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Bef ore anyone could react, a 7.9mmbullet took MIo in the pit of the arm
The

bul l et bored conpletely through his chest before exiting in the left-frontal
guadr ant and goi ng through the biceps, skewering both lungs and his heart

al ong

the way. The | ancing agony had been exquisite, unbearable, and M| o had
screanmed. He drew in a deep agonizing breath to scream once again and t hat
second scream choked away as he coughed up a boiling rush of bl ood.
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PROLOGUE

The day of hunting, trapping, seining and foraging for wild plants, fruits,
nut s

and tubers had gone well in this rich, not often hunted slice of the great
prairie. Fillets of fish and thin slices of venison now had been added to
ot hers

already in the process of curing over slow, snoky beds of fire scattered
about

the canp of the hunters.

Al'l of the daylight hours, those who had not ridden forth with the hunting
and

foraging parties or fished the small river had been hard at the tasks of

t endi ng

the fires and the nmeat and fish that hung above them had scraped and
stretched

and salted and rolled the skins and hides, rendered fish offal for glue, and
performed the countl ess other tasks necessary to maintain the canp and its
tenmporary i nhabitants—human, feline and equi ne.

Bet ween chores, certain of the canp detail cared for and saw to the needs of
an

injured boy. H's intenperate insubordination of the precedi ng night had
resul ted

in his chief flinging himinto the still-live coals of a large firepit —a
regrettable but very necessary cost of survival in the often-harsh

envi ronnment

was i nstant and savage puni shnment for failure to obey | eaders, for repeated
i nstances of such undisciplined conduct night well one day cost lives, his



own
and many anot her al so.

As Sacred Sun declined in the western sky, the parties began to return to the
canp with the spoils of their forays on the countryside and waters. Having

| ess

di stance to travel and being also blessed with the faster, easier road, the
fishing party was the first back at the canpsite, where they drew their snall
boats of hide and wood
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t hrough the shall ows and up upon the shel ving beach before unloading their
catches of assorted fish, then, with flashing knives, all set about the

cl eaning, scaling or skinning and filleting of the feebly flopping creatures.
The larger of the fillets went to the racks above the snoky fires, while the
smal ler went into piles and pots for the evening neal .

The foragers were next to return, offloading hanpers of assorted pl ant
material s

fromled horses to be sorted, dried and repacked to bear back to the clans or
used i medi ately for their own sustenance. Then this party divided, and while
some saw to the horses or the sorting, others renounted and rode out to check
lines of traps, snares, pits and |logfalls.

The first of two hunting groups rode in with a spirited whooping, |aden with
no

| ess than three good-sized deer —+wo of themordinary whitetails, a buck and
a

big doe, but the third a rare and nuch-prized spotted buck with pal mate
antlers—a smallish wapiti buck, sone near-dozen | ong-Iegged hares and an
assortrment of other small ganme and birds.

VWhile still this first party of the hunters, with the nore than enthusiastic
assi stance of those already in canp, were hard at the messy jobs of flaying
and

but chering, the sonetinme-foragers canme back, having enptied arid reset traps
or

rebaited those they had found enpty. They bore sonme cottontails, .squirrels,
one

big and three smaller raccoons, a black fox, a mnk, a woodchuck, two
skunks—ene

striped, one spotted—half a dozen muskrats and four thrashing feet of

t hi ck- bodi ed, now headl ess wat er snake whi ch had been a chance acquisition of
a

nmuskrat trapper.

The | ower edge of Sacred Sun was skirting very close to the western horizon
and

the pots and pans above the scattered cookfires were already beginning to
emt

fragrant steam before the second party of hunters was sighted across the
grassy

expanse that |ay above the narrow, w nding, flood-carven river valley in a
wi der

portion of which lay the canpsite.

So slowy did this party nove that it seened clear they nmust ride heavy-I|aden



with game. But as th”y came closer, those gifted with the keenest sight could
see that

al t hough there was gane strapped to several horses, two others bore between
t hem

a makeshift litter, and at the tail of the party linped an injured horse—ts
head hung | ow, dried blood streaking its barrel, stripped of all gear and
encunbrances save only a rawhide halter, bloody froth surrounding its

di st ended

nostrils and slowy dripping frommzzle and lips.

"Sun and Wnd," muttered Hunt Chief Tchuk Skaht to no one in particular, "I

t hought today's hunting went too well to be true or to last. Wnd grant that
that's not a Skaht in that litter, yonder . . . but that bal df aced redbay

| ooks

much |ike one of our herd. And if the horse was hurt, then what of its rider?"

As the colum wound down the path from above and into canp, the formon the
litter could be seen to lie un-nmoving, very, very still, its eyelids closed,
its

sun- browned hands fol ded across its chest. Tchuk's heart plunmeted to the
dept hs

of his felt and | eather boots when he recogni zed the face—yrah Skaht,
daught er

of his cousin, Chief Gaib Skaht; a pretty girl of only fourteen sunmers, a
girl

with the prom se of becom ng one of the best archers in her clan.

He wal ked heavily in the direction of the cleared space wherein returning
parties usually offl oaded, his nmood as heavy and dragging as his steps. "It's
al ways the young," he brooded silently to hinself, "the best, the brightest,
that hunting and raids and sinple accidents cost us. At |east six or eight
boys

and girls who likely will never contribute rmuch to our clan, whose |oss would
have soon been clean forgot, but, no, we here |lose Myrah . . . and probably
P?Ee, wel | -trained hunting mare, as well, fromthe |l ooks of it. Poor Gaib
EglLitter for long and long, | fear me, with this painful loss of so fine and
:?onising a daughter; | hope that he doesn't blame ne for it."

As the | eader of the hunting party wearily disnmounted fromhis stallion and
set

about removing saddl e and gear fromthe nmount, Tchuk cane cl ose and asked the
guestion he had to ask

"Did she die well, Uncle MI10o? Qur bard is certain to ask me . . . and her
grieving father, too."

Looki ng up fromwhere he had bent to unbuckle the
10
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ci nches of the hunting kak, the man thus addressed smiled and replied, "Be
not



so pessimstic, Tchuk Skaht. The unfortunate mare will probably have to be
put

down this evening, fromthe | ooks of her, but young Myrah was not hurt badly,
only knocked gi ddy and shaken up. | had her put in a litter only because she
seened to have trouble sitting a horse, then | gave her a draft of sleep-root
to

spare her disconfort on the journey. She's only asleep, you see, not dead."

"What happened, Uncle M10? No nere fall would have torn the nare up that
way. "

While continuing to work, the man called Uncle M1l o used their shared

t el epat hy

to answer the question. "W hunted this day that wide strip of forest over by
the big river of which this one is a tributary, bagging six of the snall
strai ght horns, anong other beasts, this norning. After the nooning, we all
fanned out to see what else we could add to our take for the day. Qur first
intimati on of trouble was when we heard the mare's screans.

"I't would appear that Myrah arrowed a yearling pig, but for some reason, her
loosing did not fly with her usual trueness and the wounded beastlet fled
into

an area of heavy brush with Myrah in full pursuit of it."

Tchuk Skaht, an experienced and wi dely respected hunter, blanched. "Ch, no, a

sow ... or worse, a boar. And her without a spear.”
"Just so," agreed Uncle MIlo, adding, "In her pain and hysteria, | couldn't
get

nmuch out of the mnd of the nare, so this is a reconstructi on based on
educat ed
guesses and what | found when | got to the scene.

"Apparently, the old boar carne out of the dense cover and tushed the mare

j ust

behi nd the-off foreleg. Myrah may not even have had time to see him The mare
reared, of course, slamming the rider's head against a thick overhangi ng
branch

so hard that the inmpact cracked the boil ed-1eather helnet clean across,

t hough

there woul d appear to be no damage to the head within.

"Hal f-mad with pain, the mare of course |lashed out at the boar as the savage
beast pressed his attack, but acconplished little damage to him hanpered as
she

was by the thick brush and nowhere near as fast as him anyway.

"Matters stood thus when two of the boys cane riding up. That Gy Linsee is
bi g

for his age was a rare blessing, at that place and time. Realizing at once

t hat

a horse was a detrinment there, he rolled out of his saddle, after putting a
brace of rapidly | oosed shafts into the boar—fI|etch-ings-deep, he drove them

t oo—got the stubborn beast's attention and took himon his spear . . . where
he

was hol ding hi mwhen I and nost of the rest of the hunt canme up and

di spat ched

him"

Noddi ng sol ermly, Tchuk said, "Wuld that so brave a young nan were a Skaht,



but

I honor hi mnonethel ess. Young Karee has rare insight, it wuld seem If she
openly announces and he does the same, | will speak Gy Linsee's part to ny
chi ef

and her father and hope that he elects to live anong the Can of Skaht. If he
so

desires, | would be honored to have him as guest at the Skaht cooking fire,
this

ni ght."

M1 o went about the rest of his work with a sense of satisfaction. The first
real break had finally occurred. A Skaht had invited a Linsee to guest at his
evening nmeal, and Mlo could rest assured that, taking into account the event
that had precipitated the offer and the exalted rank of the nan who had nade
it,

there woul d be not hing save sweetness and light (even if some of it was
forced

and grudging, at first) toward Gy Linsee fromhis hosts. It was, at |least, a
start.

O ans Linsee and Skaht were both Kindred clans of [ong standing and anci ent

| i neage. However, within the |ast couple of generations, the two had devel oped
a

sensel ess ennity. The clans had taken to insult, thievery and pilferage,
assaults and the occasional killing and, at last, riding on raids against

each

other, not only meetings of warrior against warrior in open, prearranged

battl e—

whi ch woul d have been bad enough—but striking at encanmpments, as well.

At length, the Council of Chiefs of the tribe, that |oose confederation of
Ki ndred cl ans known as the Horsecl ans, had deci ded that enough was enough
The

vendetta had gone far enough and they were upon the point of riding down in
overwhel mi ng force upon the two clans, stripping themof all arns and
possessi ons and, after disen-

12

Robert Adans

A MAN CALLED M LO MORAI
13

franchi sing them declaring themto be not of Horseclans stock, driving them
out
onto the prairie, afoot, unarned and nmained, to die or live.

But MIo Mdrai had good nenories of both of the errant clans, and he
prevail ed

upon the Council to allow himto try just once to show themthe error of
their

current ways and teach themto |live once nore in peace and in brotherhood,
one

with the other, as did all the rest of the Kindred clans.

So di sgusted and dead-set were the chiefs of the Council that it is likely
t hat
no normal man, no ordinary chief, could have swayed them But then Chief MIlo



of

Morai was no nmere man, no ordinary chief. For as long as there had been

Hor secl ans upon the plains and prairies, there had been Uncle MIlo. This
sane,

agel ess, unchangi ng man had succored, |ived anbng, guided the Sacred
Ancestors

from whom nost of the present clans held descent since the hideous War and
t he

Great Dyings had extirpated nost of mankind fromall the |lands. Unlike every
ot her man and woman of the clans, he al one never aged; the sane Uncle MIlo
who

m ght have merrily jounced upon his knee a new boy-child of the clans m ght
stand in the throng, unchanged in any way, as the husk of the old
great - grandfather that that boy-child had, over the |ong years, becone was
sent

decently to Wnd on a pyre.

Therefore, when Uncle M1l o had ridden i n—dnexpected and unannounced—wi th the
Tribal Bard and made his request of the assenbl ed chiefs, none of them had
even

t hought .n0 matter the intensity of their enotions, their fears and the

resol ve

to which they had but just come—ef saying nay to this man conpounded of equa
parts myth and stark reality.

So, rather than riding down upon the erring clans with fire and thirsty

swor ds,

the Council had sent riders summning the chiefs of Linsee and Skaht to the
pl ace whereat they sat in formal sessions. Arrived, the chiefs and subchiefs
were informed of the decision that the Council had nade, then, before any
coul d

protest, they also were inforned of the request of Uncle MIo and the

agr eenent

of Council to grant his request. But it was inpressed

upon themthat this was at best a brief reprieve and that only clear proof of
a

resol ution of their ongoing feud would or could bring about a full reversa

of

Council's earlier ruling and resolution. This nmeant that full cooperation
with

the schemes of Uncle MIo were of paranount inportance to both Linsees and
Skahts, did they harbor any hopes of surviving into another generation as

Ki ndred cl ans.

Autumal hunting parties traditionally ate very well, and this one was no
exception. Wiile still Sacred Sun was nudgi ng the western horizon, the
st ewpot s

had been set aside so their contents could cool enough to be eaten and the
coal s

of the firepits were put to the task of cooking other foods for the weary but
ravenous men, boys and girls.

The contents of those lazily steaming pots were hearty, nutritious fare,

i ndeed.

To a stock made by boiling cracked bones had been added those bits and pieces
of

meat and fish too small or otherwi se unsuited for the curing racks, edible
roots

of various kinds, wild greens and herbs and a bit of precious and hoarded



salt,
then the m xtures had been thickened by additions of toasted, |ate-sprouting
wild grain, seeds and nutneats.

The second and | ast course of the meal would be spit-roasted rabbits, hares,
squirrels and birds. If anyone renmai ned hungry after that, they could al ways
gnaw at a hunk of the hard, strong-flavored cheese they'd brought al ong on
this

hunt, though generally it and the gut tubes of greasy penm can were hel d back
for a possible emergency.

When the carcasses on the spits were nearing an edible degree of doneness and
the horses were all cared for and ot her needful tasks accomplished, the Skaht
boys and girls began to gather about the cookfire pit. Then Hunt Chief Tchuk
Skaht called for their attention, addressed them speaking aloud for the
benefit

of that minority who were possessed of little or no telepathic ability.

"Kindred, mne, a guest will share our fire and our food on this night, a
brave
young man, who will be honored by us all for his act of selfless courage in

def ense of one of us Skahts during the course of Uncle Mle's
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hunt, earlier today. |I will bring himanmongst us, but he will be a clan
guest,

not mne only.

"He is a Linsee-born, but he cannot help that regrettable fact, for none of
us

have the option of choosing the clan of our parents, and |I'll be expecting
each

and every one of you to show himtrue Skaht hospitality as well as the

def erence

and the honor due a young man who saved a Skaht girl from death or serious
infjury at no little risk to hinself.

"Be you all well warned: I'Il brook no nmi sbehavior toward our honored
guest —o

raggi ng, no name-calling, no insults, no challenges. If anyone does not
understand all that | have just spoken, tell nme now Well?"

A stripling stepped fromout the throng on the other side of the firepit. H's
pal e- bl ond hair cascaded | oose upon his shoul ders, dripping water onto the
shirt

and trousers that clung to a body still danp fromhis evening dip in the
riverlet. A look of sullen near-defiance snoldered in the depths of his

bl ue- green eyes.

"Hunt Chief, with all due respect to you, | think you try to go too far
Wor ki ng
wi th the dammed Linsees, riding al ongside of the scum hunting or fishing or

gathering with them. . . |—we—have debased ourselves to do all these things
because you and our chief and Uncle MIo said to. | shared herd guard with
one

of themtoday, but | can see no reason why | should-have to ruin ny neal with
the stench of one of themin nmy nose. No, hunt chief or no hunt chief, you go



too far, demand too nmuch of us, this evening. I'll not sit still for it,

whet her

others do or not. Wat did he do, anyway-stop some silly girl fromsquatting
in

a stand of poison oak?"

It was a hoary joke anongst the clans, but still a few hesitant |aughs cane
from
here and there, and the boy preened hinmself, half-sneering at Tchuk the while.

Tchuk was on the verge of making his way around the firepit and giving the

i npertinent whel p physical cause to respect his betters when a hard little
hand

grasped the boy's arm and spun hi mabout to face the conbined wath of two of
hi s cl answonen.

Karee and Myrah Skaht, both of them about as danmp as was the boy, Buhd,
havi ng
but just |aved thensel ves

and their garnments in the riverlet, were clearly hopping nad.

"How dare you speak so to Hunt Chief Tchuk, you puling snotnose!" snarled
Kar ee,

striking himwith sonme force in the chest with the flat of one call oused
little

hand.

Wth the boy's attention thus distracted fromher, Myrah took the opportunity
to

kick his shin, hard, with the toe of her fine |leather riding boot, snapping,
"Look at your clan chiefs daughter, you insubordinate puppy! It was ny father
gave the rule to Tchuk Skaht for this hunt, therefore, it's ny father's—your
chi ef s—erders you woul d di sobey. | should let the hunt chief kill you as you
deserve, but |, myself, cane close enough to ny death today to relish life

even so worthless a life as yours."

She ki cked himagain, on the other shin, then raised her voice. "Know you
all,

on the hunt today, | arrowed a shoat and, failing to kill it outright,
foolishly

pursued it into heavy brush. The shoat's squeal s brought out a nmonstrous old
| ong-tushed boar. He charged ny mare, savaged her, and she reared suddenly,
casting me fromthe saddle. Then that hellish boar nmade for ne, and you woul d
all be building me a pyre and sending nme home to Wnd, this night, save for
t he

heroi sm and strength of Gy Linsee. He rode up, arrowed the boar tw ce, then
cane

in afoot to take a beast that outwei ghed hi m by hundreds of pounds on his
spear

and hold himthere until nmore hunters came up to kill the creature.

"That is why he is to be our guest at food, on this evening. And any who
of fer

himless than he deserves, than he has earned in full this day, wll
assuredly

find the bl ade of nmy knife in his flesh."

After a single, slownoving, grimfaced sweep of her glance conpletely around



the circle, she suddenly smiled and added, "Wo knows, Kindred? Perhaps Uncle
MIlo will honor our fire and food, as well, with his presence. Then, maybe,
he'll tell us all nore of his tales of the olden days as he did last night."

If there was any one thing in particular that Horse-clansfolk instinctively
honored, it was proven bravery,
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even in an eneny , . . especially in an eneny. Wth the tale of Gy Linsee's
courageous feat in succoring their chiefs daughter becone commobn know edge,
t he

bi g young man was received and feted in tine-hoary Horse-clans tradition, for
all his un-Horsecl anslike size and height, his un-Kindredlike dark hair and
eyes

and his Linsee |lineage. And, as all had hoped, Uncle Mlo readily accepted
t he

invitation of Hunt Chief Tchuk Skaht and dined around their firepit on the
t hi ck

stew, the baked tubers, the roasted neats and the oddnments of nuts and late
fruits.

The neal concl uded, those who had done the day's cooking repaired to the
riverbank to scour the precious netal pots with sand and cold water, then
filled

themw th fresh water and brought them back to fireside for the preparation
of

the norning draft of herb and root tea, which, with a few bites of hard
cheese,

was the breakfast of npst Horsecl ansfol k.

The rest of the diners sat ringed about the firepit. They picked their teeth
with splinters of firewdod, cleaned their knives, w ped at greasy hands and
faces. They chatted, both aloud and tel epathically, or brought out
unconpl et ed

handi craft projects to work at by the firelight. One group of boys and girls
set

a small pot of cold, congealed fish glue to heat in a nestlet of coals, |aying
a

bundl e of presnoothed, prerounded dowel s by, along with sharp knives,
col | ected

feathers and preshaped hunting points of bone and threads of soaked, supple
sinew, all for arrow nmaking.

One of the ol der boys began to carefully renmove the bark froma six-foot

| engt h

of tough hornbeam+the best part of a sapling killed through some natural cause
a

year or so before and then cured where it stood by the wi nds and sun. The boy
had recognized it for the rare prize that it was—such nmade for fine spear
shafts

or the hafts of war axes—and he meant to finish it as much as possible before
they rode back to the clan canp, where he would make of it a gift to his

f at her.

Slowy, carefully, using a belt knife for the drawknife he |acked, hel ped by
a

cousin who steadi ed the sapling, the boy took off the bark in long, even
strips,

which he flicked into the firepit and out of his way. Wth the | ast of



the horny outer bark gone, he sheathed his knife, took the two-inch-thick

| engt h

of wood upon his lap and began to sand it with a coarse-grained, fist-sized
river rock, keeping a finer-grained pebble of equal size close to hand for
sem final finishing.

Two different youngsters—a boy and a girl—squatted and brai ded thin strips of
rawhi de and sinew into strong riatas. O hers honed the edges of various types
of

kni ves, spearheads and axes, or the points of fishhooks, gaffhooks and
hunt i ng

darts. Yet another young Skaht was industriously knapping a lucky find of

anci ent gl ass—shards of a bottle broken long centuries before and rendered a
deep purple by hundreds of years of unremtting sun—nto projectile points,
such

poi nts being nuch favored for hunting, since they needed no fire-hardening as
did bone and their points and edges were sharper and nore penetrating than
even

honed steel; he already had knapped and fitted to a hardwood hilt a |arger
triangul ar piece of the glass to be used for the splitting of sinews.

Wth a speed born of manual dexterity and much practice, Myrah Skaht was
converting a length of antler into a barbed head for a fish spear, her

kni f ebl ade flashing in the firelight. Al the while, she engaged in silent
converse with Gy Linsee, where he sat between Hunt Chief Tchuk Skaht and
Uncl e

M 1o, both she and Gy being gifted with better than average tel epathic
abilities

(that trait called "m ndspeak” by the fol k of the Horse-clans).

The boy and girl conversed on a tight, personal beam ng, and such was the
very

way that Mo "bespoke" Tchuk Skaht. "They are fine young people, Tchuk, al
of

them|'ve seen, this night; those who have the good fortune to live to
maturity

will bring great honor to Skaht, of that you may be sure.”

The hunt chi ef beamed his sincere thanks for the conmplinent to his clan and
young cl ansfol k, but then sighed audi bly and shook his head, setting his

still-danmp braids asway. "But so feww |l be still alive in ten years, fewer
still in twenty, and it seenms that always the very best are they who first go
to

Wnd. They die in war, in the hunt, in herding, they succunmb to wounds, to
fevers and other illnesses. The girls, many of them wll die during or just
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after childbirth, and both boys and girls will be swept off and drowned in
river

crossings, will fail to outrun prairie fires or will be done to death in

st upi d,

poi ntl ess, singular accidents. W two sit anmpbngst a bare twoscore or so only
hal f of whomw |l ever live to even ny age, yet | know of Kindred clans that

nunber nore than twi ce as many younkers, warriors and maiden archers.”

He sighed even nore deeply and again shook his head. "It would just seemthat



G an Skaht is intended by Sacred Sun and by Wnd to remain small and weak
?Eanand. And ever fewer Kindred of other clans seemof a mnd to wed into
gLZﬂt, to accept our boys and girls as spouses for their own clansfolk or
fzeﬂost our wandering hunters as befits true Kindred. And this great nystery
Lit of my mind alone, Uncle MIlo. Right often have ny chief and the subchiefs
and bard in council discussed these very topics . . . vainly."

