
        
            
                
            
        

    So I was sitting on this beach near Big Sur, a fairly crowded beach as the place goes—there were maybe a dozen people sunbathing, surfing, trying to prevent small children from eating sand—and a scuba diver in full kit came down the stairs, made his difficult way over the rocks.fiip-flopped across the sand and waded into the sea. He swam out past the white line of breakers and the surfers riding the swell, and for a while I could glimpse his snorkel moving to and fro. Eventually I couldn’t see it anymore.
 
It wasn’t until hours later, climbing the stairs to go back to my campsite, that I realized I had never seen him come out of the water.
 
♦    ♦    ♦
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IT WAS TIME TO DIE AGAIN. Some of us don’t like faking our deaths; you have a lot of fuss and worry over making it believable, and then you have to go off someplace else and start over again. I enjoy it, though. In all the centuries I’ve been running around after things the Company wanted, shipping the loot of history up to their offices in the Future, I must have staged a dozen memorable demises. It’s the closest a cyborg like me is ever going to get to the real thing, right? So why not make it stupendous, spectacular, colossal?
 
I’ve died even when I didn’t strictly have to. In the old days you didn’t need to die to assume a new identity, when the Company transferred you. Riding over the horizon was as good as riding off the edge of the world, and if you never came back most mortals assumed you’d died. You could become somebody else, somewhere else, and the chances were astronomical you’d ever meet a mortal who’d known you in your previous incarnation. Even back then, though, your cover could be blown: look at that Martin Guerre guy. That was why I always liked to play it safe and get myself a nice indisputable grave before I moved on to my next posting.
 
And when the twentieth century rolled around, with photos and Social Security numbers and drivers’ licenses, and worse yet to come, it became more important than ever to die convincingly. No loose ends!
 
Still, I kind of hated leaving MGM, then of all times; it was 1938, for crying out loud. The best-ever year for movies was just around the corner: Gone with the Wind was already in pre-production, ditto Ninotchka and The Wizard of Oz, to name but a few. It was going to be swell, which in fact was why the Company was edging me out. They wanted to plant a Facilitator higher up in the studio, to be in a position to do things like grab lost footage from the cutting room floor. You wouldn’t believe what mortals will pay for The Wizard ofOz stuff by the twenty-fourth century.
 
And I’d been there too long, anyway. Joseph Denham, Studio Detective, had done a lot of favors and knew where a lot of bodies were buried. Too many people knew my name. Time to move on.
 
So I set up a death that would make the headlines. Well, Variety’s headlines, at least.
 
Scuba diving hadn’t arrived yet, back then before the war, but diving enthusiasts were already beginning to fool around with homemade apparatus and snorkels. I let all my mortal friends know I had a keen new hobby, and bored them with descriptions of the amateur dive equipment I was buying. Moved from my furnished room in Hollywood to a furnished room in Santa Monica so I could be closer to the sea. Let slip that I wasn’t really all that good a swimmer. There were a few people at the studio already, Garbo among them, who’d have liked nothing better than to see me drown.
 
I met my fellow cyborg Lewis at Musso & Frank’s for one last round of drinks while we went over what he’d tell the cops; that was Friday night. Saturday morning I was off to Santa Monica, where I parked my nice new Ford near the pier, bid it a regretful farewell, and carried my outsized duffel and striped umbrella to the nearest changing rooms.
 
Ten minutes later I was making my awkward way to the sea through all the other striped umbrellas, and, brother, was I a sight to behold. That was the idea, of course.
 
I had on a kind of tight union suit of black wool, with a hood over which I’d fitted a pair of goggles with the breathing tube and its little float clipped to the side. It would have been smarter to have waited to put on the rubber flippers until I was right at the water’s edge, but more people noticed me floundering across the sand with them on. Picking a likely spot, I flop-flopped up to it and set down my things alongside.
 
The couple in beach chairs—old mortals, always pick old mortals for your witnesses because they watch everything and they love to testify to cops—stared at me in amazement as I opened my duffel and spread out a little beach mat. Humming to myself, I laid out a rolled-up towel and opened my striped umbrella and stuck it in the sand at a jaunty angle. Finally the old guy said, as I’d been waiting for him to say:
 
“Christ Almighty, what’re you supposed to be? A frog?”    .
 
“What?” I looked over at him in apparent surprise. “Who, me?”
 
“He’s some kind of diver, Harry,” said the old lady.
 
“Well, you look like a frog to me,” said the old man.
 
