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			Author’s note

			 

			Certain historical liberties were taken in the writing of this novel. The investigative agency headed by J. Edgar Hoover, for example, was known as the Bureau of Investigation (BOI) and didn’t become the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI) until 1935. For the sake of simplicity and familiarity, the author refers to the agency as the FBI throughout.
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			CHAPTER 1

			September 6, 1933

			 

			It is the first day of my criminal justice class at Cleveland College. Waiting with the other students for the professor to arrive, I try to look innocent. I have taken the precaution of sitting in the back row between a boy with acne and a chubby girl with a pretty face and too much makeup. I wish I were like them. I wish acne and weight are all I have to worry about. I wish I could shake the plump girl until her teeth rattle. I want her green life.

			The room smells of paper and the cologne on the girl sitting next to me. Someone has carved initials in the wood of my desk. Does “H.R.”  belong to the wood carver? Or to the wood-carver’s spouse? But that’s silly—most eighteen year olds aren’t married. As I was. To my regret. And surely to my former husband’s, who is now safely buried with the other dead Jews in Mayfield Cemetery.

			The door opens and the dean arrives with a man so handsome there is a collective intake of breath from the girls in the room. Who is he? I knew Dean Conway from his boring speech to the freshman assembled last week in the auditorium. But the other? I would have remembered if I had seen him before. You don’t forget a face like that.

			“Good morning, students,” Dean Conway says, with a pasted-on smile. “I have a swell surprise for you. The instructor for this class will be a real-life FBI agent. This,” he says, gesturing to him grandly, “is Adam Fairchild. “Before joining the Bureau, he taught law and criminal justice at Ohio State University. How about those credentials? How lucky can you get?” Someone starts to clap, the dean joins in, and then the rest of the class. 

			Fairfield is standing a bit to the side, his hands in his pockets, looking like Tyrone Power or maybe Douglas Fairbanks without the mustache. 

			I slide my eyes over to the door. Too far away.

			“I leave you now in the capable hands of Special Agent Fairfield,” Dean Conway says, pausing and lifting his chin as if posing for a photograph. 

			“Thank you, Dean. I only hope I don’t disappoint after that introduction,” he says, grinning as if he knows better.

			He takes a sheet of paper from the desk. “Please stand as I read your name so I can get a look at you.” As he reads the names, each student stands, saying, “Here.” As I wait for him to call my name, I start to sweat. When he does, I rise, manage a mumbled “Here,” and slide back down into my chair. His eyes linger on me. Or am I imagining it? No. I am not imagining it. He knows who I am. I thought I could disappear among hundreds of college students. I thought by using my maiden name I could erase the time when I was Mrs. Ben Gold. I was wrong. I should have packed up and gone as far from Cleveland as I could get—California, Oregon. Anywhere but here. Well, it isn’t too late—this is my first day in Mr. FBI’s class. It’s a big country. 

			I see that he’s dressed for the part of charming professor in one of those tweed jackets with leather on the elbows, a blue shirt, and neatly knotted brown tie. Even though his hair is cropped short, I can see the grey starting.  Still, it’s hard to tell his age—30s? 40s? 

			After the roll call, he looks at me again. I make myself return his stare as if that will make him drop his. It does not. I drop mine.

			He looks at his watch. “There’s still time for me to tell you a bit about the FBI,” he says, sitting down on the edge of the desk. “Before J. Edgar Hoover became Director it was just the Bureau of Investigation. But Hoover got it federalized so we could cross state lines to chase the bad guys. How many of you have heard of Baby Face Nelson, Bonnie and Clyde, and Machine Gun Kelly?” 

			A bunch of hands shoot up.

			“Okay, I can tell you that we know Nelson’s in San Francisco, a source has Machine Gun Kelly in Chicago, and we’ve spotted Bonnie and Clyde in Des Moines. Believe me, their days of robbing banks and killing people are numbered.” There is a sudden gravity about him with that grim look you see on the faces of FBI agents in the newsreels.  

			The boy with acne raises his hand.

			“Mr. Arlington,” Fairfield says, nodding. 

			“So how does a person get in?” the boy asks.

			“You want to be an FBI agent?” 

			“Yes, sir.” 