Mlo frowned. "Ch, come now, Tchuk, you are an intelligent man, and so too
are

they, else they would not be |eaders of their clan, but you and they have
chosen

first and forenost to think only within narrow limts. Open your m nd, nan,

| oose your thoughts, and you quickly will see the basic reason for al

wel |,

for nmost of the afflictions of not only your clan but of C an Linsee, as well.

"Wel |l ?" he prodded after a nmoment. "Think of it, man, unfetter your m nd and
t hi nk. You posed questi ons —how give nme the answers to them as you can and
will."

It did not take long. "The . . . the feud . . . the feud with dan Linsee ..
is
that it, Uncle MIo?"

Mlo snmiled briefly. "You have a cigar conming, but I don't have one, so how
about a pipeful of ny tobacco instead, Hunt Chief Tchuk? Precisely! This
damabl e, idiotic feud is at the bottomof all the tribulations of both dan
Skaht and C an Linsee. Nomad cl an versus nonmad clan is a flatly murderous
type

of warfare . . . but you know that fact well, don't you? Raidings of Dirtnen
steadi ngs are one thing—the el ement of surprise holds down the nunber of
casual ties anongst the raiders, as too does the fact that the nodes of

t hi nki ng

are very different when you conpare settled farmers and nonmad

herders and hunters. And, also, the prairiecats and our strain of horses wth
their telepathic abilities give us a distinct edge over our prey. Yes, there
are

| osses sustained in raiding Dirtnen, but nostly they are but piddling
conpar ed

to the loot, livestock and sl aves gained for the clans. Wy, the hunt results
in

as many or nore deaths and serious injuries for a far nore paltry return in
benefits, but you know that, too.

"On the other hand, when you ride to raid or war against men just |ike
your sel ves, you can expect the butcher's bill to be high, alnost

i nsupportably

high. How in hell are you going to surprise a canp the perineter of which is
patroll ed by farspeaking telepathic cats and horses? And if you choose to set
your own cats on the guard cats, the resultant din of feline battle is going
to

be heard for nmiles. Though | understand that the cat chiefs, both yours and
d an

Li nsee's, past and present, w sely refused to engage in active warfare and
rai di ng agai nst any Kindred clan, only fighting defensively.



"Had your clans been allowed to keep up this sensel ess round of raidings and
anbushes and duelings and battles, the tine would soon have come when neither
of

you woul d have had sufficient strength remaining to even hold your own

agai nst

the natural adversaries that beset us all our lives on the prairies and

pl ai ns.

The only reason, indeed, that you two weakened cl ans have survived this |ong
is

that al nmost all of the non-Kindred nomads have been killed off, driven off or
nmel ded into our tribe over the |ast few generations. Had such fearsone
fighters

as O ans Staiklee, Duhglisz, Kahr, Lebohn and their ilk still roamed in
enmty

to the Kindred, you had all been rendered corpses or slaves.

"Al'l of the other Kindred clans face precisely the sanme attrition from

nat ur a

causes and fromriding the raid against Dirtnen as do Skaht and Linsee. That
t hey manage—barring the rare disaster—+o naintain a constant strength of
nunber s

in spite of certain losses results fromthe fact that they live by, adhere
to,

The Law and the anci ent custons proven fromthe days of the Sacred Ancestors
to

t he present.

"First and forenpst of the Lawis that Kinship is holy, Tchuk. Had clan not
hel ped Kindred clan in tines of
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need or danger over the years, there would today be no tribe, no clans. In

uni on

there is strength for all of our confederation of interrelated clans and

fam lies. Such disunity and enmty as your two clans have practiced can |ead
only to chaos and death for you, your descendants and, eventually, your clans.

"Unfortunately, there are a certain number of hotheads, greedy, suicidal and
hom cidal types, in every generation of every clan. Cans Skaht and Linsee
have,

over the nore recent years, set a bad exanple, and other, nore sober and
Law-fearing Kindred clans have avoi ded mixing with them because they feared
t he

bad i nfl uence upon their own few fire-eaters. Looked at fromtheir

Vi ewpoi nt s,

no man coul d bl anme them for bei ng somewhat |ess than Kindred toward you.
Prove

only to the Council of Kindred Chiefs that Skaht and Linsee can live

har moni ously, one with the other in peace and true brotherhood, and you will
see

how qui ckly there are offers of Kinship fromyour Kindred of all the other
clans.”

He seened on the verge of beaming nore to the receptive hunt chief, but his

m nd

was just then smitten by a beanmi ng of the conbi ned power of Myrah Skaht,

Kar ee

Skaht and Gy Linsee. "Uncle MIlo, please, won't you do as you did | ast night?



Pl ease tell us all nore of the ol den days, of your life before the G eat

Dyi ngs

and of how you fornmed the Sacred Ancestors into our clans of today."

"If I do, it will have to be, as last night, told to all, Linsees as well as
Skahts. WIIl you wel come them anong you if | agree to open ny mind and
nmenori es

again to you?"

Chapter 1

Al t hough radi os and granophones bl ared out songs of coins falling fromthe
skies, the only thing that the skies over depression-racked Chicago seened to
be

produci ng were rain, snow, sleet and wi ndborne stenches fromthe stockyards
this

wi nter of the Year of Qur Lord 1936.

O, at least, so thought Police Oficer Bob Mirphey as he squatted, back to a
wal I, keeping watch over the unfortunate gent who |ay unconscious before him
on

the danp, sliny, gritty stones of the alleyway. Bob was certain that this one
was a real gent—his clothing was too fine, too obviously expensive, for him
to

be aught el se than a gent or a hood, and it was too conservative of cut and
color to be the latter. That expensive clothing had likely gotten himinto
this

sorry pickle, Mirphey silently reflected. Wiy, his shoes al one represented a
week's pay for the average working Joe these dark days ... if said Joe was

[ ucky

enough to be working at all

Bop had been wal ki ng his beat, huddl ed into his uniformcoat against the
;Ehlihe thick, cloying mst, when he had passed the alley nouth and sighted
L?s peri pheral vision a flicker of nmovenment too |large to have been a nere rat
g[]ey cat or gaunt scavenger dog. He had turned back then, taken his best
galﬁis billy club and demanded, "Now what in hell's goin'" on back there?"

There was scuttling novenent, then footfalls rapidly receding down the

al | eyway.

Mur phey had proceeded cautiously on until he had suddenly tripped over and
al nrost fallen onto a recunbent body. A brief exani na-
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tion had reveal ed that the victi mwas not dead yet, though fromthe anount of
bl ood clotting the dark hair, he m ght soon be. After he had carefully, as
gently as possible, dragged the body closer to the alley mouth, he had
trotted

the hal f-block or so to the callbox and reported the need for an ambul ance at
this location.

He had returned in time to find two m screants—ikely the same ones who had
sl ugged the gent's head and robbed himto begin with—engaged in trying to get



off the man's shoes and greatcoat. One of them had gotten away, but the other
now sat handcuffed and groaning fromthe beating Bob had inflicted with his
billy club.

"I"'mgetting old," thought the shivering policenman, clenching his jaws to
stop

his teeth fromchattering. "Twenty years ago, it's the both of the bastards
|'d ve got, not just this one. Wien | cone back from France back in '18, al
full of piss and vinegar, it |ooked |ike the world was ny oyster for sure.
What

in hell happened to all those plans, all those chances | knew was j ust
sitting

out there waiting for Big Bob Miurphey to come al ong?"

After glancing at his prisoner and assuring hinself that the clubbed and

noani ng

man of fered no further threat, Mirphey let his billy dangle fromhis wist by
the thong and tucked his numbed hands under his arnpits. "I wonder if that
poor

gent there was in the Great War, too? Likely he was—he | ooks about of an age
with ne. 'Course, he prob'ly was an officer—-he | ooks the type. He sure got
hi s

breaks after the war, else he wouldn't be laying there in a greatcoat that
cost

a hunnerd dollars if it cost one red cent. | dunno—things would prob'ly have
fell in place better for ne if | hadn't gone and narried Kate as soon as |

di d.

Hel |, she'd ve waited for me to make ny pile, and we both and the kids too

woul d' ve been a sight better off if | had. But then, 1'd prob'ly ve lost it
al |

back in "29 like the rest of the high-rollers did and ended up dead or riding
boxcars or in jail or sweeping up horse biscuits with the WPA. At |least | got
ne

a steady job and three squares a day for ne and Kate and the kids and a roof
over our heads and coal to burn in the Arcola, and all that is a whole
hel | uva

ot more than nmost fol ks can say these days."
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H s hands thawed a bit, Bob Mirphey delved into his coat pocket and brought
out

the billfold he had taken from his handcuffed captive. Leaning toward the di m
light out of the street beyond the alley nouth, he opened the butter-soft
calfskin and riffled the sharp new bills contai ned therein. Sinking back onto
hi s haunches, he whistled between his teeth. At |east six hundred, maybe a

t housand dol | ars, between one and two years' pay for the likes of him if you
didn't include the piddling amounts of cash and merchandi se that he accepted
now

and then fromcertain cautiously selected persons on his beat for the casting
of

a blind eye on victimess activities.

"Wll, M. MIlo Mray," he muttered to hinself, reading the name stanped in
gold

| eaf inside the billfold, "sure and you're bound to have a sight nore where
this

cane from And you do owe ne sonething for saving your life tonight, after
all.”



He stood up then and enptied the billfold, folded the bills into two wads,

t hen

stuf fed one down each sock to come to rest under the arches of his feet. He
t hen

stal ked over to stand | oom ng over the prisoner

"What did you and your partner do with this nman's noney?" he denanded of the
battered, manacled crim nal

Snuffling, the slunped, bleeding man hal f -whi ned, "D dn" have tinme to do
nut hi n'

withit. It's still in his billfold, hones' to God, it is."

Bob Murphey sighed. "Wong answer, feller." Leaning down, he unlocked and
renoved t he handcuffs, returned themto their place, then took a two-handed
grip

on the billy club and brought it down with all of his strength upon the
prisoner's head. Bob was a beefy man, a very strong man, and the one bl ow of
t he

| ead- wei ghted baton was all that was necessary to cave in the gaunt
prisoner's

skulI. Then he tucked the empty billfold back in the pocket from which he had
taken it when first he had searched the nman. -

O course, the initial victimof attack was apprised of none of these events
until much | ater.

He awakened in a bed. The bed was hard, and the
nooert Adans
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smal | pillow under his head had the consistency of a brick. He had no idea
wher e
he m ght be, why he was where he was, or exactly who he was.

A worman of nedi um hei ght was maki ng one of two beds on the other side of the
room moving swiftly and surely, tucking up the sheets in snpboth notions that
left tight corners. It was when she turned to do the sanme for the other bed

t hat

she noticed that he was awake. Smiling warmy, she left the runpled bed and
bustl ed over to crank up the head of his bed.

"Ch, M. Mray, doctor will be so glad to hear that we're finally conscious.
How

do we feel ? Any headache, hm? Wuld we like a drink of nice, cool water? An
aspi rin?"

"Yes," he finally got out, wondering if that croak was his normal speaking
voi ce. "Water. Please, water."

The white-clad wonan eased hima little nore erect with an armthat proved
surprisingly strong, then bore a glass with a bent-glass tube to his Iips and
allowed himto drain it before |owering his body back down. He was again

asl eep

bef ore his head touched the stone-hard pillow

When he once nore awakened, the wan |ight that had come earlier through the
wi ndow on his right was gone, replaced by the bright glare of the electric



| amp

in the ceiling above him The two beds across the roomsat crisply enpty, and
t he white-clad wonan who had gi ven hi m water was nowhere to be seen. However,
anot her woman, al so weari ng white-shoes, stockings, dress and odd-shaped cap
atop her dark-blond, pulled-back hair—sat in a chair near his bedside reading
a

book.

He tried to amass enough saliva to noisten his nmouth and bone-dry throat but,
failing in the effort, croaked, "W . . . water."

oviously startled, the seated woman dropped her book and sprang to her feet.
"Certainly, M. Mray, of course you may have water, all the water you want.
But

you've got to try to stay awake for a little while, too. Poor Dr. CQuiscarde
is

dead on his feet, but he insisted that he be called as soon as you woke up
again. He needs to examine you and talk with you about sonething he thinks

i mportant."

Whi | e speaki ng, she had pushed a button, and, when another woman in white
opened

t he door, she said, "Mss Pollak, please get word to Dr. Cuiscarde that M.
Moray is consci ous now. "

Al t hough she had promised himall the water he wanted, she actually all owed
hi m

only small sips fromthe glass tube and carried on a nonstop nonol ogue for
t he

ten mnutes before a spare, gangly young man entered and took her place at
t he

bedsi de, signaling her to raise the head of the bed. From his black bag he
renoved a stethoscope, a reflector nmounted on a headband and several ot her
instruments, with which he proceeded to subject the patient to a brief
exam nation. Then, bidding the womman to | eave the room he took her chair,
slunping into it with a deep sigh

"Do you recall anything of what happened to you night before last, M. Mray?
No? Well, a beat cop interrupted a pair of nen who had slugged you, knocked
you

down and were in the process of robbing you. Wien he went to the callbox to
get

an anbul ance down there, the two canme back, but that was when their luck ran
out; one ran again but the other fought, and the cop killed himw th his

bat on,

| hear tell. Oficer Robert Emmett Mirphey is as strong as the proverbial ox,
so

| find it entirely believable that he bashed the robber just a little too

har d.

"The hoodl um who got away nust have had the noney from your billfold, that
and

your watch and chain, which were ripped fromyour vest to the severe

det ri ment

of the pocket and buttonhole, | fear nme. But they never had time or |leisure
to

get your vest open, nuch less the shirt, so your nmoneybelt and all within it
are

laid away in the hospital safe in an envel ope that | personally seal ed before
turning it over to the adm nistrator. But, man, don't you know that it's been



illegal to hold gold for nore than two years now? If the federal government
knew

you were wal ki ng around with six or seven pounds of double eagles, they'd

r oast

you over a slow fire.

"Not that | necessarily agree with Roosevelt's policies, you understand, for
they don't seemto be working out all that well for the vast mpjority of the
peopl e who have el ected himtw ce, now About the only good thing he's

nooert Adans
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done was to nake it legal to sell good booze again, in place of those
poi sonous
boot | eg sl ops.

"When you are ready to convert sone of those gold pieces to cash, let me know.
I

think ny father would buy them fromyou at a premum since they |ook to be
brand-new, unworn coins. He's a well-known num smatist, so he can buy and
hol d

themlegally, which is one way to get around Roosevelt and his socialism

"Strange thing about you, though. Wen they brought you in here, your hair was
zticky mat of blood, yet I could find no wound or even an abrasi on anywhere
ggur head to account for that blood. Your hat was crushed, which m ght nmean
:Eitthick, stiff furfelt absorbed npbst of the blow you were dealt, but that

still doesn't account for the blood. My theory is that blood, fromthe man
t he

cop killed ran down to the center of the alley and pool ed under your head.
Gruesorre, heh? But it's as reasonable a theory as any other, | think

"I"mgoing to have you noved upstairs to a nicer room a real private room
I'd

like to observe you for a few days —head injuries can be tricky. You can
easily

afford private nurses and these days nmost of the nurses are in dire need of
patients who can pay for their services. Ms. Jennings, who was here when you
woke a few minutes ago, will be your night nurse, and | have another in mnd
for

your day nurse, too. Should you not care for what the hospital kitchen calls
food, and not nmany do, there are several restaurants hereabouts that can
cater

your neals for reasonabl e costs.

"Whom shoul d we contact about you, M. Mray? Fam|ly? Friends? Business
associ at es?"

It took sonme little tinme, days of repetitive questioning, the bringing in of
ot her doctors, specialists, before the nan called M|l o Mrray was able to

finally
convince themall that he truly | acked any menory of his name and his life
pri or

to the assault on himby the two thugs.



The room was bright, cheery, furnished fully, and had attached a private

toil et

and bath to justify its steep rate of five dollars a day. The patient found

t he

food provided bl and but palatable and only rarely had neals fetched in to him
from outside sources. Ms. Jennings and M ss Duncan, his nurses, cared for
hi m

conpetently, brought

hi m books fromthe nearby public library and hel ped himpass the tine with
conversations. As he could remenber nothing of his past life, they told him
of

t hensel ves and, in Ms. Jennings' case, of her husband and child.

Not that he ever seemed to |ack for conversation. H s status as sonething of
a

nmystery man seened to bring the oddballs out of the woodwork, as Dr. Gerald
Qui scarde put it. He hinself spent as nmuch tinme as his busy schedul e woul d
al | ow

with his patient, conversing with himas an equal, and he also continued to
set

various tests to the man he called M1 o Noray.

Among ot her things, he was able to determ ne that although his patient's
Engl i sh

was accentl ess, non-regional Anerican, he also was nore than nmerely fluent in
H gh German and French, as well as Latin and O assical Geek. Dr. Sam
Osterreich, the psychiatrist, was able to add to the list of acconplishnents
t he

facts that the nmenoryless man was al so well grounded in Yiddish, Hebrew,
severa

di al ects of Plattdeutsch, Hungarian, Polish and Russian. Through assorted
visitors, it was established that the man called Mdray could converse in such
ot her tongues as Slovak, Croatian, ltalian, Spanish, Arabic, Turkish,
Armeni an

and Basque.

But he proved unable to understand Cantonese, Sioux, Hindi, Tam| or Wl sh,

t hough he was proved to be fluent in Irish Gaelic, Scots Gaelic and Dutch. It
was the consensus of opinion anobng the linguists that Guiscarde filtered in
that, although probably a university graduate, certainly well educated, Moray
had not | earned nost of his vast array of tongues in an academ c setting, but
rather through living among and conversing with the peopl e whose native

| anguages he had | earned so well and in such depth.

Dr. Osterreich was a stooped little gnome of a man whose English was

soneti mes

halti ng and al ways heavily accented. He had studied under fellow Austrian Dr.
Sigmund Freud. In his md-fifties, he was a very recent imigrant and had been
a

wi dower since his wife had died of influenza while he had been serving as a
nmedi cal officer of the Inperial Austro-Hungarian Arny in the G eat \War

One early evening after his office hours, he showed up
nooert Adans
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flask of fine brandy and a brace of crystal snifters. He had been prepared to
teach the gane to his host, but it proved unnecessary, in the end, for the



man
called Moray was sufficiently adept to nake their games | ong and slow, and

t he

psychiatrist was to return many tines for chess, brandy and rambling chats in
Engli sh, German and Yi ddi sh.

After a signal defeat one night, the doctor tipped over his king and regarded
his host for a long monment. "What-efer you war, nein freund, goot, solid gold
I

vould lay that a mlitary man you vunce war. The firm principles of strategy
and

tactics nmost naturally to you seemto conme. You ponder, you efery aspect

wei gh,

but then nofe mit alacrity and resolution. Too young you | ook to have been in
the I ate unpl easantness, but to know all that you seemto know, | also fee

t hat

ol der than you | ook you must assuredly to be. Efen mt a true ear for

| anguages,

for instance, nore years than you seemto have voul d have required been for
you

to have mastered so fery nmany as you haf. Most truly a puzzle you are, nein
freund, Mlo."

Sonme month after first awakening in the hospital, the patient had just
br eakf ast ed one norning when Dr. Gerald Guiscarde arrived with a large, thick
mani | a envel ope under one arm

"Mlo, I've conferred with Sam and we agree that there's nothing we can do
for

you, in the hospital or out, so it's just a useless waste of your noney to
st ay

here any | onger, | feel

"Now, | took the liberty of sending your gold to ny father, and he bought it
all, as | was certain he would, for thirty-four dollars per coin, which cane
to
two t housand, eight hundred and fifty-six dollars. There's an accounting in
t he

envel ope along with your noneybelt, but 1'Il tell you now that with the
hospital, the nurses, Sam me, and the specialists all paid, you still have
t wo

t housand and twenty-two dollars and ei ghteen cents.

"Have you plans after you | eave here? You don't intend to | eave the area, do
you? Samand | still would like to see you regularly, keep up w th your
progress, as it were."

The patient snmiled sadly. "Where would | go? \Wat
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would I do? | seemto have lost not only my past but, with it, any roots |
m ght

have had. No, | suppose I'll find a residence hotel sonmewhere, then try to
find

a job of some description.”

But his day nurse, Fanny Duncan, would not hear of such a thing, and that was



how he wound up a boarder in the sanme house in which she lived. H s ten
dol |l ars

per week brought hima confortable room three plain but good meals per day,
bath and toilet down the hall, clean bed Iinens once a week and a famili al
at nosphere.

In 1914, Staff Sergeant Patrick O Shea had left the Arny he had so dearly

| oved

behind himto take over the managenment of the brewery follow ng the
cal am t ous

deaths of his father and all three of his elder brothers in a boating

acci dent .

He had also married his el dest brother's w dow, Mggi e, a new bride becone
suddenly a new wi dow, and they had noved into the big, ranbling fanmly house.
Wth a staff of well-trained servants, they lived confortably and happily,
their

first, Mchael Glbert O Shea, being born in 1916. Patrick hinmself seemed to
be

adapting well to his executive position, but then the first dimtattoo of the
war drums began to be heard and the warhorse in himbegan to chanp at the bit.

By the time the twins, Sally and Joseph, cane along, their father was in the
trenches. He returned to a business ruined by Prohibition. He returned
crippled

and nearly blind frombeing gassed. That was when Maggi e, perforce, took over
t he house and the famly.

Regretfully, she let nost of the servants go, retaining only the cook, the
children's nurse and a single housemaid. After conferring with Patrick's
attorney, she sold the brewery—tock, stock, barrels and | and—for the best
price

she coul d get, paid the workers a generous severance and then foll owed the
attorney's advice in investing what was |l eft. Thanks to the inconme derived
from

those shrewd i nvestnents, she was soon able to hire back all of the forner
servants and go back to the kind of life into which she had married. And thus
they lived for nore than ten years.

Then, overnight, their fortune was w ped out along with many another on Bl ack
Friday. Her attorney and financial adviser, who had been on that Thursday a
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multimllionare, shot hinmself in the head with a shotgun. Mggie's butler did
the sane with a German pistol. Wth a rare prescience, she went down the
foll owi ng Monday and enptied what money lay still in her accounts out of the

banks whi ch soon were cl osed.

By this time, the children were really too old to have need of a nurse, so
f2$ained only the cook and Nellie, the maid. She firmy insisted that her
SLSSLter, [ Sally, and her younger, Kathleen, spend nost of their ! free tine
:garning the arts of housekeepi ng and cooking, for she anticipated and feared
t he day when there would be too little nmoney left to pay for any servants at

all. Herself, she dusted off her only marketable skill and secured a nursing
jo,b in the nearby hospital; it was not nmuch noney, true, but it was steady
and

far better than nothing.



