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  For Ben, Lauren, and Nathan:

  Build your future, kids. Make her proud.


  J.J.


  To Lauren, Ben, and Nathan, and their parents. All my best.


  J.C.
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  HE WAS going to fly.


  He closed his eyes and felt the wind on his face as he leaned out over the passenger door. The leather seat of the Arab Super Sports car stuck to his knees in the June heat. He hung on tighter
  when the gears shifted and his father slowed for a turn.


  Get your head back in the car, Henry!


  Henry Stevens, age ten, sat down and opened his eyes. His dad, Max, was shaking his head and smirking. He wasnt madMax Stevens never got madbut you sure wanted to listen
  when he gave an order.


  Your mothers never going to let us have any fun if I bring you back in little pieces.


  Max leaned over and tousled Henrys rust-colored hair. Henry caught a glimpse of himself reflected in his dads big aviator glasses, and his freckled face was all smile. He prized
  these weekend outings with his dad more than just about anything. More than building carts made of orange crates and baby buggy wheels and racing them with his best friend, Nick. More than
  blackberry cobbler. And he loved his moms blackberry cobbler.


  Henry didnt see his dad much. Max worked long shifts, and he lived an hour away, but when they got together on the weekends, their adventures were incredible; or sometimes just silly.
  Once, they attempted to spend a day traveling only by pogo stick. The experiment lasted just an hour and ended with a sprained ankle for Max and a bloody nose for Henry. His dad used to tell Henry
  that he worked hard, and he played hard. His mother said there was such a thing as playing too hard. Henry couldnt understand that idea. His dad did just about everything
  right. He wouldnt have been the top mechanic at his Army Air Service base otherwisea fact Henry shared at any opportunity.


  It had been hard, learning to live such a fractured life after the divorce. But Henry was starting to roll with it.


  Max cranked the steering wheel and maneuvered the car into a parking stall near the Santa Monica Pier. His leather flight jacket crinkled as he turned to his son and took off his glasses. There
  was a glint in his eyes Henry had never seen before. Ready for a real thrill?


  Henry bolted from his own seat, almost tripping onto the pavement on the way out.


  He shielded his eyes and looked to the pier and its thrill rides. He heard the off-key carnival music and smelled the popcorn and cotton candy. It was glorious anticipation. Ever since
  hed been big enoughand big enough by his dads standards was pretty smallHenry had loved thrill rides. The faster the better. Anything that came close to the fantasy of
  the screaming planes his father pieced together was fair game to Henry Stevens. Speed and more speed.


  Lets do that roller coaster first! Then the Zipper, then the bumper cars. Then lets do the coaster again


  Were not going on any rides today, fella. Were going to a special exhibit. Its brand-new.


  Exhibit? That didnt sound good. What kind of exhibit?


  A science exhibit. The World of the Future. He sounded like a carnival barker. Youll love it.


  Henry was sure he wouldnt. His heart sank. Why would his dad tell him they were going to the pier when all he wanted to do was shuffle around some yawn-inducing thing that felt like
  school? It sounded more like the sort of thing his mother liked. Museums and libraries and picnic lunches at the arboretum with her snooty boyfriend, Laurence. Boring.


  Working up his courage, he said, I dont want to go to an exhibit.


  His dad didnt slow down. He just gave him the line he always gave when Henry annoyed him


  Well, thems the breaks, kid.


  Henry followed his dad, feet dragging, onto the pier and past a couple of little kid rides. He thought about suggesting they just do some of those instead. Bumper boats! He would settle for
  bumper boats! But he didnt want to risk annoying his dad again.


  Then they turned a corner around a fun house, and Henry saw it.


  Looming over them on a wide expanse of boardwalk was a silver structure that shimmered so brightly in the noon sun that Henry had to squint. It was wide and circular, like a massive pie plate,
  or one of those squatty spaceships on the covers of the science pulps. It rotated slowly on a big platform. Its sides were inlaid with angled patterns that reminded him of a book Laurence had on
  his coffee table. He remembered because he had asked Laurence if it was a book on Egypt, and Laurence made some annoying sound and said, Hardly. Its art deco. He said
  hardly a lot, and it usually meant Henry was wrong about something.


  What do you think? Should we check it out? Max asked.


  Henry nodded.


