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IN TRO DUC TION, by Don ald E.
West lake

�ere’s a step be tween a novel and a se ries, and it’s a tricky
one, over which more than one per son has stum bled. It’s
known as the se quel. A novel can be any thing from won der ful
to hor ri�c, and a se ries may con tain highs and lows, but the se‐ 
quel, the sec ond book about the same char ac ters in the same
mi lieu, car ries a heavy bur den in deed: It must an swer the ques‐ 
tion, “Can he do it again?”

I have been yoked to a few se ries, and it seems to me the
best way to leap the sec ond-book hur dle is not to do it on pur‐ 
pose. �at is, not to start the �rst book with the idea that it’s a
se ries. �at way, if a sec ond book comes along it does so not
be cause you’ve al ready com mit ted your self to pro duc ing the
damn thing, but be cause a story or theme or some other el e‐ 
ment just seems too per fectly matched to the char ac ters and
set ting from that pre vi ous book, so that you can come at them
fresh, you can make it new.

Well, it works for me. If you’ll for give some per sonal his tory,
that’s the way I backed into a se ries I still seem to be do ing, so
nat u rally I give my self high marks for the bril liance of hav ing
de vised the method. Or, as some one once said, if it weren’t for
hind sight I wouldn’t have any sight at all.
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On the other hand, if I’d known I was cre at ing se ries char‐ 
ac ters, I prob a bly wouldn’t have named them Dort munder and
Kelp. One of them af ter a Ger man beer, the other af ter sea‐ 
weed. (When he was do ing the screen play for the �lm adap ta‐ 
tion of the �rst Dort munder novel, �e Hot Rock, William
Gold man kept shak ing his head over those names, giv ing me
pity ing looks. Af ter all, he names his char ac ters things like
Butch Cas sidy and the Sun dance Kid.)

In my de fense, I have to point out that I’d writ ten a lot of
books over the years that hadn’t mi tosed, so there was no par‐ 
tic u lar rea son to sup pose that I would ever have to go back and
re hire Dort munder and Kelp af ter they’d �n ished stum bling
and com plain ing their way through that �rst plot of mine. So
what did it mat ter if I gave them ab surd names, or sad dled
John Dort munder with a strip per ex-wife who, in seven books
and �ve short sto ries, has never once put in an ap pear ance?

But then.… Ah, well. �en I drove past a bank on Route 23
in north ern New Jer sey that was be ing torn down with a new
bank to be built on the same foun da tion, and in the in terim the
bank was op er at ing out of a mo bile home next door. I drove
past this bank, to tell the truth, twice a week for nearly a year
—I never said I was a quick study—be fore it sud denly oc curred
to me that an en ter pris ing fel low could back a truck up to that
bank and drive it away. And that I had just the guys for the
job. Not be ing goaded by ne ces sity, or a long-range plan, or in
fact any plan at all, I could get to gether with those guys and
have just as much fun as the �rst time.

A to tally diff er ent chain of events led to the very �rst se ries
I was ever in den tured to. I had writ ten a few nov els, pub lished
in hard cover by Ran dom House, and it seemed to me it would
be nice to have some thing pub lished as a pa per back orig i nal.
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By Gold Medal, for pref er ence. So I wrote a book about a pro‐ 
fes sional thief, a re venge story full of tough stuff, and at the
end the cops ar rested the thief and that was that. I put a pen
name on it—Richard, for Richard Wid mark, whose per for‐ 
mance in Kiss of Death en cap su lat ed some of the �a vor I was
try ing for, and Stark, be cause that’s what I wanted the lan guage
to be—and the �rst thing that hap pened was that Gold Medal
turned it down. �en an ed i tor at Pocket Books named Buck‐ 
lyn Moon called and said, “Is there any way you can let Parker
es cape and give me three books a year about him?” Turned out,
there was.

Well, that sec ond book was sim ple to write; all I had to do
was spend �fty thou sand words clean ing up the loose ends I’d
left in the �rst book, when I hadn’t known it was go ing to be a
se ries. A lot of mean hard peo ple were af ter Parker (not be ing a
se ries char ac ter in the orig i nal con cep tion, he hadn’t needed a
�rst name, and never did get one), I mean in ad di tion to the
po lice, so the �rst thing I had to do was give him plas tic
surgery so none of his old friends would rec og nize him. �en
there was money left un ac counted for, charac ters who hadn’t
been fully re solved; gen eral morn ing-af ter cleanup. In fact,
books two through �ve of that se ries all come out of the same
tidy ing process ne ces si tated by the cir cum stances that book
num ber one wasn’t go ing to be a se ries.

�en there was Mitch To bin, an ex-cop driven by a sense of
guilt. I de lib er ately set out to do a se ries that time, us ing yet
an oth er pen name, Tucker Coe, and Mitch sur vived �ve books
be fore run ning down. �e char ac ter slowly con sumed him self,
like a lit cigar in an ash tray. �at’s what hap pens when you do
it on pur pose.
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John D. Mac Don ald did the most clever se ries launch I
know of, with Travis McGee. He wrote the �rst three books si‐ 
mul ta ne ously, do ing a chap ter or two here, then a chap ter or
two over there, then a chap ter or two down the hall, and then
com ing back. Which meant none of them was the se quel.

I don’t know what Dick Lupoff s plan was when he �rst
shook hands with Ho bart Lind sey and said, “You’re hired,” and
I have no in ten tion of ask ing. In the �rst place, writ ers usu ally
don’t know why the hell they’re do ing what they’re do ing, and
in the sec ond place, if they do know, they’re al most al ways
wrong. And in the third place, re gard less of how lit tle they
know about their own in ten tions, they will an swer the ques‐ 
tion, and at length. So, like aca demics ev ery where, I’ll much
pre fer to study the Rosetta Stone at hand, with out, if you don’t
mind, any pesky in ter fer ence from the au thor.

So here’s what I think. I think Dick Lupoff had been
around mys tery writ ers so long that he sim ply couldn’t hold out
any longer and had to try his hand at one—like Charles Dick‐ 
ens hang ing out with Wilkie Collins—but that he de cided to
sur round him self, in this un known ter ri tory, with a lot of fa mil‐ 
iar land scapes and ar ti facts. So the world his hero had to deal
with was a world of fan dom, nos tal gia and pulp se ri ous ness. (I
don’t mean pulp se ri ous ness like Race Williams be ing se ri ously
ir ri tated at the very pres ence of a but ler in front of him, I mean
the se ri ous ness about pulp col lectors and fans and deal ers.) �is
was a world Dick knew, so Dick could spend the whole book
ex plain ing to his hero facts and anec dotes that Dick al ready
found of in ter est.