Wth two guest rooms and two nore roonms of former servants sitting vacant and
usel ess, Maggi e O Shea got the idea of taking in boarders, nurses, all of

t hem

When, in 1934, Mchael's appointrment to the United States MIlitary Acadeny
enptied yet another room she had no difficulty in pronptly filling it with
anot her nurse, M ss Fanny Duncan

In 1936, two nore roons became vacant. Joseph enlisted in the Navy and his
twin,

Sally, noved into the hospital residence hall to begin her nurse's training.
This meant that Maggie had to hire on a second maid, but there was space for
another in the quarters that had once been the chauffeur's over the garage,
and

wi th the conbinati on of her salary, her husband's pension and seventy dollars
each week in paid rents, she could easily afford the extra enployee. And so
there were presently two nore nurses in the house that certain of the nore
af fl uent nei ghbors were beginning to call "the Convent of Saint Maggie," not
that Maggie cared a fig. She had kept her house, kept her fanily together
adequately fed and cl othed and even provi ded gai nful enploynment for
non-famly

househol d nenbers, which was nore than many another could say in these hard,
bitter tines.

Even crippled as he was, a living testament to the horrors of nodern warfare,
to

the i nherent dangers of a soldier's life, Maggie often felt that the

gover nnent
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shoul d be paying Patrick far nore than his pension for, if nothing else, his
recruiting activities. He had gotten his el dest an appoi ntnent to the USMA,
persuaded his youngest to enter the mlitary, along with many another man and
boy with whom he kad cone in contact over the years. The old sol dier had even
gone after the nurses resident in his home and, at |ength, blarneyed one of
them Jane Sullivan, into entering the Arnmy Nurse Corps.

Jane Sullivan's room becane vacant while Fanny Duncan was still nursing the
nmystery man, and it was Fanny who first got the idea, broached it to Dr.

Qui s-carde and, with his not inconsiderable help, convinced first Maggie

O Shea,

then the nan called M1 o Noray.

"Look, Maggie," Quiscarde had said, "we want to keep the patient in a

shel tered

environnent for as long as necessary, and we want that environment to be as
cl ose as possible to the hospital. And it's not as if he were sonme deadbeat
or

bum anyway. No, he's not enployed yet, but in confidence I'Il tell you this:
he

paid a staggering bill for his hospital room round-the-clock nursing and the
bills of several doctors in full and in cash, to the tune of well over eight
hundred dollars, and he's still well heeled even after the outlay. H's

resour ces

woul d all ow himto pay your going rent for going on four years even if he
never
got a job.

"Al though he still can't remenber his past life or even his own nane, he's a



proven brain—brilliant. He speaks a score of |anguages at the |east,

fluently,

too. Dr. Samuel Osterreich says that he has net darned few nmen who were as
good

at chess as is this patient. . . ."He let that |ast dangle enticingly, having
been coached on that particul ar by Fanny Duncan

"Well," Maggi e pondered al oud, "I've never taken in a man for a boarder
bef or e,

but this man sounds like he ... and poor Pat has had nobody living in to play
chess with since the boys left. Al right, doctor, 1'Il take himon a trial
basis. If he works out, fine. If it looks Iike he won't fit in, 1'll have to

heave hi mout. Okay?"

After his first neeting with M. MIlo Mray, Pat O Shea told himbluntly,
"M ster, whatever else you was, you was a soldier, once, prob'ly a ofser. You
just carry

nuuen fiuuns

yoursel f that way, and b'lieve nme, | knows. Most likely, the bestest way for
you

to get your memiry back is to re-up. 'Course, with you not remenb'ring and
all,

you prob'ly won't get your commi ssion back right away, but when you ready to
enlist, you just let me know. |I'Il get you back in—+ knows some guys, local."

Mio—he was finally beginning to think of hinmself as M| o Mray, since that
was

what everyone called him for all that the name evoked not even the faint
ghost

of a menory within himtranped the streets for over two weeks, searching in
vain

for sone variety of enploynment. There just were no jobs available, it seened.

Pat O Shea pointed out that the frustration would be every bit as bad or

wor se

in another area. "It's the sane all over thishere country, Mlo. A few fol ks
thinks and says it's bettern it was five, six years ago, but don't | ook that
way

to ne, no way. Bestest thing a man could do, | think, is to enlist. The Arnmy's
a

good life. Oh, yeah, it's hard sonetinmes and a nan don't get paid nuch, but
he

gets his clothes and three squares a day, regular, and he don't have to pay
doctors or dentists nothin', and once he gets hima few stripes, he's in |like
Flynn, less he fucks up or suthin'."

Dr. Sam Gsterreich arrived at the O Shea house shortly after dinner of a
ni ght .

After a few ganmes of chess with O Shea, he took M1 o aside and opened the
bri ef case he had brought al ong.

Shoving a wad of newsprint toward Mlo, he said, "Read, if read you can
pl ease. "

Two of the sheets were German newspapers, one was Russi an, one French and one
Italian. To his surprise, MIlo discovered that he could conprehend all of

t hem

and he began to read themto the psychiatrist, but was interrupted by a wave



of
t he hand.

"Nein, nein, you do not understand. Translate themto nme, please, if you can.'

When M1 o had done so, had translated the gist of short articles fromfour of
the five papers, Gsterreich nodded brusquely and took back the papers.

"Enough. Gut, gut, sehr gut. A job you now haf, if still you need of one haf,
nmei nfreund. You may vork here, in your home, or in an office downtown from
wher e

you
J\ MAN

must in any case go to be gifen the papers each week and to return the
conpl et ed

translations of the indicated articles. One penny per word will be paid for
each

accurate translation returned, and to be accurate, they all must, this very
i mportant is, MIo.

"The bul k of the papers will in German be, but sonme will in Russian be, or in
French, Spanish, Italian, various of the Slavic and Scandi navi an | anguages,
Fi nni sh, sonetinmes, Yiddish, Dutch, Portuguese and even Sl ovaki an."

Pat O Shea had been shanel essly eavesdroppi ng, and he now demanded, "Now, j ust
a

m nute, doctor, what in hell you getting MIo mixed up in, anyhow? Sone of

t hi shere Bol shevik nmess? | heard you just say sone them papers was going to
be

in Russian!"

Gsterreich shook his bal ding head vigorously. "Nothing of the sort, M.

O Shea.

To a group of recent immrants | have the honor to belong, to be an officer
Convinced we all are that in Europe a very bl oodbath approaching is, a

hol ocaust

of such proportions as nefer seen in the world before has been. To alert the
citizens and officials of this, our new honel and, we are now trying through
means of issuing a nmonthly digest of signs culled from European newspapers.
Ve

do this at our own expense, for mpbst inperative it is that our new, free,
vonder ful homel and be warned, be prepared and secure when starts does this

conflagration, for in this war, conmng, there no neutrals will be, we fear
al |
nati ons conbatants will be and only the strongest vill survive it."

O Shea snorted. "Bejabbers and you're tal kin' nonsense, doctor, pure
nonsense.

It won't be no nore wars, not big ones, anyway. W got us the League of
Nat i ons

and the Wrld Court to settle diff rences in Europe. Pres' dent Wodrow
W | son—=

"Your pardon, M. O Shea," Osterreich courteously interrupted, "but | rmust
say

t hat your vaunted President-of-the-United-States-of-America a true naif was,
and

used shanel essly by France and Great Britain was to their own, nost selfish



ends. Not hi ng his supposed-great deeds acconplished but to sow the seeds of

di scord and m sery and future war for Europe and the world. The so-called
Treaty

of Versailles was nothing of the sort, M. O Shea, rather was it the ultimte
revenge of France for

the defeat she in the Franco-Prussian War suffered. Not only did the
provi si ons

of that hellish docunent |eave France as the sole large, united, strong and
veal t hy nation upon the continent of Europe, it sundered, inpoverished and
t horoughly humiliated two of her historic rivals for hegenony—the German
Enpire

and the Austro-Hungarian Enpire. She had no fear of her other two historic
rivals, for Britain had been her ally and took her part in all the
negoti ati ons,

while Russia in utter turnoil was not to be a threat.

"Legal |y robbed of eferything of val ue—efersea col oni es, merchant ships,

naval

shi ps, nmost of the bullion that their nonies backed, their heafy industries
und

m ni ng, denied credit universally und with their nonies worthl ess—+the

def eat ed

were left with only starvation and despair on national scales. Und just as

t he

despair of millions of Russians bred Bol shevism M. O Shea, so the soul -deep
despair of the cruelly used Gernanic peoples has bred its own brand of
fanaticism a variety efery bit as dangerous to individuals and to nations as
is

the Russian variety.

"But the true horror of our group, M. O Shea, is that Anmericans like you
seem

blissfully unaware of just how close to worldwi de war we coning are. This is
why

t he di ssem nation of our digest so inportant is, for very few Anericans speak
any of the |anguages but English, so necessary it is to translate the other

i mportant | anguages into English, hoping that what they read in our digest
will

cause themto take fromthe sand their heads in tinme."

Mlo's first day of work at the office of Dr. Gsterreich's group revealed to
hi m

and the others there that he spoke at |east two other |anguages, Ukrainian
and

Modern Greek, at |east six regional dialects of Gernman, three of French and

t he

variant of the Dutch | anguage known as Afrikaans and still spoken only in the
Union of South Africa. But that first day also revealed to himthat was he to
get any meani ngful anount of work done each day, it would have to be at

somepl ace other than in that office.

Al of the other eleven nen and wormen in the office had inmgrated within the
| ast decade from vari ous

Eur opean | ands. One man and two woren were VWite Russians and were jokingly
called "the old non-nobility" because they had been in America |ongest. In
addition, there were an Austrian, two Germans, a Pole, two French | adies, a
Hol | ander and a Neapolitan Italian. MIo had met a few of them before when
Osterreich had brought themto his hospital roomto try to determ ne just how



wel | he spoke certain foreign | anguages with which the psychiatrist, hinself,
was no nore than peripherally famliar, and of course those whom he had not
nmet

had heard of himfromtheir cowrkers and fromDr. Gsterreich

The staff all were bubblingly curious, and none of them seemed to believe

t hat

he truly could recall none of his past life. The two Russian | adies seened to
firmy believe himto be a Russian nobl eman of sone degree who had found it
prudent to bury his past |lest agents of Josef Stalin find and kill hiny the
Russi an man, on the other hand, was working under the firm assunption that
Mlo

was a Trotskyite on the run or possibly a Cossack officer who had | eft Russia
with his regiment's payroll in gold.

Al of the others had their own opinions as to MIo's true identity, nost of
themw I dly speculative if not downright romantic, and they constantly

har assed

himwi th questions to the point that he elected to do all future work either
at

t he boardi nghouse or in the enforced tranquillity of the public library.

He soon found the library a good choice, for frequently he canme across words
in

various | anguages of which he did not know t he exact neani ng. Reference books
and dictionaries available at the library gave himnot only the neani ngs he
sought but al so seened to give himsonething el se of a puzzling nature to
ponder .

Chapter 1I1
"Ach, mein freund Mlo, | do not at all odd find this matter," Osterreich
sai d,

shaki ng his head and smiling. "Mst of these words and phrases of genera
conversation are not." He flicked away the list that MIlo had neticul ously
witten out. "If, as suspect | strongly do, you mastered your nultiplicity of
tongues through living anmongst people of those tongues rather than nore
formally, it fully understandable is that many nodern words and techni ca
terns

of narrow usage you would not have |learned. Do not to further trouble

your sel f

with regard to such trifles.

"You are doi ng good work, very good work, incidentally. The translations are
nost precise, yet w thout neaning of the original |anguages |osing. Were do
you

work? At the O Shea house?"

"No," replied Mlo, "at the public library. It's always quiet, and there's
ref erence books available there, as well. | tried to do it all at your

of fice,

but decided after one day that |I'd never get the first article finished in
| ess

than a week, not with all the interruptions.

"What did you tell these people about nme, Sanf? The Russians think |I'm

Russi an,

the French and the Germans seemto think I'm German, and everyone there is
clearly of the opinion that I'mlying about ny inability to recall my past,
t hat



I"'mon the run from one governnent or another, a spy or an internationa
crook. "

Osterreich sighed. "I know, | know, Mlo. O these fanciful suppositions sone
of

t hem haf broached to nme, too. | told themonly the truth, that an amesiac
you

are
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foll owi ng probabl e neural damage which froma blowto the skull resulted.
Mor e

recently, of their consunmate silliness | haf chided them how much good ny
vords to themdid, | know not, howefer."

He sighed again. "I had had hopes that to work around so many people to jog
your

menories to the surface it mght. But this work you do so well is of great

i mportance, and if you do it best alone, so be it.
"But to other matters: how goes your life at the O Shea domicile?"

"The Convent of Saint Maggie?" answered Mlo. "That's what the neighbors
cal l ed
it before | noved in, | hear."

Osterreich winkled his brows in puzzlenent. "She is so religious, then?"

M 1o |laughed. "No, Sam she had all fenales in the house, with the sole
exception of Pat—+two daughters, two or three fenale servants and five to
seven

femal e boarders in residence. The nei ghbors don't appear to like the idea of
a

boar di nghouse in their nei ghborhood. | guess they would all have preferred

t hat

Maggi e sink into genteel poverty rather than manage to survive and hold her
own

the way she did. She's a fighter, that wonan. | admire her."

"And what of the others, there, MI|o? Wiat of them do you think, eh?"

"Pat O Shea," MIlo chuckled, "if he had his way, would | ong since have had ne
and everybody else in the house—excepting only Maggie, his daughters and the
servant s—+n sone branch of the arned services, having already gotten both of
hi s

sons and one of Maggie's forner boarders so persuaded. He keeps working on
nel

of course, using every excuse he can think of to get me to enlist in the Arny
of

the United States of Anerica. Were you twenty years younger, no doubt he'd
have

been after you, too.

"As for the rest of the household, | see nost of themonly at dinner and,
someti nes, at breakfast. Those nurses who work the night shift sleep during a
good part of the day, and those who work the day shift, as does Maggi e, have
to

be on the floor at seven a.m and so | eave at a godawful hour of the norning.
Fanny Duncan hasn't
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been around for two weeks now, or nearly that; she's on private duty at the
home

of some weal thy people up near Evanston, living there to be near the patient
at

all tinmes.

"The cook is a w dow about sixty, and Irish, Iike Maggie herself. |I've been
polishing ny Irish Gaelic on her, learning newwrds . . . and that brings us
back to ny list there, Sam She, the cook, Rosaleen O Farrell, says that |
speak

an Irish dialect that she's not heard since she was a child, in Ireland, and
then only from her rather aged grandnother."

"I had thought that to settle that matter we had, Mlo," said Osterreich with
very mld reproof in his voice. "Now, what of the other persons with whom you
resi de?"

M1lo shrugged. "I've met Sally O Shea but once, and that very briefly; she's
living at the hospital, in nurse's training. The few conversations |'ve had
with

Maggi e' s youngest, Kathl een, have been nostly her nonol ogue on a hash of
somet hi ng concerning the subjects she's studying at the University of

Chi cago.

The elder of the two nmaids is a friendly sort, Canadienne; we chat in French
The other maid hasn't been with Maggie too long, a colored girl from
sonewher e

down South; | don't talk much with her because | have great difficulty in
under st andi ng her—+they must speak a very odd dial ect of English where she
cones

from™

MIlo's job was better than no job at all, but the incone he derived fromit
fluctuated fromtwo or three dollars a week to, occasionally, as nuch as
twenty

or thirty dollars a week, so that all too often he found it necessary to dip
into his dwi ndling hoard of cash fromthe sale of his gold coins. This would
have been bad enough, but he di scovered through countings that soneone el se
apparently was dipping in, as well; there never was a | arge anobunt m ssing,
no

nore than ten dollars at a tine, but after the third or fourth such
occurrence,

he invested in a small steel |ockbox with a key, a length of log chain, a
padl ock and a neckchain on which to carry the keys.

He had bought a well-made box with a good | ock of heavy construction, and he
was
gl ad he had when he found deep scratches on the face of the | ock and marks

al ong the edges of the box resulting clearly fromvain attenpts to pry open
frg. A few days later, he returned to his roomfromthe library to find the
gﬁfled out fromunder the iron bedstead to which it was chained and with a
Lfrﬂineters of nailfile tip broken off in the [ock. The renoval of this



required

no little effort and the necessity of borrowing a pair of tweezers from one
of

his co-boarders, Nurse IrunO Thorsdottar. But a week |ater, he had to borrow
them again to extract a short piece of stiff wire fromthe |ock. On that
occasi on, he confided in Irunn about the problemof the thefts and attenpted
thefts, and between themthey devised a plan to apprehend the thief in the
act .

The tall, broad-shoul dered and -hi pped wonman shook her bl ond head, her
pal e- bl ue

eyes above her w de-spreadi ng cheekbones mrroring di sgust and anger

" Not hi ng

lower, M. Mray, than a sneakthief. I"'mnot rich, precious few fol ks are
t hese

days, but if a body here was in real need, 1'd | oan themwhat | could and

judge you would too, so it can't be no excuse for themto steal or try to
st eal
fromone of us. W'Ill catch the snake, though, count on it."

Mlo and Irunn had, however, to bring one additional person in on their plot,

and Rosal een O Farrell, upon being apprised of the cause for the schene, was
nmore than willing. So, on the day Mlo left the house at this usual tine,
bound

in the direction of the Iibrary, battered secondhand briefcase in hand; and
Irunn [ ong since having departed to begin her shift at the hospital, the
second

floor lay deserted as soon as the maids had fini shed sweeping and dusting it
and

nmoved on to the third floor, whereon two night-shift nurses |lay sleeping.

Cautiously, Mlo returned by way of the service entrance and Rosal een let him
up

t he back stairs, relocking the door behind him then returning to her work.
Safely out of sight behind the closed door of Irunn's room—+t being directly
across the hall fromhis own—M | o opened the wooden slats of the Venetian

wi ndow

blind just enough to allow light for reading and settled hinmself in a chair
with

a library book to wait and read and |isten. Nothing happened on that day, nor
on

the foll owi ng two days, and he was beginning to think he
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was needl essly wasting tinme better spent el sewhere, but on the Friday, about

m daft ernoon, he heard footsteps, two sets of them and a whispered nmutter of
voi ces fromthe hall outside Irunn's door. One of the voi ces sounded vaguely
fam liar; the other, deeper one did not.

Layi ng the book down soundl essly and gingerly easing out of the nowfaniliar
chair, he tiptoed over to take a stance hard agai nst the wall behind the door
to

Irunn's spotless, scrupulously tidy room He was glad that he had positioned
hi nsel f just where he had when the door was slowy opened enough for sone
unseen

person to survey the roomfromthe hallway, then ease it shut again before
passing on to open and view the other roonms on the second fl oor

Only by straining his hearing was he aware of when his own room s door was



opened, then al nbst soundl essly shut. There was another dim unintelligible
muttering of two voices, then a brief rattling as his strongbox was dragged
out

fromunder his bed on its chain. He gave the thieves a good ten mnutes,

duri ng

which tine there were a couple of alnmost-Ioud clanks, half-whispered cursing
in

a man's voi ce, another clank, then the comencenent of a scraping-rasping
noi se

whi ch went on and on.

Opening lrunn's room door and then his own on the hinges that they two had
cgrefully oiled at the beginning of this schenme, MIlo entered the roomto
L;?gleen O Shea, daughter of Maggi e, kneeling beside his bed, watching while
Slack-haired, shar p-featured young man plied a hacksaw agai nst one |ink of
fzgchain; the bl ade had already bitten a couple of mllineters deep into the
net al

When Kat hl een | ooked up and saw M1 o, she shrieked a piercing scream which
caused her companion to start, |ook up hinself and heedl essly gash open a

t hunb

and a forefinger with the blade of the saw. But he seenmed to ignore the

injury,

and, dropping the handle of the saw, he delved his right hand into his
pocket ,

brought out a spring knife and, all in one novenent, flicked upon the shiny
five

i nches of blade, rose to his small feet and lunged at Mlo's belly.

M1lo never could recall clearly just what happened then or in what order
events
occurred, but when the blur
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of nmotion and activity once nore jelled, his assailant sat propped agai nst

t he

neatly made bed, his eyes near-glazed with agony. The young man was gaspi ng
loudly, tears dribbling down his bluish cheeks, his right armcradled in his
I ap

with white shards of shattered bone standing out through flesh and shirt and
suit coat, which coat was beginning to soak through with dark bl ood fromthat
infjury as well as fromthe doubly gashed |left hand that supported the injured
arm

MIlo's own shirt was sliced cleanly a bit below his rib cage on the left side
of

hi s body, sliced about the I ength of an inch, and there was bl ood on his
shirt

around and bel ow t hat opening, but he had no tine at that noment to exam ne
hinself for injuries or wounds, for Kathleen still knelt unnoving in the

i dentical spot she had occupied when first he had entered and apprehended her
and her conpanion in the comm ssion of their crime, and she was stil
scream ng.

Peal after peal had been ringing out without cessation, and agitated novenent



could be heard fromthe fl oors above and below, as well as on the stairs.

Rosal een O Farrell was the first to arrive, and her initial action was to

t ake

Kat hl een by the hair and slap her, hard, w th pal mand backhand on both
cheeks,

twi ce over. That effectively stopped the scream ng. The cook's nuddy- brown
eyes

took in the strongbox chained to the wought-iron bedstead, the hacksaw, the
slightly damaged |ink and the nmassive padl ock fromthe keyhol e of which an
ineffective wire pick still protruded.

"Caught them did you?" she stated to MIo in Irish Gaelic. "I knew, | did,
it's

telling herself | was that no good would conme of themdirty furriner boys
Kat hl een has been bringing into this house. | think that one's the Dutch
Jewboy,

Jaan what' s- hi s-nanme, a godl ess Bol shevi k. "

At the shaken Pat O Shea's insistence, Maggie was rung up at the hospital and
sumoned hone. She was advi sed, also, that it mght be wise to bring a doctor
al ong who was prepared to handl e a compound fracture of the |ower arm as
wel |

as dislocations of both el bow and shoul der joints, not to nention a case of
shock. The two night nurses fromthe third floor, both wakened by the screans
of

Kat hl een, which had been of a tinbre to wake a
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corpse, had raised the slight, fainting young woul d-be burglar and woul d- be
knifer onto MIlo's bed, renmoved his shoes and tie, unbuckled his belt,
ascertained the full extent of his injuries, then set about trying to sl ow
hi s

| oss of blood, while keeping his feet elevated and his body warm

By the time Maggi e came puffing across the lawn fromDr. Gerald CGuiscarde's
not orcar, her plunp face nearly as white as her uniform a few nore

j udi ci ously

appl i ed sl aps of Rosaleen's hard hands and a stiff belt of neat whiskey
pressed

on her by her father had brought Kathl een out of her hysterics to a stage of
red- eyed, noist-cheeked snuffling interspersed with shudders, gaspings and
swal | owi ngs and the occasional horrified stare at the man called M1 o Noray.

