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  Prologue




  

  

    

  

    

  

    

      Sitting on a bank,




      Weeping again the King my father’s wrack,




      This music crept by me upon the waters.




      — WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, THE TEMPEST


    


  


   


  


   


  


   




  The ambulance came bobbing out of the Mercy Medical Center parking lot and swung south on Pine Street, its blue and red lights just winking

  dots in the bright noon sunshine and the siren echoing away into the cloudless blue vault of the sky. At East Lake Street the ambulance turned left, avoiding most of the traffic farther south,

  where reports of a miraculous angel appearing on somebody’s TV set had attracted hundreds of the spiritual pilgrims who had come to town for this weekend.




  At the Everett Memorial Highway the ambulance turned north, and accelerated; in five minutes it had left the city behind and was ascending the narrow blacktop strip through cool pine forests,

  and when the highway curved east the white peaks of Shasta and Shastina stood up high above the timberline.




  Traffic was heavier as the highway switchbacked up the mountain slope—Volkswagen vans, campers, buses—and the shoulder was dotted with hitchhikers in jeans and robes and

  knapsacks.




  The red-and-white ambulance weaved between the vehicles on the highway, and it was able to speed up again when the highway straightened out past the Bunny Flats campgrounds. Three miles farther

  on, the parking lot at Panther Meadows was clogged with cars and vans, but the hospital had radioed ahead and Forest Service officers had cleared a path to the north end of the lot, where trails

  led away among the trees.




  In the clearings around the trailhead, people were strolling aimlessly or staring up into the sky or sitting in meditation circles, and the woods were noisy with ringing bells and the yells of

  children; two white-clad paramedics got out of the ambulance and carried a stretcher through a sea of beards and gray ponytails and pastel robes, with the tang of patchouli oil spicing the scent of

  Douglas fir on the chilly breeze—but they didn’t have to hike far, because six people had already made a stretcher of flannel shirts and cherry branches and had carried the limp body

  most of the way back from the high glades of Squaw Meadow; the body was wrapped in an old brown army blanket and wreathed with Shasta daisies and the white flowers of wild strawberry.




  The paramedics lifted the old woman’s body onto their aluminum-and-nylon stretcher, and within minutes the ambulance was accelerating back down the mountain, but with no siren now.




  Back in the clearing up on Squaw Meadow, the people who had not carried the stretcher were dismembering a swastika-shaped framework of gold wire, having to bend it repeatedly to break it, since

  none of them was carrying a pocketknife.
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  ACT ONE




  I’ll Drown My Book




  

    

      I have done nothing but in care of thee,




      Of thee my dear one, thee my daughter, who




      Art ignorant of what thou art, not knowing




      Of whence I am . . .




      — WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, THE TEMPEST
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  One




  It doesn’t look burned.”




  “No,” said her father, squinting and shading his eyes with his hand. They had paused halfway across the weedy backyard.




  “Are you sure she said ‘shed’?”




  “Yes—‘I’ve burned down the Kaleidoscope Shed,’ she told me.”




  Daphne Marrity sat down on a patch of grass and straightened her skirt, peering at the crooked old gray structure that was visible now under the shadow of the shaggy avocado tree. It would

  probably burn up pretty fast, if anybody was to try to burn it.




  The shingled roof was patchy, sagging in the middle, and the two dusty wood-framed windows on either side of the closed door seemed to be falling out of the clapboard wall; it probably leaked

  badly in the rain.




  Daphne had heard that her father and aunt had sometimes sneaked out here to play in the shed when they were children, though they weren’t allowed to. The door was so low that Daphne

  herself might have to stoop to get through, and she was not a particularly tall twelve-year-old.




  It was probably when they were too young to go to school, she thought. Or else it’s because I was born in 1975, and kids are taller now than they were back then.




  “The tree would have burned up too,” she noted.




  “You’re going to get red ants all over you. She might have dreamed it. I don’t think it was a, a joke.” Her father glanced around, frowning, clearly irritated. He was

  sweating, even with his jacket folded over his arm.




  “Gold under the bricks,” Daphne reminded him.




  “And she dreamed that too. I wonder where she is.” There had been no answer to his knock on the front door of the house, but when they had walked around the corner and pushed open

  the backyard gate they had seen that the old green Rambler station wagon was in the carport, in the yellow shade of the corrugated fiberglass roof.




  Daphne crossed her legs on the grass and squinted up at him against the sun’s glare. “Why did she call it the Kaleidosope Shed?”




  “It—” He laughed. “We all called it that. I don’t know.”




  He had stepped on what he’d been about to say. She sighed and looked toward the shed again. “Let’s go in it and pull up some bricks. I can watch out for spiders,” she

  added.




  Her father shook his head. “I can see from here that it’s padlocked. We shouldn’t even be hanging around back here when Grammar’s not home.” Grammar was the family

  name for the old lady, and it had not made Daphne like her any better.




  “We had to, to see if she really did burn it down like she said. Now we should see if”—she thought quickly—“if she passed out in there from gasoline fumes. Maybe

  she meant, ‘I’m about to burn it down.’ ”




  “How could she have padlocked it from the outside?”




  “Maybe she’s passed out behind the shed. She did call you about the shed, and she doesn’t answer the door, and her car is here.”




  “Oh . . .” He squinted and began to shake his head, so she went on quickly.




  “ ‘Screw your courage to the sticking place,’ ” she said. “Maybe there really is gold under the bricks. Didn’t she have a lot of money?”




  He smiled distractedly. “ ‘And we’ll not fail.’ She did get some money in ’55, I’ve heard.”




  “How old was she then?” Daphne got to her feet, brushing down the back of her skirt.




  “About fifty-five, I guess. She’s probably about eighty-seven now. Any money she’s got is in the bank.”




  “Not in the bank—she’s a hippie, isn’t she?” Even now, at twelve, Daphne was still somewhat afraid of her chain-smoking great-grandmother, with her white hair, her

  grinding German accent, and her wrinkly old cheeks always wet with the artificial tears she bought in little bottles at Thrifty. Daphne had never been allowed in the old woman’s backyard, and

  this was the first time she’d ever been farther out than the back porch. “Or a witch,” she added.




  Daphne took her father’s hand as a tentative prelude to starting toward the shed.




  “She isn’t a witch,” he said, laughing. “And she isn’t a hippie either. She’s too old to have been a hippie.”




  “She went to Woodstock. You never went to Woodstock.”




  “She probably just went to sell her necklaces.”




  “As weapons, I bet,” Daphne said, recalling the clunky talismans. The old woman had given Daphne one on her seventh birthday, a stone thing on a necklace chain, and before the day

  was out, Daphne had nearly given herself a concussion with it, swinging it around; when her favorite cat had died six months later, she had buried the object with the cat.




  She tried to project the thought to him: Let’s check out the shed.




  “Hippies didn’t have weapons. Okay, I’ll look around in back of the shed.”




  He began walking forward, leading the way and holding her hand, stepping carefully through the dry grass and high green weeds. His brown leather Top-Siders ground creosote smells out of the

  bristly green stalks.




  “Watch where you put your feet,” he said over his shoulder, “she’s got all kinds of old crap out here.”




  “Old crap,” Daphne echoed.




  “Car-engine parts, broken air conditioners, suits of medieval armor I wouldn’t be surprised. I should carry you, your legs are going to get all scratched.”




  “Even skinny I’m too heavy now. You’d get apoplexy.”




  “I could carry two girls your size, one under each arm.”




  They had stepped in under the shade of the tree limbs, and her father handed her his brown corduroy jacket.




  He shook his head as if at the silliness of all this, then waded through the rank greenery to the corner of the shed and disappeared around it. She could hear him brushing against the

  shed’s far wall, and cussing, and knocking boards over.