And which would im prove the hero.
Now, that’s pretty clever. �e Comic Book Killer be comes a

full-length re cruit ing pitch for Dick’s own per sonal in ter ests.
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Ho bart Lind sey is a dull per son, more dead than alive, who
comes to ra di ant life when ex posed to things that in ter est Dick
Lupoff. He’s hu man ized, sen si tized, and made more at trac tive
to women. Step right up!

How ever, since Dick is also warm hearted, in tel li gent and a
�ne writer, in ad di tion to the �endish clev er ness we’ve just
win kled out. �e Comic Book Killer is more than a re cruit ing
poster, more than an an i mated es say about the world of col lect‐ 
ing. �e story is beau ti fully tricky and com plex and sat is fy ing,
the char ac ters are be liev able and in ter act won der fully, and the
com ing to sen si tive life of the hero is gen tly and sym pa thet i‐ 
cally done.

So can he do it again?
Of course not. As I say, I have no idea whether or not Dick

had it in mind to do a Ho bart Lind sey se ries when he be gan,
but he had to know that the most cen tral el e ment in the �rst
book was un re peat able. Un less he gave Ho bart—Bart, I feel I
can call him—a lo bot omy be tween books, there was no way he
could have the same hero wake up from his dull half-dead state
and dis cover the beau ties of the world around him more than
once. Bart may have fur ther ad ven tures—I hope he does—but
they will be hap pen ing to a very diff er ent char ac ter from the
one who be gan the �rst book.

Quite sen si bly, what Dick did in stead was shift his at ten tion
to the other sig ni�  cant el e ment of the �rst book, the char ac ter‐ 
is tics of the col lec tor. �e 1928 Due sen berg whose theft ini ti‐ 
ates this new story is no longer an ac tual au to mo bile—even
though it’s driven more than once in the course of the story—
but is a me mento, a relic of an other time. Its pur pose is not
trans porta tion but re mem brance.
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Nos tal gia, re mem brance, a move ment into other times; that
was the source of the co he sion of the �rst book, and it has be‐ 
come the sub ject of the sec ond. From the in tro duc tion of a col‐ 
orized Casablanca on page one, �e Clas sic Car Killer is an ex‐ 
tended con tem pla tion of the ques tion of our proper re la tion‐ 
ship with mem ory.

And, al though the novel is light and at times re fresh ingly
funny, it is also true that any ex tended con sid er a tion of time
must be tinged with sad ness, a sad ness Dick doesn’t deny, and
which is at its most poignant in the per son of Bart’s mother,
who moves through time willy-nilly, un like the oth ers who
choose to re place the present with some other era in which they
be lieve they can feel more at home.

Be cause of print, and �lm, and tape, we can live at least part
of our lives in other eras. More than any one in any pre ced ing
cen tury, we can move at will across time, and all time be comes
now. “Is that a re run?” some body asks, peer ing at the TV
screen, and � nally the ques tion doesn’t mat ter. Noth ing, or very
lit tle, dis ap pears. If the cur rently pop u lar is not pop u lar with
you, yes ter day’s big hits are still on tap. If you �nd this mo ment
in his tory un com fort able, a poor �t, try an other.

It is this phe nom e non, the way our cul ture has made tem po‐ 
ral no mads of us all, that Dick Lupoff taps into with Ho bart
Lind sey. In the �rst Bart story, the theme was sounded, a clar‐ 
ion call that woke the hero from his non-ex is tence and in tro‐ 
duced him to the world of shift ing time. Now, with earned as‐ 
sur ance, Bart be gins to get a han dle on what this means, that
the so lu tion to a mys tery can ex ist in an other time en tirely (not
like Ross Mac don ald’s Archer nov els, which weren’t about time
at all, re ally, but about the con cept of fam ily), that events echo
through time, and that he can be the mas ter, time the ser vant.
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So he’s done it. Dick Lupoff made the slight shift nec es sary
to turn a novel into a novel with a se quel, and he brought it off.
Good. Now I’m ready for the se ries.
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CHAP TER ONE

Some body had gone to a lot of trou ble to col orize Casablanca.
It takes a lot of work, a lot of com puter time, and a lot of
money to turn an old black-and-white movie into a full-scale
mod ern pro duc tion with blue skies, red wine, skin-col ored
skin, and blood-col ored blood.

But Mother in sisted on watch ing it with the TV con trols set
to turn ev ery thing back into shades of gray.

Ho bart Lind sey sighed as the an cient air liner lum bered into
the North African night. He couldn’t see much of the plane,
but it was prob a bly a DC-3. �ey don’t build air lin ers the way
they used to, Lind sey thought. �e jet lin ers that all the air lines
used nowa days were generic. No per son al i ties like they had in
the old days. Worse even than mod ern cars.

�e screen faded to the fa mil iar Warner Broth ers end-logo
as Rick Blaine and Louis Re nault walked arm-in-arm into the
fog while Vic tor Las zlo and his wife, Ilsa Lund, es caped the
Javert-like pur suit of Ma jor Hein rich Strasser. Bog art and
Rains, Hen reid and Bergman and Con rad Veidt. �ey didn’t
make ac tors like they used to, ei ther.

Lind sey had sat through the pic ture twenty times. Or was it
�fty? He rec og nized the great ness of the �lm, but it was
Mother who in sisted on watch ing it ev ery time they showed it
on ca ble, and if it didn’t turn up for a few weeks she would
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make him rent it on tape for her. He al most en joyed the trips
to Vid/Vid/Vid to look over the lat est re leases and the clas sics
sec tion.