“That’s right, ma’am, I’m a diver,” I said, smiling at the old lady. “Not deep-sea, of course, I just sort of swim around the surface and look at stuff. It’s a great hobby. You see a lot of fish.”
 
“Is that so?” said the old lady. “Do you ever see any shipwrecks?”
 
“Oh, sometimes,” I said, fitting my goggles over my eyes, “but you have to be really experienced to explore a wreck, and I’ve only been doing this for a few weeks. I’m not very good at it yet.”
 
“Those things on your feet make you look like a frog,” said the old guy-
 
“Yeah,” I said, shading my eyes to look out at the ocean. “Say, look at those whitecaps! The water’s pretty rough today, isn’t it? I guess I won’t stay out too long. Would you folks mind keeping an eye on my things here, until I come back?” I leaned close to add, in a loud whisper, “My wallet’s in my bag with my driver’s license and everything, you know.”
 
“Sure we will, mister,” said the old lady. “You be careful, now.”
 
“Gee, thanks,” I said, and, squaring my shoulders, flop-flopped on down to the water. Adults stared, children pointed, somebody’s toddler shrieked with terror as I passed. I waded in and turned, once, to wave cheerfully at the old couple. Joseph Denham, confidant to the stars, makes his unforgettable exit!                                                     
 
I paddled around out there for a while, splashing like a clumsy mortal swimming, and I made sure they could see the yellow float bobbing like a lemon on the waves. Farther out, and farther out, just like a mortal getting careless in his enthusiasm. At last I surfaced for a little while, pulling in breath, oxygenating my tissues; then I dove, way deep down, and yanked off the float and let it rise by itself up to the glassy bright roof of the world. Turning, I swam away into the green darkness.
 
I headed north, past Malibu. By the time I was passing Point Mugu, I was pretty sure the old couple would have alerted the lifeguard that I’d failed to come back. The yellow float would have washed ashore, the only trace of me, because of course no body would ever be recovered.
 
There’d be a brief homicide investigation, but I’d made it pretty darned obvious it was a case of accidental death. My will was in a shoebox in my dresser, along with the other papers that had affirmed Joseph Denham’s existence. Lewis would inherit my car and the small change in my bank account, along with the job of notifying the studio. A paragraph in Variety, a short service at Hollywood Memorial, and somebody else would take over my customary spot at the bar at Musso & Frank’s Grill. The hole that Joseph Denham had left at MGM would disappear in a few days.
 
Neat, huh? It certainly beat the last time I died of old age, when I had to lie in my coffin for hours sweating under appliance makeup and listening to the funeral mass drone on and on and on ...
 
And I had no regrets. I’d died in Hollywood before and I knew I’d eat lunch in that town again some day, when my former cronies there were all tucked away under white marble at Hollywood Memorial or being wheeled around the grounds of the Motion Picture Home. The Company always needs a few of its smooth operators in the movie industry, just as it needs us in the mortals’ churches and governments: unobtrusive little guys like me to weight the dice of history now and then, or slip an extra ace into the deck. Nothing too obvious, you understand: somebody helpful standing at his Holiness’s elbow to supply that mot juste when he’s writing a papal encyclical, somebody to remind the senator where he left his pants, somebody to put a particular script where Mr. Hitchcock or Mr. Lucas will just happen to glance at it.
 
Yes, it’s an important job, all right. Most of the time it makes up for having no life of my own.
 
Anyway I cruised on like an eel, ditching the snorkel tube and mask somewhere past Santa Barbara; I didn’t really need them and they dragged in the water. The big heavy flippers I kicked off around Point Conception. Streamlined as a seal, I went my merry immortal way, coming to the surface once in a while to breathe. Night fell and day followed it, and I was still heading north.
 
There’s a place above Cape San Martin called Jade Beach. You really can find jade there, if you’re foolhardy enough to climb down the precarious wooden stairs from the clifftop to the sand far below. If the most recent winter storm hasn’t washed out the stairs anyway, it’s worth the uneasy descent. The place is all serpentine. The cliffs are green, the sand is green, the sea is green as emerald in that little cove. But there’s hardly ever anybody there.
 
I’ve only been there myself because I knew a girl who loved the place, a long time ago before the stairs were built. That’s another story.
 