  Daphne had folded his jacket and tucked it under her left arm, and now she walked up to the shed door and reached out with her right hand, took hold of the brown padlock, and pulled. The whole

  rusted hasp and lock came away from the wood in one stiff piece.




  A few moments later her father appeared from around the far corner, red faced and sweating. His white shirt was streaked with dust and cobwebs.




  “Well, she’s not back there,” he said, brushing dead leaves out of his hair. “I don’t think she’s been out here in months. Years. Let’s get out of

  here.”




  Daphne held out the rusted hasp and padlock for him to see, then dropped it and brushed her fingers on her pink blouse.




  “I didn’t tear the wood,” she said. “The screws were just sitting in the holes.”




  “Good lord, Daph,” said her father, “nobody’s going to mind.”




  “I know, but I mean the thing was just hung there, in the holes—somebody else pulled it out, and then hung it back up.” She wrinkled her nose. “And I smell

  gasoline.”




  “You do not.”




  “Honest, I do.” They both knew her sense of smell was better than his.




  “You just want to look in there for gold.”




  But he sighed and tugged on the purple glass doorknob, and the door creaked open, sliding easily over the dead grass.




  “Probably she keeps whisky out here,” Daphne said, a little nervously. “Sneaks out at night to drink it.” Her father said her uncle Bennett kept a bottle of whisky in his

  garage, and that’s why he kept all his business files out there.




  “She doesn’t drink whisky,” her father said absently, crouching to peer inside. “I wish we had a flashlight—somebody’s pulled up half the floor.” He

  leaned back and exhaled. “And I smell gasoline too.”




  Daphne bent down and looked past her father’s elbow into the dimness. A roughly four-foot-square cement slab was leaned up against the shelves on the left-side wall, and seemed to be

  responsible for that wall’s outward tilt; and a square patch of bare black dirt at the foot of the slab seemed to indicate where it had been pried up. The rest of the floor was pale

  bricks.




  The floor was clear except for a scattering of cigarette butts and a pair of tire-soled sandals lying on the bricks.




  The gasoline reek was strong enough to mask whatever moldy smells the place might ordinarily have; and Daphne could see a red-and-yellow metal gasoline can on a wooden shelf against the back

  wall.




  Her father ducked inside and took hold of the handle on top of the can and lifted it. She could hear swishing inside the can as he stepped past her, and it seemed to be heavy as he carried it

  outside. She noticed that there was no cap on it. No wonder the place reeks, she thought.




  There was a nearly opaque window in the back wall, and Daphne stepped in across the bricks and stood on tiptoe to twist the latch on its frame; the latch snapped off, but when she pushed on the

  window the entire thing fell outside, frame and all, thumping in the thick weeds. Dry summer air puffed in through the ragged square hole, fluttering her brown bangs. She inhaled it gratefully.




  “I’ve got ventilation,” she called over her shoulder. “And some light too.”




  A television sat on a metal cart to the left of the door, with a VCR on top of it. The VCR was flashing 12:00, though it must be past one by now.




  “The time’s wrong,” she said to her father, pointing at the VCR as he ducked his head to step inside again.




  “What?”




  “On her VCR. Weird to have electricity out here.”




  “Oh! It’s always had electrical outlets. God knows why. This is the first time I’ve seen anything plugged in, out here. Lucky there was no spark.” He glanced past her and

  smiled. “I’m glad you got that window open.”




  Daphne thought he was relieved to learn that her “time’s wrong” remark had been about the VCR. But before she could think of a way to ask him about it, he had stepped to the

  shelf and picked up a green metal box that had been hidden behind the gasoline can.




  “What’s that?” she asked.




  “An ammunition box. I don’t think she’s ever had a gun, though.” He swung the lid up, then tipped it sideways so Daphne could see that it was full of old yellowed papers.

  He righted it and began flipping through them.




  Daphne glanced at the nearly upright cement slab—and then looked at it more closely. It was lumpy with damp mud, but somebody had cleaned four patches of it—two handprints and two

  shoe prints, clearly pressed into the cement when it had still been wet. And behind the undisturbed clumps of mud she could see looping grooves in the face of the block; somebody had scrawled

  something in it too.




  She put her father’s jacket on the shelf beside the ammunition box and then stepped down onto the patch of sunken dirt next to the block. She pressed her open right hand into the

  right-hand print in the block—and then quickly pulled her hand away. The cement there was as smooth and warm as flesh, and damp.




  With the side of her shoe, she scuffed mud off the bottom of the slab, and then stepped back. Jan 12—1928, she read. The writing seemed to have been done with a stick.




  “Bunch of old letters,” her father said behind her. “New Jersey postmarks, 1933, ’39, ’55 . . .”




  “To her?”




  Daphne pried off some more mud with her fingers. There was a long, smooth groove next to the shoe prints, as if a rod too had been pressed into the wet cement. She noticed that the shoe prints

  were awfully long and narrow, and set at a duck-foot angle.




  “Lisa Marrity, yup,” said her father.




  Above the rod indentation was a crude caricature of a man with a bowler hat and a Hitler mustache.




  “The letters are all in German,” her father said. She could hear him rifling through the stack. “Well, no, some in English. Ugh, they’re sticky, the envelopes! Was she

  licking them?”




  Daphne could puzzle out the words at the top of the block, since the grooves of the writing were neatly filled in with black mud. To Sid—Best of Luck. And the last clump of dirt

  fell off all at once when she tugged at it. Exposed now was the carefully incised name, Charlie Chaplin.




  Daphne looked over her shoulder at her father, who was holding the metal box and peering into it. “Hey,” she said.




  “Hmm?”




  “Check this out.”




  Marrity looked at her, then past her at the cement slab; his face went blank. He put the box down on the shelf. “Is that real?” he said softly.




  She tried to think of a funny answer, then just shrugged. “I don’t know.”




  He was staring at the slab. “I mean, isn’t the real one at the Chinese Theater?”




  “I don’t know.”




  He glanced at her and smiled. “Sorry. But this might be real. Maybe they made two. She says she knew Chaplin. She flew to Switzerland after he died.”




  “Where did he die?”




  “In Switzerland, goof. I wonder if these letters—” He paused, for Daphne had got down on her hands and knees and begun prying up the bricks along the edge of the exposed patch

  of wet dirt. “What?” he said. “Gold?”




  “She almost burned up the shed,” Daphne said without looking up. “Got the cap off the gas can, at least.”




  “Well—true.” Her father knelt beside her, on the bricks instead of the mud—which Daphne was pleased to see, as she didn’t want to wash a fresh pair of pants for him

  to wear to work tomorrow—and pulled up a couple of bricks himself. His dark hair was falling into his eyes, and he streaked a big smudge of grime onto his forehead when he pushed it back.

  Great, Daphne thought; he looks—probably we both look—as if we just tunneled out of a jail.




  Daphne saw a glint of brightness in the flat mud where one brick had been, and she rubbed at it; it was a piece of wire about as thick as a pencil. It was looped, and she hooked a finger through

  it to pull it up, but the rest of the loop was stuck fast under the other bricks.




  “Is this gold?” she asked her father.




  He grunted and rubbed more dirt off the wire. “I can’t say it’s not,” he said. “Right color, at least, and it’s pliable.”




  “She said you should get the gold up from under the bricks, right? So let’s—”




  From outside, on the street, a car horn honked three times, and then a man’s voice called, “Frank?”




  “It’s your uncle Bennett,” said her father, quickly slamming back into place the bricks he had moved. Daphne fit hers back in too, suppressing a giggle at the idea of hiding

  the treasure from her dumb uncle.




  The bricks replaced, her father leaped up and grabbed all the papers in the ammunition box into one fist and shoved them deep into an inside pocket of his jacket on the shelf. He wiped his hand

  on his shirt, and Daphne remembered that he had said the envelopes were sticky.




  “Stand back,” he said, and Daphne stepped back beside the television set.