  They walked to a ticket window where his dad bought a fistful of tokens from a woman with dark skin so flawless, and brown eyes so wide and pure, her visage seemed unreal. An ivory badge on her
  ebony dress gave her a name: ANNIE N. CANNY.


  Welcome to the world of tomorrow, she said. Please rise to meet it.


  They stepped onto some kind of ascending conveyor belt that extended to the building. Henry grabbed for his dads sleeve as the big moving sidewalk cranked to life under them and glided
  them toward the attractions dark and gaping entrance.


  Scared? asked Max.


  No! Henry lied.


  Imagine a world of infinite possibilities, powered by endless energy that would come at no cost, to ourselves or our environment, rich with invention that would not only improve life as
  we know it, but redefine it. For the better. A narrators deep voice boomed louder and louder. The music shrieked to crescendo. Henrys teeth rattled. And then the lights came
  on. He blinked; the brilliance stung, but his eyes adjusted, and he tried to make sense of what he was seeing.


  This world is coming.


  And we are making it for you.


  Welcome to the future.


  The lights came on. He blinked; the brilliance stung, but his eyes adjusted and he tried to make sense of what he was seeing.


  They were inside a dome with walls so white and clean Henry couldnt even judge its size. Large model zeppelins and sleek model airplanes circled high above them. Metal walkways
  crisscrossed above the floor in front of them. Just ahead, kiosks crowded the room, demonstrating technologies Henry didnt recognize, or didnt quite understand, or in some cases,
  didnt think possible. Below them, large model submarines propelled through an expanse of crystal clear water, accompanied by a school of exotic fish sporting colors so vibrant they
  didnt seem real.


  This way, Max said.


  Henrys father led him past a table with a sheet of refined, clear quartz connected to a keyboard by a wire. He saw a menu of options printed on a cream-colored card: TO WATCH STEAMBOAT WILLIE, PRESS F1. TO LEARN BASIC COMPUTER PROGRAMMING, PRESS F2. They paused briefly at a kiosk demonstrating a tabletop box that could cook a slab of beef in seconds,
  and even more briefly to examine a model for a colossal power plant (LARGER THAN THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA! boasted a placard) that could generate enough energy to power half
  the continent. They lingered to watch a film projected on a massive screen, showing a group of men in turn-of-the-century top hats and finery. The men stood a ways off from a skyscraper-sized
  turret that jutted from the side of a desert butte. The cannon fired a bullet-shaped capsule into the evening sky toward the moon. Henry wanted to watch more of it, but Max kept mushing him
  forward. He began to get the sense that his dad had been there before, and was eager to get somewhere specific.


  Then Henry saw the robots, and he insisted that they come to a full stop. On a dining room set arranged on a raised stage, a copper-plated mechanical man sporting a butlers tux served
  food from a platter to a family of four, represented by lifelike mannequins, each identified by nametags as NICHOLAS, MARIE, BUCKY, and ATHENATHE NUCLEAR FAMILY. A second automaton leaned over the mother and asked with a tinny voice, More gel-a-tin, madam? Henry
  laughed when the robots mouth lit up as he talked.


  He couldnt believe it. He looked up at his dad to see if it was a trick, but he knew it couldnt be. They were real robots, moving and talking all by themselves. There
  couldnt have been anything more incredible to Henry.


  At least, thats what he thought.


  Look at this, said Max.


  He turned Henry by the shoulder and pointed toward a line of visitors at the end of the platform circling a perfectly smooth black sphere the size of a small house. A hatch opened. One customer
  exited, dazed but smiling; another customer entered, hesitant and giggly. The door closed and sealed behind him. An engine revved, causing the entire walkway to tremble, and the giant pod started
  to spin.


  Max placed a token in Henrys palm.


  They stepped toward the attraction, passing stalls demonstrating teleportation and genetic engineering. Then his dad pushed him toward the end of the queue with a
  gentle shove. After a half dozen customers emerged from the sphere, delighted and bewildered, Henry reached the front of the line and gave his dad a thumbs-up. The hatch opened for him. It was his
  turn.


  The interior was dark and stark: a leather chair with a security harness, surrounded by a honeycomb of black glass. The hatch sealed. HISSSSS. And then Henry heard nothing. The space was
  soundproof.


  Greetings, explorer!


  Henry jumped. The chirpy salutation came from another robot. This one was attached at the waist to a metal track that circled the room. Please take a seat and buckle your security
  harness.