The point is it’s usually deserted, which was why I’d come up here in my Ford two months earlier, hauling a Company-issue cachebox with me. In it were all the things I’d need to get started with my new identity: paperwork, clothes, keys, money. I’d buried it at the base of the cliff, deep under the gritty cobbles. It had been a lot of work, but all I needed to do now was dig it up. As soon as I did I’d be Leslie Joseph, with papers to prove it, on his way to a hot meal in Monterey and an apartment and a job in San Francisco.
 
It was late afternoon when I turned right and made my way through the kelp forests into the cove. I was dead tired and cold; I figured a couple hours’ snooze on the beach were in order before Leslie Joseph made his entrance. About a mile out I began my ascent to the surface, scanning to be certain there were no mortals around.
 
And, wouldn’t you know it... there was one right on top of me.
 
Literally, I mean. There was a mortal female struggling in the water less than a fathom above my head. As I stared up at her, open-mouthed, she began to sink.
 
Well, I had to do something. My official designation is Preserver, isn’t it? Maybe that was why, without even thinking, I shot upward like a cork and grabbed her, and a second later we broke the surface. All the same, it was a dumb thing to do.
 
We gulped in breath and she gave a feeble scream, staring at me with enormous black eyes. She struggled frantically for a few seconds and then hung limp, so I was able to get us ashore without wasting my breath on argument.
 
Dumb, dumb, dumb. She had to be a suicide; she was fully dressed, and anyway I’ve seen them often enough to know the look mortals get in their eyes when they’re determined to check out. She wouldn’t thank me and I hadn’t done myself any favors, either, by saving her life. What the hell was I going to do with her now?
 
I dragged her up on the sand and dropped her, and she lay there at my feet gasping, with her eyes shut tight.
 
“Please,” she said. “I changed my mind at the end. I really did. I, was trying to swim back. You must have seen that.”                            j
 
I peered down at her. Her hair trailed across her face like seaweed. She was young, maybe twenty, and from her clothes she wasn’t rich, wasn’t a farm girl either. Somebody’s stenographer, maybe? I saw the purse and the battered shoes on the last step of the cliff stair. She’d walked a long way in shoes that were meant to sit side by side under a typing stand.
 
“You shouldn’t have done it,” I said, which was pretty obvious but what else was I going to say?
 
“I’m sorry!” she wept. “Oh, you can’t take me to Hell! Haven’t I been there already, the last two days?” She got up on her knees to clutch at me, and I saw myself reflected in her desperate eyes: black-clad thing with a white face, like Death in The Seventh Seal, and looking none too good after two days in the water either, eyes still sunk back in my head and protective lenses still raised. Okay, she thought I was something supernatural. Maybe I could work with that. I’ve had to impersonate gods in my time, working with mortals, and she seemed half-crazed with fear already.
 
“This is nothing to the fires of Hell,” I said sternly.
 
But the girl was taking in the mundane details of my appearance.-the buttons on my suit, the sagging wool, the stubble on my unshaven face. Her eyes were still frightened, but her lip curled in rage. She looked around. She spotted her worn-out shoes, saw the dead fish stranded a few feet away, saw the broken pop bottles under the stairs.
 
“But this is—everything’s the same!” she shouted. “Everything’s dirty and squalid and it isn’t supposed to be this way still, not when you’ve died! Look atjouf What kind of Angel of Death needs a shave?”
 
“For your information, I’m the Angel of Death by Drowning,” I improvised, summoning all the dignity I could. “I work on a limited budget, okay? And you aren’t exactly dead yet, which is why you still see the world with mortal eyes.”
 
She said something nice young stenographers didn’t often say in 1938, not where they could be heard anyway, and sagged backward and hid her face in her hands.
 
I had three options here. I could let her swim out again and finish the job she’d started, which was what Company policy recommended in a situation like this: we’re not supposed to interfere in their mortal lives. That way I could recover my cache without a witness.
 
I could kill her myself. This would also solve my witness problem, but such action is against official Company policy, yet still happens anyway sometimes, more often than they’ll admit is necessary. I hate killing mortals, though. I almost never do it. Besides, the girl reminded me of somebody I used to know. It made me uncomfortable.
 
I wasn’t sure what my third option was. It probably involved some fast talking. So I cleared my throat and said:
 
“I wouldn’t use that kind of language, if I were you. You might very well be going before the Eternal Throne in a minute or two, and you’re in enough trouble already. What can have been so terrible you’d risk eternal damnation rather than live?”
 
The girl lowered her hands and blinked at me.
 
“Don’t you already know?” she demanded, looking scornful.
 
“Do I look like they give me all the details up there?” I countered, wringing out a fold of my saggy suit. Her look of scorn deepened. I decided to try a cold reading.
 