But when Maggi e entered, Kathleen sprang up and flung herself into the stout
worman's arms. "Ch, Mama, Manma, he killed himl He did! Right in front of nme! |
saw himdo it."

"Stuff and nonsense, Ms. O Shea," snapped Rosal een fromwhere she stood in

t he

archway between front and rear parlors. "The Jewboy ain't dead

yet anays.

But it's I'mthinkin' he should be. The little bugtit, he's been sneakin' out
money from M. Mdray's roomfor weeks, he has, either himor Kathleen, nore's
the pity. M. Mray bought hima | ockbox and chained it to the bedstead, he
did

too, but sonebody"-she stared hard at Kathl een as she paused, and the girl
flushed and refused to return the stare—~has been tryin'" to pick the | ocks.



"M. Mray and Mss Thorsdottar got together to catch the thief, and fin'ly,
today, he did. Wien he went into his roomthis afternoon, he found Kathl een
and

that Jewboy takin' a hacksaw to the chain, set to carry the box away, |'d say,
I

woul d, so's they could bash it opened. And when they come to see him

Kat hl een

conminceted a caterwaulin', while the Jewboy went at poor M. Moray with a

swi t chbl ade j ackknife, he did.

"Poor M. Mray, he should ought to've kilt him but he didn', just busted
hi s
arma wee bit and unjointed his shoulther and elbow, is all. He—=

"God Alm ghty damm, M1 o\" burst out Dr. Gerald

Gui scarde fromthe foyer, which he just had entered after parking his SSKL
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Mer cedes-Benz in the parking area off the driveway. "For the love of Christ,
man, sit down! How deep did the stab go, do you know? Do you feel pain,
weakness or gi ddi ness? Any nausea?"

Not until the doctor had had up M1o's bloody shirt and undervest to see what
| ooked like a minor and closing scratch on the skin of the abdonmen beneath
woul d

he believe his prized mystery man to be unhurt. Only then did he | eave for

t he

upstairs, guided by Mchelle, the maid.

Maggi e pushed her daughter from off her bounteous breasts and said, "Kathleen
?" When the girl did not answer, merely stood snuffling, wth downcast

eyes,

t he ol der woman gave her a shake that rattled her teeth.

"Answer your nother when she speaks to you! If you think you' re too old for
ne

to take down your knickers and paddl e you, you've got another think com ng
young | ady!"

"Ch, Mama, he ... he kitted him He just tore poor Jaan apart with his bare
handsl " Kathl een's voice had risen to a higher pitch with each succeeding
syllable, and so the last four words cane out as a near-scream

Rosal een resignedly took a step or two forward, her intent to administer a
LE?; wal | ops of her sovereign O d Country cure for hysteria. But Maggi e had
23; brand of cure. She once nore shook her slender daughter, a shaking that
zifnful to watch and reveal ed just how rmuch power |ay underneath the adi pose
ti ssue.

She nodded. "It's true, then, isn't it, Kathleen? You' ve been letting in
hoodl ums to steal fromny boarders, haven't you? Well, you shamel ess hussy,
answer ne?" She gave the girl another shake, of shorter duration but just as
powerful if not nore so. "Haven't you?"

"Bububu ..." Kathleen blubbered, her tears once nore at full flow "But,
M Mana,



it ... it wasn't really stealing. Jaan ex—explained it all tome ... to us
all.
Lenin said that—=

"Lenin, is it?" Pat O Shea sprang up fromhis chair. "Is this what that
damed
uni versity teaches you? I1'll not see you go back to | earn nore godl ess

Boshevi sm daught er.
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It's to the nursing school, with your sister, you'll be going, by God, there
or

as a novice with the Holy Sisters of Saint Agnes.

"Ms. O Shea, we should be ringing up the police to come and fetch that Dutch

Jew up abovestairs. 1'll not be having a heat hen Bol shevi k | onger under ny
roofi”

"Aye!" Rosaleen O Farrell nodded her firmapproval. "It's doing it now, I'Il
be.

The jail's the best place for the Iikes of that one. Corruptinl young,
witless,
Christian girls!”

But Maggi e O Shea woul d not have the police sunmoned. |Instead, when Dr.
Gerald

Qui scarde had done all that he could i mediately do for Jaan Brettnann, he
drove

into the business area and brought back fromhis tailor shop old Josef
Brett mann

and his el dest son.

When the three men entered the parlor, MIlo imredi ately recogni zed the
youngest ,

not sinply because of the strong famlial resenblance to the injured
kni f eman,

but because he recalled himfromthe office fromwhich he received the papers
and to which he returned the translations.

He wal ked forward, his hand extended, "Sol, what are you doi ng here?" he
asked
i n Dutch.

The newconer was slow to take MIlo's hand, took it only gingerly then, and
qui ckly took back his own hand. Not neeting MIlo's gaze, he said softly,

M jnheer Moray, this is ny father, whomyou had not yet net. The boy, he who
robbed you and tried to kill you like sone conmomthug, that is ... is ny
younger brother, Jaan. The nedical doctor explained all that happened while
we

rode here in his auto. Jaan has hum liated nme, our father, all of our fanmily
before with his wild, radical ideas and schenes, but never to this extent,
never

housebr eaki ng and attenpted nurder

"I do not, cannot understand himand his university friends. America has been
so

good to him to us all, has given us so nmuch that we never woul d have had in
Anst erdam or anywhere el se. How coul d he have done, have even thought to do
such a horri bl eness?



"I do not know what your |osses have been, but we—my father and | —waill
assuredly repay them It may take

time, but you will be fully repaid by the Brettmann famly."

He turned, "Papa, dit is Mjnheer Mray." Then, sw tching |anguages, he
added,
"M . Moray speaks al so Yiddi sh and Hebrei sh, Papa.”

The little old man was tiny. Shorter than either son, neither of whom was of
average height, shorter even than the girl, Kathleen. He wore thick-Iensed,
wi re-franed spectacles high on the bridge of a Roman nose, was cl eanshaven
and

utterly bald. He was slightly hunchbacked and peered up at Mlo from dark
eyes

full of tears, and a lunp of pity blocked MIlo's throat.

Wth the agreenent of all concerned parties, the police were never sumoned
or

even notified of the incident. Wen, a few days |later, Jaan Brettmann energed
fromthe hospital, he was met by Sol, who gave hima packed suitcase, a
one- way

railroad ticket to Phil adel phia, Pennsylvania, and the address of his
father's

first cousin by marriage, |saak Sobel sky, a jeweler. True to his word, Pat
O Shea saw Kat hl een yanked fromout the university and ensconced in the
hospi t al

nursi ng school, the only other option offered by her furious parents being
Hol y

Orders. A week or so after his erring, youngest son had been sent off to
wel |l -earned exile in the East, old M. Brettmann suffered a stroke, which
though it did not quite kill him left his entire right side paralyzed,

usel ess,

maki ng Sol the sole support of his father, his aged nother and his two
younger

si sters.

As for Ml o, he and Nurse Irunn Thorsdottar began to enjoy occasi onal days or
eveni ngs—dependent entirely on which shift she was worki ng—eut. After
confiding

to himher passion for the works of the nusical masters, many of their

SOj our ns

were to the opera or the synphony, and he soon becane familiar with the

soul -stirring nusic of Wagner, Gieg, Beethoven and Sibeli us.

The translating work really took up little tinme, and he made use of the rest
of

each day and of his work locale to voraciously read of past, of present, of
i magi ned or projected futures of the world in which he lived, hoping against
hope that some word or group of words, some photograph or painting
reproduction

in some book woul d

nooert Aaans

trigger his nmenory that he might regain his [ost past. He | earned vast
anount s

about the world, about its history and acconplishments, but he could never
renenber any nore of what he had done, had been, before his clubbing than he



had
on that nmorning in the hospital, in the depths of the w nter now past.

On each succeeding visit to the office of Gsterreich's group, MIo noted that
Sol Brettmann | ooked nmore worn with exhaustion and care and worry. |n order
to

pay the nedical costs, to keep food on the table, clothes on the fanmly's
backs,

his sisters in public high school and the rent paid on the famly flat above
t he

sonmetine tailor shop, Sol had dropped out of his al nmost-compl eted | aw schoo
program and taken a second job, a night job selling—er, rather, trying to
sel |l —+ife insurance.

One day, on the day when he was scheduled to collect his pay for translations
conpl eted, young Brettmann took M| o aside and pressed,a winkled and stained
envel ope into his hand. Inside it, MIlo found a sheaf of crisp new ten-doll ar
bills, ten of themin all.

"This will, | hope, reconpense you for the noney ny brother induced the
O Shea
girl to steal of you."

"Now, damm it all, Sol," expostulated MIlo, "you can't afford to part with
this

nmoney, you know it and I know it. How the hell did you get so much together
SO0

soon, anyway?"

Brettmann flushed darkly, hung his head and replied, "I ... | knew that

that we, the famly, would be years, maybe, in getting that much . . . now,
gg;z and all. | borrowed it from. . . from M jnheer Doktor Gsterreich. And
azuldn't even talk of any interest on the loan. He is a truly good nman."
"Then you just give it back to Sam Gsterreich, Sol. You do or I will. You owe
me

not hi ng, hear? You and your famly aren't in any way responsible, so far as
['m
concerned, for what your nutty, deluded brother did or tried to do."

Brettmann's thin lips trenbled. "But . . . but you nust take the nobney,

M j nheer

Moray 1 You must! This is a matter of honor, of family pride, and it preys so
on

poor Papa's mind. I ... | nust ease at |least that burden fromhim It is ny
duty.”

Nor would Gsterreich take the noney fromMlo. "Mein freund, Josef an old and
dear acquai ntance is and much nore than this | vould do for himand his

famly

voul d they allow such of nme. The vord 'loan' | used only for young Sol's
pride

and for Josefs. Wiatefer he pays back to me I vill manage into his pay
envel opes

to place back to him

"Such a shanme it was, too, that fromuniversity he withdrew. A nmind that boy
has, a brilliant attorney he vould haf made, too. But a real nensch he is, it



is

there for all of the vorld to see!” He sighed, then, and added plaintively,
wistfully, "If only to help themmnore they vould allownme ... if only they
voul d

The spring of 1937 slowy becane sumer, and on the Fourth of July of that
sumer, M1 o acconpanied Irunn on a picnic outing sponsored by a
Scandi navi an- Areri can soci ety of which she was a nmenber. MIlo mixed in well
with

the nerry, hard-eating, hard-drinking nen and wonen, conversing easily with
t hem

inonly German, at first, then, upon hearing and di scovering that he knew the
| anguages, in Danish, Swedi sh and Norwegi an. Even as he ate and drank

m ngl ed

and wal ked and tal ked, he. wondered just what was the total of |anguages he
knew, how many of themlay sonewhere in his mnd, just bel ow the surface,
awaiting only the right stimulus to prod themto his consci ousness.

It was while he was chatting with a Danish friend of Irunn's that the

schol arly

man remar ked, "Your |anguages all are very well spoken, Herr Mray, Danish,
German, Norwegi an and Swedi sh, too; your accent is flawess in all of them
But

| cannot but wonder where and when and from whom you m ght have | earned them
for the dialects you speak are very old. Your Danish, for instance, sounds

i ke

| assune the Dani sh speech of two hundred years ago sounded. "

MIlo was trying to think just how to respond to the probe when Irunn saved
t he

day, half-pouting nockingly, "Ch, Dr. Hans, | will bring Herr Moray to a
nmeeti ng

one Wednesday, soon, and you two may sit and drink and tal k that night away.
But

now, today, he is ny nman and there are things to do here in God' s green

ti ooert Adams
beautiful world. Conme, Mlo, let us get a boat and row out on the | ake."

But as the” rowed around the |ake, Irunn said, "You should not have wi thheld
fromme that you spoke Norwegian, too, Mlo. | don't speak it too good mnyself.
I

was born in this country, in Wsconsin, and Papa and Mama insisted that al

of

us children talk in English nost of the time. But both of ny parents speak

it,

and . . . and soon | nust take you up to neet them... if you so w sh, of
course. "

Stroking easily and evenl y—dnaware of how nmuch practice was required to | earn
to

handl e a snmall rowboat that way-M | o nodded and smiled. "Sure, lrunn, 1'd
like

to meet your folks."

As they two plodded tiredly up the walk to Maggi e O Shea's boardi nghouse t hat



ni ght, Irunn stopped suddenly, faced Mlo and | aid her palns on his cheeks,
t hen
pressed her opened lips onto his. "M|lo Mray," she whispered after the | ong

ki ss was done, "I love you, MIlo Mirray. | amyours and you will be nine. You
will be mne."
Mlo liked Irunn, but that was all. Besides that, he had no intention of

marryi ng her or anyone else, not for a while, for a long while, possibly. But
he

qui ckly found out that attenpting to reason with the wonman was equivalent to
batting his head against a brick wall.

"lIrunn, can't you see that | can't marry anyone now?"

n W]y?ll
"Well, for one thing, | still have no slightest idea who | am... or was. |
could be ... have been a crimnal of sone kind, you know. "

"You? You coul d never have been a crimnal, ny Mlo, you are too good, too
ki nd.

And as for who you are, you are Mlo Mray, the man | love. You are a good
man",

a strong man, a man who makes a good living, a nman who ny Papa will be proud
to

nane his son-in-law and the father of his grandchildren, when they cone."

He considered packing up his few effects and | eaving the Chicago area
entirely,

_but he had the presentinent that that would only bring the stubborn
strong-wi | | ed womman dogging his trail wherever he went, however far he went.

A NAN

MJLU Mutt Al

He nade an appointment and visited Dr. Osterreich in the psychiatrist's

of fice,

seeki ng advice and help in extricating hinself fromthe situation. But Sam

Gsterreich just | aughed.

"Ach, mein gut, gut freund MIlo, marriage the lot of nbst nen is, do not to
fight it so hard. Fraulein Thors-dottar |'haf at the hospital seen and tal ked

with. A gut voman she is, und a gut Frau vill she for you make. Basic,
Teut oni c

peasant stock, she is-strong, sturdy, with nuch vitality und not prone to
easily

sicken, und they little difficulties usually haf in the birthings, either

"No, no, there no charge is for you, nein freund, nefer any charge for you.
Just
nane one of your sons, Samuel, eh?"

Mlo could still hear the little psychiatrist [aughing as he closed the door
to
the outer office.

Dr. CGerald CGuiscarde was of no nore help. "Look, Mlo, | knowa little bit
about
Irunn and her famly. They own a big, areally big, dairy farmup in



W sconsi n,

you know, and for these times, they' re doing dammed well. So you could do a
hel |

of a sight worse, say I."

Finally, he went to Pat O Shea. The ol d soldier showed his teeth in a grimace
that was as close as he could any | onger cone to a real smile. Then he

sober ed

and said bluntly, "MIlo, time was when |I felt just like you do, but | knows
different, now, indeed | do. If | hadn't had my Maggi e when |I come home |ike
I

amfromthe war, God al one knows what woul d' ve becone of ne. And a man never
knows whatall is going to happen to him M1l o, peace or war, day or night,
one

mnute to the next, so | say when you got the chance to get hitched up to a
good, strong wonman like that, even if looks ain't her best suit, do it afore
she

changes her mind. Marry her, Mio."

After a |ong pause, he added, "But if you really are dead set against the
institution of marriage in gen'rul and you want to get somewheres where she
can't come after you and fetch you back to the altar, let ne know and 1"
have

you enlisted in the Arny and on a train out of Illinois in tw shakes of a
lanb's tail."
Chapter 111

On the 12th of August, Maggie O Shea received a telegramthe recei pt of which
was to change the course of MIo's life for good and all. Taking both of her
daught ers out of nursing school, she and they hurriedly packed and entrai ned
for

Bost on, Massachusetts, and the bedside of her last living relative, a deathly
ill aunt. Pat O Shea, who studiously avoided any public appearance at which
he

could not hide his hideously disfigured face, stayed behind.

I runn had been badgering Mo for weeks concerning just exactly when he woul d
acconpany her to Wsconsin to nmeet her famly—-and, he was certain, while

t here,

be maneuvered into asking for her hand ... or at |east give the appearance of
havi ng so done. He had been el usive and vague at best, blam ng heavy

commi tment s

in his work, which was no lie, the recent volunme of Wstern and Centra

Eur opean

peri odi cal s having so increased that he now | acked the tinme at the library to
get very nmuch of his history and current-events readi ng done, spendi ng whol e
days fromopening to closing of the facility translating and witing out the
articles in Amrerican English. Wth the swollen volume and a limted budget,

t he

per-word rate had had to be halved, but still MIlo was assured of a very
good,

wel | -stuffed envel ope each week.

I runn had been badgering Mlo, but on the Sunday foll owi ng Maggi e' s abrupt
departure for points east, the big woman ceased to do so, becom ng again al
sweet ness and |ight and snugglings in private and caresses in

50



passing, and Mlo breathed a silent sigh of relief, the week ahead prom sing
to

be full enough, if the thick stack of assorted publications the office staff
had

handed over to himon Friday was any indication

By the time the library closed on Monday afternoon, he had—even at the rate
of

hal f a cent per word—done work to the tune of nmore than ten dollars and nade
a

heal thy dent in the stack of papers. But this had been acconplished only by
keepi ng his nose pressed firmy to the grindstone, staying glued to the
chair,

not even taking tine to | eave for lunch. And so when he returned to the coo
di mess of Maggi e O Shea's boardi nghouse just a few m nutes before Rosal een
O Farrell called for the dinner assenbly, Mlo was tired, ravenously hungry
and

alittle edgy.

To this last and to the tiredness, he ascribed his seem ng forebodi ng of

i mm nent doom as he hurriedly washed up and put on cl ean undervest and shirt.
But the all-pervasive aroma of Rosal een's corned beef and cabbage and carrots
and boil ed potatoes set his salivary glands into full flow and sped his pace
down the stairs toward the waiting dinner table.

He was not surprised to see nost of the household al ready seated around the
Lgﬂgn tabl e when he entered the dining room the cloud of steamrising from
Lrgtters and serving dishes that |lined the center of that table until it rose
hi gh enough to be dispersed by the air wafted |l azily by the mahogany bl ades
?Le ceiling fan.

He was, however, surprised to see lrunn presiding at the head of the

t abl e—the

absent chatel aine's nornmal place—and the master of the house, Pat, occupying
a

side chair rather than his accustomed spot at the other end, the foot of .the
board. MI1o's | ook of wonderment at Pat was answered by a chuckle and a

tw sted

grimace-sml e.

"It's time, Mlo, that you began to |l earn your place at table."

M1 o's second surprise canme when Irunn did not, as usual, eat hurriedly, then
rush upstairs |ong enough to brush her teeth and hair and imrediately hurry
out

in the direction of the hospital and her seven-to-seven night shift.

As the tall woman continued to dawdl e and chat with various of the others
over

cof fee and deep-di sh dried-apple pie and an old, very strong cheddar cheese,
Mlo finally drew his watch fromhis vest pocket, opened the hunter case and

remarked, "lruhn, you're going to be late to work, you know. "
I runn [ aughed throatily. "Ch, no, ny love, for this week I'll be working
days,

not nights. It was necessary to nmake sone rearrangenents at the hospital in
t he



absence of Ms. O Shea, and so what could | do but cooperate? But | amvery
glad, Mlo, for this week we two will have so rmuch nore tine together, won't
we?

And we can go, on Wednesday night, to the club nmeeting, too."

Even nore rested now, a bit nore relaxed, his belly now pleasantly full, Mlo
felt the om nous presentinent return full force. Something deep within him
was

scream ng out, "Danger! Be wary! Danger!"

Excusing hinself fromthe usual round of chess and chat and a nip of whiskey
with Pat O Shea after dinner, MIlo ascended the stairs to his room turned on
the ceiling light, spread out papers on the bed and pushed his forebodi ngs
into

t he back of his consciousness as he applied hinmself to his translating
chores.

And there he worked steadily until his eyes were gritty with fatigue and he
caught hinself in the unpteeth m stake of the night. That was when he

undr essed,

padded down to the conmunal bath in dressing robe and slippers, bathed,
brushed

his teeth, voided his bladder, then returned to his roomand Craw ed under

t he

cool, muslin sheet with a sigh of utter weariness. In seconds, he was asl eep

He never knew just how | ong he had slept, but he woke suddenly, with the
certain

know edge that there was someone else in his room sonewhere in the stygian
dar kness of the cloudy, moonless, starless |ate-sunmrer night.

When he stopped breathing, he could hear the respiration of the other entity
sonewher e between the closed door to the hall and the side of his bed. For a
brief nmonent, there was also a soft, slithery rustling sound, then a series

of

sl ow, shuffling noises, akin to someone noving forward cautiously, unsure of
t he

footing and

endeavoring to raise no creaking fromthe fl oorboards that underlay the
f aded,
wor n car pet.

He nade no sound either, lying in perfect stillness, though wound wre-taut,
hi s

body fl ooded with adrenaline, his eyes slitted so that to a casual gl ance

t hey

m ght | ook closed in slunber, yet straining through the slitted openings to
di scern just who .or what this unannounced and unexpected visitor m ght be.
Unable to | onger go without air, he took several slow, measured breaths,
striving to make them sound as regul ar as possi bl e.

Sonet hi ng touched the side of his mattress ever so gently, he heard a sharp
i ntake of a deep, deep breath, and then

I runn was upon him She kissed blindly at his face until she finally found
hi s

mout h and gl ued her own wet, hot one to his. His first, instinctive effort to
push the rather heavy wonan off himrevealed to his fingers and hands the
bare

fact that she was nude.



What happened after that was thoroughly instinctive, the nere course of

nat ure.

When he awakened the second tine, however, in the bright |ight of norning,

[ runn

was gone fromhis arnms, his bed, his room and she had already left for the
hospital's day shift when he dressed and cane downstairs for breakfast.

The sane thing happened on Tuesday night. On Wednesday ni ght, he | ocked his
door, but either Pat O Shea was in collusion with Irunn or, nore likely, felt
M 1o, her roomkey worked as easily as did his own in the sinple

ol d-f ashi oned

spring | ocks with which the doors were fitted. On the Thursday, he considered
wedgi ng the back of a chair under the doorknob, but then mentally shrugged
and

gave up trying to fight her and her amorous nighttinme forrays. After all, he
enj oyed sex, he had discovered, just as much as she obviously did, and to
create

any sort of a noisy ruckus in the O Shea house would likely get them both
expelled fromit on noral grounds, for friends or no, Pat and Maggi e could do
nothing else were they to maintain a necessary sense of respectability for

t he

house and the other boarders. At |east that was how he rationalized his

conti nued enjoynent of the for-

bi dden fruit with which Irunn was so generously serving himeach night.

