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      The Plane


      1951, Bodega Bay, California


      Finn grabbed onto the wing of the Cessna to hold his boat in place while Dr. Danny McGregor pulled open the door of the plane to check on the pilot who was slumped over the controls.


      “This pontoon is leaking badly it looks like a hole was punched in it, can we get him out,” Finn asked as he pushed up on the wing?


      “Aye, I have freed him from his safety harness, easy now, push our fishing rods to one side. If you can put my cushion under his head, I can examine him.”


      “Got it, wait, there’s his bag, hold us in place, I’ll get it—Okay, let’s head-on in. I’ll call Mary on the radio. You be needing an ambulance, then Danny?”


      “Aye, and get the call numbers on that plane for the coast guard if she goes down.”


      Finn jotted the numbers on his chart before, turning his fishing cruiser around toward home, calculating their time of arrival as he hailed Mary on his ship-to-shore radio.


      “He must have hit something, Mary, give the coordinates to the coast guard. Hopefully, his plane is still afloat. Danny wants the ambulance there when we arrive, hold on a moment Mary, over.” Finn looked back at Danny, who was bent over the man lying on the deck “You be needing anything more Danny before I sign off?”


      “No but you can slow down and let the ambulance know he’s expired,” Danny said, covering the pilot with a blanket he took from the cabin, he was stabbed.


      “I’ll be dammed,” Finn said, cutting back on the power, causing a rocking motion that knocked the pilot’s bag to the floor, the contents spilled out onto the deck along with a gun. Danny picked it up.


      “If I’m not mistaken that is a Russian Makarov pistol, used by the military. I read an article about it in my Rod and Gun magazine last month,” Finn said as he trimmed his two engines to a slower and less choppy speed before telling Mary about the deceased pilot, but not about the gun.


      “The newspapers are making us see Russians around every corner?” Danny said, setting the gun down, gathering up the contents, and setting them back on the chart table.“Russian or not, maybe we can identify him to notify his family. He has nothing in his pockets, but an empty envelope, but no return address. It’s addressed to Tom Paine Club, Spokane, Washington. Maybe that is where he is from.”


      “Here’s something,” Finn held up a folder after signing off with Mary. “It has a dealer’s name in Fairbanks, Alaska, and a picture inside of a Cessna 140, without the pontoon rig, attached. It looks like a bill of sale for the plane, hard to make out the name without my glasses.” Finn spread it on the chart table so Danny could read it.


      “The name is Nathan Cummings, English origin. I believe, not Russian. Aye, if that’s our man,” Danny nodded towards the deck?
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      San Francisco, 1951


      “My family enjoyed their time here, and now they are off to London,” Jane said, setting down to breakfast with Sue Lee. “Uncle Jonathan wants to see the Royal Festival Hall on London’s South Bank. He missed the opening by King George. Lucie told me before boarding the plane, he was eager to see his old chums. This jam is good. Did Alex find out anything more about the missing floatplane?”


      “Actually, it was Kane that did the checking before Alex left with Sylvester and was told by the FBI to back off, but he did find out the plane is no longer in Sausalito, and the houseboat owner is out of town.”


      “Your FBI seems very secretive. Something must be going on, but I wonder what?”


      “Don’t know, but let’s hope whatever it is, it keeps Danny McGregor off their radar, so he and Joni can enjoy their honeymoon.”


      “Now that he is married to Joni, will that prevent deportation?”


      “I’m not sure, but I’d bet his sisters, lawyers had to do some bargaining to get his delayed applications for citizenship in order. I’m also sure his reputation of a head surgeon on the Scottish hospital ship during the war helped. He saved a lot of American lives.”


      “He did plus other allies, that alone should give him citizenship in every country in the world. I do hope they are enjoying their honeymoon in Alaska,” Jane stated as Alice came in with more coffee.


      “My those girls are attractive. Alice thought, going back into the kitchen. I like Sue Lee’s one-piece casual jumpsuit with that cute reversible jacket—Jane must not be used to our cool weather coming from the Bahamas wearing that white bulky net sweater with the neck collar, but it goes well with those black-and-white striped slacks. What a contrast when those two go out, Dr. Jane is shorter with such a good figure, and that bob blond hair and blue eyes are stunning. Sue Lee is tall and slender—with beautiful green eyes and long black hair tied in a ponytail. I bet together they turn a few male heads.”