			“Well, son, you’ve got some years to go—you have to be twenty-five. And before that, you have to have gone to law school. You have to be a lawyer. And come from a good family.”

			Good family. That lets me out.

			The boy sits down.  

			A skinny girl in a navy blue dress raises her hand.

			“Miss Sawyer,” Fairfield says. But he is looking at me again.

			I feel my face heat up and look down at my white schoolgirls’ blouse to check on buttons.

			“Does the FBI take women?” she asks. 

			“Not any I know of,” he says. “Although there were a few. Emma Jentzer back some twenty years or so. Also, Alaska Davidson and Lenore Houston in the old bureau.” He stops, as if searching his memory. “And oh, yes, Jessie Duckson.” He lets go of his charming smile. “Maybe by the time you’re twenty-five Hoover will let women in. So go to law school, just in case. That way, if you can’t be an agent, you’ll have a back up. You can be a lawyer.”

			“I don’t know any women lawyers, do you?” There was a nice edge to her voice. I liked her.

			“Well, no. A great injustice. But perhaps you’ll change that and be the first woman agent in modern times.” 

			The girl looks doubtful.

			Another hand is raised. 

			“Mr. Linsky,” Fairfield says. 

			I am impressed with his memory of names after only one hearing. More to worry about.

			“So how come Mr. Hoover can’t catch Dillinger?”

			“Well, Mr. Linsky, we have it on good authority he’s in Dayton, Ohio. As we speak. He moves around a lot but we’ll get him. Sooner or later we’ll get him.” He narrows his eyes. You can imagine him wearing sunglasses, a fedora, and that serious expression, moving silent as a cat, stalking Dillinger, ready; you can imagine him shooting. No questions asked. Just the Springfield Armory Model M 14 machine gun with 20 round USGI—like the gun that laid under my husband’s side of the bed. Or the Smith & Wesson 22, with a clip that holds 12 rounds. Small enough to fit in a pocket or hide in a hat. Small enough to fit in a woman’s hand. I feel a small thrill.

			The boy sits down.

			Fairfield looks at his watch again, opens a notebook, and recites the course agenda: Intro to Criminal Justice; Criminal Law; Criminal Investigation; Intro to Forensic Chemistry; Human Relations. I dutifully write the list in my notebook with a shaking hand, now convinced that he knows who I am. 

			“Class, please read chapters one through four in your textbook, ‘Intro to Forensic Chemistry’ by the next class,” he’s saying. My classmates begin noisily scraping chairs, murmuring, moving toward the door. A couple of girls almost trip as they turn for one more look at Fairfield.

			I close my notebook and gather up my books. 

			I am almost at the door when he calls from the front of the room, “Miss Brady.”

			Pretending not to hear him, I put my head down and keep on walking. 

			“Miss Brady!” he calls. “My office, please! Room three twenty-one.” Three or four of the girls look at me. I see envy in their eyes.

			Caught, I find my way to room 321; the hall is noisy with the pounding of feet and voices of students on their way to their next class. I wish I could join them, but he is already unlocking his office door and holding it open for me. He doesn’t speak and I cannot. I enter and pause in the middle of the room. I think he can hear my heart pound. 

			His office is bare, as if he is just passing through. It smells faintly of paint. There is a desk, a couple of chairs, a few books—no plants or pictures on the wall. No photograph of a blonde wife and adorable children. Could he be single?

			I lower myself carefully into the chair he is offering. Through the window I see luminous clouds drifting by; I want to be out there under them—I want to be anywhere but in this chair with this stranger staring at me with his knowing eyes. I was out of my mind to think I could get away with this. 

			He sits down at his desk and gazes at me. He’s actually better looking up close than from the back row, if that’s possible. 

			I clear my throat. “What did you want to see me about?” 

			“Let’s just say I want to welcome Ben Gold’s widow into my classroom.” He smiles at me. “It isn’t often that I have the pleasure of teaching the wife of a notorious gangster.”

			“How did you know?” I ask. I can’t help myself.

			“I saw you at your husband’s funeral.”

			“You were at Ben’s funeral?”

			“Hoover always sends agents to gangsters’ funerals.”

