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Chapter 1 

September, 1988 

 

All he had left were painful memories. He blinked, trying to clear his vision. It was more 

than the rain driving against the windshield, tears ran down his face. In the dark, blurred images 

flew past the windows. He tried to focus on the lane makers reflected by his headlights. Did they 

mark the center of the highway or the shoulder? It was something he should know, but he 

couldn‟t make it come together. Everything felt wrong. His head and hands moved at different 

rhythms. Two bright starbursts filled the windshield directly in front of him, getting larger as he 

watched. An earsplitting blast from the truck‟s horn exploded in his head and an adrenaline rush 

left him instantly sober. His gut constricted as he yanked the steering wheel, but his dad‟s ten-

year-old Ford swerved too far, hit the gravel shoulder, and the rear end fishtailed. The car broke 

though the old wooden guardrail and crashed down the embankment. Branches snapped against 

the windshield and scrapped along the sides. At the bottom of the ravine, he plowed into a tree 

with such force that he only had time to throw up his arms as he was hurled out. Silence. Then a 

fiery explosion.    



 

*  *  * 

 “Let‟s see. We‟ve known each other almost a year now.” Dr. Parker put down Ed‟s chart.   

“You‟ve made remarkable recovery. I‟m really pleased. There was a point that I honestly didn‟t 

know if you‟d get this far. How do you feel?” 

 “About what?” 

 “Everything.” 

“Well, my body‟s healed.” 

“How about your memory, reasoning, emotions? How are the headaches?” 

 “I still have them. They come and go. I don‟t remember anything about the accident.  

Lots of earlier things too. I know what people have told me. But it‟s not in my memory. It‟s 

weird, sorta like Swiss cheese.” 

 “That‟s not uncommon.” 

“I know. You‟ve told me.” 

“Your MRI looks nearly normal now.” Dr. Parker looked at his chart again. “According 

to your tests, your factual recall is excellent. I expect there‟ll still be more recovery, but after a 

year, it‟s a lot slower. But, sometimes a single event, particularly in an emotional context, can 

trigger complete recall. You never know.”  

“I wish.” Ed looked at him. “It‟s strange that others know more about my life than I do. 

And what about faces, people?” 

“I don‟t know. Each case is so different. Most of the reports in medical journals are just 

single case studies. The brain is still a big unknown.” Dr. Parker closed the file folder. “I‟d like 

you to start seeing a psychologist.” 



 “Why?”  

 “I think at least part of this is psychological.” 

“I don‟t need to talk about it. I‟m not stupid. I‟m not going to do it again.” Ed‟s eyelid 

began to twitch. A headache would soon follow.  

“Well, beyond that. You need to be careful not to set yourself up for failure.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Your Mother told me that you plan to go back to college this fall.” 

 “I‟ll lose my scholarship if I wait longer. There won‟t be another extension.”  

 “You know, there are lots of jobs that don‟t require face recognition or memory linked to 

emotions. You function fine in most areas, but you need to be realistic. Focus on jobs that don‟t 

need a college degree. I know you can find one that‟ll give you satisfaction.”  

 “I don‟t want a „satisfying job.‟” Ed unconsciously rubbed the scar that split his eyebrow. 

Dr. Parker took a deep breath, “I have a lot of confidence in you, but you‟re not ready for 

college and I‟m sorry, but I don‟t think you ever will be.” 

“Well, that‟s not your decision, is it?” Ed started to get up. 

“You‟re not listening. Stress slows down recovery. Make an appointment with Dr. 

Campbell. You‟ll like her.” He handed Ed a card. 

Ed fiddled with it in his hand then met Dr. Parker‟s eyes. “Look, it‟s been a bad year. 

Mom‟s back working; Dad‟s taken a second job. I hear them talking in the night. It‟s pretty 

obvious there‟s nothing for Ethan‟s education, let alone their retirement. I‟m going to make a 

difference. I own them that.” 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 

Nineteen Years Later 

Copenhagen, Denmark 

 

 A police escort, lights flashing and sirens screaming, rushed the bus through the crowds 

of rowdy protestors. The rain hadn‟t slowed the demonstrators down. Ed Talbot looked at his 

refection in the wet window. He could hardly believe he was in Copenhagen. There had been 

some tough years, but he knew his perseverance paid off when he was asked to join the 

engineering faculty at Duke University. Now he had been invited to this prestigious meeting to 

present his research on the environmental impact of alternative automotive technologies. He 

smiled to himself; he‟d love to run into that Dr. Parker now. 