�e tele phone’s in tru sive bur bling brought Ho bart Lind sey
back into the present. He left Mother sit ting on the dark blue
sofa. Let her stay in the past, he thought. She was hap pier
there than in the present, bet ter able to han dle her wid ow hood.
She wan dered in time. Most of ten she thought that Dwight
Eisen hower was just start ing his pres i dency and Josef Stalin
was men ac ing the Free World and that her hus band—Ho bart’s
fa ther—was alive and was serv ing on the de stroyer Lewis ton off
the coast of North Ko rea and was go ing to come back to her
some day. Ho bart moved past the ta ble still lit tered with the
empty con tain ers that had held their Sat ur day din ner of egg
rolls and chow mein and shrimp in lob ster sauce and moved to
an swer the call.

�e voice that came over the tele phone line was un pleas‐ 
antly fa mil iar. “Lind sey, I’m glad you’re home. You’d bet ter hus‐ 
tle down to Oak land and han dle this. Now!”

Lind sey moaned in wardly. �ere was no mis tak ing the voice
and man ner of Harden at Re gional. Lind sey had spo ken with
him of ten enough, but al ways from the offi ce. And he’d even
met him a cou ple of times. But Harden’s phon ing Lind sey at
home was un prece dented. And on Sat ur day night, just when
he was start ing to feel happy and re laxed, half way through a
pleas ant week end!

“What hap pened in Oak land, Mr. Harden?”
“You’d know if you put in a few more hours, Lind sey. What

time is it out there in fruits-and-nuts land?”
Lind sey looked at his Seiko. He’d moved up from a Timex,

and ev ery time he checked his watch he ex pe ri enced a mixed
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rush of pride and guilt. Pride in the gleam ing time piece, and
guilt for adding need lessly to the bal ance of pay ments de�cit.

“It’s ten min utes be fore twelve.”
“Yes. I don’t sup pose you’ve checked the in com ing claims

tape lately, have you?’
“I check it ev ery morn ing, Mr. Harden. Ms. Wilbur or I

take ev ery call that comes in dur ing busi ness hours, per son ally.”
“You un der stand the In ter na tional Surety KlameNet Pro‐ 

gram, don’t you?”
“Yes, sir.” Lind sey had been briefed when the KlameNet

sys tem went in. Ev ery In ter na tional Surety offi ce in the world
was hooked into a re gional com puter cen ter, and those were all
linked to the com pany’s world wide data-ex change sys tem.
KlameNet logged ev ery in com ing claim, whether it came
though the branches’ own com put ers or off the overnight mes‐ 
sage tapes that the smaller offi ces used.

“You can ac cess your offi ce from your home, Lind sey. Isn’t
that right?”

Lind sey nod ded un con sciously, then said, “Yes, sure.”
“�en why haven’t you done any thing about this claim? It

came in more than an hour ago!”
“It’s night time, Mr. Harden. It’s Sat ur day night, for heaven’s

sake. I’m at home. I would have got the claim off the tape �rst
thing Mon day morn ing. In the mean while, I’m sure the proper
au thor i ties know about it. What is it, a life claim? An auto ac‐ 
ci dent? I have my mother to look af ter. And I have a life out‐ 
side the offi ce, you know.” Lind sey wiped his brow with a
hand ker chief. It was a chilly night, but talk ing with Harden
made him per spire.

“Look, Lind sey, I’m not go ing to �ght with you. I’m just
telling you to get your self in gear. You have a pen cil handy?
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Write this down. �is is a mo tor ve hi cle theft claim.” He read
the ac count and pol icy num bers, claim-log num ber, time-
stamp of the claim, es ti mated time of the theft.

Lind sey wrote, try ing to keep up with Harden’s dic ta tion.
Why all the fuss over a stolen car? �ey were among the com‐ 
mon est of all claims that he han dled for In ter na tional Surety,
the amounts tended to be fairly low, and the re cov ery rate was
the high est of any class of stolen goods. Cars all had en gine
num bers, they all had to be reg is tered with the state, they were
bulky and highly vis i ble and had to be used in pub lic to be used
at all. It was easy to steal a car, but it was very hard to keep it
and not get caught.

So why such an up roar over a claim that would prob a bly
amount to $10,000 or less?

“You get that amount, did you, Lind sey? Didn’t mis place a
dec i mal?”

“Uh—would you re peat that, Mr. Harden? You’re go ing a
lit tle fast for me.”

Harden ex haled an grily into the re ceiver. “�e amount is
$425,000, Lind sey. �at’s four, two, �ve, comma, zero, zero,
zero, dol lars, Lind sey. Did you get that?”

Lind sey gulped. “Four hun dred twenty �ve thou sand?”
Harden growled. “�at’s right. I know you’re dumb but

you’re not deaf, any way.”
“But—what kind of car could that be? Even a Rolls—”
“It was a 1928 fuck ing SJ Due sen berg Con vert ible Phaeton,

Lind sey. Stolen from in front of some thing called the Kleiner
Man sion in Oak land. You fa mil iar with the Kleiner Man sion?”

“I’m not sure. It sounds fa mil iar.” He thought for a mo‐ 
ment, search ing for an er rant mem ory. “Got it! �ey used it on
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the cover of the Oak land phone book a few years ago. I must
have seen it at the offi ce.”

“Yeah. Well, you high tail it out there, cow boy, and see what
the fuck is go ing on.”

“It’s my week end, Mr. Harden.”
“It’s $425,000, Lind sey. You’re a pro fes sional. We don’t pay

you to be a clock watcher.”
Harden didn’t have to go on with the im plied threat. Lind‐ 

sey knew what it was, he’d heard it of ten enough.
“I—I’ll get right out there, Mr. Harden.”
Harden was still on the line, grum bling loudly.
“I’m sorry, Mr. Harden. I didn’t get the name of the owner.”
“Yeah, well you ought to pay more at ten tion. I told you, this

is an other one of those fruit-and-nut cases you seem to spe cial‐ 
ize in, Lind sey. �e car is owned by some thing called the New
Cal i for nia Smart Set, what ever the hell that means. Prob a bly a
nancy so cial club. �ey were hav ing some kind of shindig at
this Kleiner Man sion. �ey only roll the Dusie a cou ple of
times a year, for su per-spe cial oc ca sions. And now it’s gone!”

“Okay, Mr. Harden. I’m on my way.” He started to lower
the re ceiver, then stopped. “Uh—Mr. Harden. Who phoned in
the re port? Not the whole club, did they?”

