All in Good Time

by Jane Kendall

Illustrations by Alexandra Tebow

Copyright Hot Topics Hot Serials 2007

Chapter Nine

Back to the Future

The story so far: Eddie convinced Glory and her family to move to Watkins Glen, New York in order to stay safe. He took them to the train station and then walked along the piers. Finally, he boarded the subway and traveled back through time to his home and his own life.

The performance Eddie Barnes gave in American History class the following afternoon was, his friends told him later, only brilliant. When Mrs. Finster asked him to give his thoughts on the Depression and its effect on New York City, Eddie walked to the front of the room, took a deep breath, and began.

He talked about a city where shabby and defeated men waited for soup in Times Square, lined up beside Broadway theaters and posh hotels, a city where swells in top hats partied with mobsters and politicians in dark, noisy nightclubs until the sun rose, and where great ships lined the harbor. He talked about the touching faith the people had in their new president, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, an educated patrician who was filled with the kind of optimism they so desperately craved. Would they have elected this man, Eddie asked the class, if they’d known the extent of his disability? No! he cried passionately — we needed a leader who seemed as invincible as Superman.

He talked about how there was no Social Security and no unemployment compensation, and you didn’t know if the money you put in the bank would be there in the morning. If you couldn’t pay your rent, you moved on, grabbing what possessions you could in the middle of the night and praying you could find someplace else and a job — any job, no matter how demeaning, even if you had to lie to get it — so you could keep a roof over your head and a little food on your table.

He talked about how the movies were important because they were a much-needed escape. For one thin dime, ordinary people could surround themselves with luxury and, for a few precious hours, forget their troubled lives. And he talked about how, for the people of the Great Depression, without the hope of a better life, there was no point in going on. But they had gone on, and they had worked hard and long and willingly, and, when the world was again plunged into war, they and their children had answered the call and ensured that democracy and freedom would endure.

He gestured, he went red in the face, and at one point he pounded his fist on Mrs. Finster’s desk. He paced and he orated, and when he finished and sank, exhausted, back into his seat, the class burst into applause.

“That was excellent, Edward,” Mrs. Finster said after everyone stopped clapping. “You have captured the era beautifully. As I have told this class time and again, history is not about dates and battles — history is about people’s lives.”

Mrs. Finster’s class was the last of the day, and Eddie waited until everyone had gone to approach her.

“Did you have an interesting weekend?” she asked him, her eyes twinkling.

“Mrs. Finster, where did you get those tokens?”

“Why, from Glory, of course.”

“Glory?”

“I’m her daughter, Edward,” she said. “We knew you’d be along one day, and Mother told me to give you the tokens when the time was right. It had to be a certain Friday in November, to coincide with the week FDR was elected in 1932. We didn’t even know if the tokens would work. But it seems they did.” 

The silence drew out as Eddie tried to wrap his brain around the fact that not only was Finster the Spinster Glory’s daughter, but also, for some reason, she had handed him the greatest adventure he’d ever had – or was ever likely to have. She was still smiling, and it suddenly dawned on him that she was rather nice looking, with blonde hair that reminded him a little of Glory’s bright curls.

The door opened and Mr. Jiminez the math teacher stuck his head into the room. “Hey, Eddie, want to go for coffee?”

“No thanks, John, not today,” she answered. “But I’ll take a rain check.” She turned back to Eddie and smiled again, this time mischievously. “Your mouth’s open, Edward.”

“Your name’s Eddie?”

“It’s short for Edwina,” she said. “Why shouldn’t my mother name me after the boy who saved her life? You did, you know. If you hadn’t put her on the train to Watkins Glen, who knows what would have happened? I’ve been hearing about you since I was a little girl. Why do you think I took this job?” She picked up her purse and turned to him. “Do you have any plans for this evening?”

“I— I don’t think so,” Eddie stammered.

“Then let’s go call your mother and see if you can come over for dinner. Glory’s been waiting a long time to see you again.”

“Glory’s still—?” He paused tactfully.

“Alive? Oh, very much so,” said Edwina Finster. “Although having to use a cane has pretty much cut down on her tap dancing. Come on. Let’s blow this joint.”

As Eddie followed her out of the classroom, his mind in a whirl, all he could think to say was, “Mrs. Finster, does Glory have any more of those tokens?”

“All in good time, Edward,” her voice floated back to him. “All in good time.”

The End