			I wince, thinking how mounted police had to hold back crowds of spectators. Peering down from their chestnut horses, they knew which of the mourning mobsters supplemented their meager Great Depression income for looking the other way. Although it had stopped raining that morning the air was still humid and the sky heavy; people looked hot and uncomfortable in their correct dark clothes. The gleaming black coffin was covered in gardenias and roses that emitted a heavy perfume as if trying to cover Ben Gold’s stink. The mobsters paying respect were clad in proper black suits and fedoras; the few women in dark-colored dresses. I saw titillation on their faces. Entertainment. I wanted to yell, I am not a sideshow! I wanted to yell, go way! But I sat demurely veiled in black like a real grieving widow. From a distance, it could have been a funeral attended by bankers putting a colleague to rest. 

			“Given your background,” Fairfield is saying, “I can understand your interest in a criminal justice class.”

			“Mr. Fairfield, I am also taking English, History, and Psychology. I’m going to be a writer.”

			“A writer! Well, well. Ben Gold must have provided you with plenty of material.”

			I get up. “I resent being subjected to this.”

			“You’re a person of interest to us.”

			I sit down. “What does that mean?”

			“Look. We have a file on Ben Gold thick as a book. Robberies and murders going back to 1920 when he was fifteen-sixteen.”

			“I didn’t know him then.”

			“No, but you knew him when you married him.”

			“He told me he was in the insurance business.”

			“Mrs. Gold. Come on.”

			“My name is Kate Brady.”

			“Okay, Kate Brady. You really expect me to believe you lived with him for two years and thought he was in the insurance business? Please.”

			“Well, I did,” I lie. “Anyway what do you want of the man? He’s dead. And what do you want of me?”

			“Information. Names of his associates. Conspiracies. Mob conflicts. Any bit of information you have, no matter how small, can be significant.”

			“Mr. Fairfield, I have nothing to tell you. I married Ben Gold when I was eighteen years old,” I say slowly, as if he is dense or hard of hearing. “I married him because I lost my job at Shapiro’s Bakery and my scholarship to Ohio State University because there was no money for room and board and books. I married him to get away from my mother and her drinking problem. Do I have to pay for it the rest of my life?” 

			My eyes fill with real tears. I fish in my bag for a handkerchief and blow my nose. I stand up and gather my books and handbag, feeling as marked as if Ben Gold had written his name on my forehead. “All I want to do is forget I ever laid eyes on Ben Gold.” I look at him. “Or you.”

			He rises from his chair and stands, shifting his weight, looking uncomfortable. “I’m sorry you’re upset, but if anything does occur to you about Gold or his associates—again, no matter how small—we’d appreciate your cooperation.”

			He opens the door for me. “See you tomorrow in class.”

			“No you won’t.”

			“But I apologized.”

			“That’s not an apology, and even if it were, I wouldn’t accept it,” I say. I leave the office slamming the door behind me. Hard.

			 

			* * *

			 

			On my drive home, it starts to rain—the afternoon’s slanting light giving the raindrops a silvery shine. I calm down, deciding to simply drop Fairfield’s class. Besides, I tell myself, even if Fairfield has me under surveillance, I really have nothing to hide. I have no contacts with anyone from my life with Ben, in spite of calls from his hit man, Sam Ginsburg. His last call was just a week ago telling me he’s out of work, complaining that none of the Jewish outfits trust him because of his long association with their rival Ben Gold, and that the Mafia won’t have him because he isn’t Italian. He said he wanted to be my driver and bodyguard. 

			“Sam, I’d love to hire you,” I said, carefully, knowing full well his lethal temper. “But I’ve learned to drive, and since Ben’s gone, I really have no need for a bodyguard. Do you need anything? Money?”

			“I can always use a few bucks, especially since I ain’t been workin’.”

			“I’ll send you a cashier’s check for a thousand dollars.” 

			“Thanks, Kate. You always was a good dame.”

			“But Sam, it’s better if you don’t call me. Okay?”

			“Yeah, okay, I get it. You’re done with the life; you’re gonna be a college girl. Your mother told me,” he says huskily. “It’s just that I miss Ben.”

			“I miss him too,” I lie.

			“Okay, so I won’t call you no more. Anyway, thanks for the dough.”

			“Oh, Sam, you’re so welcome! And I appreciate your understanding. Take care of yourself. I’ll call if I get any ideas for you, or if something turns up.”