  Henry sat and brought the shoulder straps over his head and snapped them into place. They felt loose for a second, but then they tightened, pulling him back until the fit was snug. He almost
  yelped when the robot extended a pair of telescoping metal arms with clawlike hands to check the fit of the harness. After two tugs, the robot retracted and rotated out of view. Please make
  yourself comfortable, and enjoy the ride! The seat tilted back until Henry looked straight up into the black honeycomb.


  It was dead quiet.


  The engine revved, then quieted to a hum, and then intensified all over again until the roar of a blast shook the room. He was thrust deep into his chair. Was he really launching into the sky?
  Henrys brain knew it was impossible, but his churning stomach wasnt convinced.


  A voice spoke to him, narrating his experience, but Henry was too disoriented to listen. The opaque glass illuminated with a swirl of color, then turned clear as the engine roar faded. The
  sphere pushed through wisps of cloud toward a ring of fire in a turquoise sky. Henry remembered that film about the cannon shooting a capsule at the moon, and his clammy hands clenched tight at the
  thought.


  But the moon was not Henrys destination. As soon as he sailed through the blazing hoop in the high atmosphere, the blue sky abruptly turned copper. The hum of the engine quieted and the
  sphere seemed to lose speed. Just as the sky was about to turn into outer space, Henrys pod turned upside down and began to descend. Breaking through the clouds, he beheld terrain unlike any
  he had seen with his own eyes or had even seen illustrated in a magazine or textbook. Lush jungle extended across the land with foliage sporting vibrant, iridescent colors. Next he skimmed the
  surface of a boiling lake and Henry felt the soles of his shoes get warm. He passed through a waterfallthe sphere rocked but stayed leveland gained speed again as the sphere shot
  through a valley toward the horizon. A huge crimson moon crossed the sky and night passed in seconds to day on the other side of the world. The roaring engine was like music swelling to a
  crescendoand then it was over.


  The glass went dark. Silence. The robot whirled around to unfasten the security harness as the hatch opened. HISSSSSS. He was back in California.


  Henrys legs shook as he stepped down from the chair. Thank you for visiting! the robot said. We hope youll journey with us again!


  His father was waiting for him as he stepped out of the sphere. The grin on Maxs face might have been bigger than his own. Whatd you think, fella?


  Henry just shook his head. He didnt have words. His dad laughed. Pretty fantastic simulation, huh?


  It wasnt real? asked Henry. His voice sounded small in his own ears.


  Wellit could be. Im going to find out.


  What do you mean?


  His dad threw his arm around Henrys shoulders. I just accepted a job with the people in charge of this place. The men who built it. Theyre some of the best and brightest
  from all over the world. You might have even heard of a couple of em. Howard Hughes? Ill be working for him.


  Doing what? Henry asked.


  Max nodded back to the big sphere and smiled. Making that real.


  Henry stared at his dad. Can I come to work with you? Please?


  Son, Im going to have to jump through hoops to even let you visit. They take security very seriously. Like working for the military, but with less war. He smiled at his
  joke. Im sure we can work something out. Lets get some lunch and go ride that roller coaster.


  Henry shuffled his feet, glanced back at the sphere, then at his dad.


  You wanna do it again?


  Henry nodded profusely.


  His dad handed him a half dozen tokens. Dont get sick on me.


  Henry ran back up the walkway, almost knocking over a young girl who stared at the Nuclear Family dinner display. He was too giddy to care.


  My dad just got a job making the future!


  When he climbed back into the simulation, this time he heard the narration over the engine roar.


  This is a journey into what may be humanitys next daysinto the worlds of tomorrow


  He was going to fly.


  Henry grinned as light flooded the darkened pod and he escaped the gravity of the ordinary world at thrilling speed.


  It was the happiest hed ever been.


