as historical landmarks: some were
amogt two hundred and fifty years old. | wondered if asingle building in Chatsworth was even haf that

age.

"Y ou should seethisplacein our time," Terry said. "Joggers, wakers, roller-bladers al over the place. |
used to hang out at thisbeach when | came up to stay with my aunt and uncle during the summers. But
it'sstill abeautiful place. Right where we're waking is now aone-way black-top, and there are more
houses along here, but the place till hasits character. Back over there, where we just came from, is



where dl the lockers are—you rent 'em for the season—and right next to it is the snack bar. On the other
sde of that is parking and the marina. My folks wanted to move here, but my dad didn't like the idea of
an hour train ride every morning.”

"Nothing persona, but hewas nuts,” | replied. "Thisplaceisgreat.”
"Whoa Y ou mean the Origind CaliforniaKid would actualy consder amove eastward?!
"No, but if it did happen, like when hell freezes over, thistown would be topson my lig.”

Welooked up at the gathering darkness and could just make out the Gulfstream as it streaked
homeward.

"He told me he's going to put on the autopilot and just conk for afew hours” Terry said. "The weather
picture looked smooth, and he'sgoing to have tailwind.”

"Good luck to him," | said. What Kirk had done—was doing—took courage. | would seeto it that he
was amply rewarded upon my return.

Theknot of men was beginning to break up. Apparently, the bootlegger had sold most of hiswares and
was ready to head back to his boat, a cabin cruiser anchored afew miles offshore.

"The cop is probably starting to say stuff like, '‘Aw right, bregk it up,' " Terry observed.
"No betshere" | replied.

"Aw right, aw right, let'sbreak it up,” we heard the state trooper say as we neared the group. We hung
back as the bootlegger's customers began heading for their cars. There were mostly Chevy sedans and
Modd T's, but there was a so a Duesenberg and a gorgeous Stutz Bearcat.

"I had one of those when | wasakid," Terry said, envioudy regarding the princely two-seater. "No, not a
real one," he added in response to my exceedingly dubiouslook, "aplastic one, ran on abig dry-cell
battery. | was about five yearsold. Y ou couldn't get me out of the thing. But | always wanted the real
McCoy."

"What do you think that one goesfor?' | asked, nodding toward the real one that was being driven avay
by a drunk-to-be.

"Three, maybe four grand. A sted.”

The customers had al left and the cop was helping the vendor shove hislaunch back into the water. The
bootleg-ger dipped the state trooper a couple of bills and hopped into the boat. The cop stood and
watched as the smuggler tried to start the engine. Findly, after afew yanks on the sarter cord, the engine
caught and the bootlegger was on hisway.

"Pardon me, Officer," Terry said to the cop, sartling him.
"Hoo-aah!" The cop jumped about five feet backward.

"Glad to seethetown isin such safe hands," Terry said to me. "Little burgs like these won't have their
own police force until maybe ten or twenty years from now. Thisbozo is probably the sole law
enforcement officer for miles"

"Who you cdlin' abozo?' the cop demanded, recov-ering. He was a young guy with a huge overbite, full
of himsdf and hisuniform.



"Did | say that?' Terry replied innocently.

"l ain't dedf, fella" He gave us and our suitcases asuspicious leer. "Whattaya guys want around here?"
"Wed likearidetothetrain ation,” | said politely.

"Do | look like afuckin' taxicab? Go on, best it, beforel runyain.”

"Run usin? For what?'

"Because | says 0. Go on, scram.” He put ahand on hisflap holster.

Terry reached into his pocket. The cop ripped open the flap on his holster. " Getcha hand outta there.”

"Relax," Terry said. He pulled agold New Y ork City police captain's badge out of his pocket and
showed it to the cop. | tried not to look flabbergasted.

"Aw, fer Christ's sake," the cop breathed heavily, "whyncha say you was onnajob?
"Youdidn't ask," Terry replied.

"What're you guys doin’ aroun' here?' the cop asked, his manner becoming respectful in light of Terry's
sup-posed rank.

"Oh, wejust dropped in,” Terry replied, winking at me. "What's your name?"
"Ddinko, Richie Ddinko."
"How long you been atrooper, Richie?"

"Almogt ayear," he answered proudly. Terry gave me alook; he obvioudy suspected, asdid I, that
"amost ayear" was probably closer to three or four months. The Smokey the Bear hat |ooked too big,
and the young cop seemed lost in the navy blue greatcoat, cinched into folds by the Sam Browne belt.

"Where're you headquartered?’ Terry asked as we walked toward the trooper's car.

"Barracks G, do'n 'ere 'naPost Road,” Richiereplied. Thelocd patoiswas unintelligible asfar as| was
con-cerned, but Terry seemed to have no trouble with it. In fact, he even began to lapseinto it dightly.

"l understand,” Terry said, "that you state boys get your own car and your own motorcycle.”

"Yeah," the cop affirmed, "but thistime ayear it'stoo goddamned cold for the Harley. I'll take the Dodge
any old day. Y ou gottalive innabarracks, yaan't married, an' it cramps yer style. Yaknow what |
mean," he added, with aridiculous eyebrow raise.

"Dodge comesin handy for dates." Terry nodded.
"Yousadit! | get my share, bein"acop'ndl.”

Terry and | glared at each other, our telepathy remarking, probably once and not for free. Wefinaly
reached the Dodge sedan and thus commenced the longest five minutes of my life. Richie the Trooper
became Richie the Tour Guide.

"Dis hereés da L ongshore Golf Club," he said. "L ottafuckin' money there."
"It's public now," Terry whispered.



"Dis heré'sda Minuteman Statue," he narrated, as we passed a bronze rendering of aColonia
Westporter, knedl-ing, his musket at the ready.

"Over herésa Cromwell estate. Lotsafuckin' money, 'n'ey gotta daughter, wouldn't mind givin' her a
ride inna backseat some night.

"Do'n'erésaWallingfords. Lotsafuckin' money. 'Ey gottason, areal drunken bastid. Goesta Harvard or
Y de, or one athem pansy-ass places. Gonnabe scrapin’ him off the road some night, | just know it.

" 'At big white house up 'eré'saVan Hartogs—"
"Lotsafuckin' money?' | suggested.

"You sadit. Thispartatown'sal rich humps. Udder partatown, across the Post Road there, just normal
guys, go tawork onnatrain every day. Den yagot dis part were comin' to near the train station, that's
where diahard-working folkslike us come from."

"|stha where you come from, Richie?
"Nah, I'm from Stamford," he replied, pronouncing it Sdamferd.

Wewent over aswing bridge, benegth which amotley fishing fleet lay in their moorings. Mercifully, | saw
that the train station was within ahundred yards.

"Thanks, Richie" | said. "It'sbeen swell.”

"Think nothin' of it."

"If you ever get down to New York," Terry sad, "look usup, meand ... the lieutenant here.”
"Sure," hereplied enthusiasticaly, pleased to be wel-comed into the fraternity. "Who do | ask for?”
"Captain ... Lawrence Fishburne," Terry sad.

"Lieutenant... Clint Eastwood,” | added.

"I'll do that,” Richie said. "It oughta befun."
"I'm laughing dready,” | said.

Thetrain ride was boring and uneventful. There was no bar car, asit was during Prohibition, just seats
with hard cush-ions and lots of smoke. The wholetrain smelled like aurinal choked with cigarette butts.
Thetrain aso stopped virtudly everywhere. Terry told methat in our time, the New Y ork, New Haven,
and Hartford Line, now Metro North, ran express once you reached Stamford. Not so in 1926. If there
was a station anywhere, we stopped. Not only that, traffic was worse than the 405 at rush hour before a
holiday weekend. As soon as the engine picked up speed, there would be an irritating braking sensation
and the train would cough to ahdlt.

"How do people do thisevery day?' | fumed.
"You dill think my father was nuts?* Terry smiled.

"And | thought the freewayswere apain in the ass."



Terry nodded. "Thetrain does suck, even more so eighty years from now, but it'll be worth it when we
get into Grand Centrd. I'll show you what aredl city is supposed to look like."

"I've beento New York, Tery."

"Not with me, you haven't."

NINE

7 MARCH 1926—NEW YORK CITY

IN EVERY TIME PERIOD | HAD EVER VISITED, THERE WAS dways one socia characteristic
that powerfully demon-gtrated an eras differences from that of my own. On my first long trip back, to
1940, there was smoking. In the 1960s, there was drugs. In thefifties, there were huge, gas-guzzling
automobiles.

In the 1920s, there was fur.

That waswhat | noticed first when we got off thetrain at Grand Centra. Well, not firg; thefirgt
difference really noticed was the formality of the period. It was alittle after eight o'clock at night, and
everyone was dressed up. Now-adays, people dress comfortably for travel, or even after work. It's
hardly arare Sght to see afellow in asuit sand-ing on line at the movies behind acouplein jeansand
another in swests.

Not s0 in 1926. When people |eft the house, they weren't wearing jeans or jogging shorts. They wore
ties. The women wore dresses. Everyone wore a hat.

Grand Centrd, Terry informed me, was now a place where people boarded their trains or dit from their
trainsand left immediately.

"Itsashithole” he said. "They've dwaystried to clean it up, but it'sfull of scumbags and pickpockets
and mug-gers. And poor homeless bagtards. | can't believeit was ever likethis."

By "likethis' Terry meant the scene before us now. The big clock opposite the gates was gpparently a
meeting landmark for many New Y orkers. Standing beneath it were well-dressed young men who
congtantly and sometimesim-patiently glanced at their watches; fashionable young women in the same
posture; and couples waiting for other couples.

And no one sat on the floor. Today, at crowded train stations and airports, you can aways find more
people seated Indian-style on the floor than on benches. There was none of that here.

"It'samazing,” | told Terry, "apublic place that the public can actudly use.

It was March and it was cold. Consequently, women wore the warmest article of clothing they could



find—fur. There were full-length mink, lynx, and fox coats. There were ermine stoles. There were what
seemed to be stuffed whole dead animals thrown across women's shoulders. And thereweremenin
raccoon coats.

"Boolaboola." | nudged Terry, as araccoon-coated guy strode past us.

"I cka-backa-soda-cracker-sis-boom-bah,” hereplied. "I'll bet he's got aflask in his pocket.”

"| can't get over thisfur,” | marvelled. "The animd rights folks would go completely ripshit here.”
"They'd get throwninjail," hereplied. "Comeon, let'stakeawak."

"Althedsat the Plaza," | said. "Can wewalk there?'

"ThisisNew Y ork, John, not L.A. Fashionable guyslike uswak everywhere."

In hisenduring song "Night and Day," Cole Porter wrote alyric describing "the roaring traffic's boom."
Wédll, old Cole must've been in Manhattan when he wrote it. As soon as we stepped through the doors
onto Forty-second Strest, it was as though someone had turned up a compact disc of city noisesto full
blast.

They tak about trafficin L.A., but | never understood the meaning of theword until | set foot in
Manhattan in 1926. There were headlights and taillights stretching across Forty-second Street in both
directions asfar asthe eye could see. None of them moving, and al of them blasting away on their horns.

| stood at the corner of VVanderbilt waiting for the light to change.

"Got aproblem?’ Terry asked.

"No. Why?"

"Y ou trying to grow into the sdewak?'

"I'mwaiting for the light to change.”

Terry looked at me asif | were completely bonkers. "What the hell for? Thisisaside street.”
"But thelight'sred. That'd be jaywalking!"

Terry rolled hiseyes. "You'rein New Y ork, John. Ev-erybody jaywaks on side streets.”
"Oh." | followed him acrossthe sireet. "Doesn't thet traffic ever move?

"Thesatre and dinner hour traffic. Y ou'd have to be a schmuck to drive anywhere thistime of night.”
We crossed Madison and continued up to Fifth, where we turned right and headed uptown.

"Wow!" Terry exclaimed. "L ook—a double-decker bus! And the traffic goes both ways! 1'd forgotten
about that."

"Isit redly that different?" | asked him.
"Yeah. | can hardly recognizeit. No Duane Reade Drug every block and ahalf. No Benettons. No



rip-off electronics stores. No Lotto signs. This place has class!”

"I'dliketo seethisplacein daytime," | said. "Right now it reminds me of thetime climbed the Cologne
Domein Germany. | went up these sieps—ancient stone ones, uneven so you couldn't get agood rhythm
going. A spird staircase, but narrow. A new definition for claustrophobia. Took meforever. Then when |
got to the top, with my tongue hanging down to my knees, | had no ideawhat the hdll | waslooking at.”

"Wdll, neither do |," Terry said. "I'd say at least half the places I'm used to are gone—or not hereyet."
We crossed Fiftieth Street and Terry stopped suddenly. "Rockefeller Center!™

"Where?'
"That'sjustit. It isnt!"

"Welcometo the club,” | said. "Now you know how | felt being on Sunset Boulevard back in the past.
It'sabit disorienting, isn't it?'

"Just abit. Oh, wdl," he observed with rdief, "heresthe Plaza. It doesn't look all that different.”

The one thing that was different was the name Terry gave the desk clerk when he checked in. He had
sgned the reg-ister "Terence Portland.”

"What's with the moniker?' | asked him aswe waked to the devator.

"Thisis 1926, John, and it's tough to tell where you stand. Give them aname like Rappaport and they
might not do anything. Or, they might say, 'I'm terribly sorry, Mr.... Rappaport—they aways give you a
pause of dis-taste when they say your name—'I'm afraid we have no reservation under that name. No,
therésno mistake." "

"Well, I'm glad you thought so quickly," | remarked. "I'd hate to have to spend my first night in New
Yorkinjail for beating the crap out of ahotel clerk.”

The suite Althea had reserved overlooked Central Park— not that | spent too much time looking out the
window. On the rare occasions when we got out of bed that first night, we had alot to talk about. She
hed found Mitchell I. Lev-itan.

"Whereishe?' | demanded.

"It'sdl right, John," she said. "He's not here yet. HE's on hisway back from New Orleans. Hehasa
reservation a the Algonquin for tomorrow night.”

"The Algonquin, hun? What else? Do we know what train helll be on?!

Shelooked away guiltily. "Uh ... | forgot."

"Don't worry about it. You're ftill arookie detective, and rookies often missthe obvious.”
"Did you?'

"Oh, God, yes. | remember once, just before | made detective. | was on loan to Robbery-Homicide,
doing some peripheral legwork for the big boys. Some gangbanger drive-by in Rampart Divison. They
had me go talk to the suspect's mother. She told me he had taken her to the mov-ies at the time of the



shooting. | asked her which movie and what thegtre. | thought that was enough. Apparently, it wasnt.
What neither of usknew &t the time was that the theatre she had mentioned had had a problem with its
air-conditioning—smoke coming through the vents or some-thing like that—and had closed down that
night."

"Did you get in trouble?’

"Nah, afew ruffled featherswas al. Everybody on the squad had screwed up themselves a onetime or
another. So they just gave metheir JAFR Award of the week."

"What's that?"
" 'Just Another Fucking Rookie.""
"Do | get the JAFR Award thistime?' she asked.

"Nope," | replied. "Y ou've got too many friends down-town."

The next morning the three of us scattered. Terry went to Penn Station to check on thetrains. | went to
Grand Cen-tral, after lounging in bed for awhilelonger. | hadn't dept very well, as| kept dreaming about
fdling out of an air-plane and waking with athump. Altheawent shopping.

"I'minNew York," shesad. "Thelast time | washerel wasin ashow, and | didn't havetimeto do
anything. Now, I'm going to shop—"

"Till you drop?' | finished for her.

"I likethat. Yeah, 'shop till | drop.' That's almost clever. But, John, | dso have anidea.”
"Shoot."

"Why don't you and Terry meet me at Rudley's at three o'clock.”

"Rudley's? What's that?"

"A coffee shop on Broadway near Times Square. Y oull find it easily enough.”

"A coffee shop? What the hell for? Don't you want to go to 21 or someplace like that?"

"Maybelater. Trust me. Youll likeit."

There was an aromain New Y ork that wasirresigtible. Above the exhaust fumes, frankfurters, dog
poop, and urine, there was a sweet but not cloying odor. It occurred to methat | had smelled that same
aromain downtown L.A. when | wasavery small kid. Whatever it was, it was gone from the earth. |
later discovered that it was grease, actually lard, used for cooking donuts. It was probably le-thd, but in
1926 everybody ate donuts—or sinkers, as they were called, in 1926, because people dunked themin
their coffee—all thetime. | loved that sméll. It became part of my emotiond landscape for my entire Stay
in New York, and | would missit when | returned to the low-fat days of my home era.

Thetrip to 1926 was dso sgnificant because that was when | bought Althea her officid engagement ring.



| stopped into Tiffany's and bought a pear-shaped, six-carat monstrosity with a platinum band. | spent
two grand on it, aring that would cost at least ten times as much in 2007. She wouldn't be able to wear it
out whenwereturned to L.A., asaring like that was avirtual engraved invitation to amugger, but she
would at least be able to enjoy it in 1926.

By the time the ring purchase had been completed, | headed over to Times Square. The whole area
reminded me of Hollywood Boulevard—scumbag heaven. It didn't seem as bad asit would probably
become later on, but it had that hard-core, Piccadilly Circus, dangerous carniva atmo-sphere. Like
Hollywood Boulevard, it had garish shops and tourist traps, con artists and bumpkins. Not my kind of
place, and from what | could see, not afavorite venue for native New Y orkers. If | were acop here,
I'd've had my work cut out for me. | shuddered as | imagined what the place was like in 2007.

Rudley'swas, as Althea had said, just a coffee shop, no different from hundreds of othersthat | could
see. However, as | entered the stuffy restaurant, | could understand her interest. Most of the patrons
seemed relaxed and even abit lethargic, as though they had nothing to do, but beneath that was alayer of
intense hunger. They were scruffy with-out being lowlifes, and | redlized, asthe place wasright near the
theatre digtrict, that thiswas a hangout for strug-gling actors playwrights, and directors.

Altheawasinvolved in an animated discussion with two men at atable near the back of the shop. She
looked up and waved me over, wearing the widest smile | had ever seen on her. Next to her wasan
intelligent-looking young man with a high hairline that tapered into awidow's pesk. Across from them,
with his back toward me, was a broad-shouldered guy with amost jet-black hair.

The black-haired guy looked up a me as| pulled out the chair next to him. When | saw who it was, |
amost gasped in recognition, and Althealaughed outright a my reaction.

"John," she said, "'I'd like you to meet the best writer I've ever met who hasn't made it yet, and the best
actor, too." She pointed to the guy with the widow's peak. " John Surrey, Moss Hart."

| knew that Moss Hart was special to her because Altheas first professiona role was a supporting part
in Mer-rily We Roll Along, his second collaboration with George S. Kaufman. The play was not as
successful asther other efforts, but it served as Althea's launching pad to Holly-wood.

"Mr. Hart," | ragped, extending my hand to shake with aman who wasliving in terrible poverty at the
moment, but in four years would be the toast of Broadway, and wealthy beyond even his own prodigious
imagination.

"Moss, please," hesaid.
"And, John, thisis—"
"Cary Grant!" | blurted. The handsome, dark-haired young man looked & me quizzically.

Althea grabbed my necktie and pulled me down to her. "Not for another five years, John," she hissed
through her teeth.

"I'm sorry,” | said, shaking hands. "My misteke.”

"ArchieLeach," theman sad. "But if it'll get mean acting job, I'll be this Grant fellow al right.”
"Archie hasn't worked in awhile,” Altheasaid sym-patheticaly.

"That'll change,” | replied.



"Youthink s07" Leach asked anxioudy. "I keep tdllin' Moss here to write something with aroleinit for
r],E.ll

"I have," Hart said. "If | could get someone to produceit.”
"I don't know why we bother with theatre," Leach said. "It'slike playing the Irish Sweepstakes.”

"Because were suckers," Hart said. " Sorry to be so glum,” he added apologeticdly. "But on the bright
sde, | just got rehired by the Flagler Hotel for the summer. Socid Director. | can kiss degp good-bye
from May to Septem-ber."

"I'veheardit'salot of work," | said, having read in his autobiography that it was a season in hell.
"Oh, well," Hart replied with ashrug, "it beatsdingin' hash."

"No, it don't,” Leach said. His accent was less polished than it would be later on.

"Hewon't come up to work with me," Hart said, point-ing at Leach.

"Not on your life," Leach replied breezily. "Y ou never know what'll turn up. That'swhy I'm stayin' in
New York."

"You got that right," | replied. "It's a place where any-thing can happen.”
"Aslong asit happensto me," Hart said.

"It will," | assured him. "I don't think the name Mass Hart will languish in obscurity for very much longer.
What kind of plays do you write, Mr. Hart?' | asked, asif | didn't know.

"Dramas. Good ones, too. At least | think so."

"Y ou ever consder comedy?'

Grant laughed. "The next Eugene O'Nelll here?"

"'Dyingiseasy, " Hart quoted, " ‘comedy ishard.' Besides, I'm no good at it."

Oh, redly, | thought. That'swhy Kaufman would later refer to this brilliant comedic mind as " Forked
Lightning."

"What about the name Archibad Leach?' Grant asked. "Y ou see any big future there?"
"I'm not sure about the name," | replied. "But I've got a pretty good ideathat actor will do just fine."
| looked around for awaiter. Althea gave me a gigantic smirk and waved one down.

"Can| helpyou, Sr?' The waiter was very young, prob-ably no more than sixteen, but hewastal and
very serious-looking.

"Harry," MossHart said, "get Mr. Surrey a coffeean’, on me.”

Knowing Hart'sfinancia dtuation, | shook my head at the waiter and made afew other facia
pantomimesto let him know that | was picking up the whole tab. It would probably set me back a
dollar—nothing for me, but abig gesture for Hart and Grant.

| could tell Harry didn't need a diagram; he looked ex-tremely intelligent and capable.



"Ishe astruggling actor, too?" | asked them.

Altheawinked at me and said, "Well, duh,” in the style of atwenty-first-century teenager.
"Playwright,” Hart said. "He's young, but he hastal-ent.”

"Harry," | said, thinking out loud. "Oh, for Christ sake!™

"Yougot it, sport,” Altheasaid. Hart and Grant looked at the two of us asif we were escaped mental
patients.

"l guessHarry will do okay, too?" Hart asked.

"I'm sure hewill," | replied, but something about my tone made them doubt me. ™Y ou makeiit first, Moss.
Then you can give him aheping hand.”

Hart nodded. "What would be the point, otherwise?" he wondered.

That's one of the benefits of vigting the past. When you meet a couple of hardworking, ambitious, and
deeply com-mitted guys like Hart and Grant—guyswho are at present full of self-doubt and wondering if
they should just chuck the whole thing—it feels good to be able to buck them up when they need it the
most. Both gtill had along road ahead, particularly Hart, who was supporting afamily just on the edge of
surviva. When you bring that subtext of definitive knowledge with you from the future, they can fed it.
They don't know why, and perhapsit isn't even conscious, but there is something about your vote of
con-fidence that gives them aboost. | had met both Grant and Hart in 1940—in fact, a the same party
wherel first saw Althea—and athough both were a the height of their suc-cess, neither of them were
smug about it. Grant was unaf-fected, and Hart's extraordinary generosity waslegend. But | was glad to
have run into them now, when they were struggling, and their strength of character and will were most

apparent.

Asfor Harry—that is, of course, Harry Levitan, Mitch-el's grandfather—maybe Moss Hart would help
him out. And maybe he had.

We gtrolled down Broadway to Penn Station. | hadn't heard from Terry, which could only lead meto the
conclu-sion that he was staking the place out and didn't want to leave.

"What are you going to say to Mitchell when you see him?' Altheawanted to know. "Are you going to
handcuff him or anything?'

"| doubt that'll be necessary,” | said. "All we really want to know iswhat's on his agenda. It's il histour,
he's paying the freight. We just want to make sure he staysin touch.”

"Did you ever have to drag someone back?'
"Yeah. But I've d 0 let people Say.”
"Y ou have?'

| nodded. "Oh, I check up on them now and then, but if someoneis basicaly honest and not too greedy,
and doesn't try to change history, why not? The twenty-first century sucks." | winced assoon as| sad it.

"Oh, redly. Then why do | haveto be there?'



"Oh, look," | said, "Penn Station. They don't make terminas like this anymore, nosiree bob. Y ou know,
when | was taking French in high schoal, | used to get the word for train station, gare, mixed up with the
word for war, whichis guerre. For thelongest time, | used to think that when people said, c'est la
guerre, they were saying, That'sthetrain sation.'"

"Y ou're avoiding the question.”

"Oh, well... that'sthe train Station.”
"Anyone ever tel you you're awiseass?'
"Almog everyone.”

Terry waswaving to usfrantically aswe entered the concourse of Penn Station. Wefollowed him to
Gate 6, where alocomotive was chuffing to ahat. The big sleam engine seemed larger than life, with a
huge chrome front-piece that immediately brought to mind an Agatha Christie story.

Thetrain was not crowded, and passengers seemed to merely dribble from the exits. Levitan was easy to
gpot; he was a head taller than most of hisfellow passengers. He looked pretty sporty in grey flannels
with abeige driving cap. | dso noted that he walked with acertain jauntiness that | hadn't expected;
clearly, the 1920s agreed with him. | wondered idly if we had yet another candidate for tem-pora
immigration.

"Youtwo stay here" | sad. "I'll go get him."

Although Levitan and | had never actualy met, | pur-posely avoided hisline of vison as| passed him.
When | was afew yards behind him | reversed course and quick-ened my pace until | waswalking in
step beside him. He saw me and | gave him anod, which he returned in the fashion of someone who
doesn't want to appear rude but a the same time is avoiding any sort of approach from a stranger.

"I think Woody is a genius, don't you?' | said in anasa and pedantic approx-imation of afilm critic.
His double take was classic.

A look of abject terror crossed hisface. He picked up his pace and immediately bumped smack into
Terry.