I f anyone in the house did hear nighttinme noises, they attended to their own
busi ness, and in any case, Maggi e O Shea and her daughters returned after an
absence of two weeks and, with her again in the house of nights, Irunn ceased
her after-dark activities with M1o and recommenced the night shift at the
hospi t al

She al so recomenced harassing M1 o about naking a trip with her to
W sconsi n,
and he, perforce, recommenced his near-lies and evasive actions.

One thing about which he had no need to lie was the press of his work, for on
the 28th of Septenber, Germany had been given the bul k of what had been

pri or

to the Great War, Prussian Silesia, and the European press was full of this
nearly unprecedented action and specul ated frequently and at great |ength
upon

its possible consequences. Because of these events, MIo and the rest of the
translators were terribly overworked. He now was burdened w th assignnents

t wo

and three tines each week—bei ng given nore every two or three days than he
formerly had received for an entire week—and he was working all day, every
day,

and generally long into the nights, as well. The sole good thing about it was
t he noney. He now was earning as nuch as twenty-five to thirty-five dollars a
week, and despite board and room |aundry, outside |unches when he could find
the tine and remenbered to eat, toiletries and odds and ends of clothing, he
still was adding substantially each week to the contents of his strong box.

It went on and on and on. The work did not abate, nor did lrunn's
i ncreasingly
urgent demands that he meet her famly in Wsconsin. Then, overnight and



i nexplicably, she again becane all sweetness and |ight, seeningly having
forgotten her demands that MIlo go north with her imediately if not sooner
He

was relieved, in a way, though he still felt the nagging notion that it was
not

over, that the willful woman had not really given up on him but sinply had
changed her node and direction of attack

He cane back to the O Shea house after the library closed of a night in
m d- Cct ober to be met by Pat. "MI o,

A MAIN <MAL.L,tLIJ ML.U MJtA
a0

Irunn, she had to take off for her home place in Wsconsin real sudden-like
and
she left thishere for you." He proffered a seal ed plain white envel ope.

"Mlo, ny owmn love," the note inside read, "My brother, Sven, has been taken

suddenly ill, and | have gone up to be of assistance to nmy nother and sisters.
I
wi Il be gone one week, no nore, | hope. A claimticket is enclosed. It is for
a

ring on which | have nade the deposit and it is being made bigger for nme by

t he

shopkeeper. Please to pick it up for me on next Monday and pay the man the
rest

of the noney for it and I will pay you back when I come back to Chicago. Wth
all ny undying love, Your lrunn. (P.S. Please burn this note for no one but
you

must read it. I.)"

When Mo went downtown to the jewel ry-pawnshop of a M. Plotkin, he was

i npressed by Irunn's taste. The ring was stunning, a full carat, at |east, of
bl ue-white dianmond in a setting of reddish gold, antique European, or so the
jeweler, Plotkin, averred. He knew. M| o's name, and M| o assuned that |runn
nmust

have tel ephoned himbefore she |l eft for hone. Back at the boardi nghouse, he
deposited the ring in its velvet box in his strongbox and got back to work on
his translations. But sonething told himnot to burn Irunn's note. That too
went

into the steel |ockbox and the time was soon to come when he woul d be gl ad

t hat

he had heeded his feeling.

Thi ngs began to close in on himeven before Irunn's return. First was a
letter

that was awaiting himwhen he returned to the O Shea house one night. The
postmark was a Wsconsin one, but the handwiting was not Irunn's. The witer
had been a man and, fromthe style of the letters and nunbers, a man of

Eur opean

educati on.

"My dear Herr Moray, Qur Irunn has told me of your many | anguages, so | pen
this

in my native Norwegian. This is a very good thing, for although | speak and
read

English well enough, | never have been able to well express my thoughts in
its



witten version, and it is very necessary that | fully express nyself in this
letter.

"For all that no one of us has net or even seen you, we know much of you from
your letter and fromour Irunn. She has nmade your excuses for not comng to
our

farmto properly ask her hand according to ancient custom and

rwoen s\ uans

it is true, as you so well wote, this is a new country with new custons and
we

ol der ones nmust learn to live by the ways of our new |l and, forgetting many of
the ol d ways of Norway.

"Irunn has spoken well and often of you, of your goodness, your gentleness,
Z??Lngth and your bravery in facing and defeating the evil man with the
gﬂgfﬁés spoken, too, of how | ong and hard you work at your job and of how
xﬁgﬁ nmoney it pays you. To make even a decent incone is, | well know, no easy
task in the best of tines, and these are not the best of tines.

"Therefore, here is your answer, ny son. | wll be nost pleased to give you
t he

hand of ny fine daughter, Irunn, in the bonds of holy, Christian wedl ock
forgoing the neeting of your person until your so-inmportant work allows you
|l eave to visit me at ny steading. Thor Kris-tiansson."

M1 o's second shock cane the very next day in the person of a youngster who
sought himout at his library table and gave him a rich-1ooking,

par chnent - bond

envel ope contai ning on heavy, enbossed stationery a request to i mediately
cone

to the residence of one Father Al fonse Riistung beside Saint Germanus

Chur ch.

After a brisk half-hour walk, Mlo arrived and was greeted at the door by a
young, rather effem nate-Iooking man wearing a cassock who bade hi m be seated
in

a fair-sized, well-furnished room

The man who presently entered was al so wearing a cassock, but there was
not hi ng

ef fem nate about him his face | ooked to be roughly carven out of craggy
granite, and his handshake indicated crushing strength. He | ooked to be of

| ate-m ddl e years, his hair was sparse and receding, his hands were big and
square and thickly furred wi th dark-blond hairs.

After a plain, matronly-1looki ng worman had brought in a tea tray, poured and
departed without a single word, Father Al fonse got down to his reason for
sumoni ng M | o.

"M. Moray, | have heard so nuch about you that | alnost feel to have known
you
for years." He smiled fleetingly, then went on to say, "Al though, at the

first,
I must admit that | was concerned to hear that you were

working for that Dr. Osterreich and his nest of Jew sh troubl enakers



"Troubl emakers, Father Riistung?" MIlo interjected.

"Yes, troublemakers, M. Mray. People who are doing everything that they
can—from a safe distance, of course—to poison the nminds of the American
peopl e

agai nst Germany and the current government of Germany. You did not know that
this was the purpose of their digest for which you do translations? Wll,

t hat

last is yet another mark in your favor

"But that is not why | asked you to conme visit ne, M. Mray. How you make
your

nmoney i s your business, as is for whomyou choose to work in these tines of
few

job opportunities, and besides, if all that you do is make accurate

transl ations

of European newspapers, | cannot see how you, at l|least, are doing harmto
Germany. You do not try to do nore than translate, then?"

M 1o shook his head. "No, Father Riistung, that's all |'m supposed to do,
pai d
to do. But | can't see

"Fine, fine.'
when

you and your intended wi sh to schedul e your weddi ng mass, for you both wll
need

to neet with me several tinmes. There are the banns to be read, and as you are
not a Catholic, there will be sone papers that you nust sign, of course.”

The priest smled almost warmy. "No, what | need to know is

Mlo felt for the second tine in two days as if he had been cl ubbed down with
a
basebal | hat. He just sat nute for a | ong nonent, his nmouth gapi ng open

"Well, M. Moray?" probed the priest. "I must have a date today."
"What the bloody hell are you talking about?" he finally got out. "I'm not
about

to get married, not to anybody, no matter what that stubborn, pigheaded,
weddi ng- crazy Norwegi an may have told you."

Riistung's pal e-bl ue eyes becane as cold as glacial ice, and he stared at
Mlo

as if at some |oathsone thing that had crawl ed fromunder a boulder. H's
Voi ce,

t po, was becone frigid, his words curt and cli pped.

"You have taken your suit rather far, M. Mray, to now change your m nd.
know—+ amlrunn 'Tiers-/ dottar's confessor. | also amnot w thout influence
in

this city and state, and | here warn you, unless you do the

0° Robert Adans

honorabl e thing by the poor girl you callously led on and seduced into norta
sin, I will see you laid in the Cook County Jail, if not in the state prison
You were well advised to heed me, M. Mray—+f that is truly your nane!—for |
do

not indulge in the making of idle threats, and | feel nmpbst strongly in this



matter.

"I'f I do not hear fromyou of your planned wedding date in . . . ten days,
shall act to have you jailed and tried for crimnal fornication and breach of
pronmise to nmarry.

"CGood day, M. Moray."

"Another light this all puts onto the issue, nein freund M1o," said Sam

Osterreich soberly. "And to underestimate this Nazi-loving priest, do not,
either, for he is, unfortunately, very powerful politically in this city,

county

and state.”

"\What has the arrogant bastard got agai nst you, San?" asked MIlo. "And
agai nst
your group's digest of foreign news?"

Gimy, Osterreich replied, "Against me as one person only, nothing of which
I

know, save sinply that | ama Jew, an Austrian Jew. As for his fear and
hat r ed

of our group and the digest

"You have heard of, read of the Deutsche-Anerican Bund, perhaps. Yes, well,
this

Porrer ani an priest, this Father Al fonse Rustung, is both an officer and

or gani zer

of the Bund. The Bund woul d have eferyone to think that they prompte just only
a

spirit of friendship between Germany and America conbined with the sanme sort
of

| ove and respect for the homel and as one sees in efery other ethnic club of

i gr ant s.

"But, MIlo, what they to project to Arericans vould and what is their rea
raison d etre vastly at odds are. It true is that the magjority of the Bund
menbers and supporters only poor, beguil ed dupes and del uded fools are, but

t he

| eaders and the organi zers, these all very evil nen are, schem ng together to
efentually set up in this beautiful, free country nothing |l ess than a

nmur der ous,

fascistic government along the Iines of 4+ndeed, allied with—the Nazis of
Germany, the Fascisti of Italy, the

Iron Guard of Rumania and the Fal ange espanol a of General Francisco Franco.

"They at great length carry on about the ains of Herr Hitler. They say that
Eﬁt wi shes to reunify to Gernmany and Austria the lands and the territories
?ﬂg Ger man- speaki ng persons so shamefully stripped from Germany in the vake
?Le Great War, to reunite all into a Deutsches Reich, a single nation al
Germans . . . and did they truth tell, efen | could with them agree

"But as | know, and as you must by now know from your work at translations,
t he

truth, in the Bund does not lie, which why it is that they and ny group at
gr eat



odds are and mnust always be. To silence us all they vould, Mlo, to nullify
our

so inmportant mssion and vork, and they nust not, they cannot, be allowed to
def eat us—rather to defeat them we nust.

"But back to your so personal danger, MIlo. Mein freund, | and the group
cannot

to you offer rmuch real protection fromthe priest, Rustung. He is just too
wel |

connected to vealthy and powerful nmen who now occupy high places in the city
of

Chicago, in the County of Cook and in the State of Illinois.

"Therefore, you only two options haf. Either to marry the nurse, lrunn
Thorsdottar, you nust or to leaf the state and go far away. One hears that
t he

State of California a nost congenial climate has. . . . But the choice of
destinati on nust yours be, and please to not of it tell me, for then if by
t he

police | amquestioned | to lie to themwould not need.

"Al'l of the help and advice | can to give you, | haf, mein freund, MIlo. You
what, ten days haf to the expiration of the Nazi priest's ultimtun? Then
your

preparations nake quickly and quietly. It well were that you tell no one of
j ust

when you | eaving are or where you goijaglire®po not to sell persona
possessi ons

try, rather is to pawn them nuch better, demanding detailed receipts and
guar ant ees, that yptLmay”~soon buy them back. Wen go you do, travel
light—enly

your noney, small valuables and clothes in no nore than a single small case.
To

travel first-class, do not, and tell no one your real name, from where you
comne

or to where you go. Cott sie

dankt, travel papers not required are in all this great, free country, so to
purchase forgeries you have no need. If you need of noney haf "

The psychiatrist opened a drawer of his desk with a key fromhis watchchain
and

brought out several sheafs of bills of as many denom nations. But M| o waved
hi s

hand and shook his head in negation

"Thank you so rmuch, Sam vyou're a true friend, but no. | have enough noney,
now,
to get clear out of the country, should | choose to do so."

Osterreich smled slightly and nodded briskly. "Gut, gut, that last is just
what

the police I vill tell if asked by them that to | eaf Anerica entirely, you
spoke today. No matter how serious the charges of which the priest and the
nur se

accuse you, hardly it is to be thought that to so nuch trouble and expense

t hey

or the authorities would go as to try to hunt you down beyond the borders of
Anerica."”



M1l o stal ked through the O Shea house, going directly fromthe front door to
t he

si deboard on which Pat kept his whiskey, filled a tunbler and drained k off,
neat, then refilled it.

"Saints preserve us, M. Mray," canme the voice of the cook, Rosal een, from
t he

ki tchen doorway, behind him "it's gettin' pie-eyed you'll be in nothin
flat,

swillin' of the craytchur like that! Wat's befallen you, this |ovely day?"

Wth her on one side of the bare dining table, himon the other, Mlo sat and
drank and told her all of it, fromstart to the i medi ate present. She heard
hi m

out in silence, only pursing her lips and frowni ng when he spoke of his

ni ght s

of unhal |l owed copulation with Irunn and again on the occasi on when he roundly
cursed the priest, for his meddling and his threats. Not until he was done
did

the ol d woman speak.

"Cch, poor M. Mray, it's pitying you | am That Mss Irunn, why she nust be
daft, clear off her knob. Wat kind of a married life could she expect to
have

with a man she had so shanmefully trapped into it with lies and all? Bad
enough

it is that she lied to you and to her poor parents and forged your nane to a
| etter of proposal,

then gave it to her father, but tolie and all to a holy priest of God, och
how
terrible a woman she is who al ways gave the appearance of being good and so
very

proper. Herself will have thirteen kittens with plush tails when it's hearing
of
it she is.”

Even as M1 o opened his nouth to speak in protest at this planned violation
of
hi s inpul sive confidence, Rosal een rai sed her hand.

"She must know, soon or late, M. Mray, sure and you can see that? It's
better,

I"'mthinkin', that she hear it fromfirst me and then you than from M ss
[ runn

or this Jerry priest or ... or others. As for the rest, it was good advice

t hat

the Jew doctor was givin' you, | thinks, | do. But just take all the time you
find yourself needin' to get ready to-leave; when she's heard it all, herself

won't be heavin' you out, though she may well throw that Mss Irunn onto the
streets, where the schemn', connivin' strunpet bel ongs. To be sneakin’
around

of nights and crawl naked into the bed of a decent, sleepin' man to try to
make

himmarry her, Holy Mther save us, that's scandlous, it is, | say!

"And don't you be worryin' none about the police comn' here and haulin' you
in

unawares, M. Mray. My late husband, Jimy O Farrell, God bless his soul, was
a



sergeant on the force. Twenty-four years in harness, he was, and | still have

nore nor a few of the boyos as friends. 1'll just be puttin' out the word and
"1l know wheniver a warrant comes out for you, and you'll be knowin' as soon
as

| do, too."

Sone hour and a half after that night's dinner, there was a knock on Mlo's
door

and he opened it to see Maggie O Shea, still in her white uniform | acking
only

her cap. "M. Mray, we two nmust talk of the matter you di scussed with

Rosal een

this afternoon. Now, while the others are down in the parlor listening to the

radio, is a good tinme. | have just hung up the tel ephone after ringing up and
talking with Father Rustung, and | want your version of these shocking events
fromyour lips. | feel that as the worst happened under ny roof, | have that

right, at least."

Maggi e seated herself in the single chair and et himtell it in his words,
in
his order of events and at his own

ass nooerr t\aans

pace of speech. As he fell finally silent, the stout woman sighed and shook
her
grayi ng head.

"I don't really know just whomto believe in this story matter, M. Noray.
I've

known |runn Thorsdottar nuch | onger, of course, since she was in training, in
fact, but you have al ways seenmed an honest, decent, truthful man to ne .

and

clearly to dear Rosal een, too. She's carrying on like your sworn chanpion

and

she's a proven good judge of character

"Your story of this ness and how it devel oped exactly contradicts nany parts
of

Father Riistung's version of the sane events, but then, of course, he got his
facts or fables fromlrunn

"You swear to nme that you never, at any tinme, under even the nost intimate of
ci rcunmst ances, drunk or sober, asked her to be your wife, M. Moray?"

"Yes, | certainly do, Ms. O Shea. She was the first and the only one who
ever

di scussed marriage, and |1've told her until | was blue in the face that |

j ust

amin no position or frame of mnd to marry her or anyone el se, now. But
still,

she kept harping on that same tired subject, trying to get me to go with her
to

W sconsin to neet her folks."

Maggi e frowned then, her lips thinning and her eyes narrowing. "And yet, M.
Moray, both Father R istung and the jewel er whose nane he gave ne, |zaak

Pl otkin, confirmthat you bought for Irunn a dianond engagenent ring. Had you
forgotten that?"



MIlo's voice rose in exasperation. "Now, damm it, Ms. O Shea, |runn picked
out

that ring herself, put a deposit on it and left it with that jeweler for

enl argenent of the band. \When she left for Wsconsin so suddenly, she gave

your
husband, Pat, a note asking me to pick it up,for her and prom sing to pay ne
back for the cost of it. | did pick it up; it's here, in ny |ockbox.
Engagenent

ring, hell—I'1l wing the neck of that bitch when | get my hands on her!"

"Ch, no you won't, not in ny house, M. Moray," said Maggie bluntly, in hard,
no- nonsense tones. Then she asked, "Can you prove any of what you just told

nel

M. Moray? Everyone but you—Father Riistung, |zaak Plotkin, my husband, Pat,
and

nost of the rest of the

househol d and lrunn's fanily' s—+s under the inpression that she is your
i nt ended
bride."

M 1o sighed, hearing disbelief of himin the woman's tone. "The only scrap of
evidence | have in regard to ny verity, Ms. O Shea, is the note that Irunn

| eft

wi th your husband when she left here, last week. She said in a postscript that
I

should burn it. Now | can see why she wanted it burned, and |I'm damed gl ad
didn't. Here, 1I'll show you."

When he had dragged the strongbox fromits place beneath his bed and unl ocked
it, he handed the satin ring box and the envel ope containing the handwitten
note to Maggie, along with the receipt for nonies paid and the dated record
of

the transacti on on which he had insisted.

After reading everything thoroughly, opening the box, renoving the ring and
exam ning the bauble critically, it was Maggie who this tine sighed and shook
her head.

"Pl ease accept ny full and conpl ete apol ogy, M. Moray," she said slowy,
soberly and contritely. "Knowi ng Rosal een and her intuition as well as | do
of

ol d, knowi ng that she instantly believed you with no shred of evidence in
your

favor presented her, | should have believed her and you, too. It's a devilish
web that the young woman has woven about you, and Dr. Gsterreich may well be
right that your only choices are either to do what she wants, marry her, or

| eave the state.

"Knowi ng, as we do now, of the enormity of the evil and the soul -daming sin
of

whi ch she has proved herself capable, were | a man, |1'd want no part of her
you

seemto feel just that way, too. So | guess you mnust
if

you are innocent of the breach-of-prom se charge, you admt to being guilty
of

fornication, which is a nortal sin and a legal crinme, as well, though not
often

i nvoked, | must admt, in these nodern tinmes, anyway. If they tried to |ock

eave |llinois, for even



up
everyone guilty of fornication and adultery, | doubt they could build
reformatories fast enough to put themall in.

"So, have you decided yet where you' re going to go? No, wait, don't tell ne,
I
don't really think I should know. "

Chapter IV

As he slumped in his train seat on his way to Indianapolis, Indiana, MIlo

| ooked

to be asleep, but he was not. Rather was he thinking back to the night of

[ runn

Thors-dottar's return to the O Shea house from W sconsin, when all pure hel
br oke | oose and sone hard truths were finally voiced

A taxi cab had deposited Irunn at the front door at about eight p.m, while
Maggi e and those of the household not working night shift were seated around
t he

radi o console in the parlor and Pat was facing M| o over the chessboard.
Awar e

t hat Maggi e disliked being disturbed when a favorite program was being
broadcast, the returnee had clinbed the stairs with her bag after only the
briefest of greetings to the household in general

She had no way of knowi ng, of course, that immediately she could be heard
wal ki ng down the second-fl oor hallway, Maggie pushed hersel f up out of her
chair

and nmade for the telephone in its nook under the stairs.

When at last Irunn canme back down to the parlor, wal ked across to the
chesspl ayers and said sweetly, "MIlo, |ove, please cone upstairs. W need to
tal k, don't you think?"

At the words, a sound that could have passed for a bestial growl or snarl
cane

from Rosal een O Farrell, but Maggie O Shea laid a hand on the cook's tensed
arm

then turned off the radio set and cane up out of the chair once nore.

"I agree, Mss Thorsdottar, there is talking to do, but it all will be done
here, where as many w tnesses as there

64

are at hone tonight can hear and remenber. There have been nore than enough
lies

and prevarications from you concerning M. MIlo Mray and what he was
supposed

to have done or not done. |, who have known you and worked with you and |ived
with you for years, would never have thought you capable of such terrible

wi ckedness had the evidence not been placed in nmy hands. Now, tonight, | wll
have the full and unvarnished truth out of you. if truth can ever conme out of
the mouth of a lying harlot such as you. | also have summoned your priest,
Fat her Rustung, and the deputy adm nistrator of the hospital, Dr. Cuiscarde
along with a policeman friend of Ms. O FarrelFs, so that all of them can
hear

the truth and know the i mensity of you* crines against this poor nman."



As Maggi e had spoken, Irunn had turned first red, then white, her face

seem ngly

drai ned of bl ood. She never spoke a word, but inmmedi ately Maggi e had ceased
to

speak, the woman spun about and dashed up the stairs and down the hallway. A
mnute or so |ater, everyone heard her hurried descent of the rear stairs and
a

rattling and banging at the door at the foot of those sane stairs, a few
shrieked curses in both English and Norwegi an, then a rapid reascent of those
sane rear stairs.

Rosal een showed a set of worn yellowteeth in a grin. "It was thinkin', |
was,

that she might try to skedaddl e when faced down she was, Ms. O Shea. Beware
now the front she'll be tryin' ."

Wth her still-packed bag in hand, a purse in the other and a bundl e of
uni f or ms

and dresses under one arm |lrunn came pouring down the stairs like a spring
freshet in flood, to not halt or even slow until she abruptly becane aware

t hat

Maggi e O Shea's not inconsiderable hul k | ooned between her and the door that
| ed

to freedom

"Cet . . . get out of nmy way!" she gasped, fear and anger plain on her face
and
in her voice. "You got noright ... noright at all not to let me out."