  Then he cautiously put one foot on the square of black dirt and gripped the cement slab by the top edges and pulled it toward himself. It swayed forward, and then he hopped backward out of the

  way as it overbalanced and thudded heavily to the floor, breaking one row of bricks. The whole shed shook, and black dust sifted down onto the two of them from the rotted ceiling.




  The block’s near edge was visibly canted up, resting on the row of broken bricks.




  “Both of us,” said Daphne, sitting down on the bricks to set her heels against the raised edge. Her father knelt on the bricks and braced his hands on the slab.




  “On three,” he said. “One, two, three.”




  Daphne and her father both pushed, and then pushed harder, and at last the slab shifted, slid to its original position and thumped down flush with the bricks. Its top face was dry and blank.




  Daphne heard the click of the backyard gate, and she scrambled up and ran two steps to the VCR and hit the eject button. The machine whirred as her uncle’s footsteps thrashed through the

  weeds, and then the tape had popped out and Daphne snatched it and dropped it into her purse as her father hastily grabbed his jacket from the shelf, slid his arms into the sleeves and shrugged it

  onto his shoulders.




  “Frank!” came Bennett’s shout again, this time from just outside the open door. “I saw your car! Where are you?”




  “In here, Bennett!” Daphne’s father called.




  Her uncle’s red face peered in under the sagging door lintel, and for once his expression was simply wide-eyed dismay. His mustache was already spiky with sweat, though he would have had

  the air conditioner on in his car.




  “What the fuck’s going on?” he yelled shrilly. “Why the—bloody hell does it smell like gasoline in here?” Daphne guessed that he was embarrassed at having

  said fuck, and so hurried to cover it with his habitual bloody—though he wasn’t British. “You’ve got Daphne with you!”




  “Grammar left the top off a gas can,” her father said. “We were trying to get some ventilation in here.”




  “What was that almighty crash?”




  Her father jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “The window fell out when I tried to open it.”




  “Sash weights,” put in Daphne.




  “Why are you even here?” Bennett demanded. He ducked in under the lintel and stood up inside; the shed was very crowded with three people in it.




  “My grandmother called me this morning,” said Marrity evenly, “and asked me to come over and look at the shed. She said she was afraid it was going to burn down, and with that

  uncapped gasoline can in here, it might have.”




  Daphne noted the details of her father’s half lie; and she noted his emphasis on my grandmother—Bennett had only married into the family.




  “It’s a little academic at this point,” snapped Bennett, “and there’s nothing valuable out here.” He looked more closely at Daphne and her father, presumably

  only now noticing the dust in their hair and the mud on their hands, and suddenly his eyes widened. “Or is there?”




  His hand darted out and pulled the videocassette from Daphne’s purse. “What’s this?”




  Daphne could read the label on it: Pee-wee’s Big Adventure. It was a movie she’d seen in a theater two years ago. “That’s mine,” she said. “It’s

  about bad people stealing Pee-wee’s bicycle.”




  “My daughter’s not a thief, Bennett,” her father said mildly. Daphne reflected that right now she was a thief, actually.




  “I know, sorry.” Bennett tossed the cassette, and Daphne caught it. “But you shouldn’t be here,” he said to her father as he bent down to step out of the shed,

  “now that she’s dead.” From outside he called, “Not unless Moira and I are here too.”




  Marrity followed him outside, and Daphne was right behind him.




  “Who’s dead?” asked her father.




  Bennett frowned. “Your grandmother. You don’t know this? She died an hour and a half ago, at Mount Shasta. The hospital just called me—Moira and I are to fly up this afternoon

  and take care of the funeral arrangements.” He peered at his brother-in-law. “You really didn’t know?”




  “Mount Shasta, at like”—Marrity glanced at his watch—“noon? That’s not possible. Why would she be at Mount Shasta?”




  “She was communing with angels or something—well, that turned out to be right. She was there for the Harmonic Convergence.”




  Behind the grime and the tangles of dark hair, Frank Marrity’s face was pale. “Where’s Moira?”




  “She’s at home, packing. Now if we want to avoid things like restraining orders, I think we should all agree—”




  “I’m going to call her.” He started toward the house, and Daphne trotted along behind him, clutching her Pee-wee videocassette.




  “It’ll be locked,” Bennett called after him.




  Daphne’s father didn’t answer, but pulled his key ring out of his pants pocket.




  “You’ve got a key? You shouldn’t have a key!”




  Grammar’s house was a white Spanish adobe with a red-tile roof, and the back patio had a trellis shading it, tangled with roses and grapevines. Over the back door was a wooden sign, with

  hand-carved letters: Everyone Who Dwells Here Is Safe. Daphne had wondered about it ever since she had been able to read, and only last summer she had found the sentence in a Grimm Brothers

  fairy tale, “The Maiden Without Hands.” The sentence had been on a sign in front of the house of a good fairy who had taken in a fugitive queen and her baby son.




  The air was cooler under the trellis, and Daphne could smell roses on the breeze. She wondered how her father was taking the news of his grandmother’s death. He and his sister had been

  toddlers when they lost their parents—their father ran away and their mother died in a car crash soon after—and they had been raised here, by Grammar.




  Her father stopped on the step up to the back door, and Daphne saw that one of the vertical windows beside the door was broken; and when her father walked to the door and twisted the knob, the

  door swung inward. None of the locks here are any good, she thought.




  “You’ve erased fingerprints!” panted Bennett, who was right behind Daphne now. “It was probably a burglar that broke the window.”




  “A burglar would have reached through and turned the knob inside,” Daphne told him. “My dad isn’t going to touch that one.”




  “Daph,” said her father. “Wait out here with Bennett.”




  Her father stepped into the kitchen, and her uncle at least waited with her.




  “Probably broke it herself,” muttered Bennett. “Marritys.”




  “ ‘Divil a man can say a word agin them,’ ” said Daphne. She and her father had recently watched Yankee Doodle Dandy, and her head was full of George M. Cohan

  lyrics.




  Bennett glanced away from the door to give her an irritable look. “All that Shakespeare won’t help you get a job. Except—” He shook his head and resumed staring at the

  kitchen door.




  “It’ll help me get a job as a literature professor,” she said blandly, knowing that that was what his except had referred to. Her father was a literature professor at

  the University of Redlands. “Best job there is.” Her uncle Bennett was a location manager for TV commercials, and apparently made way more money than her father did.




  Her uncle opened his mouth and then after a second snapped it shut again, clearly not wanting to get into an argument with a girl. “You absolutely reek of gasoline,” he said

  instead.




  She heard footsteps on linoleum in the house, and then her father pulled the kitchen door wide open. “If there was a thief, he’s gone,” he said. “Let’s see if she

  has any beers in her ’frigerator.”




  “We shouldn’t touch anything,” said Bennett, but he stepped in ahead of Daphne. The house was cool, and the kitchen smelled faintly of bacon and onions and cigarettes, as

  usual.




  Daphne couldn’t see that anything in the room was different from the way it had looked at Easter—the spotless sink and counter, the garlic-and-dried-rosemary centerpiece on the

  kitchen table; the broom was upside down in the corner, but the old lady always kept it that way—to scare off nightmares, according to her father.




  Bennett picked up a business card from the kitchen counter. “See?” he said. “Bell Cabs. She must have taken a taxi to the airport.” He set it back down again.




  Her father had lifted the receiver from the yellow telephone on the wall and was using the forefinger of the same hand to spin the dial. With his other hand he pointed at the refrigerator.

  “Daph, could you see if there’s a beer in there?”




  Daphne pulled open the door of the big green refrigerator—it was older than her father, who had once said that it looked like a 1950 Buick stood on its nose—and found two cans of

  Budweiser among the jars of nasty black concoctions.




  She put one into her father’s hand and waved the other at her uncle.




  “Not Budweiser, thank you,” he said stiffly.




  Daphne put the other can on the counter by her father, and looked at the cork bulletin board on the wall. “Her keys are gone,” she noted.