“I was told something about an office,” I said, and from her face and her pulse and respiration I knew I was right. “There was some trouble there—?”
 
“You can say that again, brother!” the girl said, laughing bitterly. “Ten thousand dollars’ worth of trouble.”
 
“That’s right,” I said. I noticed the grief below the laughter. “And love.”
 
Right again. The laughter died away and her face grew terribly quiet.
 
“That was my own fault,” she said, in a voice a mortal couldn’t have heard below the boom of the surf.
 
“And he deserted you,” I guessed. She flinched. Right again. I usually enjoy batting a thousand, but today it made me feel lousy. Scanning her, I saw that at least she wasn’t pregnant. I sat down on the sand beside her. Love, betrayal—and money. And an office. How did they all fit together? Theft? Embezzlement? I decided to try another angle.
 
“Why aren’t you mad at him?”
 
She didn’t answer right away, but from the way she avoided my gaze, staring out to sea, I could tell I was still on the track. At last she shrugged.
 
“It was my idea, wasn’t it?” she said. “Maybe he’d have come up with the money some other way. He was in so much trouble and it wasn’t his fault he didn’t know how to live on a salary, you see. His people had always had money! Not like mine. He was raised with higher expectations. So then . . . once I’d told him about the Friday afternoon deposits, when I saw the way his face lit up ... well, I knew we had to do it.”
 
“You still love him,” I said. I wasn’t guessing on that one; I knew, and so would anybody else, mortal or immortal, who saw her face as she watched the green water rolling in.
 
“I think he must have gotten scared,” she said. “I’m sure he didn’t plan it. I guess he got to worrying, with me asleep there and unable to reassure him. I guess he thought it would be just me the police would be looking for. Maybe he was afraid of what his family would think, if we were caught and it got into the papers.”
 
Rich boy down on his luck meets poor girl who works at office, I thought to myself. He needs cash. She figures out a way to abscond with office’s money. What happens next? They grab the loot, go on the run and then, while she’s asleep in a room somewhere, the boyfriend ditches the girl. But not without—
 
“He took the money, and you still love him,” I said.
 
She sighed. “I can’t help that,” she said.
 
“So when you woke up and found him gone, leaving you broke with the law after you, you came here,” I said grimly. She looked at me.
 
“I didn’t mean to,” she said. “I walked out to the highway and I hitchhiked. I slept in the woods. I got a ride with a truck driver, but he kept asking me questions and I didn’t know what to tell him. So the next time a farm came in sight I said that was where I lived and he let me out there. I just walked on. I came here and saw the stairs going down. That was when I decided. It seemed like a good idea at the time.”
 
Her voice was listless.
 
“It all seems so stupid. I didn’t think I was stupid. I guess I deserve whatever happens now.”
 
I didn’t say anything for a minute. Some mortals deserve to die. The boyfriend deserved to die, wherever he was, but there wasn’t anything I could do about him.
 
“What you did, you did for love,” I told the girl. “But you were betrayed. Honey, that’s one of the oldest tricks in the book, what he pulled on you! He used you to get the money and then dropped you like a rock. It’s not your fault.”
 
I wasn’t making her feel better. I made an effort to control my temper. She shivered and looked out at the water again. The sun had gone down by this time and the temperature was dropping fast.
 
“Is my body still out there, on the bottom of the bay?” she asked.
 
“No,” I said. “You’re still in your body. You’re only conditionally dead. That’s why you’re still feeling the cold and wet. We have to talk about this some more, but I’m going to make a fire first.”
 
“The Angel of Death by Drowning builds campfires?” she said wearily.
 
“Yeah,” I told her. I got up and looked around. Up the beach, left high and dry by last winter’s tides, was a chunk of redwood log maybe three feet in diameter. I climbed up to it, lifted it as though it weighed nothing, and brought it back to where the girl sat. She stared up at me, wide-eyed, and any doubts she might have had about my supernatural nature were gone.
 
“Here we go,” I said, and setting it down above the tideline I went into hyperfunction and busted the whole thing into a huge mound of punky splintered kindling.
 
“See, we’ve still got some things to work out,” I said. “Think of this as a hearing to determine whether or not you’re going to stand trial.” I looked around for a sharp stick and did the twirling thing to make a fire, that almost never works at ordinary mortal speed but works in hyperfunction just fine. A little bright flame jetted up silently, slid along the splintered wood and began to eat into it.
 