"It'sokay, Mitch," | told him. "No oneishereto hurt you. I'm John Surrey and thisis Terry Rappaport.
We were worried about you, that's al. Welost your signd, for al we knew you could've been dead.”

He dropped his suitcase and sat onit. "I'm not ready to go back yet," he sighed.

"No one said that you have to, Mitchell. We just need to know what you're up to. For your own
protection. | mean, Mitch, lunch with Al Capone?!

"He's anice guy—I mean, hewas niceto me."
"Hewas niceto me, too," | agreed. "But Bugs Moran was lessfriendly."

"You met BugsMoran!" he exclaimed. He stood up and took a pad and abig red fountain pen from his
pocket. "Tell medl about him!"

"Later," | said. "Come on, well take you to the Al-gonquin.”

"How'd you know | was staying at the Algon—" He froze when he saw Althea, who had just caught up



with us.
"But youre dead!" hecried. "And you're from nineteen-for—"

"Hello, Mr. Levitan," she said soothingly, taking his limp hand into her own. "I'm AltheaRowland. It'sa
plea-sure to meet you."

"Soon to be Althea Surrey,” | added.
"What's going on?" he asked, wilting quickly. "I'm &l messed up.”
"l don't blame him," Terry observed. "Imagine going back to the Civil War and bumping into Madonna."

"It'sdl right, well take care of you, Mr. Levitan." Shetook hisarm and began waking with him. "Tell
me, Mitchdl—it's okay to cdl you Mitchdl2—when you made Sequel to a Divorce, what made you
choose that particular actressfor the lead? | thought it was an inspired decision, alittle bit against type,
perhaps, but that'swhat made it work..."

8 MARCH 1926—NEW YORK CITY, THE ALGONQUIN HOTEL

Weweredl in various|ounging posturesin theliving room of Levitan's suite.
"Mitchel, Mitchel," | chided him.

"All right, dl right," hereplied in annoyance. "It'snot like | did anything wrong."
"Well, actudly, you did," | chastised him gently. "Y ou trashed your Decacom—"
"1'll pay for it, okay?'

"It'sadready on your bill. That's not the point. Look, what we do is secret. A secret opened wider'n the
Astro-dome, to be sure, but still, asecret. Y our last known whereaboutsin 2007 was a our
headquarters on Mulholland Drive. Let's say you disappear so completely that not even a couple of
supremely talented ex-detectives like my-saf and Terry here can find you. Y our friends and col-leagues
file your name with the cops at Missing Persons. They come to see us. What are we supposed to tell
them?'

"l sad | was sorry."

"Sorry' won't get it, Mitchell. There's areason why we give you the Decacom. It'sfor your protection
and ours. How do | know | can trust you anymore?”

He shook hishead. "Look. | won't do it again, okay? But I'm not ready to go back."
"Why not?'
"Because I'm just not. | havent... | just can't.”

Altheagot up from the morris chair on which she had been lounging comfortably and sat down beside
Mitch. Shetook his handsin her own. She looked deeply into hiseyes.



"Mitchell," she began.
He backed away from her. "Y ou're good,” he said. "No wonder you were such abig gtar.”
"Thank you," shereplied.

"I've dways been abig fan of yours. | was sorry that you—I would have liked to have seen you go dl the
way."

"Youcan," | said. "Maybe when we dl get back, you can put her to work.”

The frightened and confused kid gave way to the enfant terrible studio head. "Could do business,” he
sad, closng oneeyecriticdly. "Shesgot it, dl right.”

"Wdl, I'm glad you agree,” | replied, dightly irritated.

"Sshh," Althea hushed me. "Mitchdl, we can discuss dl that later. What we need to know now, what we
must know now—"

"Yes?' Mitchell was spellbound.
"Whoisshe?'

He was flabbergasted. "How did you—" He stopped and looked accusingly at dl three of us. "I'm not
tdlingyou."

"Why not?' | demanded.

"Because—I'm just not.”

"Will you tell me?" Altheaasked.

"l—no. Youll tel them."

"They'll find out anyway. But | won't tell them. | prom-ise | won't say aword."

"Mmmm," he wavered.

She held afinger to her ear. "Just whisper it like asweet nothing, Mitchell. Please.”

He clamped an arm on her shoulder and hissed some-thing quickly, before he could change his mind.
| searched for ahint in Althegls face, but she gave noth-ing away. She merdly said, "1 thought so."
Mitchell balked. "What do you mean?'

"Well discussit later. Good choice, though, Mitchell. She's quite awoman. And afine man like you,
well, maybe you could makethe differencein her life."

"You think 0," he exclamed happily.

"Oh, I'm sure of it."

"You're gonnabe abig star." He grinned.
"She'sdready abig star,” | argued, lest heforgot.



"Well, she'sgonnabe an even bigger star! Y ou're gonnabein my next film!™
"Well see" she said lightly. "But thank you."

"Thisisdl very wonderful,” Terry said, speaking up for thefirst time. "Althea, congratul ations on your
newly revitdized career. But aslong as were being mysterious, | have aquestion: Mitch, what the hell
were you doing in New Orleans?'

Mitch froze. | walked over and patted him on the shoul-der. "Don't worry about it,” | said, shaking my
head. "Now it's my turn to keep secrets. | know exactly what he was doing in New Orleans.”

"You do?' All three of them asked a once.
"How do you know?" Mitchell asked. "There's no way for you to know."

"Mitch, wedl three of us know you went there for a police report. When you visited Capone, you
managed to ingratiate yoursalf. Not hard to do, redly. With civilianslike us, he can be charming and
solicitous. Y ou probably gave him avague promise about the movies—he's enough of an egomaniac to
take it serioudy. Then he probably asked if there was anything he could do for you, and why not.
Capone lovesto do favors for people, because he knowsthat hell aways be owed afavor in return.”

| could tll from Mitchdl'sfacethat | wasright on the money.

"Y ou wanted a copy of apolice report. Capone must've thought, 'Chrigt, isthat all? A phone cal to the
Marcello family in New Orleans probably took care of it in five minutes. I'll bet aNew Orleans cop was
waiting for you on the station platform, a copy of the report in hishot little hand.”

Levitan glanced up at the celling. "Go on," he breathed.

"Nope, that'sit," | said cheerfully. "Although | do know who the arrestee in that report happensto be."
"Who, for God's sake?' Althea exploded.

"Areyou going to give me the gpple of Mitchdl'seye?'

"Not onyour life" shesad firmly.

"Well, dl right then," | said. "Well just haveto let the plot unfold of its own accord. By the way, Mitchell,
did you runinto anyone esein your travels? | haveto know. Just in case you accidentally changed
history beyond al recognition.”

"Did you meet Huey Long while you werein New Or-leans?’ Terry wanted to know.
"Tried,"” Mitchdl replied. "I caled his office. Hewas out of town, so they said.”

"How many times have you pulled that one?’ Terry needled him.

"I never say I'm out of town. | dwayssay I'min ameseting."

"Anyoneese?' | asked.

"Oh—in Peorig, Illinois”

"Who'sin Peoria, lllinois? Apart from the Peorians, that is"

"Lindbergh."



"Charles A. Lindbergh? Lucky Lindy? Thefirgt guy to solo acrossthe Atlantic?'

" egh”

"| didn't know you were an aviation buff, Mitchell.”

"My grandfather taught me. He flew in Spain and in China during the war.”

"My grandpa, too. He flew abomber. Won the DFC in Ploesti. What was Lindbergh like?"
Levitan shrugged. "Hewas aputz.”

"Hewas?'

"Bor-ing. Y ou know, he'snot making that flight until next year. Right now he'sjust shuttling mail back and
forth in the Midwest. He's not exactly apersondity boy. Kind of atdl, taciturn guy. Not stupid or
anything, but not ex-actly abundle of charm. A big lox. | wasat theairport, | saw him—he'snot al that
difficult to spot—and | walked over and introduced myself. He was polite, but only just.”

"Well, Mitch," | said, "he doesn't know he's going to be the most famous man in the world ayear from
now. Right now he'sjust apilot trying to scratch out aliving. He doesn't know you from Adam, why
should he be po-lite?’

"Why shouldn't he?' Mitch ingsted. "But he cracked me up.”

"You just said he had no persondity.”

"It wasn't hiswit, believe me. It was hisvoice. Y ou know who he sounded like?"
"Not if you don't tell me."

"Remember that big murder trial we had about ten, twelve years ago?"

"The O. J. thing? He sounded like O.J.7"

"No—"

"Johnny Cochrane?'

"No. Remember the judge? Judge 1t0?"

"Charles A. Lindbergh sounded like Judge I1to?" | tried not to yelp.

Mitchell shrugged. "It added spice to an otherwise dull afternoon.” He went into a Judge Ito/Charles
Lindbergh imitation. " 'It's nice to meet you, Mr. Levitan, but | have ascheduleto keep.' " Hisimitation
wasagood one and | laughed appreciatively.

"Y ou're pretty good, Mitchell. Y ou ought to consider being in one of your own films.”

"Me, act? | don't think s0." Helooked at hiswatch. "Anyway, I've got to go. | have ameeting.”
"Mitch, what isthis, the Viper Room? Y ou can't blow us off likethis."

"I'mnot," heinssted. "1 redly do have ameseting.”

"Mitch, do you redly think we're going to let you out of our Sght? After al we went through to catch up



withyou?"

Helooked at Terry, whose face wasimpassve. Then hetried Althea, an easer mark. "Althea? Will you
tak tohim?'

"He's obvioudy got ahot date, John," she said.
"Ah, you'rejust sucking up to him for apart in his next movie."

"Damnright | am." She backhanded me on the shoul-der. "John, don't be adrip. Y ou're going to cramp
hisgyle"

"Terry?' Heshrugged. "Oh, dl right,” | said. "Buit if you try and lose us again, your butt ison the next train
west, and I'll St or your head dl theway to L.A. if | haveto.”

"Y ou're getting into aweird areathere, John," Mitch replied with distaste. "Okay, | give you my word. I'll
even check in every few hours. Isthat good enough?"

"1t'll haveto be. Just remember, Mitchdl, I'll dwaysfind you."
" Y ou can run, but you can't hide,' " Mitchdll, Althea, and Terry all said together.

"And don't you forget it," | said, recdling that partic-ular quote tacked on the wall in the squad room
when | was a Fugitive cop.

"Okay, Mitch, put on your top hat, whitetie, and your tails. WEIl get out of your way. Just remember
what | said."

"Yes, Mother."

Terry was staring at me somewhat archly as we rode down in the eevator with Althea. "That wasway
too easy, John," he said. "Y ou're not redly letting him go, are you?"

"Of coursel am. I'm not letting him out of my sght. However, whether or not I'min hissight is another
issueentirdy.”

"Well, I'm not missing this"" Altheasaid.
"Naturaly not, my dearest one. Neither am 1."
"Y ou know where he's going, then?”"

"I've got a pretty good idea."

Of course | knew where he was going. His choice of ac-commodations—the Algonquin Hotel—was not
lost on any of us. And as we |eft the elevator and strolled toward the Oak Room—then called the
PergolaRoom—I felt ashot in my stomach akin to the sensation which struck me when | jumped from
the G-1V. We were about to go swimming with sharks.

The Algonquin had always been athestre and literati hotdl. From the time it opened its doorsin 1902 to



the present of 1926 and for more than half a century in the future, it would be a second, and sometimes
first hometo actors, writers, producers, and editors. By 1926, the Algon-quin provided the setting for
the most famous, and frankly most vicious, group of overachievers ever gathered under one Scotch
bottle. I couldn't wait to see the Algonquin Round Tablein action, but | would have preferred to go up
againgt Iragi artillery or kick down a crackhouse door rather than try to approach it. Y et hereit was, and
| wasirresstibly drawntoiit.

It has long since been ingrained in al growing American boys that when you are confronted by agang of
bullies, and running away is no longer an option, pick out the big-gest one and sock him as hard asyou
can. That way, if he beats you, no onewill be surprised. And if you beat him, everyone will respect you
and leave you done. That was my attitude as we crossed the threshold from the Pergola Room into the
Rose Room, where the Vicious Circle was dready holding boisterous court. We stopped at the
bound-ary to the Pantheon, avelvet rope. An impeccably polite man in atuxedo, bald with afrosted
white mustache, gave us aglance that spoke volumes. | recognized him imme-diately as Frank Case, the
Algonquin manager—soon to beits owner.

"Can| help you?" he asked, obvioudy convinced that he couldn't.
"Just amoment with Mr. Woollcott, please,” | said. "Wewon't belong.”
Case sized us up and decided that it was our funeral. Helifted the rope and ushered us through.

Altheawasin seventh heaven. She had grown up on the exploits of this very table, and its effect was
powerful. | had never seen her stuck for words before.

Terry tapped me on the shoulder. "I'm going to stake out the lobby," he said.

"Why?" | asked. Terry had yet to meet the man who could frighten him, but he was uncharacteristicaly
ambiv-aent about taking another step forward.

"l don't know much about these guys," hereplied, "but what | do know is enough to scare the crap out of
me. I'll stick to criminds, thank you." With that, he turned and walked away.

A mischievoudy handsome man with dark curly hair did a double take as he saw Althea. He got up from
the Round Table and walked over to her, completely ignoring me.

"Didn't | used to moon over your picturein high school?* he asked her.
"I.... hardly think so," Althea tammered.

"Y ou knitted me a sweater during the war, right? That was your photograph, stuffed in therewith dl the
wool bals?'

"I'mafraid not."

"We never met?'

"Not likely."

"Then ... who the hell are you?"

"Who the hdll are you?' she asked, dthough | was sure she knew.

"Everybody knows me." Helaughed. "When | wasin thewar in France, | got arifle butt in the face from
aGerman Feldwebel , and after he saw who | was he said, 'Oh, sorry, mein Freund, didn't know it vass



you.' I'm Charles MacArthur. Won't you join me, Miss—"
"Rowland, Althea Rowland. Won't your wife object?
"Object to what?"

Althea shrugged and took the proffered seet at the Round Table. Her face was glowing. | didn't fedl too
comfortable about her falling under the spell of that famous playwright and ladies man, but | had other
businessto which to attend.

There were Six other men at the Round Table, al of whom were pointedly ignoring me. Alexander
Wooallcott, who was talking to the famoudy unkempt Heywood Broun; Marc Connelly, who wasin
conference with his collabo-rator, George S. Kaufman, the most commercidly successful playwright in
Broadway history until the advent of Neil Simon; and the six-foot-seven Robert Sherwood, who was
arguing animatedly with Harold Ross, the pub-lisher of the New Yorker .

| stood behind Woollcott and Broun, afraid to say any-thing. Both were heavy men. Broun resembled a
redneck sheriff, and Woollcott, without his spectacles and tiny mus-tache, would have looked perfect if
he were wrapped in adigper and given abow and aquiver of arrows.

| could somehow tell from Woollcott's broad back that my presence was beginning to annoy him. It
would be just another moment before | would be the target of arazor-sharp barb. But | had to go after
the biggest bully of them dl.

Findly, heturned around. "Istoday Monday?' he de-manded.

"Er,no," | replied.

"Do you see any laundry around you?'

"No."

"Then why are you here?" With that, he turned back to his conversation.

"| was a Ch-éeau-Thierry, Mr. Woollcott,” | said to hisback. "And | just wanted you to know how
much your goriesin Stars and Stripes meant to al of us. I'm sorry to have intruded.” Then | turned and
began to walk away.

"Wat!"

| stopped. | turned around again, very dowly.
"You were at Chéteau-Thierry?"

"Yes gar."

"Frs Marines?'

"Yes gr."

"Stdown."

| knew that Woollcott, who had an acerbic tongue for just about everyone, held a soft spot in his heart
for combat veterans, especiadly Marines. Thiswas probably due to the fact that his own military career,
during which he saw no combat except asa Stars and Stripes correspondent far be-hind the lines or



after thefact, made him fed less of aman. Earlier in the war, he had emptied the bedpans of men who
had been in combat. And since he suffered from adimin-ished or possibly ambiguous sexuaity—Ernest
Hemingway referred to him asa"fat capon"—thiswould trouble him al the more intensdly, asthough he
had never redlly proven his own manhood. Therefore, acceptance by acombat vet-eran would, at the
very least, make hisday.

A chair magically appeared behind me and | sat. From then on, | could ways say that | had sat at the
Algonguin Round Table,

"You Marinesdid quiteajob," Aleck said.
"They told usto hold the bridgesand we did," | replied Ssmply.

"Hah!" Broun gjaculated. "This man must be ajour-nalist. Concise and effective. They told usto hold the
bridgesand wedid.' | likeit! Areyou awriter, Mr—?"

"Surrey, John Surrey. No, Sr." Wéll, yeah, but chil-dren's books, eighty yearsin the future. That would
cut noiceinthiscrowd.

"An editor, then? 'Y ou must be an editor."

"Who's an editor?' ashort, dapper man with alarge nose and small mustache wanted to know as he
pulled out achair next to Broun.

"Mr. Surrey here. He has just impressed me with his brevity and clarity of expresson.”
The dapper little man regarded me criticaly. "Not an editor,” he said.

| noticed that | wasn't introduced. Of course, perhaps | didn't have to be. The man who had just sat
down was, a the time, the most famous member of the Round Table (as opposed to Woollcott, who
was the most famous Member of the Round Table, a subtle yet vast difference) and the least known
today. But in hisheyday, Franklin Pierce Ad-ams, or F. P. A., as he was known, was the most widdly
read and quoted columnist in the country. All anyone re-members about him today is his poem, "Tinker
to Eversto Chance," and even then, dmost no one can recall the author.

"Not an editor,” Broun agreed. "What do you do, Mr. Surrey?"

No sense lying to these people, | thought. | had been aMarine, and | had been in combat; | had merdly
fudged the where and the when, so | hadn't redlly lied about that. "I'm atravel agent,” | said.

"Oh, yeah?' Kaufman called from across the table. "Can you get me a good out-of-town opening?’

| had no quick or incisively witty answer ready, so | was glad when Woollcott said, "We're going to the
south of France this summer, Harpo and Aliceand |. Any sugges-tions?”

"Learn French,” Rosssaid.

"Harold, are you trying to initiate clever conversation again? Go lie down, you look dl in."
"Frog whedlchairs," F. P. A. said. "Bring 'em with you and sgll 'em, you'll make afortune.”
"Just what did you mean by that?' Ross demanded of Woollcott.

"It'sway over your head, Harold," Aleck replied pa-tronizingly. "That'swhy | was asergeant and you
never rose above private."



"And acouple of fine soldiersyou were," said F. P. A., who had been their captain. "We could have won
the war without you."

"Y ou mean 'couldn't havewon thewar.'"
"No, | don't."
"Ease off," Rossfumed. "Don't think 1'm not incoher-ent.”

Woollcott and Adams glanced at each other and mag-nanimoudly decided to let that one pass. Ross's
upstart magazine was beginning to do quite well, and there would soon be more than enough work for
everyone.

"l should be home writing," Sherwood said. "I'm gonna haveto crack asafe to pay my billsthis month.”
"Don't put al your yeggsin one basket," Kaufman re-marked over hishorn-rims.

"Oh! I've been hit with repartee,” cried Sherwood.

"Which reparteeisthat,” F. P. A. wanted to know, "Democrat or Republican?’

"Birthday."

A hose?"

“Lincoln's?"

"Then take him to the thestre."

"Nah," said Broun. "Hed die on opening night."

"John Wilkes Booth," Conndly murmured.

"Sounds like atennis match,” F. P. A. said. "John Wilkes Booth, 7-5, 6-2."

"Y ankeeswilk Red Sox on Ruth's homer in ninth,” re-joined Broun.

"Four scored seven years ago,” Conndlly said.

"Woollcott wasn't one of them,” said MacArthur, his attention momentarily diverted from Althea.
"Can we get off thisLincoln train of thought?' Ross complained. "I need thislike aholein the head.”

Once again, Rosswas obliviousto his own remark. | laughed heartily with Woollcott and Adams, which
was amistake, because they both stopped abruptly.

"And what do you think of al this, Mr. Surrey?* Wooll-cott asked me pointedly.

Everyone at the table shut up—it waslike one of those old E. F. Hutton commercids. Althealooked
pained.

"Uh... I'mjust Stting here, dreaming of alongitude without platitude,” | said.

Woollcott and Adams both paused and then gave me anod of approval, while | tried hard not to sweat
with relief.



"Thismanisagenius" Woollcott declared. "Oh, al right, & least he's smarter than Ross. Y ou must have
goneto Hamilton College, Mr. Surrey," he added, referring proudly to his own ama méter.

Woollcott was assuming that | wasalot younger than he; actualy, we were about the same age, athough
| looked agood ten yearshisjunior.

"Afradnot," | sad. "Cd State.”
"Cdifornia? When did they start building schools out there?!

| was about to answer when | saw Terry enter the Rose Room, looking about him in hurried concern. |
was about to wave him over when | saw ashort pixie of aman behind him, flawlesdy imitating his
posture and every movement.

Terry, who had never been ambushed in hislife, felt a presence behind him and turned quickly. Hisjaw
dropped in shocked surprise and he soundlessly mouthed the word fuck.

Again the smal man gped hisevery gesture, including his astounded, slent expletive. Still unableto

speak, Terry'sjaw firmed into abroad grin and he stuck out hishand for hisimitator to shake. The pixie
accepted the hand and shook it profusdly, holding on to it far longer than was expected, shaking Terry's
arm off, whilemutdly giving Terry dl sorts of salutations. After awhile, Terry gingerly tried to extricate his
hand, but Harpo Marx wouldn't et him go. Instead he pulled Terry into a passionate embrace, kissing the
ar near hisface, and findly jumping into aleglock around Terry'swaist, which toppled them both onto
the floor. Even then Harpo refused to let up. He was dl over Terry like an affectionate puppy. Even
without the fright wig, stovepipe hat, and ragamuffin coat, Harpo was till very much Harpo.

Frank Case, who had heard the massive thump as the two of them fell, had hurried in from the Pergola
Room to see what was the matter. Upon finding the cul prit to be Harpo, he raised his eyes skyward and
beat ahasty retreat.

"Harpo! Y ou juvenile delinquent,” Woollcott caled. "Leave that poor fellow aone before he gets mad
and killsyou. Then what would | do for acroquet partner?'

"John," Terry cdled from where hewas till lying on the floor, "Levitan split!"
"Wheréd hego?' | said, risng quickly.

"Cotton Club. But thet isnt dl."

"What do you mean?' | walked over to him, grabbing Altheaas| went.

"Two guysjumped in acab and went after him. | heard them say it—" helaughed as | helped him
up—"they ac-tudly sad, 'Follow that cab!" "

"Who were they?"

"l didn't get agood look at them. | heard him give instructions to the cabbie, and then | turned around to
get you. | only got apassing glimpse of two guys.”

| nodded. "Of course. Why should you expect anyone to be following him? Okay, let'sgo.”

And then, for areason that e udes meto thisday, | turned to the assemblage at the Round Table and
shouted, "Cotton Club!"

Each member turned to the other and then, as one, they stood. "Cotton Club!" They roared it asif it were



abattle cry, except for Harpo, who whistled it. He grabbed a palm frond and waved it in front of him like
adrum mgor's baton.

"I liked that," Altheawhispered to me, " ‘alongitude without platitude. Wasthat yours?'

"Nope. An Englishman named Christopher Fry will write those words about twenty years from now, ina
play called The Lady's Not for Burning."

"Strangetitle”
"Beautiful play. Youd loveit. Infact, you'd probably kill to play thelead.”

Her response wasinterrupted by MacArthur, who grabbed her elbow and marched her on ahead to the
taxi rank. A taxi had been secured by Harpo, who smply opened the front door and crawled right onto
the driver'slap. The stunned cabbie could do nothing, not even com-plain. | was beginning to understand
the effect Harpo Marx had upon people; generdly they were too shocked to do anything.

There were only seven of usin the taxi. Sherwood, who wastoo tal to fit anywhere, had begged off.
Kaufman, a somewhat neurotic fellow who hated being touched, took one look at the crowded taxi,
blanched, and dammed the door shut from the outside.

Harpo blared the horn and whistled impatiently. The cab-bie sat back and moaned, envisioning his cab
wrapped around alamppost. From his vantage point on the cabbie'slap, Harpo had difficulty getting
leverage on the clutch, and the car wheezed and stuttered away from the curb.

"With thetraffic, Harpo," Woollcott said, "thisis no timeto beiconoclastic.”

Harpo whistled and made an accompanying facid ex-pression that said either "don't worry" or "screw
off."

"Now | lay me downto deep ..." began Ross.

"Wdll," said Broun as Harpo careened around a bread truck, "in the immorta words of the Bard,
'WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE!"!" Damn it, Harpo, theré's a brake, useit!"

"Mr. MacArthur," Altheasaid evenly, "your hands."
"Arethose mine?' MacArthur replied innocently.

In Manhattan, the traffic lights are sequentia. The Sgnas change at, say, Forty-second, then Forty-third,
Forty-fourth, and so on. Therefore, to make every light, your speed had to increase dmost exponentialy.
Aswe made our way fur-ther uptown, the traffic thinned out considerably, and Harpo began racing the
lights

"Uh ... Harpo," said Woollcott, "there are other cars on the road, you know."

The cabbie groaned, and | could see his complexion be-coming more and more ashen the faster we
went.

"Harpo," Broun warned in aragged voice, "look out for that TRUUUCCK!" We narrowly missed a
gtaled out furniture truck. Very narrowly. | heard the cab driver gag dangeroudly.

"So, tdl me" MacArthur said to Althes, "how long are you in town?"

"Hopefully, long enough to meet Helen Hayes," shere-plied.



At the mention of hiswifé's name, Mac Arthur removed his arm from around Altheals shoulder and
folded hishandsin hislap. "Rather clear tonight,” he said. "'l don't think it'll rain, do you?"'