      “When we visit Kane today, maybe we will learn more. I also want to see the new book store that he shares with Shorty and hopefully. He will show us his upstairs home.”


      “I’m glad Kane decided to have Jacob live with him. I, too, agree Jacob should not be taking the bus home alone late at night.”


      “It should work out. That apartment is large, and they are used to each other’s quirky habits after all these years of working together more coffee,” Sue Lee asked, holding the pot Alice left for them?


      Jane reached over with her cup, “Just a little, have you worked out anything with Alice about Alex staying here?”


      “Not yet, As you know, Alex has been busy with Sylvester—they are working on the recovery of a painting for the Vienna Museum looted during the war. They received information yesterday pointing to South America. They left in the La Via early this morning and will be gone about a month he told me. If you’re finished, we can leave, but remind me to stop at the post office.  I have a package to mail to Hermione, for her birthday, do you remember the nautical antiques in the Potts Hardware basement, gathered by his grandfather during the Gold Rush from abandoned ships?”


      “I do, but Uncle Jonathan told me everything was sold at auction.”


      “They were, but I found this Antique at a dress shop near the Embarcadero on King Steet. The owner sold it to me.” Sue Lee handed a gold pocket watch to Jane, with a ship’s title inscribed on the outside cover, “La Concorde,” and inside the name, Captain Dosset. “Captain Dosset surrendered his French ship to a pirate who changed the name to Queen Anne’s Revenge.”


      Jane interrupted, “His ship became, Blackbeard’s pirate ship. You bought this in the dress shop?”


      “The owner claimed it was sold to her great grandfather, to grubstake a sailor during the gold rush days. Sailors arrived in San Francisco on ships from all over the world, including the Caribbean. Perhaps, someone brought it as a good-luck charm. There was a lot of mystique about the wild west, everyone wanted to see the Elephant.”


      “See the elephant, Jane raised her eyebrows?”


      “An Americanism, expression, used during the exploration of the West, symbolizes excitement. Supposedly, it started in 1796 in New York, where a live elephant was exhibited. It drew visitors from as far as Pennsylvania and Virginia, making I saw the Elephant into a famous claim of worldly experience, especially if you see the Elephant in San Francisco, do you think she will like it?”


      “Bloody hell, Yes, I like it, who wouldn’t. The story behind it is superb!” Jane said, turning the watch over in her hand.


      “Pocket watches in the seventeenth century, we’re going through changes from a square shape that was suspended on a chain around your neck to a smaller pocket size rounded style. I thought this watch may be appealing to Hermione, who, too, is undergoing changes in her life.”


      “Perhaps, the chain around her neck was Sir, Archibald, now she is free. Maybe we should talk to Jonathan about using her expertise to help Island Art Inquiries?”


      “If so, I’m sure we would have to include her granny, Katie, or somehow find a way to keep her from infiltrating. I don’t believe anyone could do that, according to Hermione.”


      


      Alice could hear the two girls laughing as they left the apartment, knowing she would have the afternoon to herself with few chores left to do. In her old home, she would feel lonely, but now the emptiness was in the past. The thoughts of her husband’s death no longer hunted her. He was a hero for saving the life of a drowning child. Unfortunately, the cold and exertion was too much for Jack. His health was poor. He should have retired long ago from the police force, but he kept on saying, One more year, Alice, just one more. “Well, now I have this lovely home to live in,” Alice stood reminiscing in the past as she dusted the shelves of Asian antiques.