  “Probably in her purse,” her father said. “Moira?” he said into the telephone. “Did Grammar die? What? This is a lousy connection. Bennett told me—we’re

  at her house. What? At her house, I said.” He popped open the beer one-handed. “I don’t know. Listen, are you sure?” He took a long sip of the beer. “I mean,

  could it have been a prank call?” For several seconds he just listened, and he put the beer can down on the tile counter to touch Grammar’s electric coffee grinder; he flipped the

  switch on it, and the little upright cylinder chattered as it ground up some beans that must still have been in it. He switched it off again. “When did the hospital call you? Talk slower.

  Uh-huh. And when you called them back, what was the number?”




  He lifted a pencil from a vase full of pens and pencils and wrote the number on the back of the Bell Cabs card.




  “What were the last two numbers? Okay, got it.” He put the card in his shirt pocket. “Yeah, me too kid. Okay, thanks.” He held the receiver out to Bennett. “She

  wants to talk to you. Bad connection—it keeps getting screechy or silent.”




  Bennett nodded impatiently and took the phone, and he was saying, “I just wanted to see if—are you there?—if there was anything here we’d need to bring along, birth

  certificate . . .” as Frank Marrity led Daphne into the dark living room.




  Grammar’s violin and bow were hanging in their usual place between two framed parchments with Jewish writing on them, and in spite of having been scared of the old woman, Daphne suddenly

  felt like crying at the thought that Grammar would never play it anymore. Daphne remembered her bow skating over the strings in the first four notes of one of her favorite Mozart violin

  concertos.




  A moment later her father softly whistled the next six notes.




  Daphne blinked. “And!” she whispered, “you’re sad about Grammar, and mad at her too—and you’re very freaked about her coffee grinder! I . . . can’t see

  why.”




  After a pause, he nodded. “That’s right.” He looked at her with one eyebrow raised. “This is the first time you and I have both had it at the same time.”




  “Like turn blinkers on a couple of cars,” she said quietly. “It was bound to match up eventually.” She looked up at him. “What’s so weird about her coffee

  grinder?”




  “I’ll tell you later.” In a normal tone he said, over her shoulder, “I don’t think my grandmother ever had a birth certificate.”




  Daphne turned and saw that Bennett had entered the living room and was frowning at the drawn curtains.




  “I suppose they don’t give birth certificates in Oz,” he said. “We should fix that window.”




  “I can use her Makita to screw a piece of plywood over it from the inside. You think we should call the police?” Her father waved at the violin on the wall. “If there was a

  thief, he didn’t take her Stradivarius.”




  Bennett blinked and started forward. “Is that a Stradivarius?”




  “I was kidding. No. I don’t think anything’s been taken.”




  “Very funny. I don’t think we need to call the police. But fix the window now—we should all leave together, and only come here all together.” He rubbed his mustache.

  “I wonder if she left a will.”




  “Moira and I are on the deed already. I can’t imagine there’s much besides the house.”




  “Her car, her books. Some of this . . . artwork might be valuable to some people.”




  To some weirdos, you mean, thought Daphne. She was suddenly defensive about the old woman’s crystals and copper bells and paintings of unicorns and eyes in pyramids and sleepy-looking

  bearded guys wearing robes.




  “We’ll want to inventory it all, get an appraiser,” Bennett went on. “She was a collector, and she might have happened to pick up some valuable items, amid all the crap.

  Even a broken clock is right twice a day.”




  Daphne could feel that the mention of broken clocks, in this house, jarred her father. There were a lot of things she wanted to remember to ask him about, once they were in their truck

  again.
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  Two




  Outside the vibrating windowpane, the narrow trunks of palm trees swayed in the hard sun glare over the glittering traffic on La Brea

  Avenue. This was south of Olympic, south of the dressy stores around Melrose with black or green awnings out front, and way south of Charlie Chaplin’s old studio up at Sunset where you could

  see the individual houses on the green Hollywood hills; down here it was car washes and Chinese fast food and one-hour photo booths and old apartment buildings, like this one, with fenced-in front

  lawns. The apartment was stuffy, and reeked of coffee and cigarette smoke.




  Oren Lepidopt had crushed out his latest cigarette in the coffee cup on the blocky living room table, and he held the telephone receiver tight to his ear. Answer the page, he thought.

  It’s a land line, obviously it’s something I don’t want broadcast.




  The only sound in the apartment aside from the faint music at the window was the soft rattle of keystrokes on an electronic keyboard in the kitchen.




  At last Malk’s voice came on the line—“Hello?”—and Lepidopt leaned back against the couch cushions.




  “Bert,” he said. “It’s daylight here.”




  There was a pause, then Malk said, “I thought it was daylight here too.”




  “Well I think it’s . . . brighter, here. Now. We got another installment from the ether. I think more is going on here than where you were going.”




  “I probably can’t get a refund on the ticket.”




  “Screw the ticket. You need to hear Sam’s new tape.”




  “Ala bab Allah,” sighed Malk.




  Lepidopt laughed at the ironic use of the Arabic phrase—it meant, more or less, “What will be will be.” “So get back here now. Full APAM dry-cleaning while you’re

  driving too—stops and double backs, watch for multiple cars, and if you can even see a helicopter, drive on by and lose the car.”




  “Okay. Don’t start the John Wayne stuff till I get there.”




  Lepidopt’s elbows jerked in against his ribs in a sudden shudder.




  The line went dead, and Lepidopt’s face was cold as he replaced the receiver in its cradle.




  Don’t start the John Wayne stuff till I get there. Bert, Bert, he thought, so carelessly and unknowingly you shorten my life! Or show me a new, even closer boundary of it,

  anyway.




  He made himself take a deep breath and then let it out.




  The faint clicking of the keyboard had stopped. “You were laughing,” said young Ernie Bozzaris from the table in the kitchen, “and then you look as if you saw a demon. What did

  he say?”




  Lepidopt waved his left hand in a dismissive gesture. “I shouldn’t have borscht for lunch,” he said gruffly. “He’s coming back here, not getting on the plane.

  Should be here in half an hour or less.” Suddenly self-conscious, he slid his maimed right hand into his pocket.




  Bozzaris stared at him for another moment, then shrugged and returned his attention to his computer monitor. He was in his late twenties, fresh from the Midrasha academy; there was no gray in

  his black hair yet, and though he shaved several times a day, his lean jaw always seemed to be dark. “It’s not the borscht,” he said absently, “it’s the Tabasco

  you pour into it.”




  With his left hand Lepidopt shook out another Camel from the pack, then used the same hand to snap his lighter at it. He inhaled deeply—it seemed even less likely now that he would have

  time to die of cancer. He had always heard the saying, You’re scared until the first shot. And that had proved true twenty years ago, in Jerusalem. For a little while, at least.




  He sighed. “Any activity?” he asked as he stood up and carried his coffee cup to the kitchen. His shoes were as silent on the kitchen’s linoleum floor as they had been on the

  carpet in the living room.




  Bozzaris had hung his gray linen sport coat over the back of the plastic chair and rolled up his sleeves.




  “No unusual activity,” he said, not looking away from the dark green monitor screen and the bright green lines of type scrolling upward, “But we don’t know who else is

  out there. The one in New Jersey who tried to get into the mainframe Honeywell in Tel Aviv an hour ago uses the Unix disk-operating system on a Vax machine, and, like everybody else, he

  doesn’t know about the three built-in accounts the machines always come with. I got into his machine by logging on to the ‘Field’ account, default password ‘Service.’

  ”




  He paused to knot his long, thin fingers over the monitor and stretch. “Their e-mails,” he went on, “show nothing but the usual cover-business stuff, assuming it is a

  cover business—the real guys might be covertly routed through real businesses, like we are. And there’s been no notable increase or decrease in the traffic during this last hour and a

  half.”