He flinched and instinctively ducked his head as a rock cracked the window beside him. 

It quickly brought him back to the present. Protestors had arrived in Copenhagen even before the 

2007 Environmental Summit began. Demonstrators and riot police lined both sides of the street. 

The confusion extended to the inside of the conference hall as well. Developing countries 

claimed, correctly, that they were bearing much of the environmental cost of pollution generated 

by the developed countries. China claimed, correctly, that they were in a unique category 

because of their rapid economic growth. And the politicians from the developed countries 



claimed, correctly, that their constituents would not accept environmental controls unless the 

other countries did also. The progress towards a political agreement was exactly what anyone 

would expect. Zero. 

Ed wiped the condensation from the window but through the blur he couldn‟t tell one 

group of protestors from another, except for the ones from GreenEarth who had painted their 

faces green. Everyone had a cause. The bus swung around to the loading docks at the rear of the 

conference complex and pulled inside of the building where the passengers could off-load 

without risk of injury.  

*  *  * 

Ed stepped away from the speaker‟s podium to the applause of more than three hundred 

attendees at his session. He wished that the scientific meetings were getting even a fraction of the 

media‟s attention that the political talks had received, for in the scientific papers were real signs 

of progress. He was relieved his talk was over. Even though he was confident of his research, 

public speaking was not his forte. Looking out over the audience, he spotted a colleague waving 

and heading toward him. Ed hoped he wore a name tag; he had no idea who it was. Then a man, 

whose size dwarfed Ed‟s slim six-foot frame, pushed through the crowd and cut in front of 

everyone. The stranger grabbed Ed‟s hand and gave him a very firm hand-shake.  

 “Dr. Talbot, I am Dr. Dietrich Otto.” The accent was German. Ed remembered the e-mail 

from him weeks ago. Without giving any details, Dietrich claimed to have revolutionary new 

automotive technology, said would be attending the conference and asked if they could meet.  Ed 

had researched the man‟s credentials and they seemed solid.  

“When you‟re finished here, let‟s have coffee.” Dietrich stated. “You‟ll find it worth your 

while. I‟ll wait by the Starbucks coffee shop in the lobby.” 



 Conferences were often the place where business contacts were made, so when Ed 

finished talking to his American colleague, he walked from the conference center down the 

passageway that lead into the hotel. The peaceful lobby was a sharp contrast to the ugly noise 

and sirens outside. A sweeping central staircase, already decorated with Christmas greens and 

tiny white lights, separated the seating area from the coffee shop. Dietrich sat at a table well 

away from the Starbuck‟s counter. He stood as Ed approached. “I‟ll get the coffee.”   

Ed didn‟t really want coffee. He only wanted to hear what the man had to say, but it was 

Dietrich‟s meeting and it was clear to Ed that Dietrich intended to be in charge. “Thanks. Black.” 

“Pardon?” 

“No cream or sugar, just black.” 

Dietrich pulled out a magazine from his leather briefcase, the pages turned back. “Please 

read this while I order. It‟ll give you some background.” 

 Before Ed started reading, he flipped to the cover. It was the September issue of Antique 

Automobile. 

World Rallies Inc. Plans for World Race 

By Kyle Vanderhorn 

It may be the most exciting news in motorsports since 1908. World Rallies, Inc., 

has just announced plans for a 2008 repetition of the 1908 New York to Paris World 

Race.  

 

On February 12, 1908, six automobiles, representing four nations, set out in a 

blanket of snow from Times Square, New York City, to race across the United States, 

Russia and Europe. Their destination was Paris. The racers drove their open cars 

westward, challenged by an absence of roads and bridgeless rivers. They plowed 

through snow drifts along the Erie Canal towpath, through railroad tunnels and along 

train tracks, which tore up countless tires. By the time they reached the west coast, only 

four cars remained. Three would make it to Paris. 

 



Ed skimmed the next several paragraphs, searching for some connection to him.    

So now we do it all over again. On May 28, 2008, a maximum of thirty-two 

antique automobiles, all over forty years old, will leave Times Square at one minute 

intervals to follow the course of the 1908 race. Technically it will be a rally and not a 

race, because racing is no longer legal on most public roads. But Russ Peters has just 

been chosen as rally-master. As many of you know, with Russ in command, sometimes 

it is a little hard to tell that you’re not in a race. The most challenging part of the event 

will be the Vladivostok to Moscow leg, with bad roads, armed bandits and police 

demanding bribes.   