TEN

8-9 MARCH 1926—HARLEM

HARLEM, IN 1926, WASRIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF WHAT was referred to as a Renaissance, a
place where men and women known under the umbrellatitle of the"New Ne-gro” were enjoying a
culturd rebirth. Flush from the in-flated wages of World War |, Harlem was amiddle-class
neighborhood. The poorer sde of Harlem, athough in ex-istence, did not become dominant until the
Depression.

Originally awhite resort, the area bounded on the south side by 96th Street and on the north by 155th
was the one place in Americawhere black people could truly express themselves and without fear. Black
theatre, music, and lit-erature flourished; pridein one's heritage, achievements, and possibilities became
the order of the day for a once endaved and downtrodden people.

However, it was dill the twenties—not exactly the golden eraof civil rights. And even the Cotton Club
on Lenox Avenue and 143rd Street—the very center of Har-lem—was restricted. While the performers
were black, the audiences were white. Some blacks were alowed in as guests, but they had to be
light-skinned, extremely well-groomed, and they had to conduct themsalves far above reproach.

The prosperity of the twenties had given rise to anew pastime for the well-off called dumming. White
people were awfully curious about this"New Negro” they'd heard so much about, and here they could
actually see him close up—athough, not too close.

Thereweretwo levels of seating in the Cotton Club, the lower of which was closer to the stage and
required either areservation, amonstrous bribe to the maitre d', or arep-utation. Actudly, we didn't
need any of the above, because we had something better—Harpo.

After spilling out of the cab in front of the Cotton Club— and lavishly tipping our hapless and papitating
driver— Harpo led usinside, snatched atowel from the arm of awaiter, and personally seated us at the
best table in the house. There had been a Reserved sign on the sparkling white cloth, which Harpo
immediately cast over his shoul-der into someone's soup. It was atribute to his own fame— and
fearlessness—that we were not immediately gected. In fact, Owney Madden, the English-born mobster
who ran the Cotton Club, sent us a bottle of champagne.

The Club sold no hard liquor, dthough it did provide setups. Hard liquor could be procured a a
ludicroudy marked-up price from the doorman, but most people smply brought their own. Beer and
champagne were available, however, aswell as astandard steak house menu that aso included afew
Mexican and Itdian items,



| spied Levitan and his date at atable on the upper level. Asher back wasto me, | couldn't tell who she
was, but Mitch saw me and made an almost psychotic face that begged me to keep my distance, and he
made a sharp hand motion that was something between awave-off and aflip-off.

"Wherere those two guys who were following Mitch?" | asked Terry, who was studying amenu.
"They're outside. Judging from their suits, they couldn't afford the water in here.”

The waiters at the Cotton Club performed their duties with abrisk elegance. The place had class, which
was ex-actly the effect it was going for. | asked our waiter if Mr. Calloway was playing this evening, and
if soto relay him my compliments. Usudly when you do that, the waiter sayshell try, athough you both
know hell do nothing of the kind. However, five minutes after giving the waiter my message, another
complimentary bottle appeared on our ta-ble. "Mr. Caloway said he's glad you could makeit, Mr.
Surrey,” the waiter told me.

Therewas achorus of scantily clad, light-skinned black women dancing on the stage to an African
drumbest. Levitan wasin plain view. | was at atable in the Cotton Club with the most famous members
of the Algonquin Round Table. Everything was perfect, so | decided to relax and have a couple of
drinks.

However, it was just when | was at my most contented that a darkly handsome young man with a
powerful build and hooded brown eyes approached our table. Actually, he approached Althea. | had to
admit that | admired hismoxie, but not a my expense.

"Excuse me, miss," he said, "have | had the pleasure of making your acquaintance a an earlier date?'
"Who writesthisguy'sdiadogue,” | said alittletoo loudly to Terry, "Damon Runyon?'

The young man flashed me a dangerous glance. | haf-expected himto say, Are you talkin' to me?
"Have we met before?' he said to Althea

"I don't think that's possible,” she replied, and turned back to me. | looked around the table for help, but
al the Algonquinites—even Harpo—were exaggeratedly involved e sewhere.

"Thanksfor stopping by," | said to himin polite dismissd. Terry, | noticed, wasrolling hiseyesand
shaking hishead a me.

He tapped Althea on the shoulder. " Sorry to intrude,” he said, "but | found you too beautiful to pass up.
Why don't you join me a my table?"

"Look, pd," | said, standing up and facing him, pleased to find that | towered over him by agood four
inches, "thelady iswith me. Now blow."

| was taught in the Marines, and later at the Police Acad-emy, that facing down someone by having a
staring contest isthe surest way to the hospital. Y ou don't glare into some-one's eyes; if they makea
move, you won't seeit. Instead you look at their nose; that way, they think you'relooking into their eyes,
but you can actualy see their whole body and catch them before they move. That waswhy | was ableto
grab the hamlikefigt that snaked out in asplit second just before it made contact with my solar plexus. |
caught thefistin my hand, fedling its considerable power, and twisted it downward into awristlock. | was
fully intent upon breaking it, when | felt the tensed body of my op-ponent suddenly relax. | didn't havefar
to look for the source of my would-be assailant's sudden lack of resis-tance: The compact bulk of
Owney Madden had come be-tween us.

"All right, Ben,” Madden said camly, "that's enough. Now, go away and leave these nice people aone.



No trou-blein my place, you know that."

Ben, whoever he was, turned to me and said, "See you later, chump.”

"I can hardly wait," | replied. Ben turned roughly and stalked away.

"I'm redl sorry about dl this" Madden said. "But you've made an enemy there, I'm afraid.”
"I've made an enemy?| didn't do anything."

"Yeah, well, Ben Siegd don't see thingsthat way. He's a hot-tempered kid. He's got agood heart, but
hell go off over nothin'."

"That was Bugsy Segd 7!

"Shhh! Jesus!" Madden winced. | had forgotten the lesson | had learned at the hands of Bugs Moran; it
wasn't apopular or proud nickname. "Anyway, you're safein here. Nobody does nothin' to nobody in

my place”
"| appreciate that, Mr. Madden."
"Y eah, wdll, I'd watch myself on theway out, | wasyou."

"I'll be careful,” | replied. | returned to my seat and immediately decided that an impending brawl with
Bugsy Siegel was not going to ruin my night. Besides, | was Sitting with afew of the keenest minds of the
era, and | was de-termined to find out their take on the period | was now visting.

"Werelivinginaninteresting time,” | said to Woollcott. He looked a me suspicioudy, first gauging to see
whether my statement merited asnide crack. But then he saw that | was serious.

"It'sthewar," hereplied. "Until recently, most of this country wasrura, the products of small townswith
small minds and asingle standard of conduct. Y ou're born there, live there, die there. Step out of line and
you'rethetak of the churchice cream socid. All of asudden, Elmer goes off to war. He meetsdl kinds
of men from al kinds of places. At first, he's mortified at the way some people be-have. But then, he gets
used toit, finds out it isn't so bad, being aNew Y ork Jew, or a Chicago Pole, or a German from
Cincinnati. They'redl nice guys. Then he comes home and hears the same old drivel from Pappy and the
Reverend Zeke, and he thinks, 'What the hell do they know?

"Remember that song we al heard going over on the boat? 'How Y a Gonna Kegp'm Down &t the Farm,
After They've Seen Pareg? Well, it turned out to betrue ... in spades.” Helooked around himin
mock-embarrassment. ™Y ou should pardon the expression,” he added.

"It'saso Prohibition,” Broun chimed in. "What ajoke our Noble Experiment is shaping up to be. Fifty
million Americans who've never committed a single misdemeanor are now lawbreakers." Hetook along
quaff of champagne. "Mysdlf included. All a once our legd system, the glue that holds our society
together, isunder suspicion. People break onelaw, it'sa smple matter to break another.”

"Don't forget automobiles," came avoice with adight Russian accent. | looked around in surprise; Harpo
was talking.

"Hard to forget automobiles when you're around, Harpo," said Broun.

Harpo shrugged. "The automobileisto this generation what the steam engine was to the Industrid
Revolution. It affects our lives, our careers, and'—he stepped briefly back into character with aleer at a



pretty girl at anearby table—"our sexua habits. Y ou don't have to sit in the parlor with her mom and pop
anymore, bored to death. Y ou can take aride in the country and get laid.”

"If youask me" sad F. P. A., "thiswhole decade is an accident. Hah! | like that: the Accidental Decade
. God, I'm agenius. It never should have happened. But you have the war, the automobile, the movement
of the generd pop-ulation into the cities, millions of veterans who've had aglimpse of the world out there,
and above dl, Prohibition. People are drinking more because it'sillega. When you drink, you lose your
inhibitions; you lose your inhibitions, you do things you've never done before, would never do under
ordinary circumstances." He looked meaningfully a Harpo. "That most people would never do under
ordinary circumstances," he amended. "And from this virtualy im-poss ble concatenation of events, we
have the erawe now livein. What were the odds of dl the events that brought us here happening when
they did? Zero. But they did hap-pen, and herewe are.

"Therearedso immigrants,” MacArthur said, findly getting the message that he wasn't going to get
anywherewith Althea. "Up until the turn of the century, this country was mostly one sort of people. Now
you have other nartionditiesjoining in, bringing their own traditions, vaues, and even humor. | think the
twentieswill go down as an erawhen this country woke up. And what do you think, Mr. Surrey?'

"l think all of you areright,” | said. "But there's one other thing. We've become aworld power. Welve
just won aWorld War. The United States has become a nation to be reckoned with, and | think that has
added to our nationd pride and identity. We'redl of usjust beginning to flex our muscles, not just asa
country, but asasociety. It's not only that theres abig world out there, it'saworld we can rule if we
chooseto do s0."

"Why would we want to?" Woollcott wondered aoud.
"Exactly."

Weall looked about smugly, satisfied with our individua pronouncements. So smug was| &t that
moment, that | a-maost missed Mitchell |. Levitan's exit out the front door.

"Oh, shit!" | groaned. "Terry, let'sgo.” | stood up, grabbed Althea, and reached into my pocket and
tossed a hundred onto the table. " Gentlemen, it's been an eye-opener. Enjoy yourselves, on me. Seeyou
tomorrow." Be-fore any of them could move, | was hafway to the door with Altheaiin tow and Terry fast
behind me.

Levitan's cab was already history, but we were just able to catch the instructions of histwo shadowsto
their own driver; back to the Algonquin.

"Pretty good line of bullcrap in there, John," Terry said gpprovingly. "History 101 a Cd State?"
"Higtory 403, American Between the Wars," | replied. "l got an A, of course.”

"Of course. You—" Terry moved before | even noticed athreat. One moment he was talking to me; the
next mo-ment he had Bugsy Siegdl against the wall, holding a .45 to the back of his head. He patted
Siegel down quickly and rieved him of a.38 caliber revolver and a dtiletto.

"Y ou want to go downtown, Benjy?" he asked Siegdl, showing him the police captain's badge.
"I got no beef with you,” he said to Terry. "Thisis between me and that wise guy over there.”
"Wel, youll just haveto forget it, won't you?"

"All right,” Bugsy sghed, pulling afat money clip from his pocket. "How much?'



Terry'sexpression hardened. "Y ou haven't got that much. Now scram.”

"Whatsamétter,” Siegel called to me, "little nancy-boy needs his cop friend to fight his battles?’

"John," Terry whispered sharply, "let metase this prick and let's get outta here.”

"No good,” | whispered back. "When he wakes up, helll just come looking for me. | haveto end it now."
"Well?' Siegel demanded.

"Okay," | said. "Figts, bottles, knives, what?'

"Whatever," hereplied.

"Thisisdl quiteslly," Altheafumed.

"Honey," | said, "we're not dealing with amassve in-tellect here. It hasto be done.”

Sherolled her eyes and kissed me. "Mr. Siegel ? It's been apleasure. | hope dl of your affarsarein
order."

"I'll seeyou again, babe," he replied. "And keep to-morrow night open; you're about to step way upin
cass”

Terry walked over to Siegel and put ahand on his shoul-der. He whispered something, but dl 1 could
hear was Yid-dish. Segd blanched but quickly recovered. "I'll beready,” hesaidto Terry.

Terry laughed. "No, you won't, kid. No one ever is."
"What'd you say to him?" | asked Terry.

"Nothing. Just thet if anything happensto you, I'l kill him."
"I'm touched,” | said, meaningit.

"Thisisridiculoud" Altheaexploded. "Let'sgo, Terry. John, I'll be waiting with iodine and spirits of
ammonia”

"What, no ipecac?"' | kissed her, and then Terry ushered her into a cab.
"Remember,” he caled out the window, "the guy can box."

"Get outtahere,” | said. | tapped the fender of the cab and it did away from the curb.
| turned to Segd. "Well," | sad, "doneat las.”

Siegel had taken off hisjacket and was shadowboxing. Terry was right; judging from his sparring, he was
aboxer, and agood one.

However, | had learned self-defense under the tutelage of Master Gunnery Sergeant Emil Deevon
USMC, afdlow reputed to have single-handedly cleaned out an entire barful of Australian SAS guys one
night in the Philippines. Gunny Deevon took hisingructing serioudy and guaranteed re-sults.

"If you live through my class, Brucies'—Deevon was most paliticaly incorrect—"and you losea
hand-to-hand, | will personally fly my black assto Arlington, shove your weepin' mamaand papa outta
my way, whip out Mr. Happy and pissdl over your Brucie-boy grave.”



Everything Deevon taught me camein handy later on the streets of L.A. When hewaskilled inan
ambush in So-mdlia, | flew back to Arlington for hisfunera. | was sur-rounded by hundreds of Marines
who were torn between grief at his death and hysterical laughter at the memory of his high-pitched yelp
and imaginativeinsults.

S0, in respect to the Gunny's memory, | said, "Ready to die, Brucie-boy?"

"I'm shakin',"” Siegd sneered, throwing aright hook at my face. | stepped back quickly to avoid the full
impact of the blow. It fill hurt, however.

Siege was clearly enjoying himself. He threw afew good combinations and faked me out a couple of
times with some expert feints. His deepy eyes were wide and mock-ing, like those of akid easily winning
aone-on-one bas-ketball game. | didn't fight back, though. | just let him try to hit me.

"I must say," | remarked as | ducked aroundhouse left, "that | redly love Vegas. You're gonnado a
great job there, Ben."

"Whet the hell are you talkin' about?' he grunted, catching my shoulder with aright cross.
"LasVegas, Nevada. Don't worry, you'l find out.”" | blocked aleft. "Watch out for VirginiaHill, though."

"Fuckin' nut," he said, and came after me with alethal combination. | took two in the face, which swayed
mealittle, and then | caught him over my hip and threw him to the ground.

"What the hdl wasthat?' he demanded.

"What the hell was what, Benny? Werein an dley in Harlem, Ben, not aschool yard." | remembered
Gunny Deevon'sopinion of fair fights. "Fair! Marinesdon't fight fair! Y ou know who fightsfair? Dead
motherfuckersfight fair. Which do you wanna be?"

"Comeon, Ben, get up.”" | danced around him. He got up and charged me, the poor dumb-ass. | kicked
hislegs out from under him and chopped the back of his neck. He was down, but not out, and rose
dowly, seething with an-ger. In my head, Gunny Deevon screamed, "Pressit home, Brucie, pressit
home!"

As Siegd got to hisfedt, | gave him the Deevon Specid, aroundhouse kick that again swept hislegs out
from under him, thistime following up with aflying boot to the jaw. | grabbed his hand and twisted his
arm, pressing my shoe againgt his Adam's apple.

"Wedl done now, Ben?'
He struggled and | increased pressure on hisarm and his neck. Then he relaxed.
"Yeah," he breathed heavily, "were done."

| helped him to hisfeet. "Y ou can sure scrap,” he said with grudging admiration. "Whereéd you learn
thet?'

"The Marines. Later on, the cops.”
"You'reacop?'
"Asfar asyou know," | replied.

"Then how come those two cops was followin' you?'



"How do you know they were cops?'

Siege looked &t measif | weresmple. "Okay," | said.

"They wasn't locds, though.”

"Redly," | said, becoming interested. "What gives you that idea?

"They had apple-knocker faces. And they sounded like apple-knockers, not New Y ork, anyway. The
big tip-off wasthey didn't know me. Every flatfoot in town knowsme," he added proudly.

"Anything dse?"

"They wereSsses," he sneered.

"Youmean..." | searched for the politicaly incorrect 1920sterminology, "they were ... fairies?’

"Nah. They were just, you know, sissies. | gave ‘em some crap before you got out here and they didn't
giveit back, likeyou did. | said, 'What're you lookin' at, bone-head," and they just kind of backed off."

"WEell, | appreciate your assstance, Ben."

"Y ou wannaget adrink?

"Thanks, but I'minahurry.”

"l getit." Hegrinned. "That broad. | don't blameya."

"Few peopledo,” | replied.

9 MARCH 1926—THE ALGONQUIN

Altheaand Terry met mein the Algonquin lobby. "Whereishe?' | asked impatiently.
"Inhisroom," Terry said. "And not done.”

"I'm glad. Where're Chang and Eng?’

"Outsde, near thedley."

"I haveit on good authority that they're on the job."

"Not locds" Terry sad.

"That'swhat Bugsy said.”

"Oh, you're pasnow?' Althea scoffed. "Men! | may vomit.”

"How'd that go?' Terry asked. "Y ou don't have ascratch.”

"Youwereright," | said. "He can box. He just can't fight. Let's take 'em down."



"Who, the boys outside? Okay, how do you want to do it?"

"Thisisridiculoud" Altheaerupted. "No morefighting. All you've done since you've been hereis get your
head beatenin. I'll bring themin."

"Althea..."

Sheturned and faced me. "Don't take this the wrong way, John, but you're getting to be quite a bore.
Y ou're beginning to take things entirely too serioudy.”

"But—" What else could | say?

"Weve got ajob to do, fine. But you'd better start learn-ing how to relax. When we first met, you used
to take such pleasure in everything you did. Y ou enjoyed the good and understood that you couldn't
change most of the bad. But now you've got this superior attitude—asif your erawas just oh so perfect.”
She threw her hands up to her face and affected awhiny, effeminate voice. " 'Oh, the twenties are so
awful! Oh, everybody's so mean! Oh, everybody smokes and doesn't have a stick up his ass like we
do in 2007! Oh, people eat things because they taste good and do things because they feel good!'
Y ou'd better"—shelooked at Terry for hep—"what's the term?"

"Lighten up?' Terry offered.
"Yes Lighten up.”

"l guess|'m not getting laid tonight,” | whispered loud enough for only Altheato hear. It wasastupid
thing to say, though, and with anyone dse it would have meant trouble.

"No, you'l ill get laid," shesaid, asif to ateenager who was afraid of being grounded. "Why should |
punish mysdlf just because you're being apompous jerk? Now stop being a sourpuss. Y ou loved 1940,
and the world wasfaling apart. Y ou were going to stay there and fight in World War [1—or was that
another man | was deeping with at thetime? | refuse to believe that the twenties are any worse, even for
atwenty-first-century tight-asslike you."

Wefollowed her outside at a discreet distance. Our two friends were standing in the dley next to the
hotel, looking cold and uncomfortable. | couldn't help but pity them. | had done my share of stakeouts
and knew from experience how miserable they could be.

Altheamotioned us back and turned into the dley.

"Y ou boys must betired,” | heard her say.

"Uh... you must be mistaken," | heard one voice croak. She had obvioudy caught them both by surprise.
"Migtaken?' shereplied. "Y ou're not tired?"

"No, maam," said the other. "l mean ... yes, maam, we aretired, but no, malam, you must be looking for
some-onedse.”

"Why do you say that?"
"Maam, please..."

"Look," she said firmly, "you've been following us dl night. Now, you can come insde and get warm and
we can al st down over coffee and a sandwich and talk this out. Or—we can run you al over town,
making sure you never get anywhere near a bathroom for the next twelve hours.”



"Oh, God, abathroom!" moaned one of them.
"Got 'em," | saidto Terry.

"I know just how they fed," hereplied. "Boy, do | ever." The two were obvioudy new at stakeouts,
otherwise, they'd have known about empty milk cartons and the proper use of cover in dleys.

Altheacame cut of the dley, arm in arm with our two shadows. "Now, that wasn't so difficult, wasit?"
she asked me with asmirk.

Terry produced his captain's shield. "All right, gentle-men, break out some ID right now."

| regarded the two of them critically. They were both young, blond, fresh-faced, and terrified. "You can
frisk them,” | told Terry, "but they won't be heded.”

"What makes you so sure?’
"They're Feds. They won't be allowed to carry for an-other eight years.”
" 'Wadters, Robert C.,' " Terry read, " 'Evans, Tyler D., Bureau of Investigation.' FBI, huh?’

"Just BI, for now, Ter. How badly do you need to go to the can, Robert C?' | asked Walters, the more
fright-ened one.

"Pretty badly." Helooked at Evans, who rolled hiseyes.

"Why were you following us?'

"Wewerent following you," Watersreplied, stlanding with hislegs crossed.
"All right, then. Why were you following Mitchdl?*

"Who'sthat?' Evans asked, trying to sound innocent.

"One moreword out of turnand | runyou in,” Terry said, affecting his best pissed-off flatfoot tone.
"Yourein my jurisdiction now, farm-boy."

"I'm not afarm-boy," Evansreplied indignantly. "1 went to Dartmouth.”
"Shut up,” Terry snapped. He looked at Walters. "An-swer the question.”
"Uh, | forgot what it was," he said, embarrassed.

"Why are you following Mitch?'

"Oh, isthat hisname?"

Terry removed a sap from his pocket and caressed it.

"No, redly," Waltersingsted, "'l didn't know hisname.”

"Terry," Altheapiped up.

"y e

"Don't you think the proper thing to do, before you hurt these poor boys, isto let them use the John?"



Terry consgdered that for amoment. "No. Sorry,” he said finaly. "They'll be more inclined to talk now,
when they're highly motivated. What were your orders?’

"I don't know what you're talking about,” Evans said.

"Somebody told you to follow Mitch," Terry sad pa-tiently. "Who wasit?'
"Nobody."

"Areyou guys assigned here, inthe New York Bu-reau?" | asked.

"No, Washington," Waltersreplied. Evans dmost punched him.

"| guessthat answers my question,” Terry said. "What'd Hoover tdll you?
"Who?" Evans asked.

"Little guy, looks like a pissed-off owl ?"

Waters guffawed. Evans did punch him that time. | mo-tioned to Terry to take Evans back into the dley.
| figured that Walters wanted to talk, if for no other reason than to be released to use the John.

"Thiswon' take long, Robert C," | said. "It'sup to you.”
"But Evans—"

"I'll dedl with Evans. Tdl me exactly how your day went, the day you saw Hoover and he sent you to
New York."

Altheatook out acigarette and lit it for him. "Thank you," he said. Y ou could tell that he wasalittle
nervous around agirl as attractive as Althea. | ingtinctively decided to usethis, but, asusud, shewasa
step ahead of me. Shetook hisarm and leaned in closdly.

"Got agirl, Robert C?' she asked.

"Well, yeah," he said, not comprehending the change of subject. "I mean, therésaagirl | like, but she
doesn't know I'm dive.”

"l don't see how,” Altheareplied sweetly. "Y ou're avery dtractive man." Hewas, too. He just wasn't
overly bright.

"Well, | try to talk to her, but she just doesn't seem interested.”

"Why do you like her?' Altheaasked.

"Well, gee, she'sthe prettiest—"

"What e=?'

"What do you mean?"

"What does she like? What does she care about? What's her favorite thing to do?'
"Uh ... | don't know."

"Don't you think you ought to find out?"



Robert C. creased hisforehead. "1 don't get you."

"Shel'sapretty girl, Robert. Don't you think she knows this by now? If you come drooling after her
because she's pretty, what makes you any different from anyone else who triesto date her?"

"Y ou mean | should find out more about her? See what we have in common?'

"Very good, Robert. Try approaching her as a person, not just a cresture who happens to be beautiful.
Otherwise, why should she care about you—not if you don't care about her.”

"Wow! | never thought of it like that.”

"Good. And now that we have your problem squared away, why don't you help us with our problem.”
"But Mr. Hoover—he'd fire me in asecond.”

"I'll take care of Mr. Hoover," | said.

"Y eah, sure. Listen, nobody takes care of Mr. Hoover— he takes care of everybody else.”

"Trust me" Altheasaid, adding flirtatioudy, "you do trust me, don't you?"

"Well, yeah," he said, melting. Whoever the object of Robert's affection wasin D.C., shed never be
quite the epitome of perfection she had been before his meeting Al-thea.

"Mr. Hoover cdled you into hisoffice," she prompted.

"Y eah, and he gave usthis guy's name and description and told us that he was a suspected communist
agitator, and we wereto tail him and report on hisactivities.”

| tried not to laugh. Mitchell, one of therichest menin Cdifornia, son of the richest manin Cdifornia, a
com-munist. What ajoke. But then, so was Hoover. He spent his career looking for communists under
the bed and never uncovered one single plot. Meanwhile, organized crime flourished.

"What do you think brought Mitchell to his attention?" Althea asked.

"I don't know. Oh—he did say ‘acontact in New Or-leans;' if that'll help you at al.”

| sghed with relief. "You havenoideg,” | said. "Thank you." | turned to Althea. "Wevegot it," | said.
"Areyou sure?' she asked.

"Pogtive”

"Okay." Shewinked at Waters and patted his shoulder. "Okay, Terry," she cdled into the dley, "might
aswell forget it. We can't get adamned thing out of thisguy.”

Terry led Evans out of thedley. ™Y ou want meto talk to him?* he said.

"No, it'snouse" | said, giving Terry awink. "He won't say aword.”

"Well, that's okay," Terry replied smugly. "Agent Evans here has been singing like acanary.”
"He has?' Walters was shocked.

"Shut up, Bob," growled Evans.



"l won't say aword, Tyler," Walters assured him. "l promise.”

Evanslooked miserable. "Don't takeit so hard,” Terry said.

"Y ou won't tattle on your partner, will you?' Althea asked Robert C. with awink.