“I thought you’d never ask, Lind sey. You might have a fu ture
with this cor po ra tion af ter all. Claim came in from the pres i‐ 
dent of the out �t. Guy named Oliver van Arndt. He’s wait ing
at the man sion.”

Harden hung up with out an other word. �at was in char ac‐ 
ter for him. He’d never been ex actly Mr. Charm, and Lind sey
knew that Harden was both feared and dis liked through out In‐ 
ter na tional Surety. But he seemed to take spe cial plea sure in
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ha rass ing Ho bart Lind sey, es pe cially since the in ci dent of the
mil lion-dol lar comic books.

Ac tu ally, they were only a quar ter-mil lion dol lars’ worth of
comics. �ey’d been bur gled from a shop in Berke ley, and
Lind sey had re cov ered them for the com pany, sav ing In ter na‐ 
tional Surety a bun dle. Harden had tried to call Lind sey off the
case near its end, but Lind sey had per sisted, putting his job on
the line.

Some job!
And then he’d per sisted fur ther, and with the help of Berke‐ 

ley Po lice Offi  cer Mar via Plum had not only re gained all the
stolen goods, but solved three bizarrely in ter con nected mur‐ 
ders.

�at was now in the past. Lind sey had en joyed his prover‐ 
bial �f teen min utes of fame. He’d en joyed a brief, in tense re la‐ 
tion ship with Mar via, and that alone had been a mir a cle in his
drab life.

Lind sey was a pudgy, unath letic, undis tin guished offi ce
worker who lived in a lower-mid dle-class sec tion of a medium
sized bed room com mu nity a few miles east of San Fran cisco
Bay. His life was a study in dull ness. Un til sud denly he was en‐ 
gaged in car-chases and shoot-outs, hop ping on and off air lin‐ 
ers, and—most re mark able of all—bed ding an amaz ing
woman. Him, drab white bread Ho bart Lind sey, sleep ing with a
spec tac u lar-�g ured black po lice woman.

But it had ended. He’d won the praise of his em ployer’s na‐ 
tional offi ce and the seething jeal ousy of his im me di ate su pe‐ 
rior, Harden at Re gional. He’d gone back to his rou tine life of
pro cess ing claims by day, keep ing an eye on his men tally un sta‐ 
ble mother by night.
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He blinked. A recorded voice on the tele phone was telling
him to hang up and try again. How long had he been sit ting
there, hold ing the dead in stru ment in his hand, re liv ing the
one brief time in his thirty-six years that he’d re ally been alive.

* * * *

Lind sey got Mother off to bed, then jumped in his Hyundai
and headed for the free way. He liked to avoid Oak land. It was
as bad, in its own way, as Berke ley or San Fran cisco, or those
ridicu lous com mu ni ties up in Marin County. �ere must be
some thing about liv ing too close to all that wa ter that brought
out the aber rant in peo ple. Mankind had climbed out of the
pri mal swamp in or der to live on land a long time ago, and on
land was where he be longed!

He found Lake Mer ritt eas ily enough and drove around it
un til the Kleiner Man sion loomed up, eas ily rec og niz able from
its de pic tion on the old tele phone di rec tory. It looked like
some thing out of a Charles Ad dams car toon. He ex pected to
see Mor ti tia and Gomez ca vort ing on the lawn. �e Alameda
County Court house rose nearby, and East Four teenth Street,
the main ar te rial that ran all the way from mostly black west
Oak land through the city’s strug gling down town and out to
sub ur ban San Le an dro, car ried light traffi c past the lake.

Coule be he was get ting an other chance. A stolen car, a rou‐ 
tine claim—or maybe not. A sixty-year-old Due sen berg worth
nearly half a mil lion dol lars was far from rou tine. Was it time
for La m ont Cranston to put on his slouch hat and cloak and
turn into the Shadow? Was it time for Bruce Wayne to draw
down his cowl and his cape while Al fred the but ler warmed up
the Bat mo bile for a mid night prowl?
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A white Oak land po lice cruiser stood in front of the Kleiner
Man sion, its roof lights �ash ing.

Lind sey parked his Hyundai be side the cruiser and scam‐ 
pered up the front steps of the man sion, pat ting his pock ets to
make sure that he had his note book and pen cil with him.

�e Kleiner Man sion had a broad Vic to rian ve randa. A uni‐ 
formed Oak land po lice offi  cer was talk ing with a man and two
women, ask ing them ques tions and jot ting down their re‐ 
sponses.

When Lind sey ap proached, the cop turned. “Who are you?”
Lind sey in tro duced him self, handed each of the oth ers his

busi ness card.
�e cop stud ied the card, then Lind sey, then the card once

more. Lind sey was wear ing a heavy sweater over a cot ton shirt
and slacks. He hadn’t changed be fore leav ing Wal nut Creek.
Maybe he should have, he thought, but it was too late to do
any thing about that now.

“Okay, Mr. Lind sey. Your com pany car ries the pol icy on the
Due sen berg?”

Lind sey nod ded. �e cop had a tan, His panic face with high
cheek bones, dark liq uid eyes, heavy black eye brows and a thick
han dle bar mous tache. His speech was un ac cented.

“You can get a copy of the po lice re port some time Mon day,
but I don’t sup pose you want to wait that long to get in volved,
do you?”

Lind sey shook his head.
“Okay. �is is Ms. Smith. She’s the res i dent man ager of the

Kleiner Man sion. And Mr. and Mrs. van Arndt, of the New
Cal i for nia Smart Set. I’m headed out of here. And you might
as well have one of mine.” He handed Lind sey a busi ness card.
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It read, Os car Gutiér rez, Oak land Po lice De part ment, and it
had a phone num ber on it.

Lind sey slid the card into his pocket or ga nizer and looked
up to see the po lice cruiser pull out of the Kleiner Man sion
drive way. Gutiér rez was gone.

“Mr. van Arndt, Mrs. van Arndt, Ms. Smith—maybe we
should step in side and you can give me some facts.”

“Don’t you want to look at the scene �rst?” van Arndt spoke.
He was a tall man, taller than Lind sey by sev eral inches. He
wore an old-fash ioned tuxedo with silken lapels and a wing-
col lar shirt and a bow tie that looked as if he’d tied it him self.
His hair was parted just off cen ter, slicked back with a glossy
sub stance that shim mered in the lights that sur rounded Lake
Mer ritt. His up per lip bore a pen cil-thin mous tache. He
looked a lit tle bit like Man drake the Ma gi cian.