  Bozzaris had insisted that the Institute pay for a new IBM model 80 computer with a 32-bit processor, and a Hayes Smartmodem 1200 that could operate at either 300 or 1200 baud. Lepidopt was used

  to the shoe-type modems that a telephone receiver had to be fitted into.




  “Are any of the travel messages suspicious?”




  “How should I know? It’s a travel agency. A number of flights here to L.A., which I’ve copied, but that seems to be usual for them. And of course any of them could be codes.

  But there hasn’t been any ‘Johnny, this is your mother, take the casserole out of the oven.’ ”




  “Any of them could be codes,” Lepidopt agreed.




  “I doubt they’ve got anything more than the Harmonic Convergence static; a hundred thousand New Agers standing on mountaintops, holding hands and blanking their minds all at once to

  realign the earth’s soul.”




  Static? thought Lepidopt. They’re making a blasphemous Tzimtzum, is what they’re doing. In the beginning En-Sof, the unknowable Infinite Light, contracted itself to

  make space for the creation of the finite worlds, since without that contraction there would have been no room for anything besides Itself.




  And now these wretched hippies and mystics have all contracted their minds at the same time! What sort of things will spring into existence in this vacuum?




  Bozzaris seemed to answer his thought. “Every sort of critter is likely to be poking its head through from the other side,” the younger man said, “with that kind of door

  open.”




  “The New Jersey crowd tried to hack Tel Aviv after the noon event.”




  Bozzaris shrugged. “It’s unlikely that they’d have been listening on that, uh, wavelength,” he said. “But I suppose the event might have registered with other

  media. Of course people do try to hack Tel Aviv, for lots of reasons.”




  “Assume it’s not a coincidence,” said Lepidopt.




  He stepped to the kitchen counter and poured hot coffee into his cup, then stared at the cigarette butt floating in it.




  With his left hand he fished the cigarette butt out of the cup and tossed it into the sink, shaking his fingers afterward. Then he sighed and took a sip of the coffee.




  Bozzaris typed H-> to hang up the phone line, then immediately typed in DT and a new telephone number. The modem’s LED lights flickered.




  Lepidopt sipped his coffee and looked nervously toward the front window while Bozzaris clicked his way through now familiar passwords and directories. This telephone line was routed through a

  number of locations, and if Bozzaris’s intrusions were fingered by the National Security Agency, there would probably be a warning soon enough for them to abandon this safe house.




  And Bozzaris, for all his youth, was meticulous about security, always checking his computers for unsuspected “back doors” and intrusions. Only Bozzaris touched the machine, but he

  had told Lepidopt about all sorts of computer perils, such as programs that would mimic the IBM opening screen and ask for the user’s password, and when the password had been entered would

  store it, and then flash “INVALID PASSWORD. TRY AGAIN,” so that the user would assume he had typed the password wrong, and enter it again, at which point the real log-in sequence would

  start, and the user would never know that the intruder had copied his password. Bozzaris watched for intrusive programs and changed his passwords all the time. He even made allowances for the

  possibility of microphones in the room, and made sure to hit each key of his passwords in a measured pace, not hitting a double letter with two fast clicks; and, just to make any inquisitive

  listeners think his passwords included more characters than they actually did, he always hit a couple of random keys after pressing carriage-return.




  Now Bozzaris sat back. “I see no unusual activity among the ‘special Arabic’ crowd at the NSA.” This was the NSA euphemism for their Hebrew linguists monitoring Israel.

  Lepidopt was relieved to see him hit H-> again, terminating the phone connection.




  A moment later Bozzaris began typing again, and Lepidopt sat down on the pebbled gray-steel safe that sat against the wall next to the stove.




  He got up when the daisy-wheel printer on the counter beside him started chattering.




  Bozzaris pushed his chair back and stood up, yawning cavernously. He waved at the printer. “The billing addresses the New Jersey guys have booked to or from LAX so far today. Not likely to

  be anything, and probably not worth checking out now—but we can keep them in the safe and see if they show up in anything that develops.”




  “Compare them against all Los Angeles lists we’ve got, of anything. And send a copy to Tel Aviv.”




  “To who, in Tel Aviv? Who are we working for? Who are we, anymore?”




  “To Admoni, as usual.”




  Lepidopt wished it were still Isser Harel instead of Nahum Admoni, though Harel had resigned as director general of the Mossad in 1963, four years before Lepidopt had been recruited into the

  Israeli secret service. It had been Harel who had instituted this off-paper “Halomot” division, the agents of which used target-country passports—American, in this case—and

  didn’t work through the Israeli embassies. The Halomot was even more insulated from the rest of the Mossad than the Kidon, the assassin division.




  Young Bozzaris had a point, though, when he had asked, Who are we, anymore? Since 1960 the Halomot had been concealed as a succession of anonymous committees in the LAKAM, the Israeli

  Bureau of Scientific Liaison; but the LAKAM had been shut down amid international scandal a year and a half ago after the FBI arrested Jonathan Pollard, the LAKAM’s paid spy in the U. S.

  Naval Investigations Service. The LAKAM had not been part of the Mossad, but its chief had once been a Mossad agent, and any Mossad activity in the United States was now potential diplomatic

  catastrophe.




  The Halomot was left with no cover identity at all, and Lepidopt was afraid that Nahum Admoni didn’t share Isser Harel’s conviction that the Halomot function was necessary, or even

  real.




  Lepidopt held up a loop of the continuous sheet that was ratcheting out of the printer, another inch appearing every time the spinning printhead reversed its direction across the paper. The

  billing addresses were in Glendale, Santa Ana, Palm Springs . . .




  Lepidopt walked back into the living room and crossed to the wide front window. He put his cup down on the sill and stared down at the afternoon traffic on La Brea.




  You’re scared until the first shot.




  Lepidopt had been twenty years old in early 1967, working for a plumbing-supply company in Tel Aviv, and the idea of war had been almost inconceivable. Throughout May he had followed the

  news—U Thant had capitulated to Nasser’s demand that the UN peacekeepers be pulled out of the Sinai desert, which was the buffer zone between Egypt and Israel, and Egyptian forces had

  taken control of the Gulf of Aqaba—but everybody knew that Egyptian troops were too busy fighting in Yemen to attack Israel.




  Buses in Tel Aviv had been running irregularly because many of the drivers had been called into military service; late in May Prime Minister Eshkol had broadcast to the nation his famous

  “stammering speech,” in which he had sounded uncertain and scared; and every Arab radio station from Cairo to Damascus had been joyfully predicting that all the Jews would shortly be

  driven into the sea; but it wasn’t until his own reserve unit was called up that the young Lepidopt had believed there might actually be a war.




  He had been making a delivery to a kibbutz outside Tel Aviv, he recalled, unloading lengths of copper pipe from a truck, sweating in the morning sunlight and watching a group of young men under

  the corrugated steel awning of a grocery store across the street. They were huddled around a little transistor radio with its volume turned all the way up; the station was Kol Ysrael, and the voice

  from the radio was reading out call signs—“Open Window . . . Ham and Eggs . . . Top Hat”—and every few minutes one of the young men would jerk, and then step into the

  sunlight and hurry away. The voice was echoing from other radios too, and up and down the street Lepidopt saw men and women stepping out of shops, taking off aprons and locking doors; and then he

  heard his own call sign, and he dropped the last armload of pipe onto the street so that he could drive the truck to the army base at Peta Tiqwa. What he remembered later was how quiet it had all

  been—no weeping or cheering, just the voice on the radio and the footsteps receding away on the pavement.




  Forty years old now, he stared at the Marlboro billboard over the muffler-and-tune-up shop across La Brea, and he pressed the four fingers of his scarred right hand against the sun-warmed

  glass.