Waters, enthralled by Althea, winked back. "Not aword,” he said. "After dl, heismy partner.”

We rdeased alighthearted Walters and downcast Evans to the custody of the lobby restroom attendant
and went up to Mitchell's suite of rooms. There was a soft but ingstent knocking sound—like a
headboard against awall.

Althearapped on the door.
"Go away," aragged femde voice cdled.
"Sorry, but it'simportant,” | said.

"Well, soisthis" the woman argued, and then whis-pered urgently, but loudly enough for usto hesr,
"don't stop now, for Christ's sakel™

"l can't concentrate,” | heard Mitchdl growl, "I'mlos-ing it!"
"Will thishelp?' the woman asked.

Apparently, "this' did help. The rapping sound quick-ened and there was soon avocal crescendo from
both part-ners. Terry grinned and looked up at the ceiling. Althea chuckled and knocked on the door

agan.
"Can't we samoke acigarette firg?' the woman's ag-grieved voice cdled.

"WEell only beamoment,” | said. We heard light foot-steps approaching the door.

"If thisiswhat the next century islike" her grumpy voice sad, "you can damnwell keep it."

The door opened, revedling asmal dark woman clad only in Mitchell's bathrobe. She was smoking a
cigarettein along holder and wearing a deepy, sated look on her face.

"Mitchdl, your friends from the future are here," she called.
"I'll beright out,” came Mitchdl's voice from the bath-room.

"Wdl, your timing ginks" shesaid, "but you are con-siderate. I'm Dorothy Parker. Who the hell are
you?"

ELEVEN

9 MARCH 1926—THE ALGONQUIN HOTEL, NEW YORK CITY



MRS. PARKER SIZED UP ALTHEA AND DECIDED TO LIKE HER. "So, you're from the next
century, honey? How long have | got?'

"I wouldn't know, Mrs. Parker," Altheareplied. "Y ou see, dthough | wasin 2007 briefly, I'm redly from
1940. and you're till very much dive.”

"Wel, now I'm confused,”" Mrs. Parker said.

Altheatook my hand. "John and | met when he visited 1940," she explained. "Nature took its course,
and herel am.”

"How romantic. What about it, John, am | sill dive?'

Dorothy Parker died in 1967. There was no reason for her to know this, however. "Of courseyou are,
Mrs. Par-ker."

"Liar, liar, pantsonfire" she scoffed. "God, who in hell would want to live that long, anyway?' She
brushed aloose wisp of brunette hair from her face. | could see afaded scar on her wrist as she did 0.
She saw melooking and gave me awry smile, asif sheldd caught me glancing a her cleavage and was
pleased by the compliment.

"Every girl should try it once," she said. "After you get over the embarrassment of botching it, it'squite
liber-ating. Y ou never take men quite as serioudy ever again.”

After asilence that made everyone except Mrs. Parker fed awkward, Altheasaid, "I love your work,
Mrs. Parker. | wish you'd do more of it."

"So does my landlord, dear.”

"I'll take care of your landlord, and anybody else,” Mitchell declared as he entered the room and sat on
the arm of her chair."Y our money problems are over." She patted hisleg.

"Y ou're swest, darling, but if you turn out to be good for me, I'll haveto get rid of you."
"What areyour plans?' | asked Mitchell.

"I think I'd like to take Dottie on alittle trip. Maybe Atlantic City? Would you like that?"
She yawned expansively. "Wherever youd like, swestie. I'm yours—for now."

"That's good enough,” Mitchell declared, but it was bravado and we dl knew it.

"I'm going to take abath,” Mrs. Parker announced. "Don't get up." With that, she swept out of the room.
Mitchell stared after her possessively.

"Wdl, Mitch," Terry sad, "you've found your girl."
"That'sright,” he snapped defensively.

"Relax, Mitchdl," | said. "She'safine woman, and agreat writer. Believe me, it's not hard to understand
the attraction.”

"Why would it be?' he demanded.



"It wouldn't," | replied hadtily. "I just can't under-stand ... why her? Why Dorothy Parker?”
"Because she makes him fedl needed, John,” Altheasaid impatiently. "Chrig, it'sso smple!”

"I know dl that," | said, alittle more peevishly than | had intended. "But what was it about her in
particular?'

"Shut up, John," Mitchdl said tiredly. "1 like her. She'sfunny, and bright, and beautiful, and vulnerable.
She's not some boyfriend-faced trophy-wife candidate who wouldn't give me thetime of day if | wasn't a
studio head worth over abill—"

"I'm sorry." | laughed. " '‘Boyfriend-faced?"

"l came up with that in high schoal. Y ou know, agirl who looks like she has aboyfriend, so don't even
bother. Or if she doesn't have aboyfriend, don't bother anyway because it's not going to be you.”

| nodded. "It works. | likeit. Boyfriend-faced." But | dso fdlt badly for Mitchell. Here was aguy who
had been exposed to so much rgection that he had even come up with his own vocabulary on the
subject.

"Was| boyfriend-faced?' Altheaasked me.

"Nope." Mitchell replied before | could answer. " Some women, even if they have boyfriends, aren't.”
"Why, thank you, Mitchdl."

"He'sright," | said. The mutual attraction between us had been e ectric from the git-go.

"Y ou can't be boyfriend-faced on the screen,” Mitchdll said, comfortable in hisarea of expertise. "If you
make yoursalf seem inaccessible, the audience won't care about you. That'swhat they mean when they
talk about chemistry between stars of apicture.” He stopped talking suddenly, embarrassed at having
exposed so much of himself. | de-cided a subject change wasin order.

"Wevefound Harry," | said.

Mitchell's jaw dropped. "What?"

"Wevefound your grampa,” | said. "Heswaiting ta-bles at—"
"Rudley's" he cut meoff. "I know."

"Don't you want to see him?"

"Wadl, yes. No—I don't know. | haven't been ableto bring mysdlf to do it yet. | wasthirteen when he
died, John. He was my best friend in al the world. He was the only one who gave adamn about me. | go
see him now, hewon't know me from Adam.”

"You'd be surprised,” | told him. "1 saw my grampa, and my dad and uncle, in 1957. It was great! And
the funny thing was, my grampa did know me."

"Maybe," he said. Heturned to me suddenly. "How'd you know about Harry?* he said accusingly.

"I knew him," Altheasaid, ingtinctively covering for me. "I knew your grandfather in Hollywood in the
thirties. When | heard your name, | made the connection and men-tioned it to John, and he checked it



"What was he like? In the thirties, | mean. | only knew him after the world had beaten the crap out of
him."

"Y ou'd've been proud of him, Mitch. He had alot of friends. Everyone said he was going places. I'm sure
you must have seen the pictureshe wrote."

"Well. sure. Then he blowsit dl, goes off to Spain.”

"Hedid what he believed in, Mitch."

“I'M AN IDIOT!" | shouted.

"No argument there," Altheasaid. "But why?"

"I'vejust had an epiphany,” | said. Everything had just falen into place at that moment. Now | knew it dll.
"Jesus, Mitch," | said. "l thought | was good at this stuff, but man, you redlly had me going.”

"What're you talking about?" he demanded.

"Y ou've been yanking our chains. Thiswholetrip. 'l want to seeif | can do it on my own." | wasright;
you weren't lying, you just weren't telling us everything.”

"I don't know what you—"
"Mitch. Thisisn't about you. It's not even about Dottie. It's about Harry, isn't it?"
"l never said—"

"Sure, you've dways liked Dottie—" | glanced over my shoulder at the closed bedroom door and
lowered my voice. "And you never trusted any of the lookers who came after you once you madeit.

Hey, who can blame you? Reach your level of success and you're nothing but awalking checkbook. And
where were al those babes when you were in high school ? Dotties agirl of substance, she's never heard
of you, likesyou for who you are. All that isto the good, Mitchell. But there's one piece of the puzzle that
doesntt fit."

"Oh," he asked heavily, "what?"'
"J. Edgar Hoover. Why're you bugging him? Are you nuts? Why ask for trouble?"
"Dottie has socidist leanings,” he said. "And shewasfor racid equdity long before anyone—"

"I know, | know," | said impatiently. "She left her estate, what there was of it, to the NAACP.
Everybody knows that. But Hoover never bothered her, at least no more than anyone else. It was her
own salf-destructive tendencies that were the reason why she didn't become as greet as she should have

"S0," he remondrated, "maybe | could help.”

"Mitch," | said, keeping my voicelow, "you could get her off the booze, screw her into la-laland, get her
into aerobics, make her live up to her fullest potential. Maybe that'd make her happy. Go ahead. But that
wouldn't make you happy, not completely.”

"Why not?" he asked tightly.



"Because she'sabonus of thistrip. Not thereal reason why you're here.”
"Andwhy am | here?"

| looked around smugly. "Harry."

"What could | do for Harry?"

"Mitchell. GrampaHarry wasacommunig.”

"So what!"

"Hey, don't get me wrong, Mitch. It's not adirty word to me. It'san airy-fairy politica theory that proved
itself unworkablein therea world. But tell that to idealigtic kids now. Herein 1926. Kids whose parents
are being exploited in sweatshops and factories and cod mines. Getting paid shit wages, no regard to
their persond safety, no medica benefits or disability. No protection from their bosses, no government
oversight agencies. None of these kidstoday are aware that, as we speak, Joe Stdin is systematically
sarving or freezing onethird of his nation to death. Or that heisgoing to decimate hisownarmy ina
massive purge. Nope, to these kids, Karl Marx's promised Utopiais till apossbility.

"Harry was a card-carrying communist, wasn't he?"
IIY@:I

"He went to Spain to fight for Loyalists. But when he got back, and he saw that Stalin had signed a
nonaggression pact with Hitler, he quit in disgust, didn't he?!

Mitch nodded miserably.

"But it didn't matter. This country's dways been dightly paranoid about Reds. Hetried to join the Air
Force, but they found out that he had been acommuni<t, and that disqualified him from Officer's
Candidate Schoal, right?

"So, Mitch, hetried to get to England to join the RAF, but the FBI turns him back at the Canadian
border, likeit did with alot of kids back then, right? So he goesto China, shapes up at Genera
Chennault's office. The genera doesn't give adamn about some youthful indiscretion. He needs pilots,
and Harry isnot only agood one, he's been in combat. Not only in combat, but in those shitty Russian
Poliakarpov biplanes that were turned into mincemeat by Messerschmitt 109s. And he survived.

"So hejoinsthe Flying Tigersand islater absorbed into the regular U.S. Army Air Force. He hasagood
war. Mitchdl, he was top-heavy with medals. | saw them in your office a home. Siver Star, DFC, Air
Force Cross, you nameit. | mean, | thought my grampawas a kick-ass pilot, thirty-two missionsina
B-24. But Harry? Makes John Wayne—a close personal friend by theway, so | don't say this
lightly—makes John Wayne look like a pussy.”

"So what are you driving a, John? My grandfather was awar hero, and I'm proud of him." He paused
and stared a me, fuming. "And so what if hewas aRed, alot of poor people were. And you'reright, he
did quit after Stdlin and Hitler sgned the treaty in 1939. He hated them forever after that. Screw you,
John, I'm proud of him."

"Hey, Mitch, guesswhat? | admire him, too. He was not only a hero, and he not only had the courage of
his con-victions, but he was man enough to admit it when he was wrong. Unfortunately, that's not where
it ended.”



"Oh?Wheredid it end, John?"

"Y ou would think that a young man as brilliant as Harry, who had had what used to be referred to asa
‘good war,' you would think that upon his return, he would have the world by the balls. Mgor Harry
Levitan, USAAF, hero of the CBI. And he cuts quite afigurein that uniform. Who could resist him?

"Wdll, Hollywood, for one. 'Had agood war, Harry baby, but, uh, what have you done for me lately?
But Harry'sgot balls. 'Fine, he says, 'I'll show you." And by God, he does. He goes back to New Y ork,
where he takes as hiswife alovely young woman—your grandma, by the way. She works, and he has
some savings and mustering-out pay, plus he'sin the 52-20 Club—all the GIswho got twenty bucksa
week for ayear after demobilization. For the next three years he works on his big war novel, during
which time, your dad isborn. He's almost done when the Russians decide to blockade Berlin and wein
turn decide to supply our former enemiesby air. Everyone who can till fly getsrecaled. Including Harry.
For the next six months, he flies C-47's from Wiesbaden to Templehof Air-drome and back again.
Bo-ring, except for the odd game of chicken with aY ak fighter. But necessary to restrain the Russian
horde. He gets another medal, plus a promise that he won't ever have to wear khaki again, and he returns
home and finishes hisbook. It's atougher sall than he thought it would be. The war's been over for four
years, people aretired of it, and anyway, Norman Mailer said it dl in The Naked and the Dead. But he
perssts, and sure enough, it gets published.

"Mitch, the book is atowering achievement. 'Not snce A Farewell to Arms ... not since All Quiet on
the Western Front... not since The Red Badge of Courage ... Wéll, you get my meaning.”

| poured mysdlf aglass of water and |ooked around me. Althea seemed ready to spit in my eye. Terry
was giving me his sandard "you putz* face. And Mitch was|ooking out of the window, dthough | knew
damnwel hewasligening.

| continued. "The book sellsaton. And Harry isloving it. He's dickering for anew contract with his
publisher; his agent is squeezing Hollywood by the nuts on adownhill pull for the movie dough. The
future? Harry Levitan is going places. What does he have to worry about?

"Wel, he'sright. He is going places. But not where he thinks. Because acrossthe world, in hisold
wartime stomp-ing grounds, the Chinese aso decide to go places. They take one good look at the Yalu
River in Korea, and ask, Why did the Chinese crossthe Yau? To get to the other side, of course. And
asfor Harry, well, the Air Force wasn't being entirely truthful when they told him he was through with his
military service obligations. They send him to Washington, give him apair of silver oak leaves, and ask
him everything he can remember about China. 'Sure,” Harry thinks, ‘what the hell. I've got my bestseller
under my bdlt, they want mefor ayear, screw it, I'll write my next book at night, by the light of the
Capitol Rotunda.'

"Once again, Harry does his bit. Washington's a nice town, he sports a high enough rank to enjoy it, his
year passes quickly. He comes back home, full of pissand vin-egar, and ready to resume his budding
career.

"'Uh ... therésjust one thing, hisagent tellshim, 'l can't sell your book.' 'What the hell do you mean,’
Harry wants to know. 'It's agoddamn bestsdller, amillion copiesin print, more on the way. Whét the
fuck do they want?

"'Well, it'slikethis," hisagent tellshim. They're Sartin' to get alittle nervous about commies. Seems
theres thisfruitcake rummy senator from Wisconsin, and he's been crackin' down on communigtsin the
movies...'

" 'Wait just agoddamn minute,' Harry says. 'I've served with ditinction three separate times, for Chrigt's



sake. China, the Berlin Airlift, Korea... I'm still in uniform. I'mafriggin’ colondl in the Air Force
Reserve, and they doubt my loydty?

"Wadl, Mitch, you know what happened. Poor Harry got blacklisted, and it just took the wind out of his
sals. His publisher dropped him, then his agent—you know agents better than anybody, they should al
be put down at birth— his agent stopped returning his cals. He had enough money from his book sales
to live comfortably until the Red Scare was over and Joe M cCarthy was sent off to some loony binto
drool al over himsdf, but by then he just couldn't or wouldn't write anymore. He took ajob out here at
Cd State Long Beach, teaching creetive writing to kidswho redly couldn't give less of a shit, and until
you were born, he didn't care too much about anything himsalf."

Mitch was biting back tears. | felt pretty rotten, but | had done what | had to do. Getting to the bottom of
thingsisn't dways pretty.

"My dad hated him," Mitch findly said through alump in histhroat. "I mean, heloved him, but he hated
what he became. That'swhy my dad went into business. He wanted to get asfar away from the artsas
he could. He saw what happened to my grandfather, how miserable and broken hewas. That'swhy he
never read abook in hislife except in school. And that's why he made himsdlf so rich. He didn't want
anyoneto be ableto touch him, to bring him down like they did my grandfather.”

"That's dso why your dad became the ultimate capital-ist,” | mused. "So what do you want to do,
Mitch?'

"l know what I'm going to do," he declared. "Y ou can either help me or not."
"WEeIl help you, Mitch," Altheasaid. "Whatever you want."

"Thank you," hesaid.

"Where do you want to start?" Terry asked him.

"I want agood night'sdeep,” Mitchell said. "In the morning, | want to get up, eat agood room service
break-fast. Then | want to just take awalk with Dottie. And then..."

"And then?'
"I want to go to Rudley's for a cup of coffee.”

Mrs. Parker had a deadline to mest, so Mitchell put her in ataxi when we met him back at the Algonquin
inthe morn-ing. Altheaand | had aso been tired and dept late. We were becoming snippy with each
other. We both knew it, and even acknowledged it with promisesto treat each other with more
sengitivity, but our exaggerated politeness be-trayed the tenson in the air. It wasthefirst night we had
ever spent together without making love, and its signifi-cance escaped neither of us.

Terry had aso begged off. He had been going on even less deep, and gtill hadn't had time off to recover
from hisrugged misson in the Old West. Timetravel can be quite exhaugting, and | had discovered
amost immediately that when you travel in time, you need more rest and better nutrition than usud. A
long rest after amissionisaso required. Y our body and mind both need to adjust and re-adjust. Even
though Terry seemed like arock—and acted like one—he was just as human astherest of us.

"Do you redly think thisisagood idea?' Mitch asked as we crossed Broadway .

"Y ou don't have to do anything you don't want to do,” | replied. "We can turn around right now and go
back to the hotel, or over to a speakeasy, or anything else. Bdieve me."



He stopped for amoment. "No, I'll go.”

It wasjust after lunch hour, and the place was amost empty. A young waiter took our order as | sniffed
the donut-shortening smell gppreciatively.

"Think Harry isheretoday?' Mitch asked.

"I'msaureof it," | said.

"What makes you so sure?’

"You just ordered acup of coffeefrom him."

Mitch swivelled his head around to look at Harry, who was walking away from him.
"You'l catch him when he returnswith our order,” | said.

"Why didn't you say something?' he asked aggrievedly.

"I wanted to seeif you'd say something first,”" | replied.

Mitchdl drummed hisfingers on the table nervoudy until Harry returned. | sat back comfortably and
waited. | had seen thisdl before.

Harry returned with our coffee and sinkers. Mitchell stared a him. There was afamily resemblance, but it
was more of agenerd, dmost unplaceable sort of relationship. My own grandfather and | had |ooked
like brothers. Mitch-ell and his grandfather had the same build; both weretal, lean, and wiry, with a
certain grace and natural coordination that was more common in smaler men. But Mitchell wasa
rougher, less attractive gpproximation of hisyoung grand-father, and aso lacked his salf-assured
intengity. Mitchell, at twenty-eight, looked barely postadolescent, while his grandfather, at Sixteen,
seemed fully grown and mature. However, this could be attributed to the circumstances of their growth.
Mitch had been amillionaire's son who had wanted for nothing. Harry had been helping to support his
family since grade school.

Harry caught Mitchdll staring at him. "Was there any-thing se?" he asked.
Mitch couldn't speak. Hetried to, but nothing came out.

"Areyou dl right, Sr?' Harry asked.

"He'sokay," Altheasaid. "He had abit of afright outsde—abusadmost hit him."
"He seemed dl right before," Harry replied.

"Delayed post-traumeatic shock syndrome,” | said. "It hgppensal thetime. Not to him, | mean. In
generd.”

"Well, okay." Harry sounded unconvinced. "L et me know if he needs anything." He walked back to the
kitchen.

"Mitch?Y ou okay?'
Mitch wiped hisforehead with anapkin. "I don't know what happened. The words just wouldn't come.”

"That happens sometimes,” | lied. | had never seen it before. Most people couldn't wait to talk to



long-dead rel-atives, and amost dways established a connection within minutes, even if they never
reveded ther identity.

"Hell never bedlieve me" Mitch said.
"Of course hewont," Altheasad. "Why would he?'
"Y ou believed John when you met him."

"Not right away," she said, with asignificant glance at me. "I did fal in love with him right away, though,
and that made me alittle more patient with him than | would have been with anyone else."

"It won't work," Mitch sighed.
"What won't work?"'

"If I tel him, 'Harry, don't join the Reds, stay away from them, they'll make you pay for it later," hell tell
meto take ahike. Look at him."

Harry was stacking cups and saucers, and he endowed even that Smple task with a certain authority.
Here was a young man who did everything well, whether it took an inherent or acquired skill, and his
presence, even a that young age, was commanding. His fellow workers kept him at a distance that was
respectful, not contemptuous.

"Youreright," | told him. "Hewont listen to you."
"What do | do?' Mitchdl agonized.

"Mitchdl, sometimes you can't do anything. Sure, I've gone back and changed history—but | couldn't
make any-body do just anything. Certainly not aguy like Harry. You'reright; look at him. He's been
working al hislife, and even though he's poor, he'sin control. HE's staying in school, and next year helll
goto City College, right on schedule. Hell have short stories published in the New Yorker before he's
twenty. Hisgood friend and fellow Rudley's dumnus, Moss Hart, will help him get an off-Broadway play
produced that'll bring him to the attention of Hollywood. And while hes doing that, hell be taking flying
lessons at Roosevet Fied. Are you going to get him to deviate from that course? Is anyone? Y ou know
how poor your great-grandparents are. right now Harry thinks that communism isthe answer. Areyou
going to convince him otherwise? | don't think so, Mitch.”

"But I've got to do something!"
"Doyou likebeing dive, Mitchdl?"
"l don't get you."

"Mitchell, you're agreat man. | don't know if you're aware of thisor not. But alot of people depend on
you. Not just for the jobs you create, but for the joy and satis-faction your artistry gives people. Think of
the wonderful storiesforgotten for decades that you've rescued from ob-scurity and turned into treasures
bel oved the world over. We can't do without you, Mitch."

| turned to Althea. "' The Spectacles, for Chrigt's sake. Who would have thought that Edgar Allan Poe,
of al peo-ple, could write such a charming romantic comedy?' | turned back to Mitch. "Only you, Mitch.
Maybe the only guy in the whole industry who knows that what's on his bookshelvesis hisred wedth.
We need you, old buddy. Thiswholefriggin' planet isbecoming illiterate, and you're one of the only
people left to keep us honest.”



"But Harry—"

"You are Harry's biggest creation, Mitch. Stop thinking of yoursdlf as some twerp who was ageek in high
schoal! It's gone way beyond that. People like your father—anice guy, adecent man, I'm sure—but
what ishe going to leave behind? Money? Y ou've aready earned more money than you could ever
dream of spending; you don't need his. And your reputation precedes you, Mitch—you don't give a shit
about money, anyway. Y ou don't lean on peoplejust to prove you're the boss, you don't abuse your
power over those who couldn't possibly afford to stand up to you. Y ou don't screw your artists out of
their fair share. Y ou don't even demand sexual favors. Y ou are akind and generous man at the very
pinnacle of acrud and sdfish business. Why, it'sunheard of! But al that is secondary. The plea-sure
your movies have brought people like me, Mitch, you can't put a price on that. When | sit down with my
popcorn and Milk Dudsto watch aMitchell I. Levitan production, | never know whether it'll make me
laugh, or fed sad or pissed off—but | do know I'll walk out of there having gotten more than my ten
bucks worth. The chances you take on unknown actors and writers and directors—folks who'd till be
flipping burgerstoday if not for you—who spread the Mitchell 1. Levitan gospel dl over theworld. I'll tell
you what, Mitch. You look at Harry over there. And then think of the grandfather who raised you, who
passed down to you an insatiable lust for nothing more than the chance to tell a good story—you go and
tell that man what you've become and what you've accomplished. Tdl him what your gift meansto
billions of peoplejust like me. Do you think helll want to change any of that? Do you?'

Mitchell looked down at his coffee. "I don't know," he said miserably.

"Wedll, | do," | said. "I'm not telling you not to try. Go ahead. But you know what can happen ..."
He looked up suddenly. "What? What can happen?'

| pushed my hands apart to mime asmal explosion. "Poof.”

" 'Poof? What the hell is "poof'?"

"You," | said. "You go poof. You disappear, you've never existed. That'swhy | asked you if you enjoy
being dive"

"What do you mean? Y ou've changed history, you just said so."

"That'sright. | have. I've saved lives. Mitch, you know literature. Well, my mest is history, and | did what

| had to do. But I'm till here. Everyone | know of, even dightly, istill here. Let's say you do get Harry
to change hismind.

Let's say he doesn't join the Reds. What happens? He getsinto OCS, becomes an Air Force pilot before
we get into thewar. Hetried to join up in 1940. Let's say it takesayear for him to earn hiswings—that
brings usto 1941. Where do you think helll be stationed?”

"I don't know. I'm not red familiar with—"

"Yeah, wel, | an. Therésaredly good chance that helll be assigned to the Philippines. That was our
biggest overseas base just before the war started.”

Mitch closed hiseyes. "Oh, shit," he breathed.

"Oh, yeah, Mitch, you got that right. Y ou want to see your grandfather on the Bataan Death March? Or
maybe, just maybe, he might be stationed at Hickam Field—right near Pearl Harbor. Now, you know
Harry. He wouldn't be cowering in some foxhole when the bombs start falling. Hed betrying his
damnedest to get a P-40 into the air.”



Mitch looked pained. He was obvioudy envisioning the samething | was. Harry's plane being blown up
by enemy fire before it even got off the runway.

We both turned to look at the young man hard at work behind the counter. It was dl clear, we could
both see it happening. We could even hear him yelling at his crew chief to start the goddamn plane as
bombs exploded and bullets zinged dl around him.

"So, Mitch," | said after along pause, "what's the end result? He dies, and you never get born. Theworld
has to go on without one single Mitchdl I. Levitan film. All those rich, productive careers you've made
possible, forget them. It's back to 'Y ou want fries with that? or 'I'm sorry, maam, but that video was due
yesterday, I'll haveto charge you extra.' "

Mitch turned to Althea, who had been listening in a preg-nant slence throughout my discourse. "What
about you?' he asked her. "How do you fed about it?"