			“Well, thanks. Like I said, you always was a good dame.”

			 

			* * *

			 

			What I told Fairfield is true—I did marry Ben Gold to get away from my mother and her drinking problem. But soon afterward she got herself into that new organization, Alcoholics Anonymous, founded by two former drinkers. She did that after Ben died; after I found the money in the safety deposit box, after I moved her from her dusty little rooms to a nice apartment on Euclid Heights Boulevard in Cleveland Heights. But since she is now sober why do I still want to avoid her? Because, half ashamed, I liked her better when she was drunk.

			The Salvation Army took her old beat-up furniture away—the furniture I had grown up with, writing my initials on the end table in the dust that grew there because my mother was too tired after work to do much dusting and I was too lazy or angry.

			I took her shopping for her new apartment—the furniture store had smelled of wood and polish. We argued over a blue couch that my mother wanted which was too large for the living room. We argued over a plaid easy chair with a matching footstool that I thought handsome, but she turned her face away in cold dismissal—reminding me painfully of the rejections I’d received from her during my childhood. Moving her head a little like a fighter, she finally agreed with me on a bed because it had a fairytale canopy. 

			“Do you like the bed, Mama?” I asked, hoping to finally please her with something.

			“Yeah, it’s the cat’s meow.”

			She picked wallpaper of pink trailing roses on a white trellis that would be great in a nursery—but at that point I was too tired of arguing and just nodded my head at the sample she showed me. 

			When the new furniture arrived, no matter how we arranged and rearranged the chairs and sofas, pushing and pulling them from one place to another (against the wall; framing the window; in the center with a table behind), they dwarfed the space and my mother like furniture for giants.

			 

			* * *

			 

			“Oh, so there you are, Katie,” my mother said, when I visited her last Sunday. “So you finally decided to see your mother,” she said, looking up from the jigsaw puzzle she was always working on “You’re just a very busy lady since you got all that money. And oh my, a college girl, too.” She gazed at me “That’s a nice dress you’re wearing,” she said, looking me up and down. “But don’t you think it’s too short? Yes, dear, it’s too short. Also too tight. Have you put on some weight? And, Katie, you must do something about your hair—one of those new bobs, I think.” She walked over to the windows.  “See these drapes?” she said, pointing. “I’m not happy with them—the color—that maroon—is depressing. Something lively would be nicer, don’t you think? Yellow? And I saw a hat at Halle’s department store I’ve taken a fancy to. I’ll need some more money, dear.”

			My sweet drunken mother had turned sober and bloodthirsty.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			 

			Coming into the cafeteria after my eleven o’clock history class, I see Fairfield standing in line. I turn my back and move over to another line with my head down. I hadn’t figured on running into him like this—but there he is like an apparition or spook. I put a bowl of soup on my tray and tell myself to calm down. He can’t make me talk.	

			The room smells of pickles and hamburgers. I note out of the corner of my eye where he is eating, move to the other side of the room and sit down with my tray. There are three girls and two boys at the table. I say hi. They say hi and continue their noisy chatter. Listening, I’m reminded that I do not belong here with these kids. Listening, I am a misplaced college student; a misfit in Ben’s lavish house; an escapee from my mother’s booze. Belonging nowhere, I feel as new in the world as a paroled convict or a recanted nun. 

			 

			* * *

			 

			The next day as I leave my ten o’clock psychology class I see Fairchild standing in the hall, smiling at me.

			“Miss Brady,” he says, “you left some papers in my office.”

			I stare at him. I left no papers in his office. 

			“Room three twenty-one. Twenty minutes,” he says, and vanishes down the corridor before I can stop him. 

			I know he’s trying to get me into his office for another interrogation, but telling myself that I can handle it, I proceed to room 321 after first ducking into the ladies’ room to check my hair and lipstick.

			He opens the door to my small knock.

			“Thank you for coming,” he says. 

			I step inside. The office is quiet after the loud voices of students milling around in the hall. “Mr. Fairfield, I didn’t leave any papers here.” 

			“How else could I get you to come?” he says, smiling.	

			I want to wipe that infuriating, exciting, smile off his face. What does he want of me?

			“What do you want of me?” 

			“Please sit down,” he says.

			I stand. “I’ve told you everything I know.” 