“Look at the scene?”
“�e scene of the crime! Come on, man, don’t you re al ize

what’s hap pened?”
Lind sey was taken aback. “Of course I re al ize what’s hap‐ 

pened. You car was stolen.”
“Not ex actly my car. I drive a 1946 Ford Sports man. But

yes, the Dusie was stolen from right there. Wasn’t it, Wally
m’dear?” He pointed to a spot near Lind sey’s Hyundai, man ag‐ 
ing to turn his head si mul ta ne ously to ward the woman who
stood be side him.

She was sev eral inches shorter than her hus band, even in
heels. She wore her light brown hair short, a band cir cling her
fore head and a feather ris ing from be hind her head. Her dress
was clasped at both shoul ders and was draped in cham pagne
col ored folds—at least as far as Lind sey could tell by the lights
on the man sion’s ve randa.
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“We’ve been over the ground, Ol lie dar ling.”
Lind sey no ticed that she was sway ing slightly, and held a

half-empty mar tini glass in one hand. She wore rings on sev‐ 
eral �n gers, and they did not have the look of cos tume jew elry.

Still, it might be a good idea, and it couldn’t hurt. “Would
you show me, Mrs. van Arndt?”

�e woman gig gled and took Lind sey’s hand. She swayed
against him, mak ing her way down the steps of the man sion.
She led him to a spot on the grav elled drive way. It swung in a
U-shaped loop off Lake side Drive. �ere wasn’t much traffi c
on the drive, this time of night, but a pair of head lights swept
past ev ery so of ten, glar ing like the eyes of a great su per nat u ral
beast.

�e air was chilly and moist. Lind sey’s breath—and Mrs.
van Arndt’s—clouded be fore them. Be yond the man sion, a low
bank of fog hung just above the sur face of the lake.

“I don’t see any thing,” Lind sey said. �e drive way was cov‐ 
ered with a thick layer of gravel. It would show tire tracks, to a
cer tain ex tent, but it would hold lit tle if any de tail. “Do you
know what time the car was taken?”

“What time is it now?” Can you see my lit tle watch, Mr.
Lin coln?”

“Lind sey.”
“Can you?” She stood close to him, her shoul ders pulled

back and chest pushed for ward so he could see the old-fash‐ 
ioned time piece pinned to her bodice. Her hands hung at her
sides, one of them hold ing the mar tini glass. A few drops
splashed on the gravel.

“Wally? Yoo-hoo, Wal lis!”
“�at’s me,” Mrs. van Arndt gig gled. “Ol lie must be get ting

anx ious. Have you seen enough, Mr. Lip ton?”
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“Not much to see here. Let’s go back.”
She took his hand and pulled him along to ward the man‐ 

sion. “Ol lie isn’t re ally so jeal ous, he just likes to keep an eye on
me. We have the same birth day, you know. �at’s how we met.
I mean, we met at An tibes, have you ever been to An tibes?”

Lind sey hadn’t.
“Well, don’t bother, it’s ru ined now. But it used to be won‐ 

der ful. Ol lie and I were both there on va ca tion and we dis cov‐ 
ered that we had the same birth day, even the same year. It
seemed we were fated for each other. Our par ents even named
us for fa mous peo ple. He’s named for Oliver Wen dell Holmes.
My name was Wal lis War�eld Simp son Stan ley. Now we’re
Ol lie and Wally van Arndt.”

She swayed up the steps, still drag ging Lind sey by the hand.
He was happy to trans fer cus tody back to her hus band. �ey
went in side the man sion. �e en trance fea tured a cloak room
the size of Lind sey’s house. �ey passed through it into a huge,
high-ceilinged room lighted by elec tri �ed chan de liers. �e fur‐ 
nish ings looked more Vic to rian than Art Deco. A hand ful of
men and women stood around in pe riod cos tumes, look ing like
refugees from a stage pro duc tion of �e Great Gatsby. One ex‐ 
cep tion to the tuxedo-and-gown set was a black man in a
World War II era uni form. He sat slouched in a pe riod chair,
the sleeves of his olive drab Ike jacket marked with a tech
sergeant’s chevrons. A row of ser vice rib bons were pinned
above the jacket pocket. He ap peared to be doz ing.

A white-cov ered ta ble bear ing the dec i mated re mains of a
buff et meal stood at one end of the of the room; a de serted
band stand, at the other.

“�is was our an nual 1929 gala,” van Arndt said.
“Where did ev ery body go?”
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“When the Dusie was stolen—well, a few wanted to keep
the party rolling, but it just put such a damper on, it �z zled.”

“Did any one see the car taken?”
“Joe Roberts did.”
“He still here?”
“No. He was too up set to stay. He’s our youngest mem ber,

too. �e club baby. �irty-three years old. Some of the mem‐ 
bers didn’t want to let him join, but he con vinced them. He’s a
scholar, at that. A great re searcher. In fact, that’s why he joined
the Smart Set.”

Lind sey had his pocket or ga nizer in his left hand, his gold-
plated In ter na tional Surety pen cil in the right. Any body could
get a wooden In ter na tional Surety pen cil, or a plas tic com pany
pen, but only top per form ers got the gold-plated mod els.

“Did you want to talk to Joe?” van Arndt asked.
“He ac tu ally saw the car stolen? Saw the thief get in and

drive off in it? How did he start the car? Were the keys left in
it? Or did he tow it away?”

“I didn’t see. Wally and I were danc ing. �e or ches tra was
play ing Star Dust. Roberts must have gone out side for a breath
of air. I’m afraid he’d had a few sips more than he should have
and he wanted to clear his head. At least, that’s what I think.”

“Yes, yes.” Lind sey kept his pa tience.
“Well, you tell it, Wally, m’dear.”
“He came in shout ing,” Wal lis fur nished. “Wav ing his arms

and shout ing, ‘It’s gone, they stole the Dusie!’ And then he fell
down.”

“What?”
“Right on the dance �oor.”
Van Arndt said, “He was dizzy. Poor chap passed out. He’d

had a bit too much, I men tioned that, didn’t I? I’m afraid the
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ex cite ment and the sud den change did it. You know, it was
pretty stuffy in here. Roberts had just gone out side a few min‐ 
utes be fore for some fresh air, when he saw the car taken and
came run ning back in.”