"If any of us needed any further proof of MIlo's innocence in this sorry
natter,

you've just supplied it, you brazen hussy. You're not going out this door
unti |

| say so!" snapped Maggi e.

"The hell I'"mnot!" Irunn screaned, dropping her travel case and arnful of
clothes to swing a powerful roundhouse right at Maggi e's head.

But Maggi e O Shea was ready. She caught Irunn's tel egraphed buffet easily on
rzgt forearm even as she sank a paral yzing punch into the younger woman's
:?Lizs. A ready followup was not necessary. lrunn staggered back across the
foyer, w de-eyed, gasping for breath, clutching with both her big hands at
Lgfnt of inpact, until her heels struck the first step of the staircase and
fzgt her bal ance and | anded hard on her runp on the | ower | anding.

Between the two of them Maggi e and Rosal een got the woman up and into a
chair

in the parlor to await the priest, the doctor and the policeman. As soon as
she

could breathe alnost normally and tal k again, Maggi e and Pat and the cook
began

to throw hard questions at her, intuitively recognizing the lies she

att enpt ed

and continuing their relentless probings until they got the truth out of her

The three were nerciless. Wen once they had what they took to be the truth



or

near to it, they drilled her, asking the sanme questions over and over in
slightly differing forns. By the time Dr. Gerald Cuiscarde arrived to be
ushered

into the parlor, lrunn was in tears, sobbing, all the defiance and fight
dr ai ned

out of her.

Coldly, efficiently, Maggi e took her through the whole of the sordid story
for

the benefit of the physician, ending by asking, "Doctor, is this the kind of
worran that we want nursing at the hospital ?"

"Good Lord, no!" was his inmmediate reply. "lIt's ... it was diabolical

al nost

unbel i evable. And all of this msery and trouble and sorrow sinply so that
she

could get her greedy hands on MI1o's couple of thousand dollars? And know ng
Mlo as Sam-br. Gsterreich—and | have conme to know him he would probably
have

given, or at |east nmade her ,& long-termloan of the nobney, had she been
truthful with himat the start.

"No, the hospital wants no part of a wonan like this . . . and | doubt that
t he
Board of Examiners of Nurses will |ook with any degree of favor upon this

evi dence, either. Let her go back to Wsconsin or somewhere el se—

anywhere el se, and nurse there if she can. She's a disgrace to a fine and
nobl e
pr of essi on."

A police lieutenant and a sergeant were next to arrive. They were greeted
war m y

by Rosal een, had whi skey pressed upon them by Pat O Shea, and Maggi e put

[ runn

t hrough her paces once nore for their benefit. Then Rosal een brought out
trays

of cupcakes and little chess pies.

By the time the priest and his effem nate subordi nate drove up to park their
ornate Dai nml er beside the doctor's Mercedes-Benz and the plain black
city-owned

Ford, leaving their chauffeur outside to keep warm any way that he coul d,

[ runn

was well drilled and resigned to the utter ruination of her nefarious
schemnes,

her professional career, her life. She went through the recitation of her
multiple msdeeds with but little pronpting from Maggie. lIrunn did not once
rai se her gaze fromher lap and the hands cl asped there.

Looki ng even grinmrer than M1 o remenbered him Father Rustung spoke not one
wor d

until the tale was conpletely told, then he said, "And you told all of these
lies to ne and to others, you defiled your chastity and forged a letter
sinmply

in order to gain for your famly a sum of noney owned by M. Mray, |runn
Thor sdot t ar ?"



In tones of dull apathy, she answered, "Papa has said so often that if only
he

had a thousand or two dollars he could do so nuch with the farmand the barns
and the herd and have a bequest of real value to |leave to ny dear brother
Sven.

And besides,"” she went on, a degree of animation returning to her voice and
manner, "Ml o had no need of the noney—t was just lying useless in his

| ockbox

under his bed. The Jews were paying himnore each week than even |, a

gr aduat e

nurse, make in a week."

Wth a curt nod, the priest said, "Yes, ny child® another instance of the

fierce

love of famly that is but a hallmark of the Aryan race and fol k. I, ofkal
here

assenbl ed, can fully understand why you did what you did, the lies and the

the far nore heinous sins, the nmortal sin of fornication, even. But nere
under st andi ng and even a degree of synpathy does not in any way justify your

transgressi ons. The penance | shall |ay upon
you will be heavy, child, awesonely heavy, and as hard or harder to bear than
what the hospital and secular authorities will likely do ... although I shal

strive to afford you as rmuch protection fromthemas nmy office permts, of
course, when once | amcertain that you truly repent your sins.

"It were probably better that you depart with me, this night, for after al

of

this, | doubt that you would be happy or even wel come for any |onger under
this

roof. I will take you to the hone of a good German family for the night, and

tomorrow you can first make a true confession, receive penance and
absol uti on,
then | will do what | can to help you out of these difficulties."

He turned to the younger man. "Father Karl, please fetch Fritz and have him
t ake
this child' s things out to the auto."

Then Riistung stood up and, pointing a forefinger "at M| o, demanded, "You
did

use this child' s body, you did take her flower, you did have carnal know edge
of

her?" H's voice quivered slightly with the intensity of his enotion, his cold

blue eyes fairly spitting sparks.

Mlo had not liked the man from m nute one of their meeting and now coul d

t hi nk

of no reason to dissenble or mask that dislike. "You know dammed wel| that |
did, priest! Yes, | slept with her, but it was she that cane to my bed, night
after night, despite a | ocked door on one occasion. And she was no virgin
from

before the first night!"

Fat her Rtistung nodded another of his curt, grimfaced nods and turned to the
police lieutenant. "Well, lieutenant, you heard hi mdam hinself out of his
own

mout h. \Where are your handcuffs? | want himarrested this instant for



crimnal
carnal know edge and-fornication

"You shoul d al so know that he is a dangerous radical who will divul ge nothing
of

his past life to anyone. He may well be a Bol shevik, for | amreliably

i nforned

t hat he speaks excellent Russian and Ukrainian, and his overt enployers are a
clique of Jews, nostly of Russian extraction. If you don't take himinto

cust ody

toni ght, now, here, you'll probably have no second chance to take him

easily or without a gun battle. You know how t hese Bol shevi ks and Jew
Anar chi st's
are."

The |ieutenant arose and | ooked about uncertainly, his left hand hovering in
t he

vicinity of his cased handcuffs, the voice of authority, but ecclesiastica
authority only, ringing in his jug ears. The sergeant stood up too, but made
no

ot her nove, watching his superior

A d Rosal een had heard enough and nore than enough, however. "It's prayin'

for

your forgiveness | am fither, but you should be ashamed of yourself, and you
a

holy priest of God and His Mther. That poor, weak nortals like us all be

easily
tenmpted, you of all people should be a-knowin', and if crawin' mther-naked
into a man's bed of nights be not tenptin', 1'd Iike to know what is. It's

t hat +hat scarlet woman you should be after the punishin' of, not poor M.
Mor ay.

"And al t hough he's not of the True Faith, I'll warrant he's no Jew, nor yet a
godl ess Bol shevi k or whatnot. He's a good nan, a decent man and godly in his
own

way . . . far and away nore godly than sonme who've sheltered under this roof."

She stared pointedly at lrunn, who nmet that stare for a brief instant, then
hung
her head and began to sob again.

Turning to the police lieutenant, she said flatly, her hands extended before
her

at alittle over waist level, "Terence, if it's taking in M. Mray you're
thinkin' of, then you'll be takin' nme, as well, so put the cold steel chains
on

me old wists. They cannot be nmore cold than the Christian charity of this
hol y

priest, I"'mthinkin', I am"

M1lo thought that the Iieutenant | ooked as if he would rather be in hell wth
a

br oken back than here and now in the warm confortable furnished parlor of

| Vf aggi e and Pat O Shea. He coul d al nost hear the wheels turning, the gears
grinding madly as the tall, lanky redhead tried to think of a way out of his
dil emma that would not offend either the priest or his old friend s w dow.
And

Mlo felt a stab of pity for the nuch harried man.



Then CGerald Quiscarde chined in, "Lieutenant Grady, Mlo Mray is not, no
nmatter
what this priest clainms to have heard, a Bol shevik or an Anarchist. He's

nooert Aaans

not a Jew, either. |'ve physically exam ned himthoroughly, and believe ne, |
know.

"Yes, he speaks Russian, but he al so speaks Gernan, French, Spanish and a

pl et hora of other |anguages, as well. H's work for Dr. Osterreich's group is
that of a translator, and | amtold by Dr. Osterreich and others that he does
his job in a good, thoroughgoing manner, that he's the best translator

t hey' ve

ever had in their enploy.

"And if there are truly any radicals in this roomjust now, ny vote would be
for

Father Riistung. Were he as truthful as he demands others be, he'd register

hi nsel f with Washi ngton as an agent of a foreign power. That's what he really
is, you know-he and his precious German-Anerican Bund woul d sell out this
country in a mnute to Adolf Hitler and his gang of German thugs."

"Be very careful what you say of ne, doctor,"
"A

day of reckoning will come for you and your kind . . . and it may well cone
far

sooner than you think."

said the priest in icy tones.

Then, turning back to Terence G ady, the priest demanded, "Well, what are you
waiting for, lieutenant? Are you going to arrest himand put himin jail
wher e

he bel ongs, or not?"

Ignoring on this rare instance the snap of command in the voice of the

Ger man- born priest-—whose accent had become stronger and nore noticeable in
t he

| ast few m nutes—ti eutenant Terence Gady drew hinself up and said, "No,
fither,

| ain't. I'"'ma lieutenant of patrolnen, a harness bull, not a vice cop or even
a

detective, and taking M. Mrray in wuld be a job for one of them guys, not
for

me. It wasn't like he was caught in the act or nothin', and not even a
war r ant

for him either."

"A warrant you want, lieutenant? Well, a warrant you will have, the first

t hi ng

tonmorrow norni ng, over the signature of Judge Heinz Richter. Do you recognize
t he nane of ny good, good and old friend, eh? OF course you do. And please to
be

warned that he will also hear quickly of your inpertinence to ne, your
failure

to follow my orders, to do the duty which | pointed out to you and arrest a
mal ef act or who had publicly confessed his guilt to a terrible crime against
God

and nman.



"Come, lrunn," he snapped and stal ked toward the foyer

Wth lrunn, the priests and their chauffeur gone, Rosaleen fetched in nore
;23da bow of punch, to which last old Pat O Shea pronptly added a hal f-quart
?iish whi skey.

They all had eaten and inbibed in silence for sonme time when Fanny Duncan
spoke,

hesitantly.

"M. Moray, you said that she . . . that lrunn, that is . . . wasn't a ... a
virgin when . . . when you . . . when you and she . . . well, anyway, it al
makes me think back to our training days. Irunn and me, we were roonmates in
training for a couple of years of it, and . . . and |I've always wondered. The

way she tal ked about her brother, Sven, and sone things she said sonetines in
her sleep and the way the two of them behaved when they thought nobody el se
could see themone tinme when she and | went up to the farmin Wsconsin for a
week and ..."

Maggi e pal ed and hurriedly signed herself. "Fanny! Hold your tongue, as you
| ove

God. Incest? It's a nauseating thought. Only degenerates and idiots do such
t hi ngs."

"Ch, I wouldn't go so far as to say that, Ms. O Shea," remarked Cerald

Qui scarde, adding, "Certain events in nmy own practice, plus confidenti al
conversations |'ve had with other professionals, incline me toward the beli ef
that incest is not anywhere near as rare a thing as nost people, even nedica
peopl e, seemto think or aver."

Maggi e just shook her head in disbelief, but Mlo could and did fully believe
it

all, for he recalled that on two separate occasions in a transport of passion
Irunn had called him Sven and whi spered endearnents to himin Norwegian.

After finishing off the trays of foods and nobst of the strengthened-punch
al nost singl e-handedl y, Lieutenant Terence Grady addressed MIlo. "M ster,
don't want to take in no friend of Rosaleen O Farrell's, and besides, you
strike

me as a good guy, but if that Kraut priest does get a warrant fromthat

squar ehead judge in the mornin', it ain't gonna be no like or not like to it,
you see. |'mgonna have to bring you in or send sone other cop to do it. It
m ght be a good idea if you get out of this precinct—er, better yet, this
city—before norning. I'll give you a ride

as far's the train depot, but | can't do nore'n that for you. | got ny wife
and

kids to think about, see, and ny pension, too.

"You're a very brave man, lieutenant, a good nman, too, to offer help in the
face

of a vindictive and powerful man |ike Father Ru'stung," said the doctor. "And
I

amcertain that M. Mray recogni zes and deeply appreci ates your generous
offer.

But no, it would be just too nmuch needless risk for you to undertake. Leave
it

to ne. | have a notorcar, too, and | amnot, thank God, in a position where



t hat
nmost unsaintly man can do me any harm

"But | do agree with you that Ml o nust | eave the city or even the state
tonight. Technically, he is guilty of a so-called crime that could get him
if

convicted, as much as fifteen years in prison. So, if you and the sergeant
will

| eave now, the rest of us will make plans and save you the disconfort of
havi ng

to arrest a friend of Ms. O Farrell's."

As prearranged, MIlo descended fromthe train in South Bend, I|ndiana, and
found

an all-night diner near the depot, .where he sat, drinking terrible coffee at
a

ni ckel the chipped mug and readi ng a day-ol d newspaper until the old wall

cl ock

said that it was nine a.m He then made his way back to the deppt, found a

t el ephone and pl aced a reverse-charges call, person-to-person to Patrick

O Shea,

giving himthe name they had deci ded upon, Tom Mil doon

"Tommy, | ad? Yes, operator, this is Patrick O Shea. Yes, |'ll accept charges
for
the call. Tommy, | can't talk to you but a mnute. The whol e bl oody house is

full of cops. Some feller used to roomhere, they're after him two carl oads
of

themjust conme in and they're after searching this house fromcellar to
attic.

Anyhow, that guy | told you about, he's been told you' re com ng and he'll be

expectin' you and he'll take good care of you and if he don't you |l et nme know
lickety-split. . . . Aright, lootenant, a'right, it's just a old buddy from
t he

War is all, and | ain't talked to himin a coon's age. Wat in hell you
expect

me to be able to tell you, the man's gone is all. I"'mcloses' thing to blind
fromgas, you know, | can't see the dam street fromthe front stoop, not any
ki nd of

clear, so howcan | tell you which way he went, huh? . . . Bye-bye, Tomy, |
gotta go."

By nine-thirty, Mlo was aboard a train bound south for Indianapolis. As the
engi ne pi cked up speed and the car began to sway, he settled down into the
seat

and cl osed his eyes and thought back to his last few hours in what had been
for

not quite a year the first hone of which he had any nmenory.

"First of all,’
goi ng

to live after you | eave here, your job and us, your friends. The last thing
you

want to do is seek a job as a translator. That would be a sure gi veaway of

j ust

who you are, and if that priest is as dead set to clap you in jail as he

gi ves

every indication of being, he'll probably have his Bund people all over the
East

said Gerald Cuiscarde,”" we need to figure out how you're



as well as the Mdwest |ooking for you and ready to have you picked up and
extradi ted back here.

"Jobs of any kind are dammed hard to find anywhere in this country, and if
you

live anything like well with no “evident job you're going to stand out like a
sore thumb and attract the Bund. So where to tell you to go, what to tell you
to

do, M1o? | nust confess, | can't just now cone up with an answer."

"Well, | can, by cracky!" said Pat O Shea.
"You al ways have the sane thing on your mnd," snapped Maggi e peevishly.

"Maybe
Mlo doesn't want to join the Arny."

"Well, it's the bestest place for him the way things is, Maggie. Look

doct or,

I's a perfeshnal soldier back before the war. | soldiered for twelve years,
made

staff sergeant, too, afore ny folks all died and I had to cone back honme to

try
and run the brewery. And if it's one thing | knows, it's the Arny.

"If Mlo enlists—and | can get himenlisted, | still got frinds fromthe old
days is recruiters, two of themthe Arny ain't gonna turn himover to no
civil

police for nothin' he done as a civilian, not unless he'd nurdered or raped
or

ki dnapped or robbed banks or somethin' really bad. Them bugtit feather

mer chant s

do try to cone after himfor fornicatin', for the love of nud, Arny's gonna
perlitely tell themwhere to go and what to do to theyselfs

when they gets there, is all. Just as long's a man don't fu—ahhh, mess up as
a
soldier, the Army don't give a hill of beans what he done before.

"And as for them Kraut-lovers, that Bund and all, it's nore'n enough old
sol di ers what fought in France in the War is still around to make short
shrift

of any them cones sniff in'" around after Mlo."

"You know, Ms. O Shea, your husband may be right. The Arny may well be the
answer we so desperately need to keep Ml o out of that priest's clutches. |
think the mininumenlistment in the arned services is three years, and by

t hat

time surely all of this sorry business will be ancient history. But the
guestion

now is, how are we going to get himdown to the recruiting office and signed
up

before the police pick himup on that warrant and clap hi m behi nd bars?"

Pat chuckled. "I got the answer to that one, too, doctor. | knows thishere
recruiter in Indianapolis, see. MIlo can get on a train and get out of
I1linois,

tonight, see. | can call ny old buddy firstest thing he opens up in the
nor ni ng

and tell himenough of what's going on to get himready for M|l o when he gets
there, see. MIlo' Il just have to kill some time somewheres till the right



tine
to go to the recruitin' office is all, but we can work that out injig tine."

At Pat's suggestion, M1l o packed only his razor and a few toiletries, a few
days' worth of underwear and socks, a couple of shirts and a few books. As an
afterthought, the old soldier suggested adding the fine, strong padl ock from
of f

t he nmoneybox chain, saying that such would be useful for the securing of

i ssue

| ockers in the barracks. Mlo threwin a wad of handkerchiefs, then closed
and

| ocked the thick briefcase which was the sole piece of |uggage of any

descri ption he owned.

It was while he was packi ng that Rosal een bore up the stairs to his rooma
pi cni c basket packed well-nigh to bursting with food "for your journey, |ove."

Reopeni ng the briefcase, he managed to nmake room for but three of the thick
sandwi ches. But then Rosal een took over, enptied the case and repacked it so
conpetently that she was able to add two nore sandw ches, a slab of

cheese and a hal f-dozen hard-boil ed eggs, a small jar of pickles and a brace
of
red appl es.

"Do you have a pocket knife?" inquired Pat. When M| o shook his head, the old
man dug deep into his pants pocket and brought out an old, worn, but
razor - edged

Barl ow. "A soldier needs hima good knife, Mlo; | don't, | can't even see
good
enough to whittle no nmore. Ms. O Shea, she'll be damm glad | give it to you,

she's plunb sick and tired of fixin' up my cut fingers as it is.

"I"ll pack up the resta your clothes and things, Mlo, and put themin a old
cedar chest is up in the attic with some nothballs, too. You can send for

t hem

whenever you wants them see.”

"No, Pat, thank you, but no," Mlo told him "Sell themfor whatever you can
or

gi ve them away. One thing, though. Rosal een, can you find ne a | egal -sized
envel ope and a sheet of bl ank paper?"

Whil e the woman was gone, M I o opened his strongbox and enptied it onto the
small witing table. He quickly divided the couple hundred dollars in snaller
bills between his billfold and several of his pockets, then tucked a couple
of

fifties fromthe sale of the gold into each sock. The rest of the stack of
bills

he di vi ded, and when the old cook returned with the stationery, he placed a

t housand dollars into the envel ope and dashed of f a quick note.

"Sol, | amleaving town for good. Were |I'mbound, | won't need all this
cash,

so | want you and your fanmily to have it. Wth this for a nest egg, you m ght
be

able to finish | aw school, and | think you should. No, you can't give it back
to

me, for not even | know where 1'll be when you get it. MIlo Mray."



Addi ng the folded note to the contents of the envel ope, he sealed it and put
it
in his coat pocket. Handing the rest of the cash, uncounted, to Pat, he said,

"Now this, Pat, you can hold until | send for it, whenever. Okay?"
Then he | ooked up fromthe chair at old Rosaleen. "Ms. O Farrell, if | give
you

somet hing, do you promise to take it without a | ot of argunent?”
"I't's not one red copper I'Il be taking fromyou, M.
Moray," she declared forcefully in a tone that brooked no nonsense or demnur.

He shook his head. "No, it's not nmoney, Ms. O Farrell. WIIl you promse to
t ake

it? Please, | haven't nuch tinme left."

"Well... if it's not noney, love," she said uncertainly, "then, yes,
prom se

to take it."

"You heard her prom se ne, Pat?" MI|o denanded.

"That | did," was the old soldier's quick answer. "She prom sed, indeed she
did."

Picking up the ring box of dark-green velvet fromthe top of the witing
desk,

Mlo pressed it into the old cook's hand. Opened it that she mi ght see the
car at

of blue-white enerald-cut dianond in its setting of heavy, solid red gold.

"Ch, no, no, M. Mray, sir, | can't be taking sich a treasure! No, why it
nmust

be worth every last penny of ... of fifty or sixty dollars.”

Mlo just smled. "Actually, a bit nore than that, Ms. O Farrell. But
remenber

your prom se—+ hold you to it."

A d Rosal een | ooked at him then back at the stunning ring for a nmonment. Then
she buried her winkled face in her work-worn hands and ran fromthe room
sobbi ng | oudly.

MIlo stood up and took Fromthe tabletop the last two bills, a twenty and a
five. "Pat, this is the twenty-five dollars that Irunn paid the jeweler,
Plotkin, to hold the ring. If she or anyone el se cones around demanding its
return, you are to give themthis. Your wife has the receipts. Understand ne?"

Pat nodded briskly. "You damm tootin' | does, Mlo. It's like |I's said for a
hel luva I ong ti ne—you sone kind of a nman, you is. You gonna make a damm good
soldier, too, |I can tell you that right now. You got the kinda style it ain't

much seen of no nore."

The | eavet aki ng was an enotional one, to say the |least, what with all of the
worren crying, save only ol d Rosal een, who had done with her crying for the
occasi on and who now wore Mlo's gift on a thunb, her other fingers being too
small to give it secure | odgenent.

As the old cook reached up to hug MIo's neck, she



stated, "It's gettin' this lovely, lovely present of yours sized to ny
finger,

"Il be doin', MIlo Mray, and then it's I'll be wearin' it until the day I
die

and buried with me it'll be. God and His Blessed Mther guard and keep you,
now,

andjfs ny prayers you'll be havin' of me that you fare well."

In the Mercedes-Benz, M| o took the seal ed envel ope fromthe pocket of his
greatcoat and passed it to Dr. Cuiscarde, saying, "The nane of the young man
this is intended for is on the envel ope. Sam Osterreich can put you in touch
with him And make himtake it, hear? He's way too bright a boy to waste his
life peddling door-to-door."