"I'm dive, Mitchell," she said softly. "That's not so bad when you consider the dternative. But, Mitchell,
that doesn't gpply. It was dl over for me—finished. John snatched me back from the abyss. Anyway, it's
too early totell. I've only been, well, alive again for afew weeks."

Mitchell drew himsalf up in alast show of bravado. ™Y ou can't prove any of this," he declared. "Evenif,
God forbid, something did happen to Harry, I'm here now, aren't 1? Y ou're full of crap, John. | can't just

disappear.”

| sighed. | was hoping | wouldn't have to do what | did next. But Mitch left me no choice. "Okay, Mitch.
Let me beblunt. A few months ago, | had to tetify before the Senate Intelligence Committee. They had
their doubts, just like you. So | had to give them proof."

"What kind of proof?' he asked nervoudly.

"Proof that changing your history doesn't affect every-oneslife—it just affects your life" | reached into
my coat and pulled out my .45, just enough for him to see the butt. "I'm gonna shoot Harry right now," |
said matter-of-factly.

Althea put her hand to her cheek. "John, no!"

"I'mno Terry," | said, "but | can drop him easily from this distance. One shot.” | withdrew the gun fully
and held it under thetable.

"John—" Mitch cried, "don't!"

"The hdl with you, Mitch, my mind is made up.”

Mitch grabbed his stomach. "I fedl... strange.... I'm..."

| pulled back the hammer on the single-action wespon.

He began hyperventilating. "Y ou're disappearing, Mitch. In another few seconds, Harry'll be gone and so
will you."

Hedumped in hischair. "All right... John ... | be—"
"Y ou believe me?'



"Okay," | said crisply, and dowly released the hammer. "Just kidding. I'm not a murderer, for God's
sake, what'swrong with you?" | placed the gun back into my wristband. "Anyway, these bullets arent
lethd, they're only charged.”

Mitch began to dowly recover. Altheaput her arm around his shoulder and began rubbing his neck.
"Mitch? Mitch, come back, youre dl right." Shelooked at me with distaste. " Sometimes you go too far,
John. Y ou can be ared asshole.”

"Mitch?" | followed his head movements until he waslooking into my eyes. "'l gpologize for doing thet,
Mitch. But | had to. | won't let the world do without you, and I'll do whatever it takes to keep you here.
Mitch? Mitch! Areyou with me?'

"I'ma... I think ..."
"Mitch? Areyou mad at me?'

"Wow!" he said, smiling weskly. "That was un-fucking-believable! | dmost just... vaporized right there!
Jesus! Can you do that whenever you want?' he asked in wonder.

"l never want to,” | said. "It'salast resort. But you left me no choice. Mitch, Harry made hisown
choices. Maybe hislife didn't work out completely, maybe he did suffer alot. But he never stopped being
his own man, mak-ing his own choices. Sometimes, sacrifices have to be made. And | think that if Harry
knew the whole story, he'd gladly make that sacrifice.”

"All right, John," Mitchell sighed. "Y ou've convinced me. Don't buy back the car." Hetook ahill out of
his pocket and did it under hisplate. "Let's get out of here.”

"You ure?'

"Theresnothing ese | can do here," he said, taking command. He got to hisfeet, alittle unsteadily at first
but then with growing confidence.

We stood on Broadway trying to flag down ataxi, when Harry Levitan came running out of the coffee
shop.

"Hey! Hey, miger!”

Mitch turned around. "Me?"

"Y eah. you. Hey, pd, you made amistake."

"What do you mean?' There was asmile on Mitch'sface. He was plainly enjoying the brief exchange.
Harry held up ahundred-dollar bill. "Y ou left thisunder your plate. Y our bill was only sixty-five cents.”
"Keepit," Mitch said.

Harry shook hishead. "I don't think so, pal. Y ou want to be area sport, just gimme abuck and well cdll
it quare.”

"Go on, keep it." Mitch grinned. "It's okay."

"Not with me, itisn't." He placed the bill in Mitch's breast pocket. He peered suspicioudy at Mitchell's
face. "Say, don't | know you from somewhere?"



Mitchell lit up. "1 don't think so. But you never know." He gave Harry afive. "Here. Thisisfor being a
man of honor. Don't bother giving it back, because | won't takeit."

Harry took the bill. "Okay, you sold me. Take it easy.” He turned back toward the restaurant.
"Hey," Mitch cdled.
"Yeeh?'

"Y ou seem like a pretty smart guy. Y ou don't plan on waiting tablesfor the rest of your life, do you?
What do you redly want to do?'

Harry looked down at hisfeet. "1 want to be awriter," he said. "But I'm not expecting miracles.”
"Yeah?' Mitch sad. "Wéll, do meafavor.”

"What'sthat?'

"Never give up. | mean, no matter how long it takes— even thirty years from now, don't give up.”
"Why would | giveup?'

"Just promise me. Remember the nut who overtipped you in Rudley'sway back in 1926 told you, never
giveup.”

"Okay." Harry gave Altheaand mea"thisguy's engine is down aquart” sort of look.
"Shakeonit," Mitch said.

Harry shrugged. "Okay, migter.”

"Never give up,” Mitch repegted.

"Never giveup,” Harry said.

"Thanks," Mitch said. "'l fed much better.”

TWELVE

GETTING A CAB TURNED OUT TO BE AN IMPOSSIBILITY, SO we walked up Broadway for a
while. | was till feding rotten about the scare | had thrown into Mitch, and | told him so.

"Forget it," Mitch sad. "It wasawesome! Can | useitinamovie?'
"Bemy guest. Y ou know, Mitch, you gtill might have managed to change history just abit.”
"l did?'

"Sure. Y ou never know what sort of power theright words can have." | thought of what | had said to my



own grandfather in 1957, and how he was able to endure when my uncle Jack was shot down and taken
prisoner in Viet-nam.

"Maybe," he said dubioudy, and then brightened. "But he made the connection. He recognized me! Well,
not me, but he saw something familiar. Doesit ways happen like that?"

"Yes" | sad. "Almog.”

"He was quite akid, wasn't he?'

"Y ou should be very proud.”

"l am proud, blieve me."

"Then you're about done here?'

He congdered that for amoment. "Thereés ill Dottie. And ... one other thing."
"What'sthat?'

"Hoover. I've got athing or two | want to tell him.”
"Mitch..."

"Just bear with me on this, okay?'

"Youd better bered careful,” | warned him.
"Don't worry gbout it."

"I'm paid to worry about it."

"Wadll, forget about it for now." He gtrolled breezily up Sixth Avenuefor awhile. ™Y ou know, you redly
don't know your friend very well, John," he said, abruptly changing the subject. "I'm surprised at you. |
thought you'd be more perceptive than that."

"What are you talking about?"

"Your buddy Terry."

"What's the maiter with Terry?'

"He'saman with aplan. He's here for areason, too."
"Heis?"

Mitch looked a me mockingly. "Duh. Look, John, the most important thing Harry taught me about
dramatic writ-ing was that everyone in a certain scene has to want some-thing. They have to be there for
areason. Evenif they'rejust bit players, they still need subtext to do aconvincing job. Wdll, Terry isn't
herejust to teke in the Sghts.”

"Althes?' | said.

"Inthewords of our marveloudy literate friend here... 'duh.

| didn't know what to make of it, but | waved down a cab and the three of us piled in. The Plazawas



only ten blocks away, but we tipped the irate cabbie exorbitantly. When we got to the Plaza, | rang
Terry'sroom. He was surprised to hear from me, but he said he was on his way down and would meet
usinthelobby.

"Y ou're agood detective, John," he said as he greeted us.
"Actudly, Mitch and Althea are the smart ones. | had no idearthat you were planning anything.”

"That'swhy | camedong,” he said. "In addition to kegping you from breaking your neck, that is."" He
gave Altheaand Mitch an apologetic grin. "Nothing persond, and Althea, you know | love you, but
would you and Mitch mind awfully if just John camewith me?"

"Of course not, Terry," Altheasaid, giving him an un-derstanding peck on the cheek. "Too many cooks,
and dl that. Just be careful .

"Who do you think | am," he chuckled, "John?'

BROOKLYN

We climbed up the subway starsinto the sunlight. Thetrain, which Terry referred to assmply "the
Four," had taken us on an interminable ride under the East River to Court Street, which Terry informed
me was"downtown" Brooklyn near the City Hall.

"| thought the City Hall wasin Manhattan,” | said.

"Itis" Terry explained. "But until the turn of the last century, Brooklyn was a separate city. In fact, the
fourth largest city in America Most Brooklynites still think of it that way."

"Y ou mind telling me what we're doing here?’

"Just another block." We cameto alow awning beneath agreen sign that read "L uncheonette.” It was
flanked by two logos, one for Coca-Cola and the other for Breyer's Ice Cream.

"Oh," | said. "l get it now."

"Good for you, John." In front of the store was alow metal case on which the day's newspapers were
nestly stacked. Above that was a service window. We went inside.

The place was long and narrow, mostly taken up by alunch counter.
"Sodafountain smell.” Terry sniffed betificaly. "God, | missthat.”

There was ayoung couple behind the counter, going over an account book. We sat down at the counter
and they both looked up.

"They're S0 young," Terry whispered.

Terry's grandparents were both small, as he had said. But his grandfather's upper body, as aresult of
years of hauling ice, was massive. His grandmother looked older than her thirty years, and had adight
hunch from years of sewing shirt buttonsin bad lighting, but she was still a vibrant woman upon whom the



years had not yet taken their toll.

A tear plunked straight from Terry's eye onto the countertop. Heignored it, and acted asthough it hadn't
hap-pened.

"Nu, gentlemen, and what can | do for you today?"' Terry's grandfather asked.

"Two vanillaegg creams, please" Terry said evenly.

"Ready even before Jack Robinson could say Jack Rob-inson,” Mr. Rappaport replied.
Terry smiled, asif he had heard his grandfather say this before. Often.

"What's an egg cream?"’ | asked. "Not what it soundslike, | hope?

"West Coast barbarian.” Terry shook his head. Two egg creams appeared in front of us, and Terry
immediately or-dered two more.

"Why are you ordering another one aready?' | asked him.
"Youll see”

| put my lipsto the straw, and when | took them away again, my glass was empty. | had never tasted
anything so sweet yet wonderfully refreshing.

"See?' Terry said smugly.

"Wow! That wasamazing!"

"Ready for another?'

"Oh, yeah," | answered. "Terry, areyou sureit'sto-day?'

His expression hardened. "1'm sure. Y ou could set your watch by those bastards.”

Sure enough, Terry's grandparents were counting out the contents of the cash register. They gave each
other worried glances, then shrugged in resgnation. They placed the money back in the drawer,
withholding asingle ten-dollar bill.

Terry looked up at the Coca-Colawall clock. "Any min-ute now," he said. He looked out the window
and ablack police cruiser did in next to the curb. One officer got out and gave ingtructionsto the driver,
who nodded and put the car into neutral.

The cop was not as big asfamily folklore had led Terry to believe, but he must have looked gigantic to
Terry's diminutive grandparents. He was heavy set with aruddy face and awide ingncere smile. Terry
had been right, the uniform did make the difference. It was aheavy wool tunic, double-breasted with
brass buttons polished to a high sheen, and atight hook collar. The eight-pointed cap had the broad gold
band worn by sergeants and above. Completing the ensemble was a blindingly polished gold sergeant's
shield, which Terry later informed mewasthe largest of any rank in the department.

The cop entered the place like amovie star at apremiere. "Well, top o' the day to you, Mr. and Mrs.
Rappaport. How's business been treatin' you on thisfine day?"

| couldn't believeit; he actualy had an Irish accent. But he was no stereotype. He was the real thing, and
there was no mistaking the menace just beneath the surface of his hearty greeting.



"Very nice, Sergeant,” Mrs. Rappaport replied, joining the charade. "And how's by your family?*

"In the pink, and for sure the kiddies appreciate your generosity with them jawbreakers and candy bars.”
"What can | get for you, Sergeant”?”'

"It'smedownfal, Mrs. R., but acouple packs of Old Goldsfor thefilthy habit, if you please."

He handed her adallar bill. She gave him his order al-ready prepared: two packs of cigarettes secured
by arubber band. Between the two packs a bit of green was evident.

"Many thanks, Mrs. R.," the sergeant said, pocketing his smokes and his payoff.

"Wait, Sergeant, your change." She counted out four quarters and handed them over. The sergeant
touched hisfingersto his cap and turned to leave.

"Sergeant!" The sergeant looked back into the store, whipping his head around asif he had just been
insulted and some poor fool was about to learn apainful lesson in manners.

"Over here" Terry cdled in hismost authoritative voice. Terry jerked his head at me, and | moved down
to the next stoal.

The sergeant gave Terry awide-eyed, dangerous glare. Mr. and Mrs. Rappaport had no ideawhat was
going on, but whatever it was scared the hell out of them. They sud-denly became very interested in their
account ledgers.

Terry took out his captain's badge and held it under the counter so that only the sergeant could seeit.
Terry mo-tioned sharply for the sergeant to take the seat between us.

The sergeant’s expression changed in an instant to one of fear. In the flash of abadge, the hunter became
the hunted. He sat heavily between us, and | could see that both hiswool uniform and Terry were making
him sweat profusdly.

Still, hewas aprofessiond, and he was not stupid. "And how may | be of service, Captain?'

Terry leaned back. "Sarge, | think we have adight prob-lem here.”

"Oh? And what might that be?"

"Ah, you know how it isdowntown, right, Lieutenant?'

The sergeant looked at me and then at Terry. Outranked and outflanked. | dmost felt sorry for him.
"Right, Cap," | replied. "Very disorganized.”

"I know you have to make the pad, Sarge,” Terry said. "Believe me, | know. | wasasergeant in the
Two-One, Jesus, what a colossal screwup. The lieutenant gives you the sheet, says, make the pickup, ten
from thisguy, eight from this one, fifteen from the other. All that work, for what? A carrying charge of a
buck a stop?'

But the sergeant wasn't giving anything away. "If you say s0," hereplied carefully.

"Well, | say s0. Anyhow, lieutenants are always such lazy sons a bitches—nothing persona there, John—
most of 'em, you report every week, who's moved, who's gone outta business, who's making more
dough than you thought, who's got friends downtown. Lieutenant's sup-posed to keep track of that,



make changes on the pad, keep it current. Do you follow?"
"I follow."

"Here'sthe problem, Sarge. Looks like your lieutenant was soldiering on the job, and now our asses are
inading. Turns out these nice people here, well, they got connec-tions. Big connections.”

The sergeant jerked athumb at the Rappaports. " Them people? Who the hell do they know? They're just
acouplealittleki—"

"L et me ask you something, Sarge,” Terry interrupted him curtly. *How big do you think they are? Think
hard. Somebody sent a captain and a lieutenant to thislittle hole-in-the-wal to tell the
bagman—you—that they're off the pad. Now just how important do you think their friend is?"

The sergeant paled. "Jasus," he whispered. "Jasus, Mary, and Joseph!” He drew the cigarettes and
ten-dollar bill out of his pocket and handed them under the counter to Terry. Then he cleared histhroat.
"My mistake, Captain. What the hell, it happens, don't it?'

"Absolutely, Sergeant,” Terry said loudly. He removed the ten-spot from between the two packs and
handed the cigarettes back to the sergeant. "Keep 'em,” he said. "On me." And then, he added
ggnificantly, " This time."

The sergeant refused them, spreading hiswhite-gloved handsin front of hisface. "Awful habit, Captain,”
he said. "Y ou're doing me afavor." He stood up and began to retreat with asmall bit of dignity. "Good
seaing you, Sr.”

"Same here,” Terry said, "oh, and sergeant?’
lls'r?l

"These people will continue to receive the same caring and courteous service, won't they? | mean, if
anything were to happen here, | know you'll takeit personally, just as.... well, alot of people, including

mysdf.”

The sergeant |ooked wounded. "Why, of course, Cap-tain! Protecting the good people of thisfine city,
that'swhat were paid for, ain't it?"

After the sergeant left, Mr. Rappaport approached usten-tatively. "Excuse me, sir," hesaid to Terry.
"No disre-gpect intended, but we don't want no trouble.”

"Don't worry," Terry said. "The last thing you're ever going to get istrouble. He did the cigarettes and
the ten-spot across the counter. Mr. Rappaport looked horrified, asif the little package were atiny
jpoi sonous snake.

"Please ... the sergeant, he takes care of us...."

"That'shisjob, gr." Terry sood up. "l promise you, you'll never have to pay another nickd. Just
remember, you have friends."

Walking back to the subway, | asked Terry if he felt any different.

"How do you mean?' he asked.

"Do you think you changed anything?'



He shrugged. "Probably not much. That sergeant must have been transferred or promoted or retired
sooner or later, and | guessanew guy camein and started shaking them down again. At least they got a
little bresthing room. But | don't feel any different.”

And that was when Terry came up with the theory—or theorem—that once it was reported back to
Cornelia, com-pletely revolutionized timetravel aswe knew it.

"I guessI'll haveto ask you, when we get back, if you've noticed any changes. After al, you're my
hinge."

| tripped on the curb. ™Y our what?"

"My hinge. Look, John, I'm just adumb cop, whether it'sfor you or for the good old NYPD. | don't
know ahdl of alot about anything else. But | have seen athing or two working at Timeshare, and one of
them is, you're right— when you change your own history, you don't necessarily change the world, just
your ownworld."

"Goon."

"Well, somebody whose world hasn't changed is not going to notice the difference. Sometimes, you
don't seeit yoursdlf. The person who knows the difference between the two, in my layman'sterm, isthe
hinge, the hinge between thetwo ... fates, if you will."

We walked down the steps into the subway. " John, re-member when you went back into 1940, and you
met Althea, and Bogie, and Duke Wayne?'

"I'd need more than agood case of annesato forget that."
"Okay, do you remember mesting lan Fleming and Wil-liam Stephenson—Intrepid?'
"Quite

"Y ou told them what was going to happen. It didn't change the genera course of history, but you did
save morelives, didn't you? | mean, Feming and Stephenson could only convince so many people.”

"l remember,” | said.
"What was in the history books—before you went back?"

"There were 335,000 British and French troops evacu-ated at Dunkirk. The head of RAF Fighter
Command, Dowding, held back twenty-five squadronsin anticipation of the impending Battle of Britain."

"Do you—" A train thundered by on the opposite track, interrupting his question. "And after you got
back?'

"There were 440,000 troops rescued at Dunkirk. Dowding held back thirty-eight squadrons, and fighter
command lost seven percent fewer pilots.”

"Does anyone know this besides you? | mean, the his-tory books all say—"
"I know what the history books say. | also know what | know."

"Bravo. Because you're the hinge. Closer to home, John, when you visited your grandfather and father
and unclein 1957, what happened?’



"] don't know. | mean, | don't re—"

"I do, John. Y ou didn't exactly come right out and tell him that your uncle Jack was going to be shot
downinVietnam, you didn't tell him that he was going to be miss-ing for Six years."

"No. | just said, 'He's okay. Remember, he's okay, no matter what happens. HeEs going to be an
admird.'"

Thetrain pulled up and we boarded, It wasn't crowded, but Terry and both | stood, hanging on to those
peculiar straps.

"Y ou came back, and thefirst thing you said was, 'l gottacal my grampa Joe. HE's ninety yearsold
today." "

| gared a himin darm. "What're you getting at?"
"I think you know, John," he said.

"But, Terry, | remember awhole life with Grampa Joe, fishing, bal games, teaching metofly, just the
way heis. You've met him, Terry, you know what terrific guy—"

"And that'swonderful, John. I'm not knocking it. I'm just telling you, that's not what happened the first
timearound.”

"What did happen?'

He looked down at the floor. "When Jack's A-6 went down over Nam, and he went
MIA-presumed-dead, it killed your grandpa. He started aging fast, got alittle better when Jack got
home, but by then it was alittletoo late."

" told you this?"

"Y es, John. When wefirst became friends, remember how we used to sneak back to 1977 and party?
Go to Hermosa Beach, someplace like Beach Bum Burt's or the Red Onion? Meet up with a couple of
disco queens, get haf abag on and just relax, without any 2007 bullshit, which we both hate? Y ou used
to talk about him al the time, how much you missed him."

| swayed, and not from the motion of thetrain. Terry sat me gently on anearby vacant sest.
"It's gtarting to come back,” | said. "Jesus, | lived in aworld without Grandpa Joe.”
"Well, it's better now, isn't it?"

| breathed asigh of relief. "It'slike abad dream, you know, when you're akid, the way you always have
anight-mare about your parents dying, and then you wake up and hear them snoring upstairs. But you
gtill jump out of bed and run up there to make sure."

"Beenthere" Terry said. "Donethat.”
"S0o...youremy ... hinge."
"Yeah, and | guessyouremine.”

"Doyou fed any different?"



"Not redly. | guesswe won't know anything until we get back to '07."

| ruminated for the rest of the trip. It occurred to me how we as a society pretty much dump on our
grandparents, shove them out of the way and bring them out only for family holidays, but given the
opportunity to go back intime, it's over-whelmingly their youth that we wish to see above everything ese.
Not our parents, because we dways view them as being around forty, an age at which we our-selves
arrive so soon that it takes our breath away. Envi-soning our parents as younger doesn't require such an

imaginetive legp.

But our grandparents are aready older when wefirst know them. And when we do seetheir
photographs taken in middle age, they don't look dl that different. Their hair isalittle darker, their faces
have fewer wrinkles. But we look at them as grandparents-to-be, selfishly believing that their true
purposein life beginsonly at our births. That'swhy seeing them in their sdlad days has away's been such
an dtraction. In astrange way, we are given apreview of thefull circle of our own lives.

"Let'sget off here" Terry said, whenthetrain pulledin a Wall Stret.
"How come?"
"l just want to see something.”

We went up the stairs and into a bright sunlight pouring in between the Stock Exchange and the Federa
Reserve Building. "l lovethese buildings” Terry said. "'l dwayshave."

It was early afternoon and the streets were pretty crowded with businessmen and secretaries. |
half-expected to see F. Scott Fitzgerald observing the crowds and taking notes.

Terry pointed eastward. "Over there, Exchange Pl— damniit, | forgot. It wasn't built until 1931."
"What?'

"Twenty Exchange Place. Beautiful Art Deco building. God, | love that place. My dad worked there for
thirty years."

| stopped. Infact, | took a step backward, right into aguy in adark blue suit and straw hat. "Sorry," |
sad.

"I beg your pardon,” he replied, showing big, yellow Woodrow Wilson teeth.
"Youdl right?' Terry asked.

"Y our father worked where?"

"| just told you. Twenty Ex—"

"What did he do?"

"He was—well, heis, but he does consulting now that he's retired—he's a corporation lawyer. | told you
that amillion times, for Chrigt's sake. In fact, he did some merger work with Mitchdll I. Levitan'sfather
back inthe eighties.”

"Y ou mean, he wasn't acop?"

Terry soread out hishands asif he were talking to abrick wal. "Wéll, yeah, for afew years, while he
wasinlaw schoal. You know al that.”



"Uh, actudly, Terry, no, | don't."

Terry leaned back against the wall of the Stock Exchange and began to laugh. Hetried to talk, then
laughed some more.

"Okay," hesad. "Giveit to me sraight, Hinge-boy."

The odd thing was that athough the circumstances of his youth had adtered considerably, Terry'sown
ambitions re-mained remarkably unchanged. Before our visit, he had grown up in Riverdae, a pleasant
middle-class neilghbor-hood at the northern tip of the Bronx. It was ahappy if uneventful childhood,
punctuated by milestonesin hisfa-ther'srise to high command in the police department. He had attended
apretty rough public high school caled DeWwitt Clinton. His parents would have preferred that he had
chosen college over the Army, but he informed them that he was planning to join the police department
after hisen-lissment was up, and would educate himself on the Army'sand the NY PD'sdime. They saw
brighter things for him, but they aso knew he had his own mind, and besides, hisfather had enjoyed a
gdlar police career himsdf.

That was the Hinge-boy version. Terry remembered, vaguely, an early childhood in Riverdale. Chief
among those memories were hisfather studying hislawbooks at the kitchen table, his gun belt and tunic
draped over the back of the chair. And then, when Terry was around five years old, his father began
wearing three-piece suitsinstead of a uniform and carrying abriefcase instead of agun. He later learned
that hisfather had graduated second in hislaw school class, and wasimmediately recruited by atop Wall
Street firm.

By thetime Terry was set to enter junior high schoal, the family had moved to an eegant town housein
the East Sixties, and he was enrolled at the Daton School, an ex-clusive private academy. He distinctly
recalled summering in the Hamptons and wintering in the Virgin Idands.

His most vivid memory was his parents extreme dis-pleasure when he announced that he was joining the
Army right out of Daton.

"It wasthe only bad time | can remember about growing up,” Terry said. "I mean, people went to
Harvard or Yde from Dalton, not Fort Benning. It just wasn't done. | wasn't even going to West Point,
which would have given them some dight consolation. | was just gonna be a dumb-ass grunt of abuck
private like your average ridge-runner. My parents hit the roof and stayed up theretill | |€eft for intake at
Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn. 1t wasthe longest month of my life."

But Terry had the course of hislifewd | laid out. He would join the Army and go Airborne, and from
there, the Department. He would get his college degree while still a patrolman, and hopefully make
detective during that time. His parents, although they were never happy about the di-rection in which he
hed taken hislife, became proud of him nonetheless. The cream of New Y ork society—dightly
be-mused that one of their own wasn't even an officer, but amere buck sergeant—attended his
welcome-home party when he returned from Desert Storm, bedecked with medals and gleaming
paratrooper's wings. With asingleness of purpose typicaly hisown, Terry had accomplished every goa
he had set for himsdlf.