“And you say he left? He took a cab? I hope he didn’t try to
drive.”

“No. He gave his state ment to Offi  cer Gutiér rez. Did the
best he could, any way.” Van Arndt looked up. Lind sey fol lowed
his gaze. Mrs. van Arndt had tipped her glass up and emp tied
the last drop from it onto the tip of her tongue. She swayed to
her feet and made her way from the room.

“Roberts,” Lind sey prompted.
“Dr. Bern stein took him home.”
“Dr. Bern stein?”
“Martha Bern stein.”
“M.D.?”
“Ph.D.”
Lind sey put on his best lis ten ing-with-ea ger ness ex pres sion,

his gold-plated pen cil poised to jot notes.
“Dr. Bern stein is in the So ci ol ogy De part ment at Cal.”
“She an Art Deco en thu si ast?”
“I don’t think so.”
“But she’s a mem ber of the club? Or was she here as guest?”
“Oh, she’s a mem ber all right. I was against her, too. Like

young Roberts. But she in sisted on join ing.”
“You couldn’t stop her? Don’t you have a mem ber ship com‐ 

mit tee, or a screen ing, what do you call it? A black ball?”
“�e Kleiner Man sion is mu nic i pal prop erty. We have to let

any one join who wants, if we want to meet here. I’d be all for
mov ing to pri vate prop erty, my self. �e Kleiner Man sion is a
won der ful meet ing place, but we could get an other club house
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where we could run our own aff airs. But the board of di rec tors
voted to stay, so we have to deal with these bu reau crats and
their pet ti fog ging. Oh!”

He raised his eye brows and grinned, got to his feet. Mrs.
van Arndt had re turned, her mar tini glass �lled again with
sparkling clear �uid, an olive �oat ing in it like a red-irised,
green eye ball har pooned on a sliver of pine. Van Arndt took his
wife’s free hand and raised it to his lips. “So good to see you
again, m’dear.”

“I couldn’t stay away,” Mrs. van Arndt said. “Have you boys
been en ter tain ing your selves? Haven’t you off ered Mr. Lin coln
a drink, Ol lie? Where are your man ners?”

“Lind sey,” Lind sey said.
“Mr. Lind sey, please for give me. Would you care…?”
“No, thank you. What about Dr. Bern stein?”
“Yes.”
Mrs. van Arndt made a sour face.
“You don’t like her ei ther?” Lind sey asked.
“Don’t like her looks, don’t like her man ners, don’t like her

clothes, don’t like her at ti tude.”
“I can see you don’t like her. But—could you be more spe‐ 

ci�c than that? Did she do or say some thing in par tic u lar?”
“I don’t think she loves 1929.”
Lind sey felt his eyes go out of fo cus. Wasn’t any one will ing

to cope with the present? He had enough trou ble, con stantly
drag ging his mother back from 1953, her fa vorite year, or from
what ever other era she hap pened to wan der into.

In Mother’s case there was a rea son if not an ex cuse. She’d
been a preg nant young wife, lit tle more than a teenaged bride,
when Lind sey’s fa ther was killed aboard ship in the Ko rean
war. Mother had never got over the shock. She was for ever ex‐ 
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pect ing her hus band to come home, for ever wait ing to re sume
her life. Her doc tors had urged Lind sey to in sti tu tion al ize her,
but he’d never been able to bring him self to do it.

But now this—what kind of crazi ness was this about 1929?
“She lives now,” Mrs. van Arndt am pli �ed.
“Don’t we all?”
“I mean,” she paused and sipped at her glass, sway ing

slightly and rub bing her cheek against her hus band’s tuxedo
shoul der. “I mean, we all formed our club be cause we all love
Art Deco and the era it sym bol izes. �at’s what the New Cal i‐ 
for nia Smart Set is all about. We all know that things used to
be bet ter than they are now. Some of our older mem bers ac tu‐ 
ally re call the old days. �ey were here, they lived through the
Crash of ’29.”

“We al most called it the Har CooHoo Club,” van Arndt in‐ 
ter rupted. “In honor of Hard ing, Coolidge and Hoover. �ose
were the days, Mr. Lind sey.”

Mrs. van Arndt said, “Af ter the Crash, ev ery thing went to
hell in a hand bas ket, Mr. Lind sey.”

He noted that she got his name right that time. “But not
Dr. Bern stein?”

“Tweedy man nish woman.” Her eyes �ashed, not so tipsily.
“She stud ies us. Stud ies us, can you imag ine that? Like spec i‐ 
mens un der her mi cro scope.”

�e van Arndts had sat down fac ing Lind sey. Van Arndt
took his wife’s free hand be tween his two and mas saged it. To
Lind sey he said, “She gets ag i tated now and then. But it has
be come a sor did, ugly world, Lind sey. You wouldn’t live in a
slum if you could move to a de cent neigh bor hood, would you?
As far as I’m con cerned, the whole world has turned into a gi‐ 
ant slum.”
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Lind sey said, “What do you mean, stud ies you, Mrs. van
Arndt?”

She had lifted her mar tini glass to her lips and looked at
Lind sey, ap par ently baffl ed by the chal lenge of try ing to sip and
speak si mul ta ne ously.

Her hus band an swered for her. “Dr. Bern stein wants to
pub lish a pa per about us. Pub lish or per ish, she’s said a thou‐ 
sand times. She comes to meet ings and sits and watches and
writes.”

Lind sey looked at his own hands, hold ing golden pen cil and
pocket or ga nizer.

“�at’s all right, old man,” van Arndt said gen er ously.
“You’re here on busi ness. Dr. Bern stein even told me the name
of the pa per she’s plan ning. Anachro nis tic Mime sis and Tem po ral
Alien ation: Vi o lent and Non vi o lent Act ing-Out Strate gies of Com‐ 
pen sa tion. What do you think of that?”

“I don’t know what it means.”
“Me nei ther, me buck-o, me nei ther.”
Lind sey scratched his head with the top of his In ter na tional

Surety pen cil. “I’m afraid I’m los ing the thread here. You told
me this fel low Joseph Roberts ac tu ally saw the Due sen berg
stolen.”