  He had been trained in parachuting, and he had found himself abruptly reassigned to the “red berets,” the 55th Parachute Brigade under Colonel Mordecai Gur. For three days he lived

  in one of a row of military tents outside the Lod Airport, halfway between Tel Aviv and Jerusalem, and then on Sunday the third of June the brigade had boarded air-conditioned tourist buses and

  been driven to the Tel Nov military jet field near Rehovoth.




  The next morning he saw six of the French-built Mirage jet fighters take off to the west, the blue Star of David insignia gleaming on the silvery fuselages, and then somehow everyone knew that

  the war had actually begun. Egypt and Syria were certainly the enemy, and probably Jordan as well, and France and Britain and the United States would not help.




  Most of the paratroopers of the 55th were to be dropped into the desert at the southern tip of the Sinai, near the Egyptian air base at Sharm el-Sheikh; but Lepidopt had been in the hastily

  assembled Fourth Battalion, and they had been briefed separately from the other three battalions.




  Standing on the tarmac away from the cargo planes and the buses, Lepidopt and his companions had been told that the Fourth Battalion was to be dropped later, over the town of E-Tur on the east

  shore of the Gulf of Suez, there to link up with a unit of General Yoffe’s tank division, which would by then have come down the shoreline from the north; from there they were to proceed

  inland to a site near the ancient Saint Catherine’s Monastery. They were told that their destination was to be a peculiar stone formation in that dry wasteland of granite and sand—the

  briefing officer referred to it as the Rephidim, which Lepidopt had known was the place where Moses had struck a dry rock with his staff to produce a spring for the mutinous Israelites.




  Every man in the Fourth Battalion had been given a cellophane-laminated map and a green plastic film badge, which several of the men recognized as being devices to measure the wearer’s

  exposure to radiation; the badges were heavier than they looked, and bore only the initials ORNL. They were apparently from the Oak Ridge National Laboratory in Tennessee, in the United States.

  Lepidopt pinned his onto his khaki shirt, under his camouflage jacket.




  But at a little past noon, the orders were changed. No flying would be involved after all—Sharm el-Sheikh had already been taken, and the 55th was to proceed by bus to the Old City of

  Jerusalem instead, thirty-five miles away to the southeast.




  That meant Jordan had entered the war against Israel too, and Lepidopt and his companions would be fighting the elite British-trained Arab Legion. Equipped with new maps and having shed their

  parachutes, they boarded the buses at 6:00 P.M.




  Only after his bus was under way did Lepidopt learn that an officer had collected the film badges from the rest of the men who had been designated as the Fourth Battalion—Lepidopt still

  had his pinned to his shirt.




  Rocking in his bus seat as dusk fell over the ancient Judaean hills, Lepidopt had discovered that fear felt very much like grief—his father had died two years before, and now he found

  himself once again unable to hold on to or even complete a thought, and he clung to the view of trees moving past outside the window because staying in one place would be intolerable, and he was

  yawning frequently though he wasn’t sleepy at all.




  And in the streets of Mount Scopus that night, still a day’s march north of Jerusalem’s walls, he had found a cold Hieronymus Bosch landscape of domes and towers lit in silhouette by

  mortar explosions close behind them, and skeletons of jeeps and trucks white as bone in the glare of the Israeli searchlights—he was stunned by the ceaseless hammering of .50-caliber machine

  guns and tank-turret guns that concussed the night air; and the crescent moon riding above the veils of smoke seemed to be an omen for Islam.




  The ringing night had been enormous, and he had been grateful for the men huddled around him in a courtyard of the abandoned Hebrew University.




  But still he wasn’t at the front. When the bell in the YMCA tower struck one, the paratroopers began to advance south through the crashing darkness toward the walls of the Old City. The

  dawn came soon, and at midmorning they regrouped in the wrecked lobby of the Ambassador Hotel. By now they could see Jerusalem’s walls, and Herod’s Gate, but it wasn’t until late

  in the afternoon that they passed the Rivoli Hotel and saw, past the burned-out shell of a Jordanian bus, the tall stone crenellations over the Lion’s Gate. The paratroopers cautiously

  advanced toward it.




  Visible through the gate was a corner of the gold Dome of the Rock, where Mohammed was supposed to have ascended to Heaven—and from just inside the gate a .30-caliber machine gun began

  firing into the column of paratroopers. Their captain appeared to be blown out of the jeep he’d been riding in, and all around Lepidopt, men were spinning and falling as the bullets tore and

  punched at them.




  Lepidopt had dived into the gutter, and then he had his Uzi up and was firing at the flutter of glare that was the machine-gun muzzle, and seconds later he and a dozen of his fellows were up and

  running through the gate.




  They soon fell back, to wait for reinforcements and enter the city the following day; but that night, wrapped in a blanket on the lobby floor of the Rivoli Hotel, Lepidopt had realized that it

  was true—You’re scared until the first shot. After that first machine gun had begun firing in the Lion’s Gate, he had simply been dealing with each moment as if it were a

  ball pitched at him, not looking ahead at all. Fear was the future, and all his attention had been fixed on grappling with each new piece of now.




  The next day he had learned that the future could chop you down too; and that there was no way of getting around the fear of that.




  “The door light’s on,” said Bozzaris now from the kitchen. “That’ll be Malk, or the FBI.”




  Lepidopt turned away from the window and hurried across the tan carpet to the kitchen, where he pulled up the long accordioned sheet from behind the printer and tore it off; the touch of a

  cigarette would flash the paper to ash in a second, and he glanced at the pin in the side of the computer, which only had to be yanked out to ignite a thermite charge over the hard drive. As he

  quickly lit a cigarette, he mentally rehearsed how he would do both actions, if he should have to.




  A muffled knock sounded from the door in the living room.




  It was today’s two-and-two recognition knock, but Lepidopt stepped behind the kitchen wall, reinforced now with white-painted sheet steel, and he glanced at the bowl of dry macaroni on the

  shelf by his left hand; but when Bozzaris had got the door unbolted, it was Bert Malk who stepped in, his jacket wrapped around his fist, his tie loosened over his unbuttoned collar, and his sandy

  hair visibly damp.




  “Matzáv mesukán?” he asked quietly. It meant Dangerous situation?




  “No,” Lepidopt said, leaning out from behind the wall. “Just new information.”




  Malk slid a small automatic pistol out of his bundled jacket and tucked it into a holster behind his hip. “It’s worse in here than on the street,” he complained.

  “I’ll take a cut in pay if you’ll get an air conditioner.”




  When Bozzaris had closed and rebolted the door, Lepidopt tossed the stack of printout onto the counter and stepped out from behind the kitchen wall. “It’s not the cost, it’s

  the constant evaporation.”




  “Sam’s gotta learn to screen out phase changes,” Malk said irritably. “Why don’t cigarettes bother him?”




  Malk already knew the answer—smaller scale, and the fire hides it—and Lepidopt just said, “Come listen to this new tape he made.”




  He led Malk to the closed door off the kitchen, and knocked.




  A scratchy voice from the other side of the door said, “Gimme a minute to get dressed.”




  “Sorry, Sam,” said Lepidopt around his cigarette as he opened the door, “time untied waits for no man.” He led Malk into the cluttered room.




  Skinny old Sam Glatzer was sitting up on the bed, strands of his gray hair plastered to his gleaming forehead, and in the glare from the unshaded bulb on the ceiling, his face seemed

  particularly haggard. The window in here was covered with aluminum foil, though Lepidopt could hear the speaker behind it—violins and an orchestra; Lepidopt hadn’t been a fan of

  classical music since 1970, but Sam always brought along Deutsche Grammophon tapes in preference to whatever the radio might provide, though there was a strict rule against bringing any

  Rimsky-Korsakov. The stale air smelled of gun oil and Mennen aftershave.




  Sam was wearing only boxer shorts and an undershirt, and he hooked his glasses onto his nose, scowled at Lepidopt and then levered himself up off the bed and began to pull on his baggy wool

  trousers. A whirring fan turned slowly back and forth on one of the cluttered desks, fluttering the fringe of one of Lepidopt’s toupees that sat on a Styrofoam head on another desk.