She had watched all this in shock, staring. Yes! I had her attention now, all right, that was terror and awe in her black eyes, and it didn’t matter anymore that my union suit sagged or my chin was unshaven. I loomed against a background of dancing flame and held out my arms like Leopold Stokowski giving a command to the string section.
 
“Do you truly repent your sin?” I asked her. She nodded mutely.
 
“Do you see the man who betrayed you for the cheap liar he is?” I demanded. “Not loving you, not worthy of your love?”
 
Her face twisted and she drew a ragged breath and said, “Yes.”
 
“What would you do with your life, if it were given back to you?”
 
Was that hope leaping up in her eyes, or just the reflection of the fire? “I—I’d start over. Somehow! I’d never be such a fool again. I’d try and earn enough to send the money back to Mr. Jensen.”
 
“Are you telling me the truth?”
 
“Yes!” she cried. “I don’t know how I’d do it, but I swear that’s what I’d do!”
 
“Then come to me, mortal child,” I intoned, holding out my hand, “And I will give you your life back.”
 
She rose and took my hand and I pulled her close, so she could get warm and dry by the fire, but her arms went around me and her mouth fastened desperately on mine.
 
Look, I didn’t think that was going to happen. We’re immortals but we’re not all-knowing. I’d have thought it was the last thing that poor kid wanted. She did want it, though, she’d come there in the first place hoping something would ravage her; the least I could do was keep the experience sort of spiritual.
 
So I played Azrael, or some kind of angel anyway, there by the fire on that dark beach between life and death.
 
 
 
She slept like a baby, curled up in the firelight. Her face was so peaceful. I sat a few paces away with my head in my hands, feeling like thirty cents.
 
After a while of gloomy meditation on stuff that would only depress you if I described it, I got up and found her purse. Sitting down, I went through its contents.
 
There were some keys on a ring. A coin purse containing three pennies and a dime. A pencil. A dime-store fountain pen. A comb. A compact and a tube of lipstick. A bottle of nail polish and an emery board. A leather case containing a Social Security card issued to Cora Luciano. Two letters and a photograph.
 
I read the letters. They were from the guy. He was so smooth, so polished, he might have copied every word out of a romance novel. How could she have believed him for a minute? But she didn’t understand professional deceivers. I do, being in that line of work myself.
 
I looked at the photograph too. It had been taken at an amusement park, I guess, not long ago. They were standing against a rail in front of a carousel. His arm was around her. He was tall, handsome, had a well-dressed Ivy League WASP kind of look to him. Bastard. Beside him she looked small and shabby and dark, poor little office clerk. Radiantly happy, of course.
 
Bastard.
 
Old, old story, nothing new to me. I still wanted to find the guy and kill him.
 
I knew, in the back of my mind, why this was making me so sore. It had to do with this green place and another girl who’d come here once, whose life had been wrecked by a smooth-talking mortal man.
 
That girl hadn’t died here. She can’t die, much as she’d like to.
 
I couldn’t help her. I never can.
 
 
 
After a while I got up and looked at Cora, studying her critically. I took the letters, the photograph and the Social Security card and fed them to the fire.
 
I walked away down the beach to where I’d buried my cachebox and dug it up. Retrieving some of the stuff inside, I went back to the fire and sat down to work.
 
The Company had a neat little document alteration device back then, issued to most field personnel. It looked like a fountain pen. Actually when you unscrewed the cap the business end was a fountain pen,’ and if you were a cyborg or even just a really good forger, you could imitate typed letters with it that nobody could tell hadn’t been formed on a machine. When you reversed the device, though, when you took off the smaller cap on the other end, there was an itty-bitty laser that was delicate enough to remove the ink on paper fibers without removing the fibers underneath.
 
I did the birth certificate first. All I had to change on that was the gender and year of birth; 1913 became 1918.1 deleted my signature on the Social Security card. She’d have to sign it herself, when she became Miss Leslie Joseph. I thanked God we were still in the paper age; doing something like this in, say, 1998 would be a nightmare.
 
I’d have to make myself up a new birth certificate and Social Security card, of course, and I’d have to change the name on my new driver’s license—I thought of calling myself Angelo Morte, but the Company frowns on obvious stuff like that. They prefer names that don’t draw attention. I settled on William Joseph. Boring, but with luck I’d only have to use it for a few decades. Bill Joseph. Yeah. I could be a Bill Joseph.
 
I had everything stashed away again by the time I woke her. The sky was just beginning to get light.
 