"I dwayswanted to beacop,” he said. "From thefirst time | looked up at that gigantic guy in blue and
redized it was my own dad, that wasit. And | never changed my mind. | thought I'd outgrow it, even
tried to free mysdf of it, but | never could.”

Remarkably, therest of hislife saw little deviation fromitsorigina course. | suppose that when you have
astrong enough desire to do something, nothing can stand in your way. Especidly if youreaguy like
Terry.



"Amazing," Terry said, after | gave him the pre-1926-vigt history of hislife. "I seem to remember that my
grand-parents were able to put aside some money every week for years. They put it in the bank and
never touched it until my dad wasready for college. It helped pay hisway through Columbia.”

| chuckled. "Columbia? Y our dad was an Ivy Leaguer, huh?'

"You'vegot to bekidding," he said.

“Nope”"

"Where?'

"CCNY," | replied. "Remember how you told me that tuition was free back then?"

"Just incredible. | guess that ten bucks aweek we took back from that goniff sergeant really made a
difference, didn't it?"

"Jug alittle”
"It'sredly something, thistimetrave thing. | redlly ought to giveit atry sometime. Hinge-boy."

THIRTEEN

10 MARCH 1926—THE ALGONQUIN HOTEL

HINGE-BOY AND TERRY ARRIVED BACK AT MITCHELL'Sroom to find him packing. Actudly,
Altheawas doing the packing. She reminded me of ayoung mother getting her son ready to go off to

deep-away camp.

"These socks go where?' she asked Mitchell.

"Inthelittle pouch onthe Sde," Mitch said, adding, "awesome, man!™”
"What's awesome?' | asked.

"Althea Rowland, for God's sake, is doing my pack-ing!"

"Sort of like Michelle Pfeffer doing your laundry, huh, Mitch?' Terry asked.

"Theseredirty,” Altheasaid, holding up some shirts. "Okay if | just Stuff ‘em in here with the socks? Y ou
can send them out when you get to the hotdl in Washington.”

"Washington?' | asked.

"I have ameeting there," Mitch sad.



"A meseting? Hello, Mitch, werre not in Century City. What'sthisal about?”

He picked up asmall tape recorder from the nightstand.

"Mitch," | chided him, "you were digtinctly told not to bring anything like that back with you."
He shrugged. "So sueme," he said.

"Mitch, you're avery high-maintenance customer, you know that?"

"Y eah, well, the customer's dways right. Gimme a break, John. Here, lisen.”

The tape hissed for second and avoice sad, "I'm very busy right now, if you don't mind."
"Nah, that's Lindbergh," he said, hitting the fast-forward.

"Youreright," | exclamed, "he does sound a bit like Judge Ito!"

"Okay, hereitis

OPERATOR: "BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION, HOW MAY | DIRECT YOUR CALL?'
MITCH: "DIRECTOR'S OFFICE, PLEASE."

OPERATOR: "ONE MOMENT PLEASE."

WILSON: "DIRECTOR'S OFFICE, SPECIAL AGENT WILSON SPEAKING."
MITCH: "THE DIRECTOR, PLEASE."

WILSON: "MAY | ASK WHO'S CALLING?'

MITCH: "NO."

WILSON: "THEN | CAN'T HELPYOU, SIR."

MITCH: "JUST ASK THE DIRECTOR IF HE KNOWSWHAT IT MEANSTO MISSNEW
ORLEANS"

WILSON: "I DON'T THINK THE DIRECTOR—"

MITCH: "THAT'SNOT YOUR PROBLEM, SPECIAL AGENT WILSON. HOWEVER, IF|
DON'T GET TO SPEAK TO MR. HOOVER WITHIN THE NEXT TEN SECONDS, IT WILL
CERTAINLY BECOME YOUR PROBLEM."

"Hey, Mitch," | said admiringly. "'l didn't know you could be such ahard-ass."

"I run afilm studio,” hereplied. "I can beaprick when | haveto.”

WILSON: "CAN | HAVE THAT MESSAGE AGAIN?

MITCH: " 'DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT MEANSTO MISSNEW ORLEANS? "
WILSON: "JUST A MOMENT, PLEASE."

ON HOLD



"How long does he keep you waiting?' | asked.

"Youll see”

ON HOLD

WILSON: "UH, SR? MR. HOOVER ISA LITTLE TIED-UP—"

MITCH: "WILSON, JUST TELL THAT OWL-FACED FUCK TO PICK UP THE PHONE."

WILSON: "WHOEVER YOU ARE, MISTER, | JUST HOPE FOR YOUR SAKE THAT YOU'RE
PRETTY GODDAMNED IMPORTANT."

"Whoa, Mitch." | gpplauded.

HOOQOVER: "DIRECTOR SPEAKING."

MITCH: "JEDGAR ... BUBELEH ... LET'SDO LUNCH!"

HOOVER: "WHO THE HELL ISTHIS?'

MITCH: "I'VE BEEN TO NEW ORLEANS, HOOVESTER. LET'SHAVE A TALK."
HOOVER: "WHAT ABOUT?"

MITCH: "OH ... THE FRENCH QUARTER ... ANTOINE'S ... HUEY LONG ... NEW ORLEANS
ISA GREAT TOWN, AND | THINK WEHAVE LOTSTO TALK ABOUT."

HOOVER: "I DONT KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALK-ING ABOUT AND I'M A VERY BUSY—"

MITCH: "YOU'RE NOT THAT BUSY, HOOVE. AND YOU KNOW DAMN WELL WHAT I'M
TALKING ABOUT. UNLESSYOU DOUBT THE NEW YORK TIMESMIGHT BEA LITTLE
MORE INTERESTED IN WHAT—"

HOOVER: "OKAY. WHERE AND WHEN?"

MITCH: "OH, LET'SMAKE IT DRAMATIC. (EFFEMINATE VOICE) YOU SEE, WHAT WE'RE
GOING FOR HERE, EDGAR, ISA SORT OF CINEMA-VERITE, THAT'SNOT TO SAY A
FILM-NOIR TYPE OF QUAL-ITY. (REGULAR VOICE) SO, LET'SMAKE IT THE LINCOLN
MEMORIAL, TOMORROW AT MID-NIGHT."

HOOVER: (PAUSE) "ALL RIGHT."

MITCH: "AND, HOOVEMEISTER?'

HOOVER: "YEAH."

MITCH: "COME ALONE."

HOOVER: "YEAH." (HANGS UP)

MITCH: "SURE YOU WILL."

"What are your plans, Mitch?' | asked after along s-lence.

"l just wannatalk to him. That'sal."



"Y ou know hewon't be done."

"I'm aware of that." He clapped his hands together and rubbed them gleefully. "But | won't be alone,
either. | have you guys, don't I”?'Y ou can handle afew 1926 wussy-boys, can't you?'

| looked at Terry, who nodded. "I suppose we have no choice, John."

Althea gave me adangerous glare that said, don't even dream of leaving me out of this caper. "Okay,
well figure out how to proceed when we get to Washington. Anybody has any ideas, well talk about it
then. Mitch, what about Dottie?"

He shrugged. "Dottieis Dattie. | don't think it's going to work out.”
| was flabbergasted; after al, he had wanted her so badly.

"I may not be Mr. Romance, John," Mitch said, "but | don't walk right into getting hurt if | don't haveto.
And | don't haveto. Shelikes her life. She needs drama, maybe even melodrama, for better or worse.
It'sjust theway sheis. | carefor her alot, but | have afunny feeling sheéd take too much out of me. And
anyway, shetold metheresno way in hell shed come back to ‘07 with me."

Thiswas not what | had expected. | was prepared for amajor depression on his part if Dorothy Parker
didn't work out.

Mitchell read my thoughts. "I may not know much about women, John, but | know enough to back off
when awoman's going to be bad for me."

"Aren't you hurt?'

"Hdl, yes, I'm hurt. But I'll get over it."

"And whet if she comes around after dl?"

He brightened. "Wél, then the Situation would be dras-ticaly dtered, wouldn't it?!

| punched him on the shoulder, agesture of surrender. "Like | said, Mitch, it never redly was Dottie, was
it? 1t wasfor Harry dl dong.”

"True" hesad. "Buit if it turns out that Dottie was just protecting hersdf from getting hurt, we may have
another passenger when we go home."

11 MARCH 1926—WASHINGTON, D.C.— THE WILLARD HOTEL

The Civil War was not my area of historica expertise, but | had studied it enough to know two things:
1)1 could have never taken up arms againgt my fellow Americans, rebe-lious or not; and 2) | was
impressed to afare-thee-wdl by the history that dwelt within the walls of the Willard Hotdl.

| doubt there was ever a Civil War novel written that didn't mention the Willard in some aspect or other.
The classlodging in Washington before it was surpassed by the Mayflower, it was one of thefirst hotels
on the continent to boast indoor plumbing and central heeting. Even during the Civil War, if you could
afford it, roomswith toilets and showerswere available.



These conveniences were considerably updated by 1926, but there was still a hushed sense of history.
Everyone who was anyone in American history of acertain erahad stayed here.

But | didn't have much timeto enjoy my surroundings. My client, whose very safety wasin my hands,
was off to meet with a dangerous and desperate character.

Relations between Althea and me were by now some-what strained. | put it down to nerves, but | was
smart enough to know that 1'd better not annoy her by being overprotective, no matter how much it hurt.
| therefore bought my way back into her temporarily good graceswhen | laid out our plan of action.

"You and Altheawill be grolling armin arm in front of the Memorid," | began.
Mitch looked at Altheaand smiled. "No-0-0 problem,” he sang.
"| appreciate your vote of confidence, John," she said, dightly surprised.

"Il just work better. Hoover'll expect you to be alone. | want the element of surprise on our side, not
his"

"Nothing persond, Althea," Terry said, "and don't get mad a me, but, John, are you sure you want her
on thefront ling?"

"No, | dont. But it'sthe best way. And if Hoover puts her inany danger at dl, I'll kill him."

"Thank you, I'm sure," Altheasaid, rolling her eyes. "Redlly, John, could you for once dispense with this
.. Terry?'

"Macho bullshit?" he offered.
"Thevery thing."

I ignored it. "Terry, you and | will be providing flank security. HESs going to have other guys at his back,
and well have to take them out first."

" 'Takethem out? " Althea asked.
"Tasethem,” | replied. "Not hurt them.”
"I'm glad to hear it."

"Well keep the areaclear for you, Mitch,” | continued, "but don't expect anything to come of it. Hoover
was never aman to reason with."

"I'll take care of Hoover," he said dismissvely. "Y ou know, | wish we had adog.”
"A dog?Whét for?'

"It'd just ook better if we werewalking adog.”

"Don't worry, Mitch," Altheasaid. "I'll be there.”

"You're no dog."

"And thank goodness," she replied.



LINCOLN MEMORIAL

Through Terry's night-vision binoculars, | could see Mitch and Altheagtrolling in front of the steps of the
Memoria. They appeared to be talking earnestly, but | wondered if Altheawasjust mumbling
"rhubarb-rhubarb-rhubarb,” an old movie-extratrick to makeit look like you were actually having a
conversation in the background of the shot.

The bushesrustled and Terry crawled up next to me.
"Okay, do you see them?' he asked.
"l count threg," | said.

| handed Terry the binoculars. "One, at the top of the steps, kegps looking at hiswatch. Two, the drunk
on the bench they keep passing. He looked sober enough be-fore they got here. Three, in the Ford near
the grass over there. How'm | doing?”’

"Good, but you missed one. Over by the Reflecting Poal, but | got him dready. | checked hisID: that
was Mitch's phone pal, Wilson."

"How do you want to play this?'

"Y ou get the guy in the Ford. Then | want to take out the guy on top of the steps at exactly the sametime
you get the 'drunk." "

Theguy intheMode T was dready adeep. He was snoring fitfully, his mouth wide open. He barely
flinched when | shot himinthe arm with my Taser.

Mitch and Althea saw us coming but had been briefed in advance not to take any notice. Terry climbed
the top of the stairs to the monument, taking a pack of cigarettes from his pocket.

"Excuse me, do you have alight?' he asked as he ap-proached the agent. My drunk’s head shot up, but |
tased him immediately. Terry's man took a step forward but was dropped in another instant by Terry's
charged .45. | pulled the "drunk” off the bench and settled him into the bushes then took his place on the
bench. Terry took up the station of the agent he had rendered unconscious.

This had all happened within afew seconds. We were till twenty minutes early, but we were sure that
Hoover hadn't the wit to show up before then while he had men aready staking the place out. To be
truthful, neither Terry nor | had much respect for Hoover's ability as astreet cop; in dl honesty, we
doubted he had much courage.

All wasin readiness. We all began to fed alittle on edge as zero hour approached. Mitch and Altheas
practiced stroll became abit less natural, | began to drift in and out of my newly assumed drunk
character, and Terry's patrol became abit more impatient.

Hoover was late. We had staked out the Lincoln Me-moria for more than an hour, and Hoover was a
least forty-five minutes overdue.



Findly, Terry sgnalled usdl to join him at the top of the steps.

"What do you think?" | asked him.

"Let'sblow it off,"” Terry said decisvely. "He's not coming.”

"Or e, hegmdlsarat.”

"Oh, yes, | certainly do smdll arat," avoice came from behind us. "A big, fat rat."
Weturned and saw J. Edgar Hoover holding us at gun-point.

"How'd he get the drop on us?' Terry wondered aoud.

"Never mind that," Hoover barked. "Hands up!"

Weall complied, except for Terry, who held his more out to the side.

"Which one of you called metoday?' Hoover de-manded.

"Nobody say anything,” | said sharply. "Not aword.” With the information Mitch possessed, he could
destroy Hoover, and the Bureau Director knew it. There was ab-solutely nothing to stop him from putting
afew holesin Mitch to keep him quiet.

"Mr. Hoover," Althea cooed in the style of a Southern belle, "you look just the way you look—in the
papers, | mean." Sheamiled a him flirtatioudy.

"Shut up, bitch," he snapped.

The snub-nosed .38 in Hoover's hand was the only thing between him and my beating him sensdlessright
then and there. | turned to Althea, wanting to comfort her, but | saw that she had only cocked an
eyebrow and twitched her lipsin asmile of new understanding.

"My word," she continued in her Scarlett O'Hara voice. "Ah sometimes seem to forget that some men
just aren't the marryin' kind."

"Shut her up,” Hoover demanded.
She put ahand over her breast. "Mah stars, what a sad day fo' American womanhood.”
Hetried to ignore her. "Now somebody tel mewhat al thisis—"

"Mr. Hoover," Althea O'Harainterrupted, "tell meit'sjust me, persondly. A big—wadl, astrong man like
you, gettin' rid adl them awful communigts, | just can't believeit. Why, any woman in the country would
just dream—"

"Shut her up or | will," Hoover shouted.

"Tell me, Mr. Hoover," Althea perdasted, her voice drop-ping to aconfidentia tone, "jes betwixt usgirls,
do you like the skinny the-ay-ter types, or the big ath-a-letic—"

With astrange gurgling noisein histhroat, Hoover charged at Althea, the gun held high likeaclub. He
was about to pistol-whip her across the face when he stopped suddenly, a confused look crossing his
features. Hefdl to the ground, so hard that he bounced.

Terry's .45 cdiber stun gun was smoking.



"Nicejob, Althea," he said admiringly.
She spread her hands. "Am | good? | ask you, am | good or what?'

A wave of relief washed over me. Y ou were baiting him," | said. ™Y ou probed and you found a
weakness, then you exploited it." Jesus, | thought, not for the first time, what awoman! Wasthere
anything she couldn't do?

"We need anicelong vacation, you and 1," | told her.
Shekissed me. "Thanks, John, for not interfering and letting me run with it.”

"I never hornin on agreat performance,” | said. "Let's—oh, shit." In our relief and self-congratulations,
we had forgotten about Mitch. He had straddled the uncon-scious Hoover and was dapping hisface.

"Wake up! Wake up, you pig-eyed sack ashit!"

In the other hand, he held Hoover's gun.

"Wake up, you prick! | want you to seeit coming!"

"Mitch! What're you doing!" | shouted.

"Stay back! Stay back or I'll blow his head off right now! I mean it, John. Terry, don't move."
"What're your plans, Mitch?' Terry asked camly.

"l want to kill this son of abitch! All thelives he ruined, including Harry's. And for what? For nothing!

For dmogt fifty yearsthis bastard held the country hostage, presidents were afraid to firehim.

Everybody was acommunist spy to this cregp. And did he once, ever, uncover asingle com-munist plot?
Once? Never! Oh, but he had the goods on everybody. And in the meantime, gangsters knew he was
gay and held it over him. Did heresign, like aman of honor? No! He let then have their way!™

"Mitch," | said camly. "Y ou're not going to kill him. I can't let you do it."
"Oh, because he'sacop? Y ou guysall stick together, isthat it?"

"No, Mitch. Thisguy's no cop. He doesn't even belong in America, asfar as|'m concerned. Hed be
more at homein Nazi Germany or Soviet Russa. It'snot for mora rea-sons. | can't let you kill him
because it wouldn't make a difference.”

"How do you know?"

"It's not dways the man, Mitch. Sometimes, it's just the climate of the era. There's always somebody
€lse, another power-mad lunatic, ready to step in and do exactly the samething.”

"Bull-shit!" Mitch exclamed. "What if somebody killed Hitler? Would it il be the same? Would it even
have happened?'

"It wouldn't be the same, Mitch," Terry said quietly. "It'd beworse.™
"How could it be worse?"

"Becauseit was."



THE WILLARD HOTEL

Hoover was gagged, with his hands bound by plastic hand-cuffs. Mitch, who was drinking a scotch on
the rocksto calm himself down, dipped into his glass, picked up apiece of cracked ice, and flicked it at
Hoover. There was murder in Hoover's eyes.

"Shut up,” Mitch snapped a Hoover. "Now, John, what Terry said before, was that true? Or did you just
say that to get me off of him?"

"It wastrue," Terry said quietly. "How much do you remember, John?"

| thought hard. "I just remember being in Munich, in our room of that Gasthaus near the Marienplatz. You
had aBrowning Mark |1 Safari Rifle, .308 semiauto with a Swarovski scope. | was spotting for you with
apair of Zeissbinoculars. We were just about to do it when—"

"Corndiabarged in,” Terry said. "She wasthe hinge.”
"When was this?' Altheawanted to know.

"Right after we rescued you from 1940," | said. "Re-member, Doc Harvey insisted that they put you in
the hos-pita overnight? That's when we went off and did it.”

"| don't understand,” Mitch said. "'Y ou were gonnakill Hitler?'
"Of coursewewere," Terry said. "And, apparently, we did.”

"Mitch," | said, "isn't that the first question anyone asks about time travel ? If you could do it, wouldn't
you go back and kill Hitler? Whatever the consequences? Well, that's something Terry and | had
been asking oursaves ever sncewefirgt sarted thisgig.”

"I had no idea," Altheasaid.

"Nobody did. Except Corndia. Hell, it was easy. When we came to get you, the Zoom Room was
moved lock, stock, and barrel to the London suburbs. We zoomed back to 1923, and from there getting
to Munich was no prob-lem.”

"1923?" Mitch asked. "Why 19237

"The Putsch,” Terry explained. "The Nazistried to take over the city government. They thought the cops
would back them up. Instead, the police fired on them. They weren't big enough then, | guess. Anyway,
when the shoot-ing started, that's when we made our move. In al the con-fusion, no one would know
where our bullets came from.”

"Man, it was perfect,” | continued. "Adolf was right there, standing in the back, of course. He looked like
such aputz, anobody. Likethe kind of guy, if you sat next to him in the movies, you could muscle the
armrest away from him and not worry about it."

"I had the semiauto because | needed to be sure with two quick shots,” Terry remarked. "l wasusing
hollow-pointsthat | reloaded mysalf. Not so great for accuracy, but it was only a couple hundred yards.”



"Terry owned him" | said. "I scanned the crowd, and when | found him, | froze for asecond. But only a
second. | gave Terry his coordinates, and this| remember, Terry said something in Yiddish—"

"] did? That | don't remember."

"Y ou probably thought you were only thinking it, but it came out. Then you said, 'Y ou're mine, you
monger.' "

"Theresamillion swear wordsin theworld," Terry said with abewildered look on hisface, "but
'mongter’ was the only fitting word | could come up with. There just wasn't an obscenity that was strong

enough.”
"So what happened, for God's sake?' Mitch demanded.

Terry and | looked a each other. "I got him,” Terry said softly. "Therés apart of me that remembers,
two quick shots."

"What were you thinking?'

"Y ou want the truth? | mean. | would have thought that I'd've said something vengeful and profound.
Something for the ages. But my first thought was, ‘Nice grouping.' " He looked at us apologeticaly.

"ltwas," | said, covering for him. "Two shotsin acircle the size of anickel. Of course, with what was eft
of Adolf's head—"

"We canwell imagine that, John," Althea said. "But he was dead?’

"It'sdl hazy," | said. "l haveto redlly concentrate to remember it. Because what is much more clear is
Corndliastopping us."

"Why would she do that?" Mitch wondered.
"Erng Gerhardt."
"Who the hdll isErngt Gerhardt?"

"Asit slands now, nobody. A failed actor who wasaminor SSofficial. But he was the new front man
they came up with. All the smart guys, like Strasser, and the dangerous guys, like Roehm, al backed him
up. They cameto power the sameway they did origindly. Gerhardt was the same kind of guy asHitler.
He didn't have hisanima charisma, but he had more charm. The difference was that he didn't bump off al
hisfriendsin 1934, on the Night of the Long Knives, like Hitler did. But worst of al, Gerhardt was smart
enough to let the military fight its own war. Without Hit-ler's meddling, like when he made Guderian hat
histanks at Dunkirk, the British and the French were completely de-feated. There was no ‘Miracle of
Dunkirk.'"

Althed's eyeswere wet. "Y ou mean, the British surren-dered?"

"They had nothing left to fight with, which meansthat the Nazis held on to North Africa. Asfor the
Russian front, they probed it, staying close to their supply line. There was no 'hold or di€ order;
Stdingrad never happened.”

"What about the ... Holocaust?'

"Worse," Terry sad. "Therewasno SS, and without Hitler, Himmler wasjust amid-leve officer in the
SA. But Roehm proved every bit as bloodthirsty."



| looked at Althea. We had thus far kept al that from her, but she didn't like the sound of any of it.
"More than bloodthirsty,” Terry said, "because Amer-icanever got into the war to stop him.”
"What about the Japanese?

"Gerhardt believed that the Pact of Stedl should be more than just useless words on paper, and he
established amuch closer working relationship with the Japanese. Unlike Hit-ler, heredly didn't caredl
that much about the racia issue. He just wanted the power. He asked the Japanese not to involve
Americain the war—that time would come, and when it did, the Japanese could attack from the Pacific
and the Germans could invade on the Atlantic side. So there was no Pearl Harbor. The Japanese instead
turned eastward, and did eventualy link up with the Germansin India."

"When did Americaget into the war?'

"Well never know," | said. "Because Corndia, being the hinge, found out exactly whereit went sour—or
more sour, anyway—and made us giveit up.”

Terry and | were silent for aminute. We were exhausted.
"Drink," | said.
"Drink," said Terry.

Mitch poured us both a couple of hedthy ones. "Thisisal quite fascinating,” Mitch said, "and certainly
worth amovie, but where doesthat leave us with him?' He jerked athumb toward Hoover.

"He'sgoingto goon,” | said tiredly. "He's going to abuse his power, and he's going to hurt people. Hell
creete one of the finest investigative organizationsin the world, and for that you have to give him credit.
But there's no point in taking him out. Someone elselll just step into his'—I looked down a Hoover's
feet—"surprisngly smal shoes™

"But what about Harry?"

"You cantry," | warned him. "But he'sawfully mad at you. He might take it out on Harry."

"Oh, Chrigt," Mitch sighed miserably. "What the hell, it'sworth atry. Hoover! Hoover, you ligening?"
"MMMMFG! MMMFFG!" Hoover screamed againgt his gag.

"I was gonnatake that off," Mitch said, "but you just blew that." He stopped and put ahand to his
forehead, asif in deep thought. "And spesking of blowing ..."

"MMMMMMFG! MMMMMEG!"

"Hey, Hoove, weredl liberas here. At least, when it comesto that. Were adl very enlightened,
don't-ask/don't-tell and dl that. But it's funny, you of al people, in addition to your many other character
flaws, are dso homophobic.” He turned to me. ™Y ou may be the boss historian around here, John, but |
did my homework on this guy. He and Clyde'—he turned to Hoover—"that's Clyde Tolson, Hoove. As
in 'Someday, my prince will come." Well, in your case, in about two more years.

"Anyway, Jedgar and Clyde were the worst fag-bashersimaginable. They even used to bust gay bars.
And when they got that kind of dirt on somebody, watch out! 1t'skind of a sdlf-hating thing, isn't it?"

"Must be" | replied. "I think your average headshrinker would have apicnic with this guy's neurosis.”



Mitch drew aflimsy piece of paper from his pocket. "Seethis, Mr. Hoover? Thisis an incident report
from the New Orleans Police Department. It cost me agreat deal of time and money, but wasit ever
worthit."

"MMMMMMFG!"

"Shut up. I'm doing the talking here. The chargeis'lewd public behavior,' but what it basically trandates
into isthat the cops caught you soliciting amale proditute.”

"MMMMFG!"

"All right, Hoove, I'll take off the gag." He nodded to Terry, who drew out his .45, which Hoover thought
wasared gun. "If you make one single sound, I'll have him blast you. Okay? Blink once for yes."

Hoover blinked. Mitch removed the gag.

"That was a setup,” Hoover rasped. "It'safakel"

"Edgar, if it had been agirl, it would be a setup. But you solicited the guy. Y ou approached him."
"How do | know that isn't aforgery?”

| took the copy of the report out of my pocket, the one that Chief Blaine had gotten for me. "Because |
have a copy of it, too. Also, courtesy of the NOPD."