  “Bert needs to hear the tape,” Lepidopt said.




  “Right, right,” the old man said, turning away to zip up his trousers and fasten his belt. “I haven’t got anything since that one burst. I’ll wait in the living

  room, I don’t like to hear myself talk.” The old man caught the “holograph” medallion that was swinging on a string around his neck—required equipment for every

  Halomot remote viewer—and tucked it into his shirt before buttoning it up.




  When he had left and closed the door, Lepidopt sat on the bed to rewind the little tape recorder. Malk leaned against the nearest desk and cocked his head, attentive now.




  The tape stopped rewinding, and Lepidopt pushed the play button.




  “—on, right,” came Sam’s reedy old voice, “turn off the light, I don’t want afterimages.” There was a pause of perhaps half a minute. Lepidopt tapped

  ash onto the carpet.




  “Okay,” came Sam’s voice again, “probable AOL gives me the Swiss Family Robinson tree house in Disneyland, I don’t think that’s right, just AOL, analytical

  overlay—let me get back to the signal line—voices, a man is speaking—‘And we’ll not fail.’ Following somebody saying, ‘Screw your courage to the sticking

  place,’ that’s Shakespeare, Lady Macbeth, this may be off track too—the man says, ‘She’s probably about eighty-seven now.’ The house is on the ground, not up in

  the tree, little house, it’s a shed. Very crapped-out old shed . . . ‘She doesn’t drink whisky,’ says the man. They’re inside the little house now, a man and a little

  girl, and there’s a gasoline smell—I see a window, then it’s gone, just empty air there—and a TV set—‘An ammunition box,’ says the man, ‘I

  don’t think she’s ever had a gun, though.’ ”




  Sam’s voice broke up in a coughing fit at this point, and Lepidopt’s recorded voice said, “Can you see any locating details? Where are they?”




  After a few seconds Sam’s voice stopped coughing and went on. “No locating details. I see a headstone, a tombstone. Bas-relief stuff and writing on it, but I won’t even try to

  read it. There’s mud on it, fresh wet mud. The man says, ‘Bunch of old letters, New Jersey postmarks, 1933, ’39, ’55—Lisa Marrity, yup.’ Uh—and then he

  says, ‘Is that real? . . . I mean, isn’t the real one at the Chinese Theater? But this might be real . . . She says she knew Chaplin. She flew to Switzerland after he died.’ Now

  there’s someone else, ‘It’s your uncle Bennett . . .’ Uh—‘One, two, three,’ and . . . a big crash, he pulled the tombstone down . . . and sunlight

  again—three people walking toward a house, the back door, with a trellis over it—a broken window—something about fingerprints, and a burglar—‘Marritys,’ says the

  new man, and the little girl says, ‘ “Divil a man can say a word agin them” ’—the first man is at the back door, sayi, ‘If there was a thief, he’s

  gone.’ ”




  Lepidopt reached out now and switched off the recorder. “Sam loses the link at that point,” he said mournfully.




  “Wow,” said Bert Malk, who had perched himself on the corner of a desk in line with one of the fans. “He said Marity. And Lisa, which is close enough. Did Sam know that

  name?”




  “No.”




  “We could call the coroner in Shasta, now that we’ve got a name, see if a Lisa Marity died there today.”




  “For now we can assume she did. We can get Ernie’s detective to call later to confirm it.”




  “It wasn’t a tombstone,” Malk went on thoughtfully.




  “No, pretty clearly it was Chaplin’s footprint square at Grauman’s Chinese Theater, and in fact that square isn’t in the theater forecourt anymore, it was removed

  in the 1950s when everybody was saying Chaplin was a communist, and then it got lost. We’ve already got a couple of sayanim trying to trace where it went.”




  Malk sighed heavily. “She’d be eighty-five this year, actually. Born in ’02.” He pulled his sweaty shirt away from his chest to let the fan cool the fabric.

  “Why wouldn’t Sam try to read the writing on the stone?”




  “It’s like trying to read in dreams, apparently—if you engage the part of the brain that knows how to read, you fall out of the projected state. Ideally we’d have totally

  illiterate remote viewers, who could just draw the letters and numbers they see, with no inclination to try to read them. But I think it obviously said something like ‘To Sid

  Grauman, from Charlie Chaplin.’ ”




  “I think this is in L.A., not Shasta,” Malk said. “The guy didn’t say ‘the Chinese Theater in Hollywood,’ he just said the Chinese Theater, like

  you’d mention a restaurant in your area.”




  “Maybe.” Lepidopt looked at his watch. “This here tape is only . . . fifty-five minutes old. Scoot right now to the Chinese Theater and see if there’s a man and a little

  girl there, looking for the Chaplin footprints or asking about them.”




  “Should I yell ‘Marity,’ and see who looks?”




  Lepidopt paused for a moment with his cigarette lifted halfway to his mouth. “Uh—no. There may be other people around who are aware of the name. And don’t be followed yourself!

  Go! Now!” He stood up and opened the bedroom door.




  Malk hurried past him to the apartment’s front door and unbolted it; and when he had left, pulling it closed behind him, Lepidopt walked over and twisted the dead-bolt knobs back into the

  locked positions.




  “One minute,” he said to Glatzer and Bozzaris, and he strode past them into the spare bedroom and closed the door. The faint music still vibrated in the aluminum foil over the

  window.




  Lepidopt crouched by the bedside table, ejected the new tape and then slotted the cassette they had made at noon—the session that had made him send Malk off on his aborted trip to Mount

  Shasta—and pushed the play button.




  “—goddamn machine,” said Glatzer’s voice. “I’m seeing an old woman in a long tan skirt, white hair, barefoot, she’s just appeared on a Navajo-looking

  blanket on green grass, beside a tree, lying on her back, eyes closed; it’s cold, she’s way up high on a mountain. There are people around her—hippies, they’re wearing

  robes, some of them, and face paint—beards, beads—very mystical scene. They’re all surprised, asking her questions; she just appeared in the meadow, she didn’t walk

  in. They’re asking her if she fell out of the tree. She’s—lying on a swastika!—made out of gold wire; it was under the blanket, but they’ve moved her, and

  they’ve seen the swastika. Now one of the hippies is taking a cellular telephone from his backpack—some hippie—and he’s making a call, probably 911.

  Uh—‘unconscious,’ he’s saying; ‘In Squaw Meadow, on Mount Shasta . . . ambulance’—now she’s speaking—two words? ‘Voyo,

  voyo,’ she said, without opening her eyes. Ach! Her heart is stopping—she’s dead, and I’m out, it’s gone.”




  Lepidopt pushed the stop button, and slowly stood up. Yes, he thought, it was her. We found her at last, just as she died.




  He walked back into the living room.




  “Can I go too?” asked old Sam Glatzer, getting up from the couch. “I never did get any lunch.”




  Lepidopt paused and looked over his shoulder at him. Glatzer reminded him of the tired old man in the joke, whose friends arrange for a dazzling prostitute to come to his room on his

  birthday—I’m here to give you super sex! she exclaims when he opens the door; and he says, querulously, I’ll take the soup.




  But he was a good remote viewer, and one of the most reliable of the sayanim, the civilian Jews who would efficiently and discreetly provide their skills to aid Mossad operations, for the

  sake of Israel. Sam was a retired researcher from the CIA-sponsored think tank at Stanford Research Institute in Menlo Park, up near San Francisco, and he was a widower with no children; and

  Lepidopt told himself that the old man must enjoy using again the clairvoyant techniques he had pioneered back in ’72. And over the last several years, Glatzer and Lepidopt had played many

  games of chess while sitting in safe houses like this, and Lepidopt believed the old man had found them as welcome a break from tension or boredom as he had.