 

Because of environmental concerns, World Rallies is encouraging modifications 

of the antiques to make them more ecologically friendly. But no matter, this promises to 

be the adventure of a lifetime. For those interested in participating, additional information 

is available at: www.worldrallies.com. See you on the road to Paris.  

 

When Ed finished, he glanced up and nodded at two men from the Chinese delegation 

that he thought he‟d met at reception the evening before. They bowed politely and sat down at 

the next table. Dietrich approached Ed, frowned and looked around. “I think we‟ll be more 

comfortable over on that sofa.” Balancing his coffee and the magazine in one hand and his 

briefcase in the other, Ed followed Dietrich across the lobby.  

“Damn Chinese. Always looking for something to copy.” Dietrich took a sip of coffee, 

then leaned forward and lowered his voice. “I‟ve developed a very revolutionary engine 

technology that could impact on the world‟s oil dependency. It‟s environmentally clean as well. 

The details must be kept absolutely secret. I know what my invention will do, but I need 

independent verification of my claims by a reputable third party. As far as I can determine, ATL 

is the first company to offer this kind of testing.” Dietrich was referring to Automotive Testing 

Laboratories, the fledgling business that Ed had started with two associates.  

http://www.worldrallies.c/


“What‟s this have to do with the article?” Ed asked. 

“I‟ve installed my engine in a 1967 Volkswagen Beetle. It qualifies as an antique, 

modified to be ecologically friendly. Just what World Rallies is looking for. The New York to 

Paris World Race will subject my technology to fourteen-thousand miles of extremely hard 

driving over some of the worst roads in the world.” 

 Ed whistled. “Fourteen-thousand miles of that with a brand-new untested engine? 

“I can assure you it will go the distance. My proposal is for ATL to furnish the driver and 

navigator, and keep records of fuel mileage and maintenance. It will take about sixty-five days.” 

Their quiet conversation was unexpectedly interrupted as a young man with a protest sign 

burst into the hotel lobby, bumped into their coffee table and sprinted for the stairs. Without 

thinking, Ed jumped up and grabbed the back of the man‟s shirt. The protestor spun around and 

swung the sign. Ed ducked and let go, but the brief contact allowed a policeman to catch up. He 

threw the youth face down onto the marble floor, twisted his arms behind him, cuffed him, and 

dragged him to his feet. The protestor glared at Ed, “Whose side are you on?” It was over as 

quickly as it began. 

Ed just stared at the floor, now dotted with blood. He realized Dietrich hadn‟t moved. 

Ed‟s heart was racing when he sat back down.  

“Good question,” Dietrich said. 

“What?” 

“Whose side are you on? That young man had a good question.” 

“I wasn‟t taking sides.” 

“You may have to.”  

Ed wiped his sweaty palms along his pants.  



“Are you always so impulsive?” Dietrich asked. 

Ed couldn‟t explain his actions. It wasn‟t like him. He usually avoided confrontations. 

“No, never. I don‟t know why I did that. He was wrong to break in here, but …” Ed let it drop. 

He didn‟t have an explanation. He was usually accused of over-thinking decisions. 

“Tell me about your invention. What makes it so radical?” 

 Dietrich shook his head. “I‟m not willing to divulge that. You‟ll have to decide if you‟re 

willing to take this on without full disclosure. I‟ll tell you what you need to know in order to 

safely drive the car, but you won‟t know the engine design until the testing is complete.” 

 “I‟ve never taken on a job without full information. You realize how unusual this is?” 

 “Yes, I do. But I don‟t see why it should matter. I‟ll be along driving the support vehicle. 

I‟m only hiring you to drive, confirm the fuel usage, and record any maintenance. That‟s all. If 

the car breaks down, you‟ll still have your advance, I‟ll pay for the time you‟ve put in, and your 

flight home.”  

 Ed was on the spot. ATL had yet to land a lucrative contract. This could secure the 

company‟s immediate future and then he‟d resign his teaching position and do this full time, 

along with his partners. Just the time-table they planned.   