“Caught a glimpse of it, I’d say.”
“Came run ning back into the man sion shout ing and then

passed out.”
“Pre cisely.”
“But he was able to give a state ment to Offi  cer Gutiér rez?”
“I think so.”
“And then Dr. Bern stein did—what?”
“She loaded him into her Land Rover and took him home.”
“His or hers?”
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“Oh, hers. He was much too drunk to drive. �ey had to go
in her Rover.”

“Yes, but where did they go home to? His home or hers?”
“Please, Mr. Lyons,” Wally van Arndt said, “that is not a

po lite ques tion at all.” She plucked the olive from her glass and
used her teeth to pull it from its tooth pick. She chewed care‐ 
fully on the olive, drop ping the tooth pick onto the pol ished
hard wood �oor. “Be sides, they didn’t say.”
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CHAP TER TWO

In the morn ing Lind sey phoned Oak land Po lice Head quar ters
and asked for Offi  cer Gutiér rez. Gutiér rez wasn’t in so Lind sey
asked if he could get a copy of the theft re port on the Due sen‐ 
berg. Gutiér rez had said Mon day, but it couldn’t hurt to try.
�e op er a tor said she’d trans fer the call, but af ter a dozen rings
Lind sey de cided that no body worked at head quar ters on Sun‐ 
day.

He didn’t like work ing on week ends him self, but Harden
had re ally come down on him about this claim, and it looked
like an other of those make-or-break op por tu ni ties. In ter na‐ 
tional Surety could stall for a while, hop ing that the Due sen‐ 
berg would be re cov ered. But even tu ally, if the car didn’t turn
up, they’d have to pay. Un less they could �nd an out, like prov‐ 
ing con trib u tory neg li gence. Leav ing a car like this one out-of-
doors and un guarded, es pe cially in a city with a crime rate like
that of Oak land.…

Any Due sen berg, es pe cially a 1928 Phaeton, must be a prize
plum for col lec tors—and con se quently for thieves. And if
they’d left the keys in the ig ni tion, the com pany could make a
strong case against the own ers.

Who ever had parked the car and left it stand ing in the
drive way.… Lind sey hit him self on the fore head. He re al ized
that he didn’t know who had driven the car last night, who had
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left it parked in front of the man sion. Ms. Smith had dis ap‐ 
peared some where in the man sion while he was talk ing with
the van Arndts, and that cou ple had prac ti cally drowned him in
their own boozy bon homie but they hadn’t given him nearly
the amount of in for ma tion he needed.

He was go ing to re cover that Due sen berg, or give it a hell of
a shot, any way. It wasn’t the �rst time he’d set out to save In ter‐ 
na tional Surety a bun dle on a theft claim, and if he could re‐ 
cover the Phaeton, he’d add to his record. But it was more than
a mat ter of sav ing the com pany dol lars, more than a mat ter of
win ning an other gold pen cil from In ter na tional Surety.

It was his chance to be alive again!
Mother was set tled con tent edly in front of the TV, and

while she re mained ab sorbed in a re run of �e Donna Reed
Show, he phoned their neigh bor Joanie Schorr and asked her to
come over for a few hours.

Leav ing his mother in Joanie’s care, Lind sey drove to his of‐ 
�ce. He called up the New Cal i for nia Smart Set’s pol icy on the
com puter and stud ied it. Who had sold the pol icy? A bro ker
lo cated in Oak land. East Bay Qual ity In sur ance Lim ited. Huh.
He’d dealt with them be fore, with a stuffy in di vid ual named
Elmer Mueller. Not much chance they’d be open on Sun day ei‐ 
ther, but it was worth a phone call. No luck, but at least they
had an an swer ing ma chine and he left his name and a re quest
to call back.

He hadn’t wanted to deal with the Mr. Coff ee at In ter na‐ 
tional Surety. �at would have got Ms. Wilbur all out of joint
when she came in Mon day morn ing. So he had stopped and
bought a sty ro foam cup of coff ee and a roll at a fast food stand
on his way in.
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He spread the wrap per on his desk, took a bite of the roll
and a sip of the coff ee. It wasn’t good but it was hot, and that
was wel come on a gray win ter’s morn ing.

He slipped his pocket or ga nizer out of his jacket and stud‐ 
ied the notes he’d made in Oak land the pre vi ous night. Mr.
and Mrs. van Arndt looked like a pair of lightweights, al‐ 
though they might still be help ful in track ing the stolen
Phaeton. But Joe Roberts was the one he needed to talk to
�rst.

�ere were half a dozen Joseph Roberts in the Oak land di‐ 
rec tory. Lind sey started the la bo ri ous work of phon ing them.
�ree were at home. None of them had ever heard of the New
Cal i for nia Smart Set. Two of the num bers rang un til he gave
up on them. He got one an swer ing ma chine, left his name and
num ber and asked that Joseph Roberts to call him back.

�ere was an M. R. Bern stein, Ph.D., in the book. He di‐ 
aled the num ber. A man an swered. Lind sey asked if Dr. Bern‐ 
stein was home. �e man asked him to hold.

He took an other bite of his roll and sipped coff ee.
“Dr. Bern stein here.”
Lind sey swal lowed coff ee and roll. “Martha Bern stein?”
“Yes.”
He told her who he was, asked if Joseph Roberts was at her

house.
She said he was. She said she’d sum mon him, sound ing

glee ful at the prospect.
Roberts sounded bleary. Prob a bly he was hung over. If the

van Arndts’ de scrip tion was any where near ac cu rate, he had
good cause to be.

Lind sey said, “I rep re sent the In ter na tional Surety Cor po ra‐ 
tion, and I’m pro cess ing the in sur ance claim on the Due sen‐ 



33

berg Phaeton that was stolen last night. I’d like to come out
there and have a chat with you, Mr. Roberts.”

Roberts didn’t re ply for a while, but Lind sey waited pa‐ 
tiently. Fi nally, “I don’t know—Mr.—what did you say your
name was?”

“Lind sey. Ho bart Lind sey. In ter na tional Surety.”
“Yeah. Got it.”
“Well, may I?”
“May you what?”
“Come and see you about the theft of the Due sen berg.”
An other lengthy pause. Lind sey could hear an off-phone

con ver sa tion, but he couldn’t make out what was said. �en he
heard Roberts clear his throat. “Ah, I don’t think that would be
such a good idea, Mr. Lind sey.”