      “Sue Lee’s Uncle Yoshi was some collector. Jack knew him and only mentioned, Yoshi’s Market, where he would stop in on his beat for coffee and talk baseball with Yoshi. Jack had no knowledge of all these collectibles in Yoshi’s home above the store. I don’t believe anyone knew he was a renowned expert on Asian art. Jack only talked about how Yoshi was raising his brother’s daughter, and what a kind man he was. Well, Sue Lee certainly turned out to be a fine woman, Yoshi would be proud, Now I need to get my marketing done. First, I need to check on my film. It was nice of Sue Lee to let me set up a darkroom. I don’t know what I would do without my photography hobby, San Francisco is so photogenic. Alice checked her new pictures taken at the Coit Tower on top of Telegraph Hill. “I just love the views of the city and the bay. Nevertheless, this can wait. I need to get on to the market before I can put my feet up.”
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      “This is a fine thing coming here for our honeymoon Joni. This Alaska wilderness is a wonder,” Danny said, sipping on the hot coffee wrapped in a blanket outside their tent.


      “I knew you would like it,” Joni said with her head on his shoulder, “it is far better than staying in some drab city hotel. I’m so glad we found a camping spot. The views from this mesa are fabulous—oh. Danny, look at the eagle flying out of the mist.”


      Danny wasn’t watching the eagle, but looking at his new bride. She seemed ageless for someone in her fifties, tall, slim with short black hair cut in a pageboy style and gray eyes. Her complexion was a golden tan. Joni ran “Jones Dairy” in Bodega, her husband Joe Passed away fifteen years ago, and they had one child, Sharon, now a nurse.


      Unlike the Jones family dark complexions, Dr. Danny McGregor had long reddish hair that matched his beard, and his skin was light with freckles, but his blue eyes didn’t miss a thing. He turned in time to see the eagle.


      “He blends in with the mountains behind him if it weren’t for the rising sun, we would not have seen him, maybe that’s how he hunts for his breakfast.” Danny was interrupted by a gunshot.


      “Danny, is someone hunting below us?” Joni leaned forward to see over the cliff, but Danny pulled her back when a second shot rang out. “Danny, there’s a man running, and a pickup is chasing him.” Danny again pulled Joni back and covered them with their blanket.


      “We need to stay down and blend in with these rocks,” he said, looking back at the campfire that was smoldering but not enough smoke to be noticed from below. Another gunshot broke the silence of the forest.


      “I don’t like this. We should get out of here and get to our car.”


      “Hold on, Joni, the lad has fallen. We best don’t move yet.” Danny said, looking over the large boulder to see below. “The truck is turning going back.” Danny crawled into their tent and grabbed the first-aid kit from their pack. “I’m going down there. He will need help. Stay here and watch to make sure they don’t come back.”


      “Danny, no, I’m going with you,” she grabbed the pack, “Now, don’t argue, let’s go.”


      They reached the injured man who was holding a gun aimed at them.


      “Easy Laddie, we are here to help, let me take a look at your arm, I’m a doctor,” Danny said just as a loud explosion came from the forest above them, a fireball could be seen in the sky.


      The young man shoved the pistol into his belt “We need to get the hell out of here before they kill us all. Take the animal trail to the left, If you have something in that pack to wrap my arm, do it while we’re moving.”


      Danny’s held his bleeding arm as they quickly went into the forest with Joni behind unwrapping a roll of gauze and passing it up to him.


      Joni looked back and could see a fire where their car was parked, “Who are these people?”


      


      They had been walking for two hours with no sign of pursuit. “Laddie, we should take a rest and let me take a closer look at that arm.”


      “Not yet, we are almost there,” he said, turning following another unseen path.


      Joni was sure of one thing. This guy was a woodsman, also, damn stubborn.


      Another hour and he finally stopped looking up at the trees. Danny followed his line of sight and could see a clump of pines close together.


      The stranger moved forward towards the trees and nearly disappeared into the branches, “Follow me,” He said about to climb a stairway of steel hoops going up the trunk. The stranger almost vanished again as he climbed.


      “Go up Joni, I will be right behind you.”


      “What have we gotten into Danny,” She said as she started to climb?


      Just when Joni was about to see if Danny was following an opening appeared, Joni climbed through, reaching down to help Danny.


      “You are one strong wife,” he said, gasping for air as he rolled over, looking at the ceiling of a cabin in the sky. “What in the hell is this Laddie, and let me see that arm as you explain,” He said, sitting up next to the stranger who was laying on the floor.


      “Welcome to Operation Washtub,” their hosts gasped before passing out.
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