But he had another issue, a personal one. He knew he couldn‟t be gone for an entire 

summer and leave Lizzy with Karen. He was the constant in his seven-year-old daughter‟s life 

and even this short trip made him uneasy. But his partners were experienced ralliests and they 

could go. He started to explain. “I don‟t think I can be away so long, but my partners, Jake and 

Tess Buren—” 

 Dietrich stopped Ed with a wave of his hand. “I had hoped you would be the driver, but I 

know the reputation of both of them as automotive engineers and rally competitors, an unusual 



combination.” 

“Well, your proposal is interesting. I fly back to the States day-after-tomorrow. I‟ll need 

to talk this over with Jake and Tess.” 

Dietrich nodded but didn‟t add anything more. He opened his briefcase and handed Ed a 

contract and a non-disclosure agreement. “I‟m working in a short time-frame. Talk to your 

partners, but I need you to get back to me by the end of next week.” He picked up his coffee, 

then leaned forward with another thought.  

“You should be aware there are some risks involved. As you can see, from what‟s going 

on here, these are sensitive issues. There are people, governments even, who would love to get 

their hands on this technology.” 

“I can imagine.” 

“I‟m taking every precaution. The car will be in an enclosed trailer at night and I‟ve hired 

my own security guard.” Dietrich paused. “When you have a chance to read this contract, I think 

you‟ll find my offer generous. And incidentally, T. Boone Pickens is offering a million-dollar 

purse to the best-scoring new-technology entry. Half of that would go to the driver and half to 

the navigator. That should provide an extra incentive.”  

Dietrich stood abruptly. “It‟s been a pleasure talking to you, Dr. Talbot. I‟m confident 

this can benefit all of us. I have to go. These damn protestors. It‟s going to take extra time to get 

to the airport.” He crushed Ed‟s hand and was gone, his coffee still on the table.   

Ed watched as Dietrich walked away. He was dying to read the contract. He couldn‟t help 

it, as interested as he was in Dietrich‟s technology, money was an issue. The start-up expenses 

had been more than any of them had anticipated. He flipped the pages and was stunned. With 

this they could pay back their loans and he could even start saving again. There would be money 



left over for the payback fund he had set up for his parents. He slipped the contract into his 

briefcase, but pulled it out to read the numbers again. He took out his cell phone, pulled up 

Jake‟s number, then realized it was only 4:00 am in North Carolina. It would still be hours before 

he could share his excitement. He flipped the phone closed.  

Ed kept up with research on alternative engine technologies. He wasn‟t yet convinced 

that Dietrich had an invention that would truly decrease the world‟s oil dependency and be 

pollution free. Was Dietrich just some egotistical inventor or was this really something new? He 

wondered where else could he find information on Dr. Otto?  

He wasn‟t the only one who would investigate Dietrich Otto. 

*  *  * 

Ed headed for the airport at dawn. He wished he didn‟t have to stop in Paris before heading 

home, but he was committed. A few weary demonstrators half-heartedly tried to block their 

route, but most were still in their sleeping bags. When he finally boarded his plane, he found a 

young woman in his assigned seat. “Excuse me,” he said, hoping she spoke English, “I think 

you‟ve got the wrong seat. My ticket says 26 A.” 

 She pulled out her ticket but he couldn‟t see the seat number on it. As she brushed back 

her dark hair and raised her head to smile at him, he noticed simple hoop earrings and caught the 

faint scent of her perfume. Her dark eyes and smile invited conversation. Somehow she managed 

to look fashionable wearing jeans and a body-hugging black T-shirt. The lettering strategically 

placed on it said, “Be careful or you‟ll wind up in my memoir.”  

I should be so interesting. Ed refocused on the immediate problem. “We seem to be 

occupying the same seat.” 

She looked him over. “Not yet. But if we are going to, I think it is better if I sit in your 



lap. My weight is only forty-eight kilos. It is not such a big problem.” Her English was formal.  

Ed wasn‟t used to flirting. He couldn‟t even guess at a response to prolong their 

conversation. He was captured by her accent, French perhaps?  

 “You were here first. I‟ll get the flight attendant.” He pushed the call button above the 

seat.  

 A smiling attendant approached. “We seem to have the same seat assignment,” Ed said. 

 She looked at the tickets. “The middle seats are the last ones assigned. We‟re not full. 

Why don‟t you just sit there and I‟ll check to see what else is available.” 

 “Don‟t bother. It‟s a short flight to Paris. This is fine,” Ed answered. He pulled out a 

book, stored his luggage, and sat down beside the young woman. 