  It was the happiest hed ever be.
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  The following story takes place between July 2 and July 4 of 1939 in the greater New York City area. Many of the characters and events described here are well known to
  history. A few of them are not.
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  LEE BRACKETT took off his wool cap and wiped his forehead. It wasnt the just the heat getting to him. Hed
  told his mom, twice and clearly, to wait there for him, under the impossible-to-miss crystal clock suspended from the vaulted ceiling, while he got their luggage. Instead, shed ditched him
  and gone off to God knew where. He should have expected her to resist him and go her own way like a stubborn little kid. Where could she be? She wasnt in the womens lounge with its
  peeling yellow wallpaper and screaming babies. She wasnt at the newsstand, where a vendor with an ink-smudged smock pinned the weeks new comic books to a clothesline. Several dark
  scenarios cycled through Lees mind, including what might happen if she didnt take the pills shed needed to take an hour earlier. Normally, playing caretaker to his mom made him
  feel grown-up, but at that moment, Lee, age seventeen, felt as helpless as one of those infants in the ladies lounge.


  He sat down on the largest suitcase and forced himself to take a deep breath. Unfortunately, every time he tried to clear his head and compose himself, he just heard his fathers voice
  ring louder and louder: This is a bad idea. Deep, discouraging, disapproving. Lee hadnt heard the sound of his fathers actual voice in weeks, maybe months, but it echoed in
  every cursive scratch on the postcard from Scranton, Pennsylvania.


  
    
      
        This is a bad idea. The city is a dangerous place, and neither of you are prepared for it. Especially you, Clara. Stay home. All My Best James.

      

    

  


  Lee felt the flush of anger that usually followed thoughts of his father these days. All his best for the last year was a postcard every other day and an envelope of cash every
  week. Lee did the rest. Coming up on the early train from Edison, it was giving her the seizure medication, applying the blanket, removing the blanket, adjusting the pillow for her left side where
  she was weak, escorting her to the bathroomthree times. The doctor thought the treatments over the past year had at least slowed the growth of the cancer, but he also said he didnt
  know for sure. Keep her spirits up, son, the doc had told him. Enjoyment and positivity can work wonders, as much as any medicine.


  Hence this lousy trip. When his mom first started talking about it, Lees instinct had been the same as his fathers. Then shed pitched him on the Yankees game. Take me
  to New York City, and Ill take you to a game, shed said. Come on. Itll be a chance for you to be a kid again for a change. It was an appealing offer. It
  became even more appealing when the Yankees announced a celebration for Lou Gehrig to be held the same weekend his mom wanted (needed) to be in Manhattan.


  If you can get us tickets to that game, Ill take you to New York, he said. They were broke, so he thought that would be the end of it, but three days later she handed him
  the tickets. Just holding them, his reservations evaporated. A small-town teenager chaperoning a possibly terminally ill woman on a visit to the biggest, busiest, most stress-inducing metropolis in
  America? Sure! No sweat! And wouldnt she love it.


  Thats probably what she was off doing right then. Loving it, while he sat on an oversized steel suitcase, coming apart.


  Well, would you look at that!


  Lee spun around so fast at the sound of her voice that the suitcase he used for a seat wobbled, and both he and it collapsed to the tile floor. There she was, standing in the middle of the
  concourse, gazing up at the cathedral windows with something like binoculars held up to her eyes. In her long black coat and with her drawing tube slung over one shoulder, she looked like a
  soldier.


  Lee sprang up. He gathered their things and pinned a thick folderlabeled EVERYTHING I NEED TO KNOW TO SURVIVE THIS TRIPunder his chin. Mom! he
  yelled. She didnt hear him. He waddled forward as fast as he could, stopping to punt his duffel bag across the floor ahead of him. Mom! He was done being self-conscious about
  the New Yorkers seven million stares. She still didnt hear him.


  He was right behind her. Mom, what are you


  There you are! she said with the brightest smile hed ever seen on her.


  There I am? I said to wait by the crystal clock!


  I had to get directions to the hotel.


  He dropped one of the bags he held to wave the survival folder in her face. Mom! I have directions! I told you to wait


  Oh, bygones. Look what that funny-looking man over there gave me!


  Lee wanted to rip into her, to let her know that a woman in her condition couldnt wander off, and a few other choice things. And yet, seeing her round face, with her flushed cheeks and
  darting brown eyes, he couldnt. Her renewed energy was just so beautiful to see. He felt calm, and with a near smile, he said, Mom, pleasedont do that again.
  Okay?


  She saluted him. Yes, sir! Now look at this. She put two fingers under his chin, tilted his head back, and placed her binocular contraption to his eyes. It was, in fact, a toy
  stereoscope. The illuminated three dimensional image showed a field of wheat under a blazing sun. See how vibrant the colors are! she said. The gold of the wheat, the glow
  around the sky with that deep blue. Isnt it almost supernatural? I wish I could paint colors like that.