  “I’m sorry, Sam,” said Lepidopt, spreading his hands, “but I really think we should monitor the ‘holograph’ line until it’s been twenty-four hours. Till

  noon tomorrow. I’ll send Ernie out for any food you’d like.” I’ll take the soup, he thought.




  “Good idea,” said Bozzaris, getting up from his keyboard. “Pizza?” Bozzaris did not observe the dietary laws, and ate all sorts of trefe food.




  “Whatever he wants,” Lepidopt told Bozzaris. “Get enough for three—Bert might be back pretty quick.” Bert Malk didn’t bother about kosher food either.




  After Bozzaris left, tacos and enchiladas having been decided on, Glatzer went to sleep on the couch, and Lepidopt sat down in a chair against the door-side wall, for the afternoon sun was

  slanting in through the front window, and he stared almost enviously at Glatzer.




  A widower with no children. It occurred to him that Glatzer could expire there on the couch, and—though Lepidopt would lose a friend and chess opponent—nobody’s life

  would be devastated. Two lines from an Ivor Winters poem flitted through his head—By a moment’s calm beguiled, / I have got a wife and child.




  Lepidopt had a wife and an eleven-year-old son in Tel Aviv. His son, Louis, would be envious if he knew his father was working in Hollywood. And Deborah would worry that he’d be seduced by

  a starlet.




  All katsas, Mossad gathering officers, were married men with wives back in Israel; the theory was that married men would be immune to sex traps abroad. Broad traps a-sex, he thought.

  To preserve you from the evil woman, from the smooth tongue of the adventuress, as the Psalmist said.




  Don’t start the John Wayne stuff till I get there, he thought, then shuddered.




  In that war twenty years ago, Lepidopt’s battalion had stormed the Lion’s Gate again at 8:30 the following morning. Israeli artillery and jet fighters had pounded the Jordanian

  defense forces within the city, but Lepidopt and his fellow soldiers had had to fight for every narrow street, and the morning was an eternity of dust exploding from ancient walls, hot shell

  casings flying in brassy ribbons from the Uzi in his aching hands, blood spattering on jeep windshields and pooling between paving stones, and the shaky effort of changing magazines while crouched

  in one or another of the drainage ditches.




  I see a headstone, a tombstone.




  Lepidopt recalled noticing that the bridges propped over the narrow ditches had been Jewish gravestones, and he had learned later that they had been scavenged from the cemetery on Mount Zion;

  and now he wondered if, in the subsequent gathering and burial of hundreds of dead Israeli and Jordanian soldiers, anyone had thought to restore the stones to those older graves.




  By midmorning the city had fallen to the Israeli forces; sniper fire still echoed among the ancient buildings, but Jordanians were lined up by the gate with their hands in the air while Israeli

  soldiers scrutinized their identity papers to see if any were soldiers who had changed into civilian clothing; dead bodies were already being carried out on stretchers, with handkerchiefs over the

  faces so that medics would not mistake them for the many wounded.




  Lepidopt had fought his way through the Moghrabi Quarter, and he was one of the first to reach the Kotel ha-Ma-aravi, the Western Wall of the Temple Mount.




  At first he didn’t realize what it was—just a very high ancient wall along the left side of an alley; clumps of weeds, far too high to be pulled out, patched its rows of weathered

  stones. It wasn’t until he noticed other Israeli soldiers hesitantly touching the uneven old masonry that it dawned on him what it must be.




  This wall was all that remained of the Second Temple, built on the site of Solomon’s Temple, its construction completed by Herod at around the time of Christ and then destroyed by the

  Romans in 70 A.D. This was the place of the Shekinah, the earthly presence of God, to which Jewish pilgrims had come for nearly two thousand years until

  Jordan’s borders had enclosed it and excluded them in 1948.




  Soldiers were on their knees, weeping, oblivious to the sniper fire; and Lepidopt shuffled up to the craggy, eroded white masonry, absently unstrapping his helmet and feeling the breeze in his

  wet hair as he pulled it off. He wiped one shaky hand down the front of his camouflage jacket and then reached out and touched the wall.




  He pulled his hand back—and powerfully in his mind had come the conviction that he would never touch the wall again.




  He had stepped back in confusion at this sudden, intrusive certainty; and then, defiantly, had reached his hand out toward the wall again—and a blow that seemed to come from nowhere

  punched his hand away and spun him around to kneel on the street, staring at blood jetting from the ragged edge of his right hand where his little finger and knuckle had been.




  Several of the other soldiers were firing short bursts at the source of the shot, and a couple more of them dragged Lepidopt away. His wound was a minor one on that day, but within an hour he

  had been taken to the Hadassah Hospital, and for him the Six-Day War was over.




  Four days later it was over for Israel too—Israel had beaten the hostile nations to the north, east, and south, and had taken the Golan Heights, the West Bank of the Jordan River, and the

  Sinai desert.




  And eleven times—twelve times now, thank you, Bert!—in the twenty years since then, Lepidopt had again experienced that certainty about something he had just done: You will never

  do this again. In 1970, three years after he had touched the Western Wall for the first and last time, he had attended a performance of Rimsky-Korsakov’s Scheherazade at the Mann

  Auditorium in Tel Aviv, and as the last notes of the Allegro Molto echoed away, he had suddenly been positive that he would not ever hear Scheherazade again.




  Two years after that he had visited Paris for the last time; not long afterward he had discovered that he would never again swim in the ocean. After having part of his hand shot off in testing

  the premonition about the Western Wall, he was reluctant to test any of these subsequent ones.




  Just during this last year he had, for the last time, changed a tire, eaten a tuna sandwich, petted a cat, and seen a movie in a theater—and now he knew that he would never again hear the

  name John Wayne spoken. How soon, he wondered bleakly, until I’ve started a car for the last time, closed a door, brushed my teeth, coughed?




  Lepidopt had gone to the Anshe Emet Synagogue on Robertson at dawn today for recitation of the Sh’ma and the Shachrit Tefilah prayer, as usual, but clearly he was not going to be

  able to get there for the afternoon prayers, nor probably the evening ones either. He might as well say the afternoon Mincha prayer alone, here; he stood up to go into the other bedroom,

  where he kept the velvet bag that contained his tallit shawl and the little leather tefillin boxes. Every day he shaved the top of his head so that a toupee could be his head covering, and the one

  he wore to pray was in the bedroom too. He never kept his yarmulke-toupee in the bathroom.




  Rabbi Hiyya bar Ashi had written that a man whose mind is conflicted should not pray; Lepidopt hoped God would forgive him for that too.
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  Three




  The truck cab smelled like book paper and tobacco.




  “When we do go,” Daphne said, cheerfully enough, “we can go to Grammar’s house again too, and pull up the bricks. A-zoo-sa,” she added derisively,

  seeing the Azusa exit through the windshield. And Clairmont and Montclair were coming up.




  She used to think Azusa was an interesting name for a city, but recently she had heard that it meant “A-to-Z USA,” and now she classed it with other ridiculous words, like

  brouhaha and patty melt.




  She also disapproved of a city called Claremont being right next to one named Montclair. She thought there should be a third one, Mairn-Clot.




  Traffic was heavy on the eastbound 10, and an hour after they had left Pasadena their six-year-old Ford pickup truck was still west of the 15, with San Bernardino and their house still twenty

  miles ahead. The afternoon sunlight glittered fiercely on the chrome all around them; brake lights glowed like coals. Daphne knew the traffic justified her father’s decision not to go look at

  the Chinese Theater today, and she had stopped sulking about it.




  “We’d have to split it with Bennett and Moira,” her father said absently, his right foot gunning the accelerator while his left foot let the clutch out every few seconds in

  little surges. The gearshift lever was on the steering column, and it didn’t seem likely that he’d be reaching up to shift out of first gear anytime soon. “If there’s really

  gold under the bricks,” he added.
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