			He settles down behind his desk. He clears his throat. “I confirmed what you told me last week.”

			Curious, I sit down. “How?” I ask, remembering my lies.

			“I have my ways,” he says. 

			“Well, well. Good for you.”

			“I don’t blame you for being upset,” he says. “It’s my fault. I handed the interview badly. Please accept my apology.”

			“No,” I say. I’m beginning to enjoy myself.

			“Look, Miss Brady—Kate-I was just doing my job—nothing personal.” 

			On my guard, I get up and head for the door.

			He stands up. “Coffee? Please? Danny’s Deli at five? I’ll wait for you.” 

			I run for my life.

			 

			* * *

			 

			But I show up at Danny’s. Of course I do. 

			Fairfield rises from his table and holds a chair out for me. The room smells of pickles and pastrami. Coffee. Sitting down I feel absurdly content even if it is a dinky deli and a man I’m afraid to trust.

			He sits down. “Thanks for coming. I didn’t know if you would.”

			“Neither did I,” I say.

			“How can I lure you back to my class?”

			“You’ve already lured me here.”

			“Yeah, but I’d really like to see you in your seat in the last row of my classroom.”

			“You haven’t given up.”

			“Given up?” he says.

			“Information. Trying to get information.”

			“This is not for information. You checked out. I told you.” He flashes that smile. “My dear Kate Brady, can’t you tell when you’re being flirted with?”

			I look at him. “Not by you,” I say, thinking, bad cop in his office badgering and insulting; good cop in the deli flattering and flirting.

			“Why not me?”

			“I think you know why not you.”

			He folds his arms. “Okay, you just won’t believe me. And that’s the way it is.” He signals the waitress for the check and pushes his chair back. I hear the clatter of silverware on dishes as our waitress clears the tables around us. 

			I don’t know whether his anger is real, or another strategy to get me to talk. But suddenly I don’t care. After all my caution, I don’t want him to walk away. I reach across the table and touch his hand.

			He takes it and leans forward. “So when can I see you again?” 

			“I thought professors can’t date students.”

			“I’m not a professor. I’m an instructor sent here for public relation purposes by Hoover. Dean Conroy agreed to hire me on the condition that enough students sign up. So many kids enrolled he’s considering getting a permanent criminal justice professor for next year. But it won’t be me.” He stops and clears his throat. “So how about dinner?”

			There is a roll of thunder outside and a sudden pounding rain on the window. I sip my coffee. Stalling. Thinking. Well, why not? So what if he is trying to get information? Adam Fairfield underestimates me if he thinks his looks and charm and apologies will get me to talk. 

			The truth is I’m lonely and the few dates I’d had so far were disasters. I had to fight off the swimming coach who licked my ear like a friendly puppy; a student from my history class who bored me to death; the boy I met in the cafeteria who took me out for jazz and beer and seemed so young, too young. With Adam Fairfield, I feel something like gravity pulling me in. I felt it in the classroom. I felt it in his office even when he made me mad. I feel it now sitting across the table from me in Danny’s Deli.

			“Okay, Kate? Dinner?” 

			“Okay,” I say.

			“Seven thirty?” 

			But don’t I know better than to give an FBI agent another opportunity to question me? What’s wrong with me? I feel as confused and fragmented as one of my mother’s messed-up jigsaw puzzles. 

			I sigh and give him my address.

			 

			* * *

			 

			I dress for the date feeling as if Ben Gold, invisible and vicious, is some buzzing fly that you keep swatting and missing, swatting and missing, that keeps circling back and back and back. I don’t believe in reincarnation—and anyway, even if I did, I’d expect Ben to come back as a vulture— not as a big buzzing fly that’s beginning to drive me crazy with nutty fantasies that it’s him.

			I look in my closet among the beaded chiffons and close fitting, low-cut dresses that Ben bought me, searching for something quieter to wear. Fairfield needs to be reminded that I am not some gangster’s moll. 