"Edgar,” Mitch said, dmost kindly, "nobody has a problem with your being ahomaosexud. God blessya,
that'syour lifestyle

“I'mnot af—"

"Fine. Whatever. Our problem with you isthat you are not fit to hold the office with which you have been
en-trusted. But there's nothing we can do about that. We can't even tell you not to go after commies or
not to spy on just about everybody who catches your attention. But what | can tell you isthat thisincident
report will go out to every single newspaper in Americaif you do onething to Har—"

"Mitch?" | became worried. Mitch had stopped talking and sat down, facing away from Hoover. "Mitch,
areyou okay?'

"l cantdoit.”
"It'sokay, Mitch," Altheasaid. "Y ou don't haveto."

"If 1 tell him to stay away from Har—Grampa, you know what'll happen. Hell bedl over him like ...
Jesus, | can't even come up with agood simile. He's crazy. And worse, he's scared and crazy.”

"Scared, crazy, and powerful," Terry amended.
"What do you want to do, Mitch?" | asked.
"It'snot what | want to do. It'swhat | haveto do."
"Letit go?"

"Letitgo."

Terry put hisarm across Mitch's shoulder. "Welcometo the club,” he said.



The question now, of course, was what to do with Hoover. We had the son of a bitch; we weren't going
to kill, dam-age, or blackmail him. But we also couldn't just shove him in a closet—you should pardon
the expresson—and leave him there, astempting an idea as that was.

"I've got to do something to the no-good bastard,” Mitch said, regarding our prisoner, who was gagged
onceagain. "l haveto ruin hiswhole week. It's not much of arevenge, compared to what he's going to
do to people, but it'll at least be something. | need closure, can you under-stand that?"

"What about—" Terry began.

"| gppreciateit Terry,"” Mitch interrupted, "but thisismy party. | want to think it up.”
"Do what you haveto do, Mitch,” Terry replied ap-provingly.

"What we need here" Mitch said, "isalittle poetic jutice.”

"How about we dump him in the men'sroom of the nearest gay bar?' Terry asked.

Mitch shook his head. "No good. Knowing this creep, hed take it out on them. | don't want abunch of
innocent gay guys getting hurt.”

Hoover struggled againgt his bonds.
"Look a hismug," Mitch said with anironic smile. "Hée'sdl red in the fa—yed™
"Yes wha?'

"Isthisthe only phone in the place? Go pick up the extenson." Mitch dialed the hotel operator.
"Operator, get me the Russan Embassy—adll right, the Soviet Union, whatever. Just ring it for me? Thank
you."

"Embassy of the Union of Soviet Socidist Republics,” aheavily accented femal e voice answered. "Good
morr-ng."

"Good morning,” Mitch greeted heartily. "Thisis Spe-cid Agent Wilson of the Bureau of Investigation.
Which one of you commiesisin charge of spies?’

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Wilson, | am not... mmm-wah ... familiar with your agency.”

Mitch held the speaker part of the phone over his chest. "Ever notice," he said to me, "how Russians
aways make that 'mmmmweesah’ sound when they're sumped for an English word? Only Russians,
nobody else” He spoke back into the phone. "Bureau of Investigation. It's not so famous right now, but
when we changeit to the FBI, itll scare everyone shitless. Especidly you guys.”

"Hiz, Mr.... mmm ... Wilson, pliz gate the nature of your call. | know of no 'Bureau of Investigation.' "

"Y eah, sure, like you never heard of borscht. Just put the head spy on the phone, maam. I'm sure he's
heard of us."

There was a short wait before the phone was picked up again. "Mr. Wilson?' amale voice with amost
no accent at al came on the phone. "I am losf Antonov, Cultura Attache. How may | be of assstance?’

"logf. That's Russky for Joseph, right?’

"If youlike"



"S0, Joey, you're the cultura attache. That's head spook, right?”

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Wilson."

"Spy. You'rethe spy guy, right?' Mitch was having agreat old time for himsdif.
"The Soviet Union has no spies, Mr. Wilson. Certainly not in America”

Mitch laughed. "Y eah, and I'm the man in the moon. Listen, Joe, serioudy, we've got one ayour spies
here

Hoover shrieked into his gag.
"Not one of ours, Mr. Wilson."

"I don't know, Joey. He's got that kindathick head, fat butt, belly-over-the-belt thing working there.
LooksRus-santo me."

"None of that makes him aspy, Mr. Wilson," Antonov replied, offended.

"Joe. Help me out, okay? I'm trying to do the right thing here. We've got our own problems, you've got
your own problems. | don't need this crap right now. If he's one of yours, I'm offering you the chance to
take him home. No strings.”

"I'm sorry, Mr. Wilson, what means 'no strings?'
"You don't haveto give usanything in return.”
"| find that hard to believe, Mr. Wilson. Y our director, Mr. Hoover, is awd|-known anticommunist—"

"Y eah, but hesfedling mellow today.” He looked over at an dmost gpoplectic Hoover. "Bedieve me, Joe,
Hoover hasfull knowledge of what I'm doing.”

"MMMMMMMMMPPPH!" Hoover roared.

"How did you apprehend this man, Mr. Wilson?'

Mitch looked warily at Hoover. "Joe. My Russan is nonexistent. Sorechen Se Deutsch?'
"Ein bif3chen,” hereplied, surprised. " Warum?'

| grabbed a piece of hotdl stationery and scribbled quickly.

"Thewadls have ears, Joey," Mitch said. | handed him the scrap of paper, which he read quickly. He
glanced at me questioningly and | nodded.

"How did you gpprehend him?" Antonov repested.

"Er ist schwul " Mitch said, trandating in awhisper, "he's gay."
"Ne!" exclamed Antonov. " Schwul ? Ne! Du Schlau-kopf!™

"I'm not being awise guy, Joe. Sehr schwul ;" Mitch assured him.

Hoover was ligtening intently now. Fortunately, he didn't understand German.



"His ... habits notwithstanding, Mr. Wilson, hel's not one of ours."

"Joe, where's the harm? Just check hisidentification againgt your records, badaboom, and if he's clean,
bada-bing, let him go."

"Andif heis, asyou say, one of ours, then we will have admitted to espionage in the United States. A
clear admis-sion of guilt to the very agency charged with the appre-hension of spies.”

"Hello! Joey! What isthis, Curious George, here? Everybody knows you have spies. You're Russa, for
Chrigt's sake. That'syour business.” Mitch looked down at the paper | had given him. "Of course, what
everyone doesn't know isthat your Soviet Union isalowing the German Army to train on top secret
basesright in your own backyard—in direct violation of the Versailles Treaty."

"That isaliel" Antonov shouted.

"Then what are you bellowing about? Joe, just do me afavor? Then I'll owe you one. Fair enough?
Unless you want photographs and documents proving the existence of a German military training on
Russian s0il? | wonder what the L eague of Nationswould say about al that?"

"Then you mugt give me the documents, the photo-graphs, and al negatives."

"Eeeeennnnt!" Mitch made a game-show buzzer sound. "I'm sorry, Joey, the correct answer is ' Thank
you, Wilson, well pick up the son of abitch in two hours." "

Therewasalong pause. "Someday, Mr. Wilson," Antonov said evenly, "we must meet.”
"Hey, I'mlooking forward to it."

"Asyou say, Mr. Wilson, well "pick up the son of abitch in two hours." "
"Loveya, Joe. And, Joey?"'

"Yes, Mr. Wilson," Antonov said with obviousfatiguein hisvoice.

"Don't get purged.” He hung up. "God, that was fun! How'd yalike that Antonov? Was he apisser or
what?'

"He seemed like a pretty good guy, considering the cir-cumstances.”
"1 wonder whatever became of him," Mitch said.
"We can look it up when we get back,” | said.

"Hoover!" Mitch shook him. "It'stimeto say good night. | hope you have nice vidt at the Russan
Embassy.”

"MMMMMMMMMFG!"

"I know just how you fed," Mitch said, falsely com-forting. "But you're going to screw up thelives of a
lot of decent people. | just want you to experience the feding.”

He nodded at Terry, who zapped Hoover unconscious with his Taser.
"Y ou must love your job," Mitch said to me.

"It hasitsmoments," | replied.



We st in the lobby watching the action from the vantage point of acomfortable lounge area hidden by
palm fronds. Mitch had Ieft word at the desk to send aMr. Antonov right up to the suite.

Antonov was easy enough to spot. He wastal and den-der, with high Slavic cheekbones and icy blue
eyes. He moved like aman on amission, followed by three loutish subordinates who couldn't have been
more obviousif they wore name tagsthat said "Hello! I'm Borisl"

Mitch laughed to himsalf and leaned back with agood Cuban cigar. "Ah, the human comedy," he
pronounced. "1 couldn't dream of putting thisin amovie, nobody'd believeit.”

Five minuteslater, the three dress extras returned to the lobby. Two of them were supporting the
unconscious Hoo-ver, who had an arm draped across each of their shoulders. The third man walked in
front of them, occasionally turning back to Hoover with a scolding expression, to convey theideathat
they were taking home afriend who had over-indulged himself.

"Hmmmm! Interesting,” Mitch remarked. "Wherés Antonov?'
Terry's hand suddenly snaked under his coat.

"Mr. Wilson?'

Antonov was standing behind us.

Terry dlowed the butt of his .45 to peek from under hisjacket.

Antonov threw up his handsin anonthrestening gesture. Terry smiled tightly, just enough to let Antonov
know held be afoal to try anything. Antonov, comprehending thisin-stantly, nodded to Terry and took a
Segt next to Mitch.

"I'm Wilson. How are you, Joey?" The two shook hands.
"I had to meet you, Mr. Wilson," he said. He dipped his head in a courtly gestureto Althea.
"Can| offer youacigar?' Mitch asked.

Antonov took out agold cigarette case and lit up. Y ou can get good cigars anywhere," hetold Mitchell.
"Only in Americacan you get decent cigarettes.”

"I know you're just dying for meto ask. Joey, so | will. How'd you know me?"

Antonov shook his head, one professiona surprised by adeficiency in the other. "Why, the same way
you knew me, Mr. Wilson. Y ou were looking for me. | waslooking for someone who would be looking
forme"

Mitch blinked his eyes and waggled hishead asif to clear it. " "The Headstrongs married the Armstrongs,’
" he quoted to me. He faced Antonov. "What can | do for you?'

"Well, | want to thank you, persondly,” Antonov be-gan. "But | am curious. Isthere a coup d'etat going
on a your agency?"

Mitch was about to answer, but | cut him off, sensing trouble. "Why do you ask?'
"And you are?'

"An asociae.”



Antonov glanced at me, then back at Mitch, trying to get afed for where the true power rested. He
settled on me.

"Very wdl. Why have you turned over the director of your agency to my embassy?"
"Because helsahump,” Mitch snapped.

Antonov had aready discounted Mitch, but was probably astudent of American dang. "What means
"hump'?"

"Just what it soundslike," | said. "Do you want the hump or not?"

"Y ou have aterm in America, something about a'gift horse.

"Just scare him alittle" Mitch said. " Give him some vodka, throw him down the garsafew times. Ydl in
hisface that he'sgoing to talk, but don't ask him any ques-tions. Make him pee al over himself."

Antonov smiled, the smile of aman who wasin for the better end of aded. "And why would | want to
do your work for you?'

| started to reply, but Mitch waved me off. "Here's the problem, Joe. We're a young organization. Much
likeyours. And what we have is a conflict of objectives. Hoover thinks you guys are the problem. He
thinks that you com-mies are gonna.come in and change the nationa anthem to the Internationale.”

"And you, Mr. Wilson?'

"Widl, | think that'swhat you'd like to do. However, | believe you have two things working against you.
One, Americansthemsalvesjust don't like communists. We're afree people, Joey, we hate it when the
government tells us what to do. We've fought wars over that. And unlike you, we were born free. We
know what it means and wed never giveit up, not without afight that you would lose even if you won.
Secondly? Well, it'll take time, but your system just won't work.”

Antonov was taken aback. "Asyou Americans are so fond of saying, 'bullshit.

"Not at all. You'redl spying on each other. Onein five—" Helooked to me for approva, and | nodded.
"Oneinfiveof you ison the government rolls as some kind of operative. What country can afford that?
Meanwhile, your natura resources go unharvested while your nation spends dl of its budget on defense
and interna security. Sooner or later, Joe, we're gonna beat you. Not on the battlefield, dways a
trangtory victory a best, but in your walet. Well bankrupt you."

Antonov nodded smugly. "Typica capitdist argument. The dmighty dollar rulesagain.”

"And don't you forget it, Joe. People can't eat ideology. Anyway, our immediate problem isthis. Hoover
thinks you guys are the Great Satan. And, nothing personal, but we think you're smply schmucks, and
anyway, you've got problems of your own. We think Hoover iswasting our time, and our misson. We
want to catch crooks. He thinksit'sajob for the loca cops. | keep telling him, 'What if a crook leaves
one jurisdiction to go to another? Who can catch him? Look what the automobile has done for this
country. Y ou can rob abank in, say, Chicago, and be in Philade phia twenty-four hourslater. The
Chicago cops can't touch you and neither can the Philly cops.”

"A problem," Antonov commiserated. "But what am | supposed to do with your boss? And how may |
benefit?'

"Commies may not be popular in this country, Joe, but nowhereisit illegd to be amember of the



Communist Party. Wefrankly don't care what you do, aslong as you don't hurt anybody. Well leave
you adone. The Communist Party will never amount to anything in America, so what do we give ashit?
Weve got crooksto catch.”

Antonov stubbed out his cigarette in afloor ashtray. ™Y ou're so sure our system isno good. Why isit so
pop-ular in other countries?'

Mitch grunted disparagingly. "That's Europe. Most Americans came from Europe and are happy as hdll
to be out of there. Study the American character, Joey. Get out of Washington, get in your car and drive
around this coun-try. Vidt the people and ask them. Don't argue Marx at polite cocktail parties. Visit
amd| townsand farms and cit-ies, and especidly with the first generation citizenswho get lumpsin ther
throats when a breeze catches the flag and makes it wave." He jerked athumb toward the door. "And
that's why we've got to get rid of him. He loves Americabecauseit's his home, but he's an enemy of
freedom, and without freedom, thereisno America.”

Antonov snorted derigvely.

"I know, it sounds like patriotic, flag-waving tripe, but go seefor yourself. One of these days, | wouldn't
be sur-prised if you turned up at one of our embassies with asuitcase in your hand.”

Antonov stood up. "I'll do what you ask, Mr. Wilson."
Mitch rose and stuck out his hand. "'l gppreciate it, Joey."

"But only because | can see that you are agood and decent man, doing the wrong thing for the right
reasons.” He amiled ruefully. "Why isit," he asked, "that so often | find more honor amongst my enemies
than my friends?'

Mitch laughed. "Maybe you need new friends."
Antonov bowed to us. "Till we meet again,” he sad.
"It may beawhile" | said.

"l havetime," hereplied.

"So dowe" Mitch said. "So dowe."

FOURTEEN

12 MARCH 1926—THE WI1LLARD HOTEL

ALTHEA AND | WERE IN BED. | HAD BETRAYED MY FELLOW maesand was oddly stisfied
to be merdly cuddling. The fact wasthat after our meeting with Antonov, al four us were so overcome by
fatigue that we could barely keep our eyes open.



"Well haveto be leaving soon, won't we?' Altheaasked with a deep yawn.

"l think s0," | said, temporarily hating my fal into the chasm of deep. "Remember when wefirst met how
tired | became, seemingly out of nowhere?"

"You fell adegp on my couch, right in the middle of a sentence.”
"It'stimetrave. There's something about it that ener-vates you."

"I think I know what it is™ Altheasaid, shuggling up against me. "Do you get moretired the further back
you go?'

| hadn't actudly thought about that before, but on earlier tripsto periods that weren't o markedly
different, such asthelate seventies, | had never experienced thisleved of exhaustion. "1 think so," | said.

"It's probably because your mind has to work so much harder,” she said. "Everywhere you go, even the
smallest of things are different. It'salot for your mind to congtantly takein and adjust.” She yawned
agan. "Makes metired just to think about it."

There was asilence and soon | could hear her measured breathing. She was adeep. | closed my eyes
and, asif my body were responding instantly to acommand, | was adeep, too.

"Twenty-plus bandits heading two-three-zero. Angels four-teen. Squadrons 72, 78, and 249 A
Flight, scramble.”

| sat up in bed. Altheawas adeep, but she was speaking in urgent but controlled tones. | had never heard
her talk in her deep before.

"No, sr."

She was spesking clearly, replaying a conversation that had taken place before, providing gapsin the
placesthat | guessed were where she had received an answer.

"No, 78 Squadron isrefueling... Wait, they can send up B Flight."

| shook her gently. Her eyesflickered open. "What?' she asked in adeepy, dmost childlikevoice, a
strange jux-taposition to the clear and loud tones of her dream.

"You weretaking inyour deep,” | sad.
"l was? What about?"

"l guessyou were at the Station Command Center. Y ou were reporting on the disposition of planes
during araid | suppose.”

"Oh." Sherubbed an eye. "l go therealot when I'm adeep.”
| sat upin bed. "You missit, don't you?"'

She shook a cigarette from the pack on the night table and lit one. "I till fed likeI'm AWOL. Sometimes
| fed like I'm cutting school during exams. Or asif it'slong past dinnertime, it's getting dark, and I'm il
out playing."



"l know," | said.

"I know I've been alittle... . distant, recently. | know I've been alittle rough on you. But it isn't you, John.
It'sme. I'mjust not surewherel fit in anymore.”

"Youfitinfinewithme"

"That's easy enough for you to say," she snapped. "Y ou weren't dead.” She patted my shoulder. "I'm
sorry. | didn't mean for it to come out like that. It's just that sometimes I'm so damned... confused. And |
hate that. I've never been confused about anything, least of dl, theway | fedl about you. And then | think
about thewar, and dl those people dtill in the fight, and | fedl like I'm playing hooky. Only everybody's
dying and I'm safe.”

| took adeep breath. "So, you want to go back, isthat it?"

"Part of me does. The other part wantsto be by your side. Have your children. Y ou ever think about
having kids?'

| shook my head. "When | was married, in my early twenties, sure | thought about it. | got divorced, but |
fig-ured I'd meet somebody else pretty soon. Then time went by and | never did get remarried. | stopped
thinking about it. To tell you the truth, seeing people my age with kidsal the time began to annoy me. |
don't know why, it just got on my nerves. And then, when | got assigned to Juvey and saw al those
mutilated kids and their mutilated lives, thelast thing | wanted was to bring another child into the world.
After awhile, | figured I'd be aHenry Higginstype of bachelor, except that 1'd get laid every now and
then. And then somewhere far down the road, when it got so even | couldn't stand it anymore, I'd get
married and start afamily, later oninlife. | wasresgned to eventudly be-coming awhite-hair/high-chair
kind of ded."

Altheagiggled. " "White-hair/high-chair?"

"Y eah, you know those older guys, ill in good shape but let'sfaceit, older. They havekidsin their
sixties and give them obscure names out of history or Greek mythol-ogy and nobody understands the wit
of it, not even their wives. They marry some young trophy wife who they man-age to convince
themsalves has more brains than she redlly does—and that the money means absolutely nothing, shed
love him just the same no matter what."

"Jesus, John, that'salot to look forward to," she said sarcastically.

"Well, | got used to being alone, and | liked the freedom. It wasn't until you came aong that | decided to
get in~volved without even thinking about that other stuff. | just knew 1'd be happier and better off with
you than without you."

"Areyou gill againg having kids?'
"Not with you. Why, are you pregnant?’

"I'm surprised that I'm not, since I've been with you. Except for the last few nights, but that's just been
nerves. | don't know, | just don't fed that things are fully resolved, John."

"Can we make apact, before we fal adeep again?' | asked her.
"What kind of pact?'

"That we stick to the origina pact. Whatever we decide, we do it together. Fair enough?' | stuck out my



hand.
She shook my hand with mock solemnity. "Fair enough.”

THE WHITE HOUSE

Mitch had gone to Union Station to meet Dottie Parker, who had agreed to come to Washington and
stay the night. Terry was adeep, 0 flat-out exhausted that he could barely replace the phone on its hook
when he hung up. Altheaand | had decided to spend the day walking around Washington. At
Pennsylvania Avenue, we saw along line stretching through the iron gates of the White House. | recalled
that every day during the noon hour, Cavin Coolidge would throw open the doorsto the Ova Office and
invite anyone who fdt like showing up to comein and shake his hand. Coolidge had often boasted that he
could shake twelve hun-dred hands in less than half an hour.

We stood in line between a diminutive Japanese man and amother and father with two spoiled kids.
"I couldn't imagine apresident doing that today," | whispered to Althea. " Some wacko'd kill him."

| could tell from the Japanese man's change in posture that my words had captured his attention, so |
lowered my voice. "l wonder if anyonée'stried it yet."

"Itishard to believe," Altheaagreed. "Evenin 1940."
"| haftago tathe bathroom," thelittle boy wailed.
"Wait till we get ingde," the mother said.

"Y ou think the President's gonnalet somekid pissal over hisfavorite seat?' the father argued in aharsh
whis-per.

"Better than the floor,” the mother said.

"| gottapee,” thekid inssted.

"Youll haveto wait," the mother said. "Thelinegs moving fast enough, it won't be too much longer.”
"| gotta pee now!" the kid shrieked.

The kid's tantrum began to serioudy annoy everyone standing on line nearby. Someone even grumbled,
"Get that goddamn brat outta here.”

The parents were probably from out of town, however, and had most likely been looking forward to this
once-in-alifetime meeting with a President of the United States.

"Please be patient,” the mother said, knedling to her child. "1 know you're uncomfortable, but your father
and | admire your ability to try and get through this. Don't we, dear ?'

"Youtryin' that child psychology hooey again?' he asked aggrievedly. "It's newfangled horse crap. My
old man—"



" 'Would belt you one in the chops, that was his psy-chology,' " sherecited tiredly.
"| gottago pee!” the kid wailed again.

"Please.” The Japanese man had stepped out of linein front of us and approached the beleaguered
parents. "May | be of service?'

The father eyed him suspicioudy. "Whyn't you mind your own bus—"
Thewife cut him off. "Do you have children?'

"Yes, of course." The man's accent was heavy, but his English was excellent. He kndt in front of thelittle
boy. "How badly do you haveto go?' he asked the little boy.

The boy looked at his mother, who nodded. " Sorta, y'know, like bad."

"All right," the man said softly. "Why don't you peein your pantsright now. You'l fed better.”
"Areyou fu—" the husband began, but the wife nudged him.

"Pee my pants?' thelittle boy asked increduloudly.

"Of course. No onewill laugh at you, | promise. Go ahead.”

The boy made variousfacid contortions of effort. "1 can't!”

"Try, young fdlow."

"Can't!"

He stood up. "Keep trying." Hereturned to hisplacein line.

"Jesus," thefather said in grudging admiration, "that little Nip sure knows his suff.”
The man turned back and bowed dightly, acknowledging the " compliment.”
"Areyou apsychologist?’ | asked him.

Heturned to me. "Nothing so lofty," hereplied. "Just asailor. On leave, travelling your grest country,” he
added, gesturing at hiscivilian clothes.

Some kids walked by the line, carrying baseball gloves and bats.

"Such awonderful game," the Japanese man sighed. "1 wish it were basebal | season instead of just spring
tran-ing.”

"Who do you like?" | asked conversationaly.

Heamiled. "I'm a Detroit fan, but | must admit, if Ruth is hedlthy thisyear, no onewill stop the Y ankees.
That young fellow, Gehrig, those greet pitchers, Hoyt, Jones— no, it'll be the Y ankeesthis year.”

Theline was moving rapidly now, and we were insde the main entrance. A Secret Service agent
escorted the little brat to the nearest John.

"Who isyour choice?' the man asked me.



"I'm aNationa League man, myself, aDodger fan. But thisyear I'd bet on the Cardinals. | think they'll
winthe Series”

"A powerful club." He nodded. "But fast, great speed on the bases. They'd haveto score alot of runsin
the early innings, then their pitching would have to take over.”

"They'll win," | said decisvely.

His eyebrows shot up. "Are you agambling man, sir?'
"Giventheright thing to bet on.”

"Youll take the Cardsin Sx?'

"How much?'

“Twenty?"

"The Cardsin seven,” | recdled. "I'm confident, but not stupid.”
"Done," hereplied.

We had moved through the corridor quickly and were now just outside the Ovd Office. Through the
door | could seethe President, Calvin Coolidge. He looked just like his photographs, but | noticed that
his manner was far different than | had aways been led to believe. | had expected ataciturn, humorless
fellow, the one Alice Roosevelt Longworth had reportedly described as having been "weaned on a
pickle." But the man the line was fast gpproaching was animated, with acharming smile and pleasant
manner. It was dmost hard to believe he was the same " Silent Ca™ of legend.

| was about to introduce mysdlf to the Japanese sailor, so | would at least know from whom | would be
taking an easy twenty bucks, but it was histurn.

"Wadl," Coolidge greeted him. "One of our friends from the Orient. What bringsyou here, Mr—"
"Y amamoto, Mr. President. Commander |soroku Y amamoto, Imperia Japanese Navy."
| amost fell over when | heard that.

"Welcome, Commander. | hope our two great nationswill forever share the peaceful relationship we now
enjoy."

"Itismy fervent hope." Y amamoto replied. He was suddenly struck with emotion. "I havetravelled...
your beautiful land ... | love your country ..."

Coolidge's smile froze, and their handshake stalled. The two men stood gripping hands, staring into each
other'seyes asif they had suddenly shared aterrible secret.

Y amamoto broke contact first. He came to attention and gave the President acrisp bow of his head. "It
has been an honor, Mr. President.”

He turned and was ushered out of the Ova Office by abewildered Secret Service agent, ayoung fellow
who ap-parently knew he had just seen something important, but couldn't quite grasp what it was.

Coolidge stared after Yamamoto. "May God help you," he whispered.