"The ol d sarge, now, he was sone kinda sojer, sonme kinda sojer, | tell you,
mster!" stated Master Sergeant Norrnan Cates between and through mouthful s
of

Rosal een O Farrell's hearty honebaked bread and butter and roast beef or
country

ham sharp cheddar cheese and hone-canned nustard pickles. "Wn't no reason
for

himto get gassed |like he did, you know. 'Cept of he put his own gas nask on
t hat young | ootenant who was layin' there wounded with his own mask shot
fulla

holes, is all. An' then the one what he took off a corpse won't workin'
right,

see.

"Naw, Sarge O Shea, he was a real, old-time sojer, the kind like you don't
hardly see no nore in thishere newfangled Arnmy. You want some nore coffee?"

M 1o accepted, holding out his white china nug for a refill, for it was the
best

coffee he could recall ever having tasted, its flavor being the equal of its
ar ona.

Taki ng another hard-boiled egg in his thick fingers, the stout, balding,
jowy

soldier cracked it with the flick of a thunmbnail, then expertly peeled off
t he
shell, showered it with salt and pepper and bit off the top half before

conti nui ng.

"Yeah, | tell you, mister, it was plunb good to hear old Sergeant Pat's voice
again, this nornin'. Way he tells it, you kinda on the run, like, right?" He

chuckl ed, then added, along with the rest of the egg, "Didn' need to tell ne

that, even, none of it, 'cause |I'd ve knowed. If it won't inportant |ike for

you

to make tracks, he'd' ve got

ole Castle in Chicago to 'list you up 'stead of nme. So you tell me, what's
t he

| aw want you for? Better level with nme, Mray, 'cause | got nme ways of
findin'

out and I don't cotton to being lied to."

When M1 o had related an encapsul ated version of the story, the sergeant

pushed
back from his desk, threw back his head and | aughed and | aughed and | aughed,



hi s

huge beer belly jiggling and bouncing to his mirth. His already florid face
became an al arming dark red, his eyes streamed tears, and he finally had to
hol d

his sides and breathe in wheezes. At |ast, he was able to exert enough
self-control to straighten up, pull hinself back to the desk and wi pe at his
eyes and face with a wadded handkerchi ef, follow ng which, he used the sane
cloth to loudly and thoroughly bl ow his nose, before janming it back into a
pocket .

Still grinning, he said, "Christ on a crutch, Mray, it's high tinme they took
shit like that out'n the friggin' |aw books. Goddam man, fuckin's the npst
natcherl thing in the world. | don't go 'long with rape, see, but if the
wonman' s

willin', hell, the goddam cops shouldn't have no place in it a-tall. As for
t he

damm preachers and priests and all, bu-gger the sour-faced lot of 'em folks
has

got the right to sonme pleasure, no matter what they say or claimthe Bible
says.

You ever read the Bible, Mray—+ nmean, really read it? Well, you should—t's

chock-full of nmore begats than you ever saw in your life, and the onliest way
to
begat a kid is to fuck a wonan.

"As for your trouble, don't you worry none about it no nore, hear ne? That
shit
back in Chicago, that is the dammedest bumrap | ever heard tell of."

Chapter V

Among the first things MIo had to do upon his enlistrment in the Arny of the
United States of Anerica in Novenber 1938 was to quickly learn to understand
and

to speak—though not, ever, to wite—a whol e new dial ect of English. No one
of

the many dictionaries, thesauruses and etynol ogi cal works he had read through
during his nmonths of work in the confines of the public library had given him
nore than a hint of the slang, the depthless crudities, the euphem snms, the
scatol ogi cal references, the slurs, the obscenities and bl aspheni es that al
went a long way toward meki ng up the everyday | anguage of the comon sol dier

The standardi zed, non-obscene Arny terns and abbrevi ati ons were very easy to
assimlate, especially for those nmen who had no difficulty in reading basic
English, not that every one of the recruits could do so. A few were just too
stupid, nmore were sinply ill-educated. Wth nost of the rest, the probl em was
that English was not their native |anguage, and it was in hel ping these
latter

that M1 o soon proved his worth to the conm ssioned and noncomr ssi oned cadre
of

his trai ning conpany.

Not that his skill at |anguages spared himany of the training, details,
fatigue

duties, drilling, classes, weary route marches and endl ess round of bullying
and

general harassnment suffered by the rest of his conpany and battalion. Early
on,

he was given an arnband to wear, told that he was henceforth an "acting
squadl eader” and given responsibility for six European inmm grants, a pair of



Mexi cans, a Turk, and a Lebanese who spoke Arabic,
79

Turki sh and French fluently but had only a few words and so very few phrases
of

English that Mlo privately wondered how he had gotten accepted for the Arny
at

all.

Hs abilities to get through to the menbers of his squad earned hima neasure
of

grudgi ng respect fromhis superiors, but what really inpressed themwas his
unerring marksmanshi p and ot her proven conbat qualifications.

Wien once he had nmastered the nechanical functions of the U S. Rifle, Caliber
.30, Mddel 1903, and the Pistol, Caliber .45, Mdel-1911A1, he consistently
racked up range scores in the high-expert classification, and no one
afterward

believed his quite truthful answers to the questions that he could not recal
ever having handled or fired either pistols or rifles before. But their
under st andabl e di sbelief was not confined to his statements only, for in the
Arnmy of that time, there was full many a nan with a past to hide.

He al so was given an expert's badge in the art of the bayonet. The grizzled
but

still-vital and powerful old sergeant who conducted the bayonet cl asses
averred

that Private Mray was one of the best that he ever had seen—fast, sure and
strong in the attack, cunning and wary in the defense and so well coordinated
as

to be able to take instant advantage of an error nade by an opponent. He
added

that he was convinced that the man was no stranger to the use of the
bayonet ed

rifle, but he added that his personal style was unorthodox—hot Anerican, not
French, not British, not classic Prussian, either. If MIlo had told the
trai ni ng

sergeant the unvarnished truth, that he too did not know just where and how
he

had | earned bayonet work, that it only came to himas instinctively as
breat hi ng, the man woul d have been no nore believing than had the range
personnel confronted with the deadly marksmanship of this supposedly green
recruit.

Sergeant Jethro "Judo" Stiles was. the field first sergeant of MIlo's
trai ni ng

conpany, and he al so doubl ed as the battalion instructor in hand-to-hand
conbat .

Unli ke nost of the cadrenen, he was neither |oud nor arrogant nor a brutal
sadi stic bully. Wen he was not

denonstrating the best neans of garroting an enemny sentry quickly and in
silence, the nost efficient ways of dislocating joints and shattering bones
or

how to take a pistol away from an eneny, breaking his trigger finger and
wi st

in one process, he was quiet alnmost to the point of introversion, kindly,
gentle, polite, well spoken and well read. He neither chewed tobacco, used
snuf f



nor snoked cigarettes, only a pipe, and then rarely; he drank little beer

but

was a connoi sseur of fine wines and a real authority on cognacs and

ar magnacs.

He Iived well in rented housing off post, owned an autompbile and wore
beautifully tailored uniforms. It was believed that he was a rem ttance nan,
paid by his famly to stay in the Arny as a way of avoiding a scandal of sone
sort.

After he had called a nunber of the biggest recruits before an open-air class
beneath a towering stand of CGeorgia pines and denonstrated fully just how
power| ess was even the |argest, strongest nman agai nst scientific nmethods of
sel f-def ense, he chanced to choose M1 o as his opponent for the next |esson
Tossing hima Mdel 1920 bayonet which had been securely wired into its issue
case, the sides and point of which then had been padded with cotton and

wr apped

with friction tape, the training sergeant beckoned.

"Al'l right. Mray, is it? All right, Mray, try to stab me with that bayonet.
kay, if you want to do it underhand, that's fine too. Conme on."

Wt hout conscious thought of what he was doing or why he was doing it just
t hat

way, M1 o advanced in short but fast and sure steps which to the watchers
| ooked

al nost akin to dance steps.

Wth all his training and practice, natural skills and experience, the

ser geant

had only seconds to wonder if he was going to be able to stop this recruit
who

nmoved as quickly and lightly as an O ympic fencer. "Ch, shit," he thought, "I
chose a wongo this tinmel"

From the crouch at which he had advanced, the bayonet held a little below his
hip, pointing forward, his free hand held up and out and ready to either
attack

or defend, to stab fingers at eyes, ward off blows or grab a wist, he
suddenl y

sank even farther down upon deeply flexed knees, then used his legs to drive
hi s

body forward

0. 6 nooert Aaans

with the speed and force of a arrow shot froma bow The point of that arrow
was

hi s hand and the weapon it held, his hand at about the waist |evel of his
target, but the weapon itself angling upward.

Al that Stiles saw was a blur of notion. Then there was suddenly an
agoni zi ng

contact and he was doubl ed over, retching up his breakfast, fighting to draw
breath and wondering just how the nule that had kicked himin the belly had
gotten into his class area. Then he |lost all consciousness.

The class was imediately called to attention, then marched into the adjacent
field to unstack their rifles and fall into formati on. They were marched back
to

canp and spent the rest of the norning at the wearily repetitive cl ose-order



drill with arns.

Sergeant Stiles was retained by the training conpany because of his
unquestionable skills and his ability to inpart those skills to trainees, but
his solitary nature and off-duty habits, plus his erudition and cultivated
tastes, alienated himfromnost of the noncons and many of the officers of

t he

conpany and battalion. He had few friends anmong his peers, but one of those
few

was the first sergeant of MIo's training conpany, Janmes Lew s.

That afternoon, after recall, as he sat with the others in the barrack

cl eani ng

rifles under the critical eyes of their platoon sergeant, the conpany clerk
cane

inwith the message that Private Moray was to report to the first sergeant on
t he doubl e.

Taking M| o aside and speaking fast in | ow, hushed tones, Platoon Sergeant
Cassidy said, "You gotta unner-stan', Mray, with all the dam Bol shevi ks and
Wbblies and all we get's in, we jest cain't let reecroots git away with
bestin'

sergeants, is all. The first and some others is gonna have to take you out
and

beat the piss outen you—they has to, see. It'll hurt, sure, but you jest
t ake

it like a man and it won't las' long, 'cause they don't aimfer to do no rea
damage to you, jest give the resta the guys what saw whatall you did to Judo
Stiles a coupla blacked eyes and a split lip and swol ed-up jaw to | ook at fer
a

few days. "

M1lo headed for the office of the first sergeant, but was nmet by the noncom
hi nsel f before he reached the orderly

room Ready for shouts, obscene abuse and manhandling fromthe senior
sergeant,
MIlo was surprised and nmade very wary by being treated al nost civilly,
i nst ead.

"Moray? Yes, you're Miray. Cone on with nme, Moray."

At the small parking area behind the orderly room Sergeant Lewi s stopped
besi de
a three-quarter-ton recon-nai sance truck. "Can you drive, Mray?"

"No, first sergeant.”

"Ckay, I'"IlIl drive. But you oughta”barn to. Cones in damm handy to be able to
drive a veehicle in the fuckin' Arny. Get in."

In the post gym after they had divested thensel ves of shirts and
undershirts,

after Lewis had laced M1 0o's hands into a pair of six-ounce boxing gl oves, as
they wal ked in sock feet fromthe | ocker roomto the gym proper, the first

sergeant said, "Mray, years ago, | was boxi ng chanmpeen of the old
Twenty-third

for sone years. |'m sone ol der now, of course, but | ain't got soft and sl ow
and

fat, like a lot of the guys has let thenselfs get.



"Now | heered what you done to Judo Stiles Today. It's all over the fuckin'
battal i on, and sonebody's got to make a exanple of you for it, see.”

"First sergeant,"” said Mlo, "Sergeant Stiles ordered me to attack him to

try

to stab him Al that | did was to follow those orders. I've tried to be a
good

soldier."

Lewi s nodded, looking a little sad. "I knows, son, and if you sticks to it
you

gonna be a damm fine soljer, too. Hell, you'll have stripes, real stripes, in
no

time a-tall, 'specially whenever the nextest war fin'ly gets around to
startin'

up and the Arny gets bigger. And that's part of why |I'msorry to have to beat
up

on you thisaway; but it's a whole fuckin' hell of a lot better for me to ness
your face up then for three, four of the pl'toon sergeants to get you off in
a

[ atri ne sonewhere and work you over, son. | knows what |'mdoin', see—+ can
gi ve

you just a few good ones in the right places for to make it | ook Iike you
been

dragged th'ough a fuckin' winger by the cock."

At the raised boxing ring, Lewis held the ropes apart so MIlo could step

t hr ough

them Joining his victim the gray-haired boxer went to a corner of the ring
and

waved M|l o to the opposite corner. The few other nmen in the

hi gh, vaulted roomof the sometine riding hall drifted over to watch, for
Sergeant Janmes Lewi s was al ways worth wat chi ng.

"Move around on the balls of your feet, son," the noncom advised MIlo. "And

keep

your knees bent some to help you take the force of a punch, see. | pronise,
after I's nmessed you up sone, |'Il stop. You ready?"

Mlo sighed. "As ready as | guess |I'll ever be." And then he advanced to the

center of the ring.

| mredi ately he absorbed the first jarring jab to his face, Mlo's body and
l'i nbs

rearranged t henmsel ves wi thout his conscious volition

"Ch, ho, Miray," puffed Lewis. "Done had sone time with a ol d-fashion

bar e- knuckl e fighter, have you? Ckay, | can fight that way, too, but |I warn
you,
it'll prob'ly hurt you nore in the end."

Lewi s was good, skilled, experienced and had stayed in practice if not in
unremtting training over the years, so he did land a few nore bl ows here and
there. But so, too, did Mlo, once nore letting his instincts guide his body
and

refl exes. Hs final blow put Lewis flat on his back on the canvas, and the
wat chers entered the ring to pound himon the back and heap flattering praise
upon himbefore picking up First Sergeant Lewis and bearing his inert body



back
to the | ocker room

When t he noncom came around and pushed away the hand wavi ng the anmmoni a
anmpoul e

under his bl ood-crusted nostrils, he just drew hinself up on his el bows and
stared at MIlo for long mnutes in silence. Then, slowy shaking his head, he
swung his legs off the side of the massage table and sat up. He swayed then
and

Mlo quickly took a step to the older nman's side and gripped a biceps, |est
hi s

recent opponent pitch onto the floor

Lewis said precious little as they dressed and drove back to the conpany
ar ea.

When he had parked nose-in and turned off the engine of the reconnai ssance
car,

he said, "Mray, ny boy, you punch like the kick of a fuckin' mule, | swear
to

God you do! You learn you nodern boxin' and all, you'll be chanpeen of

what ever

division you winds up in, | don't doubt it one bit. I'mjust thankin' God you

had t hem fuckin' gl oves on—you mght of kilt ne dead wi thout them

"When you gits back to your barracks, you tell Sergeant Cassidy | said to
round

up all the other platoon sergeants and bring themto ny office, pronto. \Wat
you

aint to tell himor anybody elst is why | wants to see them

"I didn? do hardly any damage can be seen easily on you, see, and | don't
want

none themtakin' it inta their heads to try workin' you over, son, 'cause you
just might kill one or two of themor they might kill you, and | don't want
anyway to have to work out no L.O D.s determi nati ons on how a bunch of ny
cadre

got thenselfs beat half to fuckin' death; no man what hadn't fought you woul d
believe it.

"A'right, Mdray. You can go now. But you take care of yourself, hear? |I'm
gonna
be keepin' ny eye on you."

M 1o never knew exactly how Lewi s had phrased or expl ained his
hands- of f - Mor ay

order to his cadrenen, but fromthen on, Cassidy and the other noncomns
treated

hi m al nrost as an equal, and a few days prior to the conpletion of their basic
training cycle, First Sergeant Lewis once nore sunmoned him This tine,
however,

the senior noncomnmet himformally, in his office just off the orderly room

When M1 o had conpleted the required reporting ritual, he was told to close

t he

door and stand at ease. "Mdray, after you graduates Tuesday, you ain't gonna
have far to travel. You' re gonna go just down the road a ways to the advanced
infantry basic battalion, and you do as good there as you done done here,

your

next stop is gonna be acrost the post to the NCO Acadeny. You're prine,

Mor ay,



and | ain't just flatterin' you when | says it, neither, and so lotsa the

ot her

units is gonna want to grab you up for to fill out their cadres, but you tel
any as talks about it or tries it that they'll do 'er over the dead body of
First Sergeant Janes Evans Lewi s. You hear me, son?"

Lewis smiled the first smle that M1 o had ever seen on his lined, scarred
face.
"I wants you back here, boy, to be one of ny platoon sergeants, see. You got

you
nore brains nor the resta the bunch | has now put together, 'ceptin' ny field
first. You play your cards right and you'll wind up as field first afore too

fuckin' |ong, under

Stiles, as first. See, ny thirty's gonna be up in only 'bout four years, cone
the thirteenth day of January, nineteen and forty-three, ny hitch is up and
['m

I ong gone. | neans to |eave thishere trainin' conpany in good hands, though
and

you and Stiles is the plunb best | seen sincet the last war. It's damm
fuckin’

seldomthe Arny gets nmen |ike you two, see, and | ain't gonna let a prize
i ke

you get out of nmy hands. | ain't that big of a fuckin' fool, nosiree-bob,
aint!"”

The Sergeant Mray, Mlo (n.mi.), who stood before Lewis' desk after
graduati on

wi th honors from both advanced infantry basic and the NCO Academny still could
recall no single incident prior to his awakening in a Chicago hospital room
but

he knew by then that Dr. Sam Gsterreich and old Pat O Shea had likely been
accurate in their suppositions about him The nost of the business of

sol di ering

just cane far too easily to himfor himnot to have been one, sonewhere,
sometine, in sone arny, and probably for sonme little tine, too.

Lewi s had been obliged several times over to pull strings, call in |OJs for
past

favors, beg, wheedle, cajole and do everything except physically fight to
retain

his di bs on Mrray. But he had done all of these gladly, partly for the joy of
wi nni ng, of course, but al so because the attenpted shanghaiings of his peers
reinforced his own statenents and views as to the potential and val ue of the
nman.

He smiled up at the new nade buck sergeant. "Wl come honme, son. C ose the
door

and sit down." Wth the door shut, Lewis arose and stepped over to his filing
cabi net, opened the bottom drawer and drew fromits rearnpst recesses two
canteen cups and a quart <f bourbon, still better than half full

| mredi ately after work call the next norning, Lew s drove MIlo down to the
not or

pool and introduced himto Master Sergeant O Connor, the NCOin-charge.
"Teach

himto drive, Harry. He nmissed learnin' how, see, and | can't spare himlong
enough to send himoff to no fuckin' school. 1'll be owin you one, if you
do."



A week under the motor sergeant's often inpatient tutel age gave M1 o the
rudi ments of properly handling

the small er wheel ed transport vehicles. This was foll owed by a week on the
deuce- and- a- hal f, the general - purpose two-and-a-half-ton truck. Then, of a
day

toward the end of that second week, O Connor drove one of the brand-new
gener al - pur pose one-quarter-ton vehicles (which very soon were to be

ni cknaned

"jeeps") up to Lewis' training conpany and closeted with the first sergeant
in

his office.

When they were seated and O Connor had had a swall ow or two of the bourbon
Lewi s asked, "You ain't havin' no fuckin' trouble with nmy boy, Mray, are
you,

Harry?"

H s hands seem ngly absently occupied with a cigarette paper and his sack of
Bul | Durham t obacco, O Connor replied, "Aw, naw, top, not him He's a'ready a
right fair driver, for all he's got hima kinda heavy foot now and then.

done

got himfanml'arized with alia the smaller stuff, four-wheel and two- and

t hree-wheel , | ast week. This week | grounded himon the deuce-and-a-half,
bot h

the six-wheelers and the ten-wheelers, and he ain't half bad in them

nei t her.

Man | earns quick and renmenbers good."

The cigarette rolled to his careful satisfaction, the white-haired noncom

cracked a wooden match alight with his thunbnail, it up, took a puff and
went
on. "Thing is, top, I'd like to keep Moray down there at |east another week,

see. Right now, it's too fuckin' nmany drivers on thishere post don't know how
to

do nuthin' with a fuckin'" vehicle but drive the cocksucker. |I wants to nake
dam

fuckin' sure this Mdray knows at fuckin' |east how to do basic maint'nence,
see.

Can you spare himthat nuch |onger, top?"

Lewi s, just then sipping at his whiskey, nodded as he took the canteen cup
down

fromhis lips. "Sure, Harry, take a week or even two, if you can nake him
better

for it . . . but I"'mservin a fuckin' warnin', too, Harry O Connor. Don't
you

and M, Cobb get you the fuckin' idea you gonna make no QJT nechanic or
sut hi n’

out'n him neither. | done fought and beat bigger fish nor you and Warrant
O ficer Cobb to keep Moray for this conp'ny and 1'l1 fuckin' well beat your
fuckin' asses, too, cone to that."

Lewis could see that this jab had connected good and proper. O Connor and
Cobb

had been up to sonething, but he al so knew that now t hey woul d both back off
rather than tangle with himand his web of connections in the battalion and
regi ment.

"So give Miray all the training you think he needs, Harry. It'll be three



weeks
af ore the new bunch gets to us, and I'lIl be needin' himthen. He's gonna be
takin' over a trainin' platoon, then. Mre bourbon, Harry?"

Wil e Lewis splashed nore of the whiskey into his steel cup, O Connor

queri ed,

"But, top, |I'd heard you was full up, cadre-wi se."

Lewis smiled. "The conp'ny is—ae got all the Table'll let us have, now, but I
done found a way 'round that, too. |'m shippin' Sergeant Carbone out,

transferrin' himin grade.”

"Queer Cuinea Gui do?" asked O Connor in patent amazenment. "Wo the hell did
you
find was dunb enough to take on that dago gut-butcher, top?"

Lewis smiled lazily, obviously enjoying deep satisfaction at reciting his
triunph for a properly appreciative listener. "Regi mental Head and Head,
that's

who, Harry. If you go to old Martin, real quick-like, maybe he'll let you two
room t oget her."

I gnoring the last jibe, O Connor |ooked pained, "Aw hell, top, ain't we got
enough trouble in reginment a'ready? | was jus' talkin' to M. Cobb 'bout it

t he

other day. Seenms |like we winds up with ever' fuckin' |oony and | oopl eg, not
to

mention ever' damm asshol e gol dbrick and noron conmes al ong. W a'ready got us
all the friggin' cornholers and peghoys we can take in Head 'n Head, top. For
the I ova God, what'd you go and do that to old Honer Martin for? What'd he
ever

do to you?"