			I decide on the dress I had bought for Ben’s funeral, dressing it up a bit with a pretty scarf and high heals. No jewelry except for my emerald earrings—the rest of the jewels Ben had given me are in the safety deposit box at the Cleveland Trust bank, along with a million dollars in hundred dollar bills. 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			 

			He arrives for our date in a black Ford and rings the doorbell of my mansion on Fairmount Boulevard which I bought with Ben Gold’s blood money, feeling guilty for not feeling guilty, feeling in a sick kind of way that I earned it. A rose garden perfumes the air; cardinals and wrens splash in the birdbath; the grass, attended by a gardener, is green and lush; purple rhododendrons bloom. 

			There is a large foyer with a marble floor and pedestal that holds roses I bring in from the garden twice a week. The living room is on the left where wing chairs, sofas, and crystal lamps are arranged on an Asian rug of blues, reds, purples. The mantelpiece over the stone fireplace has a pair of gold candlesticks and a pastel porcelain clock. Glass covered bookshelves are against the wall; graceful, golden-colored swags cover the windows; the state-of-the-art kitchen leads off the dining room. A circular driveway curves up to the front door.

			Music from the radio drifts through the rooms: jazz and symphonies and show tunes—anything but the scratchy operas Ben cranked up on his Victrola every Sunday night, his raised arms moving like a conductor’s, his eyes half closed, a small smile on his lips. The killer on his night off.

			But only two of the five bedrooms upstairs are furnished—Francine’s with its bed, desk, and chest of drawers, and mine, draped in virginal flowered chintz where I sleep peacefully alone, my passion drowned with Bobby at the bottom of the Cuyahoga River. 

			Francine, who had been Ben’s housekeeper and became mine after I sold his big house and moved here, opens the door to Adam Fairfield.

			He greets me, making no reference to my beautiful house or the difference between his Model T Ford and my Packard in the driveway. Which makes me like him. Also, he is correct and polite, conducting himself like a gentleman escorting a lady to dinner. I am wary of his perfect behavior.

			“If you don’t mind a drive,” he says, “I know a good little restaurant in Chagrin Falls where we won’t be seen. No use risking some academic gossip.” He glances at me. “Just to be careful. Why not tie the scarf you’re wearing round your head? Do you have any sunglasses?”

			“But it’s dark out.”

			“So it will look like I’m dating a celebrity.”

			“Okay,” I say, reaching in my handbag. I put on my sunglasses and tie the scarf on my head. “You’re the spook.”

			He looks at me. “Spook. Where did you get that? Oh, I forgot. Ben Gold.”

			Yeah, sure he forgot.

			“Tell me about yourself,” I say, trying to avoid his questions. We are dining on sole almandine, asparagus, and rice on a candle-lit table in a small crowded restaurant.

			Adam leans back in his chair, sighs, and tells me he’s forty-two years old and that his wife died of cancer a year ago. They had no children, he says, having married not long before she got sick. 

			He had graduated from Ohio State University, he said, with a masters in criminal justice and then went to law school. 

			“I got hired as associate professor at Ohio State, but teaching bored me—I just wasn’t cut out for it. And when I happened to see a copy of what was then the Bureau of Investigation’s Law Enforcement Bulletin that J. Edgar Hoover puts out—he’s a genius at publicizing the agency—I applied to the FBI and was accepted.”

			“Do you like the work?”

			“Well, it’s not boring, I can tell you that. Not with Hoover. Look how he got Congress and Roosevelt to give him all that power.” He sighs again. “And here I am stuck in a classroom again with a bunch of kids.”

			“So why are you doing it?” 

			“You don’t argue with Hoover. He says teach, you teach. Anyway, it’s only for a year. I’ll tell you something,” he goes on, glancing around from his seat in the restaurant and lowering his voice, “he’s accumulating information on everyone from criminals to lawmakers—even on ordinary citizens he may or may not be suspicious of.” He looks at me. “Don’t ever get in his files.”

			“You said I already was.”

			He rubs his forehead. “You know I forgot that,” he says. “Being with you makes me forget that.”

			I wish I could.

			* * *

			 

			Driving home, I see that it had rained while we were in the restaurant; I roll down the car window and let my hair blow in the sweetly washed air. We arrive home and Adam Fairfield returns me to my door, waits while I put the key in the lock, says good night, says thank you. I say thank you, he nods, and heads for his Ford. No kiss on the cheek, no handshake, no I’ll call you. I am disappointed. I surprise myself. I turn and watch him get into his car at the curb and drive away. 
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