“Cora.”
 
“Hm?” She opened her eyes and then sat up abruptly, staring at me. “Oh, my God. I thought you—”
 
“You thought I was a dream? Almost. Listen to me, Cora, I’m going back now and I don’t have a lot of time.” I hunkered down beside her. “You’ve been given a new life. Cora Luciano died out there in the water, and so did all her mistakes. You’re Leslie Joseph now, understand?”
 
“Leslie Joseph,” she repeated, and she didn’t understand but she was trying to.
 
“That’s right,” I said, and held up her birth certificate. “See? Here’s your proof. You’re twenty years old and you’ll be twenty-one next March. Here’s your Social Security card. Sign your name, Leslie.” I held it out to her with the pen from her purse. Wonderingly, she signed Leslie Joseph.
 
“Great,” I said, and taking the card I slipped it into the leather case that had held her old one. Next I held up a thick wad of cash. “Thousand dollars, mostly in tens and twenties. You know better than to flash it, though, right, Leslie? You’re a smart girl. Stick it down in the bottom of your purse, peel off a ten and keep it at the top.” I put the money in her hands.
 
“You’re going to put on your shoes and go up the stairs over there and walk north along the highway. Hitchhike, only if you can find another woman to give you a ride. When you get to Monterey, buy yourself all new clothes. New shoes. New handbag. New makeup, too, in different shades. Ditch all of Cora’s things. Buy a bus ticket to San Francisco and once you get there, buy a train ticket to New York. Get on that train and never look back.”
 
I got to my feet and backed away from her, into the waves.
 
“You’ll be fine in New York, Leslie. It’s a big place, lots of opportunities, and nobody knows anybody back there. You’ll find an apartment. You’ll find an office job. Maybe you’ll even find a nice guy. But nobody, and I mean nobody, is ever again going to talk you into doing something you know is bad for you. Okay? You got all that, Leslie?”
 
She nodded as if mesmerized, watching me as I retreated. The water was up to my chest now, the swell was breaking over my shoulders.
 
“You’re one lucky mortal, Leslie,” I called to her. “You just got handed the break of your life. It’s up to you what happens now.”
 
I sank into the dark water and swam away under the surface. I didn’t come up again until I was far enough out that she couldn’t see me.
 
I could see her, though. She had put on her shoes and was climbing the stairs in a determined kind of way. I watched as she got up to the road, took a firm grip on her purse and marched away into the morning.
 
She didn’t look back.
 
*     *     *
 
The cachebox was already breaking up—they’re not meant to be reused after the seal is broken—so my Bill Joseph clothes were full of sand, but at least they were dry, and I was able to warm myself up some over the smoking embers of the fire. I stuffed my new wallet in my pocket, slung on my knapsack, climbed the stairs and walked south as far as Gorda, where I ate enough breakfast for three guys.
 
Then I talked a mortal into giving me a ride as far as San Luis Obispo. He was a nice mortal. I told him all about Bill Joseph, how I was a twenty-five-year-old guy from Santa Rosa, how I lived on Nineteenth Avenue in San Francisco, how I was hiking down here on vacation from my job, which was in a car dealership at Market and Van Ness, how I thought Hitler was a bum and there was probably going to be a war soon and how my favorite song was Harbor Lights, how my mother was dead and my father’d raised me ... on and on, and I got the mortal to believe it all. By the time I got on the train at San Luis, I almost believed it myself.
 
Bill Joseph enlisted when the war broke out, got himself a nice post as a general s aide, and was right there when the Supreme Allied Command broke into places like Berchtesgaden and Merkers, where the Nazis had stored all kinds of treasure they’d looted from museums and private collections. Bill Joseph knew what happened to a lot of stuff that was never accounted for. He died under mysterious circumstances, though, before anybody could ask him about it. Drowned in the Danube, poor guy. No body was ever found.
 
Leslie Joseph didn’t drown. She went to New York just like I told her to, like the good kid she really was. I found her after the war, though I didn’t let her spot me following her around. We’re not supposed to do stuff like that, but, well, we do, and anyway I was so happy when 1 saw she’d gotten over that bastard who’d screwed her up.
 
She met an ordinary guy. He ran a store. She married him. They ran the store together then and had three kids. They were as blissful as mortals who have three kids can be. They were celebrating their fortieth wedding anniversary around the time I went to work for Mr. Spielberg at Universal. Great happy ending, huh?
 
I wish to God it was that easy for us. 
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