  Clara pushed a lever. A new image rotated into view. It showed a massive electrical tower topped by a rib-cage dome sitting on a hill. She launched into an explanation, words gushing out of her
  like water from a busted main: Id love to know how they fabricated this one, because the tower is clearly supposed to be Wardenclyffe Tower. I told you about Wardenclyffe Tower,
  right? Nikola Teslas folly? Would have harvested clean energy out of the earth and distributed it wirelessly across the planet? It would have broadcast radio waves, too, with text and
  pictures! Amazing! But Wardenclyffe Tower doesnt sit on a hill, and that hill is unlike anything youd find in nature, not to mention that Nikola Tesla never finished Wardenclyffe, so
  the tower pictured here cant possibly be real either


  Mom?


  Yes?


  Breathe.


  Clara sighed. Anyway, it must be a photo-illustration of some sort, but the funny-looking man insists its an honest-to-God photograph. She pointed. Lee couldnt
  believe he hadnt seen him before, even with the crowd. The man sat at a card table stacked high with boxes of stereoscopes and affixed with a sign: THE PLUS ULTRA
  VIEWMASTER! BRINGING YOU VISTAS FROM FURTHER BEYOND! FOR FREE! He had bronze skin, a tailored silver suit, a dark leather briefcase, and square-rimmed glasses that
  magnified his eyes. He never seemed to blink.


  That is one funny-looking man, Lee agreed.


  He asked me what I thought the place in the picture should be called, his mom said. I always liked Graceland for utopia. How about you?


  Mom, if there is one thing I havent given much thought to in my life so far, its names for a utopian state. How about Betterburgh?


  Clara playfully punched him in the arm, one of her signature expressions of endearment. That sounds terrible! I want three better names by the end of the weekend. She tucked the
  toy into her purse and picked up one of her suitcases. That left him with three, but he could just manage. I want to freshen up before the convention. Shall we to the hotel, Jeeves?
  she quipped in a bad English accent. She was weird, no getting around that, but she could be charmingly weird. Turns out its just around the corner, so we wont even need to pay
  for a cab. Isnt that great?


  Lee just pursed his lips and decided to let her lead the way. This was her adventure, after all. But even as he thought that very generous thought, she was off like a shot and Lee was once again
  yelling in public and feeling like a fool.


  He had the feeling it was going to be a long three days.
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  WERNER ROTWANG walked the ocean floor, silently cursing the men who dared to call themselves sharks. They were the best of
  the best of the Germany Navy, members of an elite unit known as Haifisch, but at the moment, as they trudged the deep in glowing metal suits, they reminded Rotwang of slugs. He didnt
  know if they moved slow out of fear or incompetence, or if the apocalypse jumpers he had built for them were really that difficult to operate. The men dragged their feet instead of lifting them,
  kicking up clouds of silt that obscured their vision and further slowed their advance. The engineer could hear hints of panic in their sighs and complaints over the intercom. He shook his head. If
  Rotwang, a fifty-year-old whelp with a crooked spine could pilot these machines, why not the supermen of the Nazi war machine?


  Gentlemen, please. Stop, said Rotwang.


  The squad stumbled to a halt. The muck that surrounded them subsided. When they werent making a hash of his genius, they looked impressive, these sixteen men girded in gleaming magnesium
  and helmets crowned with floodlights. Try this, said Rotwang. Bend at the knees, then rise quickly while tapping once on the thruster. He demonstrated. The jets of air
  expelled from the small portholes in the soles of his boots helped launch him over the heads of the squad. He landed and turned back. This way, you always stay ahead of the crud you kick up.
  We also move faster.


  Rotwang looked to the commanding officer for approval. He didnt get it. The cruel face of the man nearest him, squad commander Ernst Hagen, fumed behind the hard plastic window in his
  helmet. He clearly didnt appreciate Rotwang giving orders to his men. He didnt appreciate much of anything that came out of Rotwangs mouth. Hagen had always distrusted him, and
  never more so than in the past week. Rotwang watched the commander will himself to squelch his resentment. Do as he says, the soldier ordered.