The moment passed. Thereisnothing to distract aman from any tribulation like the sight of a beautiful
woman, and when Coolidge saw Althea, he became himsef in an ingtant.

"An American Beauty Rose" he greeted her. "Nothing in the world like the flower of ayoung American
gr.”

"I'm charmed, Mr. President,” she replied. She put out her hand and Coolidge gave it abusinessike
shake.

| stuck out my hand and Coolidge accepted it in his strong, dry, farmer's grip.
"You'rean awfully lucky young fellow," he said to me.

"l dwaysthought so, Mr. President, but now it's offi-cially recognized by the United States Government,”
| re-plied.

We were ushered out quickly. Coolidge had taken up more time with Y amamoto than he usually alotted
each person, so he was eager get the line moving again.

Aswe exited the White House, | searched in vain for Y amamoto. But he was gone.
"All right, John," Althea demanded. "Who wasthat guy?'

"Calvin Coolidge."

"Not him. The Japanese guy.”

"Uh, nobody." | wasn't prepared to tell her about it just yet.

"Thenwhy areyou going nutstrying to find him?"

| thought, because he's the guy who masterminded the raid on Pearl Harbor, however reluctantly. | knew
that Y amamoto had developed a greet affinity for Americaand its people, but | was also aware that
what he had found on his pilgrimage had scared the hell out of him; Japan would never be amatch for the
sheer industrial might of the United States. And that was why he would order theraid on Pearl Harbor:
With victory an impossible dream, the best he could hope to do was hold us off until we could rebuild

our navy.
| faced her. "Hey, the son of abitch is gonna owe me twenty dollars. How the hell am | gonna collect?!

Therewas onelast piece of businessleft in 1926, and Mitch was attending to her now. The classy thing
would have been to let them aone, but | couldn't fight the perverse desire to be there. Oddly enough,
Mitchell answered our knock and let usinto his suite without comment.

Dottie Parker nodded to Althea and patted the seat cush-ion beside her.
"Come st by me, dear, we have lotsto talk about.”

Altheasat next to her. | went over to the bar and stood near Mitch. The scene was amost comically
clichéd; the guys near the bar and the ladies on the couch sharing girl-talk.

"You'rethe prettiest girl I've ever met who | haven't wanted to strangle,”" Dottie told Althea, " probably
because my ingincts tell methat there's quite abrain in that pretty head.”



Althea became dightly Dorothy Parkerish in response. "We're not after the same man,” shesaid, "so |
won't haveto kill you."

Dottie wasimpressed. "Oh, good for you, dear.”

"How can | help?' Althea asked.

"Do | go back? Or isfront—forward? | mean, the fellas not even married. What more could | ask?"
"Does she know everything?' Althea asked Mitch.

"Go ahead." He nodded.

"Dottie," Altheabegan, "Mitchisn't just awriter."

"Oh?Hesjust doing it until he can get that job he's aways wanted, waiting tables?"

"No. Hesafilmmaker. A very successful filmmaker."

Dottie narrowed her eyes a Mitch. "How successful 7!

"His studio has made amost two billion dollars on hismovies™"

That hardly fazed Dottie. The figure was too incompre-hensible in 1926. There were countriesin that era
not worth that much. " So, he'ssingle, swest, and rich?'

"es"
"Gotta dump him, then. Bye, Mitch." But she was kid-ding.
"That's not what you redly want to know, isit?"

"I knew you had abrain. No, itisn't.”

"Y ou want to know if you'l like 2007, if you'l be happy there.”
"Andwill | be?"

"Could you be happy in 19267

"Not sofar." Sheamiled a Althea. "l guessthat's my answer.”
Mitch'sfacefdl. "I guessthat'sthat."

Althea stood up and nodded to me. We both went to the door. "If | don't seeyou again,” Altheasaid, "
just want you to know how much | admire you."

"Get anew role modd," Dottie replied, but then soft-ened for the first time. "I'm sorry we couldn't
become friends™

"We are friends," Altheasaid. "Wejust don't soend much time together."

We went out the door to give Mitch some privacy on hislast sad night with the fleeting girl of his dreams.



FIFTEEN

14 MARCH 1926—CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA— ABOARD THE 20TH CENTURY

NONE OF USHAD SPOKEN MUCH SINCE LEAVING Washington. Terry still hadn't recovered
his energy and dept most of the time. When he was awake, he was lethargic and unable to maintain his
end of aconversation. His mind wandered and he would rise up without aword and shuffle back to his
drawing room for another nap.

"I'm worried about Terry,” | told Althea. "I've never seen him likethis."
"Weve dl been under agreat ded of strain,” shere-plied. "Weal need alot of rest.”

"Why hasthistrip been so different?' | wondered. "Why hasit taken so much out of us?Isit timetravel?
Can the body and spirit only take just so much of it?'

"I think | know," she said. "There's something abouit thistrip that's been... persond. Weve redlly gotten
in~volved, perhaps more than we should.”

| nodded. "Y ou'reright, of course. I've just never felt so emotionally drained. Even when | wasin 1940,
maybe because | was so happy, | never ft thisout of sorts.”

"l hateto say it, John, and | think you'd hate meto say it, but | think you miss 2007. It'saterrible year,
but it'syour home."

| stared out at the newly sown cornfields and harvested winter wheat. "Maybe | can only do so much of
this, maybe | redlly need abresak. | know I'm sending Terry on along vacation, on the company.
Anywhere he wantsto go. For however long."

"Hesawonderful friend,” Altheasaid. "I'm glad hesmy friend, too."
"God, I'm hungry dl of asudden. Areyou?'

"I'm going to be ablimp by thetime we get off thistrain. All | doisest like apig and deep around the
clock.”

"I think our bodies have had it. We need amagjor re<t, lots of exercise. Hey, let'sgo get Mitch. The guy
hasn't left his drawing room since Washington, won't answer the door.”

"Widl, he hasn't been starving himsdlf," Altheareplied. "I've seen the empty trays piled up outsde his
door."

We walked through the club car. Aswe stepped outside between the cars, afreezing wind cut through
our clothesand chilled our bones.

"We can't reach Cdiforniatoo soon for me," | shouted above the clatter.



We cameto Mitchel'sdoor and | rapped oniit. "Mitch! Mitch! Come on, Mitch, let's get you some
dinner.”

"Go away!"

"Come on, Mitch, you can't stay in your room, moping like alittle kid. Just for an hour, you can do it.
Y ou've got to stretch your legs.”

"Buzz off, John, | meanit!"

"Mitch, | know you're upset, but sitting aone feding sorry for yourself won't help. Itl just make you fed
worse."

"John, | know you mean well. But leave me done!”

"l won't leave you done. I'm your friend and | care about you."

"If youremy friend you'll go away."

A porter turned Sideways to pass us, diplomaticaly ig-noring our Situation.
"Have you got apasskey?' | whispered.

The porter shook hishead. "I can't be doing that."

| took out afifty-dollar bill. Then | removed my old Nava Intdligence ID that Uncle Jack had given me
long ago.

"Nationd Security,” | said gernly.

The porter looked around carefully, snatched the fifty, and had hiskey in and out of thelock within
seconds. He disappeared before we even knew the door was unlocked.

"Tha'sit, Mitch,” | cdled. "I'm comingin.”

| shoved the door open and saw Mitch in bed, obvioudy naked under the covers. A pillow cameflying at
my head and | amost ducked. Then | remembered Althea was be-hind me, so | stood up straight and
took it full in the face.

"Inthe future," Dorothy Parker snapped, "1 hope you'll be alittle more considerate of peoplewho are
getting prop-erly laid. Y our record in the past isn't dl that hot.”

"Sorry," | said, edging out of the room. | closed the door carefully. "Well, | guess old Dottie decided to
give'07 atry," | told Althea.

"She doesn't give any more of adamn about ‘07 than | do," Altheareplied. She smiled. "Good for you,
Mitch," she whispered.

"Shewon't like'07, then?' | asked.
"Of course not."
"Why'sshe doing it, then?"

Altheashook her head at me. "Will you never learn, John? She'sin love. Nothing's more important than
that. Not eventime.”



7 APRIL 2007/—TIMESHARE—LOS ANGELES

We got off thetrainin Los Angeles and went through the long process of retrieving our luggage and
lavishly tipping al the train personnd who had trested us so well.

With thefive of usstanding in atight circle, | turned to Dorothy Parker. "I haveto ask you this, Mrs.
Parker. Sorry, but it's procedure. Are you sure you want to do this?"

Sheturned to Mitch. "I have to quit smoking?"

"Well, in public," hereplied.

"Drinking?"

"Definitdy."

"Eventhoughit'slegd?'

"Until you can contral it. Y ou have awonderful mind and | don't want you soaking it with booze."
"And I'll haveto... exercise?' She made amoue of distaste.

"Youll loveit. Weve got machinesthat makeit easy for you. Y ou won't even know you're working out.”
"Andthat'sal you ask?'

"That'sit."

"Let'sgo,” shesad.

"You'resure?' | asked her.

She nodded. "Its my hobby," shereplied. "1 collect brave new worlds."

| held up my Decacom. "Let's go home."

Y ou would have thought that we were aboard a Cunard ship docking in New Y ork Harbor. There were
more peoplein the Zoom Room than | had ever seen in my career, and | wondered why Corndlia
dlowed it. All that was missing was the confetti.

Mitch held up Dottie's hand asif she had just won achampionship fight. "L adies and gentlemen of 2007,"
he announced, "may | proudly introduce Mrs. Dorothy Par-ker."

A ripple of applause began that soon gathered momentum and became afull-fledged ovation. Amid the
high-technology layout, it brought to mind the reaction to a safe reentry at NASA Mission Contral.

Dottie looked over at Althea and me with a puzzled ex-pression on her face. "Was | that good?' she
asked.

"Better," Altheareplied.



Corneliawas staring at me with the samelook as a school principa who had just caught akid writing
greffiti on abathroom wall.

"How are you, John?' she asked me.
"l need avacation. Infact, | was on vacation, remember? Oh, did Kirk get back okay?'

"Hejust landed a VVan Nuys aminute ago. He'sfine. So the girl turned out to be Dorothy Parker, for
God's sake?'

| shrugged. "A man'sgottado..." | began.

"Whatever | tell himto do," shefinished for me. "Any-thing significant?" she asked, wanting to know if |
had anything urgent to tell her that couldn't wait for the officid debriefing.

"Terry's made an important scientific discovery,” | said. | looked over and saw Terry conversing with a
technician. | breathed asigh of rdief that he seemed to have recovered since zooming back.

"Terry?' Shewas surprised. "Not that he's stupid, he'sjust not ascientist.”

"Ohyeah?' | replied. "Ask him about the 'Rappaport Hinge.' | think you'l find it the most sgnificant
discovery snceyou invented thisthing.”

| eft her wondering and walked over to Mitch. "Do we go home now?" he asked.

| shook my head. "Tomorrow. We have accommoda-tions you'l find quite comfortable. But you haveto
debrief, and so dowe."

"I haveto cdl my office," he said. "How long have we been gone?'

| looked at the giant chronometer on thewall. "Five minutes,” | said.
"That'sal?1t seemslike monthd ™

"It was months. It'sjust that those months happened eighty years ago.”

"John, tomorrow night, | want to have a party a my house.”

"That's nice of you, Mitch, but | think were all too tired for a big Hollywood—"
"No, not afull-of-crap bash," he said. "Just the five of us. The 1926 Kids."
"I'dlikethat," | said.

Helooked a the ground. "I've spent my whole life bust-ing my—I never had alot of friends. And, of
course now, who can | redly trust?"

| put an arm on his shoulder. "Were your friends, Mitch. Y ou go through an experience like this, you
bond."

"Tomorrow night, then?'

"Sure”



Except for Terry's childhood, nothing had changed. Hoover had remained head of the FBI until his desth
in 1972, the Mafiahad till flourished, and the Hollywood blacklist had il taken itstoll. His kidnapping
by the Russians was un-documented. It was almost asif we had never crossed paths.

And there was something else. Dorothy Parker had still died in 1967. Her work was unaffected, her
faled marriages il the same asin the earlier record. Perhapsit was il too early to tell. She might il
change her mind, and the option to go back remained an open invitation. It was dl up to whether or not
her relationship with Mitchell worked out.

Both Chief Blaine and Randy Dickinson had left urgent messages for me. | couldn't deal with that at the
moment, even though the deadline for my return to active duty was fast gpproaching.

Even though Terry seemed better, Doc Harvey inssted that he, aswell as Altheaand mysdf, go onan
extended |leave of absence. He didn't haveto tell ustwice. We al made plansfor the day after Mitch's
party. Terry and one of hison-again, off-again girlfriends would go to Aruba. Altheaand | debated
whether or not to pick up our La Quinta vacation where we |eft off, or to go to someplace entirely
different. We decided to loll around the apartment for awhile until we cameto adecision.

However, we were interrupted in mid-loll by our door-bell.
"Chief Blaine?'

"Hello, John. | hope I'm not intruding.”

"Not at al, Sr. Please comein.”

Helooked around the gpartment appraisingly, and | saw him deflate dmost imperceptibly. He was
probably thinking that there was no way amere lieutenant's salary would pay the freight for this place.
And hewasright.

"Althes, thisis Chief Blaineof LAPD."
"I'm pleased to meet you, Chief."
Blainelooked &t her, frowning. "Have we met before?' he asked as he shook her hand.

Altheaand | shared a secret smile. "No, sr,” shere-plied. "I'd've remembered. I'll leave you gentlemen
done"

"Lovely girl," hesaid, glancing after her. "But I'm sure I've seen her before." He shook it off. "Y ou know
why I've come."

"Can| get you adrink, Chief?

"No, I'mfine"

"By theway, | loved the way you handled that protest rally."

Hewaved it off. "John, do you remember what we dis-cussed at our last meeting?'
"Yes, gr. Y ou told me you had found away to rid the city of gangs once and for dl."
"That's right. How do you suppose | would go about it?"

"l haven't aclue, Chief."



"You've heard of the RICO datutes, haven't you?"
"Of course, gr. Federa racketeering laws."

He pulled his chair closer to mine. "That's what Randy Dickinson and | intend to do. Any street gang that
we can proveismaking aprofit by illegal means—drugs, guns, extortion—will be subject to arrest by
federd authorities. Thefirst thing we haveto do is get the evidence—prove that every gang ismaking
money through illega means. Once we do that, we bring in the Feds and bust every damn one of them.
Well makeit acrimejust to belong to agang.”

| leaned back in my chair. For some reason, the chief's enthusiasm wasn't contagious.
"WdI?" he asked.
| shrugged. "Wherewould | fitin?"

He smiled, aman with aroyd flush showing hiscards. "Y ou'd be reactivated as alieutenant, and
summarily pro-moted to acting captain with al the pay and benefits, et cetera”

That struck me. Me, a captain? That magic rank, the police equivaent to aknighthood or, at the very
least, avice presidency?

"And what would | haveto do in exchange for this honor?"

"Y ou would supervise dl intdlligence-gathering on al the gangsin the city. Y ou would determine whether
or not we have enough evidence to prosecute successfully under the RICO statutes. And then, once that
phase was com-pleted, you would be the liaison to the Feds when we made the busts. Needlessto say,
if successful—and there's no reason why it shouldn't be—your rank would become per-manent and your
further career prospects, somewhat brighter.”

But | had my doubts. "Chief, it'sagreat plan, and yes, it can work, but there's one big problem that | can
see. A lot of people aren't going to like the idea of bringing the Federa Government in to solve alocd
police problem. | know we're past the point of worrying about such niceties, but what do you think is
going to happen when we bring these peopleto trid? | can see a shitload of lawsuitsby the ACLU,
inggting that we're violating the first, second, and probably fourteenth amendments.”

| thought he'd be angry with mefor raining on his pa-rade, but he Smply gave me an gpproving nod.
"Y ou're absolutely right, of course. I've dready gotten this argu-ment from Randy Dickinson,
Commander Silvera, and the Department'slegd advisor.”

"Then why are you going ahead with it?'
"Because it'sagood gamble. If we can get enough ev-idence on each gang, nobody can sue usand win."

"Does even the Federa Government have enough facil-ities to process 100,000 arrestees? | know for
surethat we don't.”

"Of course not. We're not going to arrest everyone, just the top guys. Maybe five thousand head
gangbangers. At least twenty percent will turn out to beillegd diens, so we can deport them right away.
Of the remaining four thou-sand, 1'd bet you ten-to-one that &t least half will be on probation or parole,
soit'sright back to the dam for them. It'll be a stretch, but we can prosecute the other two thou-sand
with alittle help from the Feds."

"And what about the rest of the guys till out on the streets?”



"With no leadership, they'll fall gpart. They'll get the message.”

| closed my eyes and thought deeply. It was an enormous plan, and he wanted meto ramrod it. | could
see mysdlf leading the charge, getting on nationd television, career revived, the rank of at least deputy
chief somewherein my future.

Then why couldn't | just grab it? Something was holding me back. Wasit because, like Althea, | felt asif
my life was unresolved?

"How long do | haveto decide?’
The chief was taken aback. "What timeisit?'
"Chief, | can't tell you now."

He stood up. He was disappointed, but he was also afair man. "Y ou have a month, John. That's the best
| cando."

| walked him to the door. "' had dinner a Randy Dick-inson'slast night," he said.

| nodded. | had been right, Chief Dickinson did like him. Randy's wife, Martha, was a brilliant cook,
good enough to make Escoffier seem like an amateur and Wolfgang Puck, a stumblebum. As such,
dinner invitations to the Dickinson home were not regarded lightly. When Randy invited you to dinner, it
was hisway of rewarding you for earning hisfriendship.

"Ishetheluckiest man dive, or what?' | replied.

"It was S0 good | almost forgot myself and asked for the check,” he said.

"I'll call you soon. Chief."

"John," he said, "I know you have other things, but please give my offer serious consideration.”

"| promiseyou that, Chief."

We were both silent as we drove to Mitch's house. | was pondering my conversation with the chief, and
Altheawas content to give me my space. But it was going to be along night.

The party was anticlimactic. Even though there were only thefive of us, Mitchell had set up hisdining
room for agiant feast. There was an orgy of iced shdlfish, hollowed-out melons, cold cuts, primerib, and
sushi. But we were dl too spent to redly enjoy it. There was no conversation besides the usual
compliments on the food and discussions of movies. At one point in the evening, Mitch offered Al-theaa
three-picture ded worth amost twenty million, and al she could do was shrug and reply that she would
giveit some thought.

But despite everyone's lack of enthusiasm, the evening did prove that we were dl true friends, not just
some group thrown together in acriss who were secretly relieved to be rid of each other once it had
passed. The red fun would come later when we had the energy for it, and we dl knew it. For now, we
were just too damned tired.

Even though she was abstaining from liquor, Mrs. Parker fell adeep during dinner. It was understandable;
her con-gtitution was nowhere near as hearty as Althea's, and Altheawas il in recovery.



She awvoke momentarily as Mitch carried her gently up the stairs. | wasfollowing for safety's sake.
"Mitch," shewhispered in ahdf-deep.

"Yes, Dottie?"

"Thisll dl till be here when | wake up?!

"Yes love"

"You'll ill be here?'

"Of course.”

"And you won't have turned into aprick, or have gotten married by then—uwhich amountsto the same

thing?"

He kissed her forehead. "Of course not. But if | did I'd give you amillion dollars and send you back to
1926, so you redly can't lose."

Sheyawned. "Only amillion?" she asked, and then fell adeep.
We decided to call it an early night, but not before Mitch pulled meinto thelibrary.
"It's the damndest thing, John,” he said. ""Check this out!"

He showed me to the bookshelf where Harry's picture and medal s were kept. There were four thick
novelsthat hadn't been there before, dl of them written by Harry Levitan. Two of them, | noted after
ingpecting the covers, had won the Pulitzer Prize and the National Book Award.

"You wereright,” he said excitedly, "1 did make adif-ference." Heflipped open one of the booksto the
dedication page.

"L ook at this, John. To the nut who overtipped mein Rudley'sin 1926. Never give up.' John, thisisthe
first of the four, al of them big onesthat probably took yearsto write. This one was released in 1956, his
first book after the blackligt.”

"Fantadtic,” | said. "Do you remember reading them?'
"Hédl, no! | can't wait. And the movies|'ll make with them!"
A tear ran down his cheek. "l oweyou alot, John."
"Youdidit yoursdf, Mitch."

"But I've got to give you something in return.”

"Just keep making those movies, Mitch. Keep looking for those great stories, and taking chances on al
those peo-ple who want to help you tell them.”

Helooked at me dmost shyly. "John? What about your life? What |'ve seen dready would make ahdll
of agory.”

| clapped him on the shoulder. ™Y ou're probably right, old pal. There'sjust one smal problem.”

"Whet'sthat?'



| put on my nasal critic'svoice. "The problemis, the script istill in develop-ment.”

The night wasn't over yet, however. Altheaand | both had an unusual desire to stop off for adrink on the
way home from Mitch's party. Little did | know that one short beer would affect the course of our lives.

| figured Altheawas probably alittle homesick, so | drove to Santa Monica and stopped at a bar
frequented by members of the surprisingly large British expatriate com-munity in that city. It wasapub
caled Boz, after the pen name of Charles Dickens, and it was decorated according to the themes of his
gtories. There was akitchen that served English fare, such as bangers and mash, Shepherd's pie, and fish
and chips. The bar had all kinds of British beer and de. At the piano, the entertainer led the enthusiagtic
crowd in British Music Hall songslike " Tipperary,” "Bye-Bye Blackbird," and "My Old Man Said Follow
theVan."

Everyone seemed pleasantly drunk, and there was a def-inite coziness to the atmosphere, enhanced by
fake hoar-frost left over from Christmas covering the walls and cellings. Not for thefirst time, | was
amazed at the lack of ageneration gap in British drinking establishments. Tat-tooed kidsin lesther grunge
sang dong to the old stlandards aslustily as matrons and retirees.

We were shown to atable near amirrored wall. | paid the ten-dollar smoking fee for Altheaand ordered
us each amug of John Courage. Her face was glowing aswe sang aong to "Maybe It's Because I'm a
Londoner.”

"I'm glad there are placeslikethisin L.A.," she said.

"Therehasto be" | replied. "There aren't any more Britsleft in England. They'redl on American
tdevison."

It was awonderful place, and we felt asif we had stepped into another era, something for which thetwo
of usrequired more convincing than the average person. | was congratulating mysalf on my choice of
watering holes when the piano began a soft intro. The entire place suddenly hushed, asif an anthem were
about be played.

"Therell be bluebirds over
the White Cliffsof Dover,
To-morrow, just you wait and see.”

It might just aswdll have been an anthem. It was virtu-aly the British theme song of World Wer 11, and
everyonejoined in softly, including the younger people, whose par-ents weren't even born at the time.
Asmaudlin asit might have seemed, it was a song that tugged at the heart and wouldn't let go. Even more
than Sixty yearslater.

"Ther€ll belove and laughter,
And peace ever dfter,
Tomorrow, when theworld isfree."

The tune had been written during the war, but long after Altheals departure from the era, so she had
never heard it before. But the song worked its wistful magic. Although she didn't know the words, she
hummed dong solemnly.

"The shepherd will tend his sheep,
Thevaley will bloom again,
And Jmmy will goto deep,
Inhisown littleroom again.”



That toreit. Altheaput her drink down and buried her facein my shoulder, convulsing with noissless
sobs.

| felt atap on my shoulder. | turned and saw abig bluff guy, holding agiant stein of Guinness, nodding
with un-derstanding. "Know just how she fedls, mate," he said in acomforting manner. Therewas no redl
answer for that, so | smply nodded my thanks.

"Theréell be bluebirds over
The White Cliffs of Dover,
To-morrow, judt... you ... wait and see.”

The song ended, and there was a pal pable moment of reflection before the bar resumed its norma sound
level. Altheadisengaged from my arms and sat up straight, her eyesred, an embarrassed smile on her
face.

"Do you want to go?' | asked gently.

She shook her head. "I'm fine." She till shuddered from timeto time, but she was beginning to recover.
At first, she had trouble meeting my eye, like an actress doing aweeping scene in the movies. But soon
she began to Stare a me, with love, but aso with expectation.

A few days ago we had made a pact. We were both people of honor, and keeping our word was the
very es-sence of our beings. She had made her decision. Now the question was, would | keep my end of
the bargain?

| took agood long look at the woman with whom | was determined to share the rest of my life. An
extraordinarily pretty girl, aCdiforniakid, a British-American woman. An actresswho had been arising
gtar during Hollywood's Golden Age. A transplant from more than haf acentury before. And through it
al, asoldier, for whom the words defeat, dishonor, and surrender were the three most dis-tasteful
obscenitiesimaginable.

Thisgirl was mine, but only because of an insanely freskish piece of luck, an impossible discovery that
science had long ago ruled, at best, improbable. | had searched the span of years and, by anincredible
turn of events, | had found her.

She knew me so well that she could tell that my thought processes were clicking away furioudy, and she
was con-tent to wait until they were done. Part of that thought pro-cess was another long look &t her.
Shewore apair of 2007 designer jeans from Big Star and a V ersace sweater, both of which | had
bought her afew weeks before on Rodeo Drive. Her flowing brown hair had been cut and styled the day
before at Christophe, and her skin was flavored by the latest perfume from Giorgio. To the casud
observer, she was the epitome of the most stylish woman Beverly Hills could offer on that April night in
2007.

But that wasn't who | saw. Not even the actress, the girlfriend, or thefellow timetraveller. Thegirl | saw
was Section Officer Althea Rowland, Royd Air Force.

Then | looked inthe mirror a my own reflection. | searched in vain for the police captain and could no
longer find him; he had long ago | &ft that world behind. | looked for the CEO of Timeshare, and hewas
there, but buried deep, to return at amuch later date, if ever.

All I saw was John Surrey, first and foremost the soon-to-be husband of Section Officer Althea
Rowland, and hewas going to war.