“You want to col lect on this claim, don’t you?”
“It’s not my claim. It wasn’t my car.”
“You’re a mem ber of the New Cal i for nia Smart Set, aren’t

you?”
“Yes.”
“�en it’s your car. It’s reg is tered in the name of the so ci ety.”
“�en I guess it is mine. Look, I don’t know who took the

damned car. I told that cop ev ery thing I saw. I think. Ac tu ally I
don’t re mem ber too much about last night. I got kind of stin‐ 
keroonie. If you know what I mean.”

“Yes.”
An other si lence.
�en, “So why don’t you just get the po lice re port?”
“I in tend to, Mr. Roberts. But I’d still like to talk with you.

You might have seen some thing, maybe some thing use ful.”
“Wait a minute. You’re not a cop, are you?”
“I’m an in sur ance ad juster.”
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“�en do your job. Get out of my face. I’m hung over, pal,
my head feels like a hot air bal loon. Bug off.”

Lind sey heard the phone slam down.
Roberts was prob a bly right. It was un likely he had seen any‐ 

thing use ful, or if he had, it would be in the po lice re port, and
Lind sey should have that in an other twenty-four hours. But
Lind sey hadn’t been kid ding about some lit tle de tail. Peo ple
some times saw more than they re al ized. �e �rst re port of an
in ci dent was usu ally the most com plete and ac cu rate; the hu‐ 
man mem ory started los ing track of in for ma tion within min‐ 
utes of the event. But there was an odd, op po site eff ect, as well.
Peo ple spot ted de tails and tucked them away in some ob scure
mem ory bank. And they re-emerged to as ton ish ev ery one, any‐ 
where from days to decades later.

Lind sey wanted to ques tion Roberts, as well as all the other
mem bers of the so ci ety, for an other rea son. Most car thefts
were stranger crimes. �e crim i nal and vic tim didn’t know each
other. �e car thief might be any one from a thrill-seek ing
delin quent hit ting a tar get of op por tu nity with noth ing more in
mind than a joy ride, to an op er a tive of a thor oughly pro fes‐ 
sional ring, steal ing cars to or der for chop shops or for cus‐ 
tomers who wouldn’t mind buy ing mer chan dise of du bi ous ori‐ 
gin for the sake of a bar gain price.

But not all such thefts were com mit ted by strangers. Not all.
And the theft of the Due sen berg might be an in side job. Some
mem ber of the Smart Set who cov eted the club’s col lec tive
prop erty for his per sonal use. Or who thought he might be able
to sell the Dusie for a sweet price.

Or maybe the theft had been en gi neered for the spe ci�c
pur pose of col lect ing on the in sur ance claim. What would hap‐ 
pen to the $425,000 if and when In ter na tional Surety paid off?
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Would the club use it to buy an other clas sic car? Or would it
go into the gen eral fund? Or would an offi  cer of the club �nd a
way to con vert the pay ment for his per sonal use?

Lind sey jot ted a note to pur sue that line. Was there a mem‐ 
ber of the club in � nan cial hot wa ter? �e New Cal i for nia
Smart Set had all the ear marks of a cozy bunch of mil lion aires,
but there might be a scat ter ing of or di nary cit i zens in the club
as well.

For in stance: was Dr. Bern stein in de pen dently wealthy, or
did she have to work for a liv ing? �e van Arndts had said that
she was on the fac ulty at the Uni ver sity of Cal i for nia. If she
was sit ting on a nice fat trust fund, she might be teach ing just
be cause she liked it. But if that was not the case, if she had to
live on a pro fes sor’s salary, well, Lind sey knew that aca demics
nowa days earned a liv ing wage, but they were hardly up there
with movie stars or pro fes sional ath letes. Dr. Bern stein might
be happy to get her mitts on al most half a mil lion simoleons.
Who wouldn’t?

And Lind sey didn’t know what Joe Roberts did for a liv ing.
And as for the van Arndts, they might reek of dol lars, but there
was many an old for tune that had shrunk with the years. �ey
might be keep ing up a fa cade of wealth and leisure and be hind
it be tee ter ing on the edge of bank ruptcy.

Wait a minute! Van Arndt had said that the club was forced
to take in mem bers it didn’t re ally want, be cause the Kleiner
Man sion was a pub lic fa cil ity. Ol lie had spo ken of mov ing the
so ci ety to a club house of its own, so it could be come the kind
of snooty, ex clu sive out �t he ap par ently pre ferred. �ey could
buy a very nice club house for just un der half a mil lion smack‐ 
ers!
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What to do? Wait for the po lice re port? �at wasn’t the way
Ho bart Lind sey con ducted him self !

Joseph Roberts’ voice on the phone from Dr. Bern stein’s
house had sounded husky and his pro nun ci a tion had been
slurred, but it sounded a lot like the voice on the mes sage tape
at one of the Joseph Roberts’ homes. Lind sey found a map of
Oak land, searched for Roberts’ street in the in dex, and found it
near the Oak land Es tu ary. He made up his mind.

He di aled home. Joanie Schorr as sured him that Mother
was all right and that she was will ing to stay for the rest of the
day. She handed the re ceiver to Mother and Lind sey as sured
her that he had not de serted her.

She sounded calm.
He drove to Oak land—twice in two days, now!—and found

the Em bar cadero. Roberts’ ad dress was in a block of mod‐ 
ernistic con dos op po site a rail road track and an in dus trial slum.
But the con dos them selves looked ex pen sive, and with the es‐ 
tu ary on the other side, it seemed a safe bet that the oc cu pants
wiped the sight of the fac to ries and ware houses from their
minds when they got home at night.

He parked and found Roberts’ apart ment, and set tled in to
wait for the man to come home. Of course Roberts might be
stay ing at Dr. Bern stein’s house for the rest of the day, but
Lind sey didn’t want to tackle him there. Bet ter to beard the
lion in his den.

Roberts had a re served park ing spot with his name on a lit‐ 
tle wooden marker. It was one of a long row. It re minded Lind‐ 
sey of a sim ple cross mark ing a grave in a na tional ceme tery.
Mother loved to page through copies of Life and Look mag a‐ 
zines from the 1940s and ’50s and ’60s, and Lind sey had seen