  Soon they were all advancing in synchronized fashion, with sets of four jumping the other eight like a game of deep sea leapfrog. Rotwang allowed himself a moment to delight in the exercise, and
  more so to delight in the realization of his unique genius. The AJ2 was part atmospheric diving suit, part high-tech coat of arms. Each time he locked himself within the pressurized chamber of the
  suit, the oxygen-rich atmosphere took him back to his childhood in Vienna with the clean spring air and the strength of his young legs as they raced over miles of cobblestones. Wearing it made him
  feel safe, strong, and whole, but only for a moment. It was a teasing taste of the dream that drove him, a dream that just days earlier was within his grasp. Until it quite literally ran away.


  He called it the HS1. It was a near indestructible anthropomorphic vehicle for human consciousness, and it was, in his proud opinion, a work worthy of the artisans of myth. Rotwang had forged
  the HS1 during his last days as member of a secret society devoted to developing new ideas and new technologies to improve human civilization. Rotwang had leveraged their learnings and tools to
  make the HS1, though hed had to do it secretly: Rotwangs pursuit of practical immortality violated Plus Ultras code of ethics. His illicit endeavor was discovered the same day
  hed put the mind of a test subject into the meticulously designed automaton hed had made for himself. Hed had to flee with his creation before he could replace his test
  subjects consciousness with his own. After five years underground, Rotwang had found a patron willing to finance the difficult labor of replicating the transfer mechanism, a man with deep
  pockets and deeper wickedness.


  The radio crackled. A transmission was coming through from the U-boat, now ten kilometers away.


  Haifisch 22, this is SS Dunkelstar. Do you copy?


  This is Haifisch 22. Go ahead, answered Commander Hagen.


  Do you have visual on the Watt yet? Please report.


  It had been forty minutes since their descent from the U-boat, and so far, there was no sign of the sunken freighter that served as the HS1s last known location.


  Haifisch 22! Please report!


  No visual to confirm, Dunkelstar, Hagen finally replied. Stand by.


  The quiver of fear in the commanders tone was reasonable. Failure to find the HS1 would bring a reprimand no man would want, one from Rotwangs patron, Hugo Lohman. A legendary
  warrior who had ruled his own corner of the German military for decades without interference or accountability, Lohman not only believed in strict discipline, but in savage sadism, too.


  Rotwang had become intimately familiar with Lohmans brutality while struggling to uphold his bargain with the man. In exchange for his sponsorship and protection, Lohman had demanded the
  HS1 for himself. Unbeknownst to Lohman, Rotwang had planned to put Lohmans mind in another body. The HS1 was his, after all. Replicating the transfer mechanism was the work of many years and
  many failures, followed by many punishments. Then, only ten days earlier, as Rotwang had stood on the precipice of success, the HS1 turned on him and ran.


  Theyd been chasing it ever since.


  The squads leaping had brought them to the base of a steep slope. Rotwangs sensors began to PING!


  There was something at the summit.


  Hagen motioned for Rotwang to lead the ascent. The climb winded him despite the hydraulic joints doing most of the work; Rotwang was a middle-aged smoker with a wimp-thin frame and a potbelly
  from too much late night snacking. The once crisp atmosphere within his containment suit was foul with the stink of his breath and must of his sweat. Rotwang was repulsed by his body. He would be
  glad to be rid of it, so long as he could provide another working vessel.


  They reached a broad field of kelp beds littered with shards of steel, curled and jagged. In the distance, they saw it: a steam freighter, nose down to the earth, hung over the field like a
  giant tombstone. When Rotwang and the Haifisch squad closed the distance to the grim monolith, he saw the situation with greater clarity. The vessel was perched in a mass of corral and rock
  on the edge of an underwater canyon.


  Dunkelstar, said Hagen, we have a visual on the HMS Watt. Transmitting picture now.


  Copy that, Haifisch. We are ready to receive signal.


  The soldiers fanned out and surrounded the Watt, lighting it up with the lamps mounted on their helmets and filming it with the cameras embedded in their shoulders. Hagen stared at a
  large hole near the stern, far from any other apparent points of impact. The perfectly round sheared edge of the breach told a clear story to Rotwang. He wondered if Hagen was smart enough to
  recognize it, too. What do you think, Commander?


  Hagen again stiffened at the sound of Rotwangs voice. It appears, replied Hagen, speaking through his slit of a mouth, that the wound was not inflicted from an
  explosion or puncture. No scarring or melt. Hagen turned back to Rotwang, impatient with being tested. What is your assessment, Doctor?