 She put down her magazine. “Isn‟t air travel fun? It gets funnier all the time.” She 

paused. “You sound American. Why is it you go to Paris?” 

 “I‟m just there for one night, meeting with a business associate before I fly home. You?” 

 “It is home.”  

 “Ah, lucky you.” 

 She extended her hand. “I call myself Marie-Claire Levieux, but my friends call me 

Marie-Claire.” 

 Ed took her hand and smiled. “What do you enemies call you?” 

 “They rarely do. What is you are called?” 

 “Ed Talbot.” 

 “OK, Ed Talbot.” Marie-Claire looked down at his book. The Destruction of Dresden. 

“Sounds boooooring.”   

 Suddenly it seemed boring to Ed too. The French chatterbox next to him was much more 



entertaining. Someone had told him the French weren‟t friendly, but this woman certainly didn‟t 

fit that stereotype. In a way that he couldn‟t explain, she made him feel totally at ease. He slid 

back in his seat and put his arm on the armrest next to her. The rest of the flight was filled with 

what Ed assumed was idle small talk. After he picked up his luggage, Ed left to find a taxi. 

Marie-Claire slipped into the woman‟s room and pulled a phone out of her purse.  

*  *  * 

 

Ed was jet-lagged when he finally arrived back in North Carolina. Four days in Copenhagen 

and one more in Paris and none of it relaxing. His body didn‟t know what time it was. As the taxi 

pulled up at his house, his fatigue and mood lifted. Lizzy was sitting on the front steps bundled in 

her pink parka and holding a colorful sign in her own handwriting: HI DADDY I LOVE YOU. 

She was his sun, moon and stars. The reason he got up in the morning. She dropped her sign, 

threw her arms around him and buried her face in his jacket. “Mommy promised I could wait up 

for you.” 

As tired as he was, Ed rummaged through his suitcase to find the little Eiffel Tower he had 

picked up in the airport, tucked her in bed, and told her the story of the Little Mermaid in the 

harbor in Copenhagen. He turned down Karen‟s offer of a glass of wine, but sat with her and 

briefly explained the potential contract with Dietrich while she yawned. He showered and went 

to bed himself, but he couldn‟t settle down. His thoughts were scattered; the conference, 

Dietrich‟s proposal and the woman in 26 A. What was it he had reacted to? Certainly she was 

beautiful but this wasn‟t like him. He was generally cautious; both in personal relationships and 

business, but for some reason he had acted out of character on this trip. His conversation with 

Marie-Claire had seemed so easy. He spent a restless night, filled with vivid dreams.  

 



It was snowing. He walked down a crooked street. Bombed out buildings. An old inn, a 

gasthaus, caught his attention. Ancient half-timbered construction. Music drew him through 

the door, down a winding stone staircase into a cave with an arched ceiling.  

There she was. A multicolored full skirt and large, silver hoop earrings. She sat alone. A 

waiter appeared and pulled two tables together. They sat side by side sipping champagne. 

“Do you like Hungarian music?” she said, turning back to the accordion player. “René 

is a Hungarian refugee. Escaped about a year ago and came to Dresden.” 

“René?”   

“The accordion player. What brings you here?”  

“I don’t know.”  

“To refugees,” she said, touching her glass to his. “Everyone is a refugee from 

something.”  

In the lobby an elderly clerk presented a large, worn ledger. “Sign here.” The date was 

Feb. 12, 1948. He handed over his passport in exchange for a huge brass key from an 

earlier century.  

“One floor up, on the right, number 26A.”  

In the hallway, shoes lined up outside doors, waiting to be polished. The room was 

freezing cold. There was a coal burning fireplace. They lit the fire, their movements 

synchronized as if they’d done this many times before. With the fire going but the room still 

cold, they undressed quickly, submerged themselves in the deep feather mattress and pulled 

the thick duvet over their heads. He spooned against her, wrapped his cold body around her, 

ran his hands over her breasts and kissed her neck, breathing in the scent of lavender mixed 

with the smell of her perspiration.  



“Come with me to Paris.” 

 

Karen stirred and it woke him. He willed the dream to continue but it was too late. 

Karen reached for him, finding him hard and wet. “I guess you did miss me after all,” she 

whispered. He made love to her but as he rolled to his side of the bed, the guilt hit him. It 

was not about love for Karen; he was fantasizing about Marie-Claire and it left him with an 

unexplained longing. 

 

 