  Im not certain, but I wouldnt rule out the possibility that a mechanical man of extraordinary ability decided it would be best to disembark in his own special
  way.


  Hagen glowered at Rotwang. I hope that you are wrong. For your sake.


  I am touched by your concern. Fortunately, for all our sakes, I am correct. Rotwang turned to leave. We should go


  No.


  The order did not come from Hagen, nor was it issued by the bass-throated executive officer of the Dunkelstar. The voice crackling over the radio was a sickly male soprano and it stopped
  Rotwang in his tracks.


  Hagen, have your men search the boat, said Lohman. If there is Plus Ultra treasure aboard, I would have it.


  Hagen didnt hesitate. Yes, sir! He motioned to his squad and they responded in unison. They removed their weapons from their holsters and sprung toward the Watt.
  Rotwang watched them disappear into the ship, one by one.


  With all due respect, Herr Lohman, I believe entering this ship is a mistake


  Lohman cut him off. Doctor, you and your rogue pet have become more trouble than youre worth. I shall take my compensation where I can find it. And Rotwang? Challenge me again, and
  Ill have Hagen shoot you on sight.


  Hagen smirked and cocked his gauntlet machine gun.


  Understood, Herr Lohman. Please forgive me.


  Reports from the Watt crackled over the intercom.


  Engine roomclear. Machinery dismantled.


  Crew cabinclear.


  Laboratory Alphagutted.


  Laboratory Betagutted, but the shelves are stocked with journals. Theres one labeled Green Fog. Another labeled Misc. UFT
  Experiments


  Lohmans voice came through, impatient: Open them up. Read them to me. Now.


  Copy that. Removing


  Rotwang gestured towards Hagens gun. Why not rest your arm, Commander? The jumpers shells are too strong anyway


  The world around Rotwang went bright as something shoved him head over heels. For a second he thought Hagen had hit him, but then he saw the commander tumbling in the sand to his left. There was
  a great lurching sound and as Rotwang found a handhold on the sea floor, he saw the Watts broken frame blossoming with explosions. Debris shot by as the floor shook and the
  Watt slid down the canyon wall and out of sight.


  Rotwang, capsized, winced in pain as one of the suits metal rings pressed on the bumpy curve of his spine. Yet he was distracted from his own agony by the screams of the Haifisch
  squad members blaring on his intercom. The farther they fell into the trench, the more broken their screams became, but their volume did not diminish.


  The silt settled upon him, a shower of dirty snow. Hagen was shouting hopeless orders for his sinking squad, then bloody curses at Rotwang. Because of the strength of his metal suits,
  Hagens men had survived the point-blank explosions. Would they survive the pressures of the trench? Not likely. But a small victory was better than no victory at all. They hurtled toward
  death with time to prepare their souls for whatever came next. And they had him to thank.


  That sick soprano filled his ears. Are you alive, Doctor Rotwang?


  Yes, sir. I am.


  Oh. How very unfortunate for you.





  [image: ]


  HE SURFACED on the west end of Luna Beach, far from the music and laughter that carried from the boardwalk. There were
  thousands of voices, even in the middle of the night. Ten thousand, eight hundred and three voices to be exact. The nearest was half a kilometer away, but it was unintelligible, breathy murmuring.
  Lovebirds, maybe. He scanned the beach for hidden voyeurs. There were none.


  He stood up in the break and took a moment to check his equipment. The skin was gone from his knuckles, but the damage was cosmetic and could be easily remedied later. He unzipped the backpack
  and took stock of his equipment. Five sticky bombs remained, sealed in plastic, along with three radio pins and a satchel of American currency. All the items were undamaged from his swim and his
  encounter with a shark. Good.


  He ducked into a public restroom, stripped off the wet-suit hed stolen from the Watt, and changed into civilian clothes, tucking the cash and the radio pins in his pockets. He
  switched his combat settings to STANDBY. He needed to be ready for anything. According to the intelligence provided by the Nazis mole, Plus Ultra owned twenty-seven
  pieces of property throughout the five boroughs of New York City, and one of their public areas was there on Coney Island. What the intelligence didnt provide were descriptions of these
  holdings. He moved inland, sticking to shadows as he followed the heading on his internal map. He
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