Lewis' smle evaporated. "Wshed the wop carrot-grabber off on me'n this
conp' ny

to start off, that's what. But he agreed to .thishere, once't | explained al
to

him he did, Harry. | checked Carbone's 201 file real close, see, and | cone
to

find he useta give classes in wire-layin' and stringin', see. So Martin, he
ain't gonna keep the shit-stirrin' bastard around hardly | ong enough to cut a
fuckin' fart. He's gonna cut orders, if he ain't done it a'ready, to ship
Carbone over to Signal Conp'ny. Martin

agrees with ne that whatall happens when Sergeant Call, the first faggot of
Signal Conp' ny, gets the fuckin' Prussian Eyetie in his claws after all this
time and all, what happens over to Signal'll be a pure, fuckin' joy to watch
Harry, a pure~, fuckin' joy to watch!"

Harry O Connor set down his cup and just stared at Lewi s, cigarette ashes

dri bbling unnoticed down the front of his blue denimfatigue uniform "Top,"
he

said finally, "that is the evilest, viciousest, rottenest scheme | ever heard
tell of. Ever'body knows Guide's done stole away or |eastways got into three,
four, maybe five or six or nmore of Plugger Call's angelinas, and it ain't

not hin' but bad bl ood between themtwo sods. Hey, 'nenber, Call damm near got
hi ssel f busted when he broke a bottle and went at Carbone with it at the

regi mental beer garden, two years ago.

"I't's plunb beautiful, top. How much of all this does Queer Guido know about ?"



"Not one damm thing, 'cept for that he's shippin' out to regimental Head and
Head. And he better not hear nothing neither, Harry. You don't tell nobody,
hear? Not M. Cobb, not your bunkie, nobody!"

O Connor nodded, then chuckl ed, "Naw, nobody, top, not ne. | wouldn't want to
mss this shit circus for the fuckin' world. Wuldn't surprise nme none if

t hem

two plunmb dehorned each other!" He chuckled again, grinning to show

t obacco-stai ned teeth and rubbing the palns of his calloused, grease-stained
hands together in an excess of anticipated gl ee.

"M 1o, you done been taught howto run a trainin' platoon," said First
Ser geant
Janes Lew s,
and

all onit. The onliest thing's gonna be diffrunt fromyour platoon and the
others in this conp'ny is I'mgonna shift all the furriners over to you,

si nce

you can talk with themand the resta us cain't. You gone have Corp'ra
Per ki ns

as long as you thinks you needs himw th his first bunch, so you should
ought a

make out okay."

so | ain't gonna give you a whole fuckin' shitpile of orders

And MIlo did, of course, being a natural |eader and havi ng been thoroughly
school ed in the NCO Acadeny. The only desertion was that of a gypsy, but
despite

t he

bl ack mar k agai nst pl atoon, company and battalion, Mlo, Lewis and the rest
of

the cadrenen felt nore relieved than anything else, for the decanped man's
appalling proclivity to petty theft fromhis mates and his utter aversion to
even the basics of personal hygi ene had earmarked himas a murder waiting to
happen.

And all the reginent was gossiping already about the supposedly hushed-up
affair

in Signal Conmpany, where First Sergeant Call had been attacked whil e asleep
and

horribly maimed, nearly killed, by none other than PFC Gui do Carbone, who had
been a platoon sergeant- in a training conpany for sone years. Follow ng the
crime, PFC Carbone had taken French | eave and now, |ike the unm ssed gypsy,
was

listed as a deserter.

ASergeant Jethro Stiles and M| o quickly becane fast friends and buddies, a
rel ationship strongly encouraged by First Sergeant Lewi s, who occasionally
joined themwhen his and their duties allowed for a weekend of ease and cards
and talk and drink at Stiles' confortable rented bungal ow of f - post.

Sur r ounded

by bed on bed of roses, peonies, chrysanthenuns, asters, altheas, irises,
lilies, tulips, hyacinths, daffodils and a dozen or nore other varieties of
flowering plants, all springing up out of ground-covering cushions of phlox
and

baby's breath and vinca ninor, the bungal ow had been Stiles' honme for years
and

fitted himlike an old gl ove.



There were few roonms—iving room dining room bedroom bath, kitchen, a
smal |

room furni shed with only a desk and chair and floor-to-ceiling bookshel ves
packed with books; there was al so a basenent which housed a furnace and
coal bi n,

a workbench and its tools and a varied, extensive wine cellar—but Jethro

managed
wel I, doing his own cooking, cleaning and gardening with obvious relish. The
man

was a superlative chef; MIlo could not renenber ever before having been
treated

to such culinary nasterpieces, all of themserved on a table agleamw th
crystal, sterling silver and fine china, the food invariably prepared with
her bs

fromthe garden.

After one such epicurean delight, he and Lewis both stuffed to repletion and
beyond, all three of them sipping at hot coffee and a fine old cognhac, MIlo
remar ked,

"Jethro, you are always referring to yourself and to nme, too, as a 'gentlenman
ranker.' May | ask why? \Wat does that term nmean?"

But Lewis answered first. "Means just what it neans, MIlo. You and Jethro is
gentl emen, no two ways about it. You should rightly oughta be off sers ..
prob'ly will be, too, afore |long, when thishere shootin' war that's cdmn’
sure

as God nade us all gets around to gettin' the U S. of A mxedupinit."”

But their host demurred, saying, "MIlo, yes, he'll nake a splendid officer
but
not me, Janes. If offered a commission, I'll have to refuse it. | prefer the

basi ¢ anonymity of the other ranks; also, it is a part of ny penance.

"I know you all wonder about nme, who | really am why | am here anong you,

but

being true friends you never have been so rude, so crude as to ask, nor would
I

have told you had you done so. Al that | will tell you is this: Wen | was
far

younger and foolish and full with the arrogance and sel fi shness of being born
to

weal th and position, | did a terrible, nonstrously evil thing, and worse,

did

it carelessly, without so nuch as a thought for whomny act might hurt and
how

much it would hurt them

"I was protected, of course, fromny due punishnent by the power and

i nfl uence

and wealth of nmy famly. Nonetheless, it was considered in the best interests
of

all and sundry that | leave the country for a bit. | left for Europe with a
letter which allowed ne to draw any anount | m ght need out of famly
accounts

in certain Swiss banks. | never have returned to my home. My father and

not her

are long dead, as too are all of the other principals in the tragedy I

br ought

about so long ago, yet still | amnot free to resune the life | inherited,



t he
position | degraded.

"I ama self-exiled man, and | shall continue to pay the price for ny m sdeed
for as long as God gives me to live."

Then, in a soaring tenor voice, Stiles sang Kipling's "Gentleman Rjankers" to
t hem

Mlo was long in forgetting that evening.
The training cycles came and went, comrenced and

ended, grinding out replacenent personnel to neet the meager requirenents of
t he

smal | standing arny which was all that the Land of the Free felt that it
needed

to remain thal: way, with the "war to end war" now nore than two decades in
t he

past .

Kept penurious by a depressed econony and an anti-mlitary, tight-fisted
Congress, they trained and drilled with the outdated, antique weapons and
vehi cl es and equi prrent and tractics of the |ong-ago trenches of France. It
was

an army of orphans, threadbare and despised by the very people they were
swor n

to protect fromenemes foreign or donmestic. And the need to extend that
swor n

obligation would be upon themall too soon, and the soldiers all knewit,
even

if their enployers chose to ignore the signs of the inpendi ng bl oodbat h.

They did what they could with what they had available, and they did well, as
everyone | earned before it was over, despite a general and appalling paucity
of

bare necessities.

Whil e on extended training exercises the Arny of the United States of Anerica
made do with "field expedients" to sinulate the weapons and equi pnent they

| acked—nockups of stovepi pe and plyboard to give an unconvincing illusion of
the m ssing heavy nortars and artillery pieces, rickety trucks standing in
for

the still-unsupplied half-tracks and tanks—the nodern and fully equi pped
Wehrmacht was on the march in Europe and the Inperial Japanese Arny noved
deeper

and deeper into China and strengthened the fortifications of Pacific islands
wi th strange nanes.

But at long last, the sands of time trickled so low as to | eave nothing in
whi ch

t he stubborn Anerican ostrich could Ionger hide its head. Poland fell to

Ger man

and Russian arms, then Russia attacked Finland. In the early spring of 1940
Germany conquered tiny Denmark and i nvaded Norway. Next to feel the m ght of
t he

war machine of the Third Reich were Holland and Bel gium and even as French
and

British troops tried to hold the shaky line in Flanders, the panzers and the
Wehrmacht infantry were racing through the supposedly inpenetrable Ardennes



to
strike deep into France, rolling up her scattered bands of ill-trained,
ill-equipped, ill-led troops.

And as the French and British arm es, which had suffered many of the sane
injustices fromtheir respective countrynen and governments as had the
Anerican

arnmy, were taken, utterly routed and thoroughly defeated, off the beach at
Dunkirk by a makeshift fleet of civilian boats, |eaving behind themthe bul k
of

t heir weapons and equi pnent as well as any thought that this new war woul d be
a

static conflict as had been the |ast one, the sluggish American Congress
began

to face the fact that a large arnmy, a nodern arny, a strong army mght well
be

needed . . . soon.

The training reginent as well as the understrength conbat-ready (which was a
very unfunny joke) units scattered about the forty-eight states and its
possessi ons overseas began to see a slow trickle of |ong-overdue equi prment,
weapons and supplies. New buil dings began to be thrown up on existing open
post s

and on reopened ones as well as newly purchased or
condemed-t o- gover nnent - use

I and.

And then, on the 16th of Septenber, 1940, the first peacetine Selective
Servi ce

Act was signed into law, and | ong before anyone was ready for it, the
onr ushi ng

floods of drafted men were virtually inundating every training facility.

Chapter VI

Al most overnight, the training reginent became a training division. Wth the
overall size nmore than quadrupled while the avail able nunbers of cadre

remai ned

al nrost static, new and exalted ranks fell like so nmuch confetti. The captain
of

M1 o's company becane a |light colonel and took Janes Lewis along with himto
be

his captain-adjutant in his new battalion command. The company exec shoul d

t hen

have advanced to conmpany commander save for the fact that he had al ready been
bunped up to major and was serving on the staff of the division. Two of their
three second lieutenants were al so bunped up and shi pped out, |eaving only

t he

newest officer, Second Lieutenant Miuse, to beconme a first |ieutenant and take
over the conpany. As Lewis had |ong planned, this frantic shuffling |eft
Jethro

Stiles in the position of first sergeant and M| o, bunped to tech sergeant,
as

field first.

By the time they had managed to get the first class of draftees through their
mll and off to advanced basic training, there were none of the original
cadre

contingent remaining at a rank | ower than sergeant, and the resultant
situation



was so critical as to lead to the virtual shanghaiing of trai nees show ng
even

t he bare m ni mum of needed talents or of prior nmilitary experience to fil
enpty

cadre slots in the conpany Table of Organization and Equi pnent (TO&E). Nor
wer e

they alone in this practice; fromdivision down it was the same story. The
general preference was for enlistees, but they would take draftees, too,
figuring—«ightly, as it turned out—that al

94
of the nen would be around for however |ong the war |asted.

The worl d continued to turn, and the new training division and many anot her
i ke

it continued to painfully renold their quotas of soft civilian levies into
reasonabl e facsim les of soldiers. Class after class after class of them
passed

t hrough the hands of Lieutenant Miuse, First Sergeant Stiles and Sergeant
Mor ay

on the initial steps along a path that would | ead, for some, to death or

di snenber nent .

El sewhere on that same world, Il Duce, Benito Miussolini, launched the Italian
arnmy on an of fensive against the small, weak arny of Greece, noving out of

al ready occupi ed Al bania. The Greek forces of CGeneral Al exander Papagos not
only

stopped the nunerically superior, vastly better-supplied and -arnmed Italian
arny, they launched two ferocious counterattacks that drove the invaders in
full

rout back over the Al banian border. Papagos then took the offensive, his
troops

pouring into occupied Albania in full pursuit of the denoralized Italians.
Rei nforcements of men and materiel poured in fromltaly, of course, but even
with these, the best that Italian General Visconti-Prasca could do was to hold
a

little over half of Al bania, the rest being occupied by the Greeks. It is
nost

probabl e that that unhappy man thought quite often of the hoary fol k proverb
i nvol ving the best treatnent of sleeping dogs.

Conpl etely lacking any air force, the Greeks had been aided in this regard by
el ements of the British forces engaged against the Italians in North Africa.
Had

the British not constructed airbases and supply points on the G eek nainland
and

on Crete, chances are good that Mussolini's Teutonic allies would have

al | owned

Vi sconti-Prasca and his stymed, stalemated arny to twist slowy in the w nd
of

t he Al banian nmountains until hell froze over solidly. But the Gernman high
conmand, just then preparing to invade their sonetinme ally, Russia, and not
at

all savoring the thought of G eek-based British planes nenacing a flank of
their

Russi a- bound arny, elected to drag the well-singed Italian chestnuts from out
of

the Geek fire.



When once the Nazi propagandi sts had thoroughly

cowed the | eaders of Hungary, Rumani a, Yugosl avia and Bul garia, forced them
in

their terror to sign degrading treaties and sent in Gernman troops to occupy
and

prepare for an invasion of Geece, Britain sent General Henry WIlson with
upwar d

of sixty thousand British troops fromNorth Africa (where they, too, had
recently inflicted a humliating defeat on Italian arns in the deserts).

But WIlson's sixty thousand and the remai nder of Papagos' hundred and fifty
t housand proved just no match for the WAffen-SS, Wehrmacht and Luftwaffe
units

thrown against themin their hastily erected position. The German invasion
had

commenced on April 6, and by April 29 the shattered remmants of the G eek
arny

had surrendered and the only British still remaining in G eece were either
captives or corpses.

The conquest of Crete took only about ten days and was a purely Luftwaffe
victory, even the ground troops being of the Luftwaffe Fallschirnjager or

ai rborne troops. The lightning-fast victories of German arns nmade it
abundant |y

clear to a closely watching world that only large, strong, well-trai ned and,
above all else, well-supplied and well-armed forces could represent any sort
of

a match for the triunphant forces now scouring Europe and the Bal kans wth
fire

and steel.

The United States of Anerica was not as yet formally a warring nation, but
only

fool s could doubt that she soon nmust be such. This becanme nore than
abundant |y

cl ear when the U S. Navy destroyer Kearny, while helping to protect a
Canadi an

nmer chant convoy in the waters off Icel and, was torpedoed by a German U boat
on

Cct ober 17, 1941. A brand-spanki ng-new vessel replete with all nopdern
appurt enances, DD Kearny survived the torpedoing and |inped back to port
safely.

But not so with the elderly four-stacker DD Reuben Janmes, two weeks |ater.
The

James was torpedoed w thout warning, the deadly "fish" struck her main
magazi ne

and the explosion ripped her conpletely in two. The bow section sank

i medi atel y

and the stern section stayed afloat only |ong enough to e' xplode into
mllions

of pieces; all of the ship's officers went down with her, and a bare
forty-five

of her nen were saved

"I'f you don't want to go to war," First Sergeant Jethro

Stiles remarked to MIlo, "then isn't it a bit silly to allow your warships to
escort the merchant shipping of a conbatant? Roosevelt—er soneone very close
to



him at |east—wants us in the war against Gernmany and ltaly, you can bet your
G

shoes on that, my friend. O course, it may well be econom cs, pure and

si npl e.

Arming for a war and then fighting it is a surefire way of pulling a country
out

,of a depression. He's tried dammed near everything else, the crippled old
soci al i st bastard, so naybe he figures this war business to be his |ast card.
I

tell you, MIlo, the people of this country are going to live to heartily
regret

all owi ng that man and his near-Bol shevik cronies to play their socialistic
New

Deal ganmes on the citizens and institutions and econony of this country. And
now

he and they are goi ng about maki ng dammed certain that, |ike WIson, they
drag

us into another war in which we have no real business."

Stiles sighed deeply, then shrugged. "Naturally, | could well be wong on the
whys. Roosevelt and his Red-loving friends may just be all a-boil to help
Mot her

Russia, but that's as poor a reason to send Americans to be killed and

but cher ed

as any of the others. Josef Stalin is as nuch a nmurderous animal as is Adolf
Htler, if not nore so; power corrupts, and absol ute power corrupts
absol ut el y,

and Stalin has been in power for longer than Hitler, so we can be certain

t hat

he has become far and away nore barbaric. And if proof of that |ast were
needed,

consi der his recent purge of his own arny's officer corps.

"If this is Roosevelt's reason for plunging our nation into another European
war, it is akin to naking alliance with a bear to fight a pack of wolves;
even

if we win, what is there to stop the bear from attacking and eating us? Maybe
that's just what Roosevelt and his crew want to happen

"Maybe it's what is ordained, too. Russell and Wlls and not a few others
seem

to be of the opinion that socialismis the wave of the world's future.
Soret i mes

| get the sinking feeling that we—the world's republics and nonarchi es—are at
the best only fighting a grim foredooned, rearguard action agai nst that

whi ch

is to be."

Abruptly, he switched back to his everyday, workaday

voi ce and manner. "Ch, shit, Mlo, if | keep on in this fucking vein, I'll be
singi ng ' Ei nsaner Sonntag* and opening a few of the larger, nore inportant of
ny

own veins."

' '"Lonely Sunday'?" queried Mlo. "I don't think I've heard of that song,
Jethro."

"It's called 'd oony Sunday' in this country and ot her English-speaking
countries. It was witten sone years ago by a Hungarian, | believe, and has



becore i nfanmous because so very nmany people, worldw de, suicided while
[istening
toit. Also, it is said, every artiste who recorded it has conme to a bad end.

"Which, my friend, is precisely the end you and | are going to cone to if we
don't get cracking and have this report ready for our little captain to turn
in

to Col onel gl et horpe on Monday. "

One weekend in late 1941, one class having just finished and another not due
until the mddle of the coming week, Stiles and MIlo had left the

skel et on- manned conpany in the hands of a weekend charge of quarters and taken
a

few days of accrued | eave together at Myrtle Beach, South Carolina.
Free-spendi ng Jethro had easily snagged a brace of attractive and conpl ai sant
"l adi es" to share the beachside cottage he had earlier rented. Wen he and
Mlo

were not fishing in the icy surf or enjoying their catch along with a

pl entitude

of other foods and al cohol, they enjoyed the attentions of their bed warmners.

On the Sunday afternoon, MIlo and the two wonen sat close to the driftwood
fire

bl azing on the hearth while Jethro basted for the last time a bluefish
stuffed

wi th herbs, spices, breadcrunbs, onions and finely chopped shellfish. The
ar oma

of the baking~fish, of the horse potatoes baking with it and of the other
savories simering in the battered saucepans atop the gas burners filled the
smal | parlor wth nmouthwatering cheer every bit as much as did the opened
magnum

of chanmpagne and the two unopened still-chilling ones nestled in a washtub
full

of cracked ice.

Pleasantly tiddly, Mlo had but just arisen fromhis place to fetch a fresh
magnum when he heard rapid foot-

steps ascendi ng the shaky stairs, then an even nore rapid poundi ng on the
front

door. He opened it to adnmit their landlord, Huell M dgett, a long-retired
Coast

Guard chi ef of about sixty years.

Politely ignoring the two female "guests,"” the old petty officer took a few
breaths so deep as to set his beerbelly and multiple chins ajiggle, then
sai d,

"Boys, ain't none of my own bizness, of course, but you two is both of you
Arny

off sers. Ain't you?"

Jethro | ooked up fromthe fish and sniled. "C ose enough, Chief Mdgett,
cl ose
enough. We're noncoms, but first-three-graders. Wy?"

M dgett shook his head dubiously. "Funny, | ain't been wong often, and
coul da

swore you were both off sers. But anyway, y'all better git on jny tel ephone
to

your base, and real 'quick, too. 'Cause this nmornin' the fuckin' Japs has



bonmbed

Gahu in the Hawaiian |Islands. The fuckers caught the whol e damm Pacific Fl eet
bottled up in Pearl Harbor, it sounds like on nmy shortwave radio. Feller |
was

talkin' to said all they could see fromhis place was black, oily snoke and
fire

way up inta the sky, themand the fuckin' Jap planes, was all.

"He said he was yet to see airy a one of our planes, so the N p fuckers
must' ve

bonbed the aerodrones afore any of ours could git up to fight the slant-eyed
bastids. Afore he signed off, he allowed as how he 'spected to see Japs on

t he

fuckin' beaches afore night. Don't thishere shit beat all, boys?"

The chaos to which Mo and Jethro returned was indescribable. At the hour of
t he Japanese sneak attack on the Hawaiian |slands, over half of the
nonconmi ssi oned cadre and sonme two-thirds of the officer conplenment of the
trai ning division had been off post to | esser or greater distances. Al though
their post was thousands of nmiles fromthe Pacific Coast, although the only

| ocal Jap of whom anyone knew was the post conmander's gardener, an unknow ng
wi tness to the pandenmoni um woul d never have guessed the truth.

During the two days it took Mlo and Jethro to get back, the gates were
becone
mazes of entrenchnments, sandbagged strongpoi nts, machi ne-gun nests manned by

edgy, sleepless, confused nen with itchy trigger fingers. Sentries wal ked the
perimeters, while details laid out barbed-wire entangl ements just beyond

t hose

perimeters, unreeled and laid conmo wire for field tel ephones, dug and roof ed
over revetnents or excavated tank traps and laid | and m nes.
Three-quarter-ton

and the new quarter-ton scout cars mounting machi ne guns on pedestal s noved
here

and there along the perinmeters slowy, nen with binoculars scanning both

gr ound

and skies lest they too be surprised by the treacherous yell ow eneni es.

Fortunately for all concerned, MIlo still was wearing his identity plates
strung

around his neck under his nmufti, but Jethro was not, and not until a Mlitary
Police staff sergeant who knew them both of old was sunmoned woul d t he
grimfaced, tommy gun-armed guards allow themto drive onto the base.

In B Conpany's orderly room the CQ a buck sergeant named Schrader, all but
wept openly at sight of the two of them Wen he had rendered his report to
Stiles, MIo denanded, "Were's your runner, Eml?"

"Some captain fromup division come and took himand damm near ever ot her
swingin' dick in the whole fuckin' area, Sarnt Mray. Said he needed bodies
for

to man the p'rimeter. That was Sunday afternoon, late, and ain't none of them
fuckers come back, neither, not even to eat or sleep or shower or change

cl ot hes

or nuthin'. | done been here since then all by ny |onesome, checkin' fellers
in
and watchin' themall get dragged off for details and all, and | guess |I'd've

plunmb starved to death if old Sarnt Trent hadn' sent ne chow and all over
here



whenever he thought to."

"Ckay, Eml, you did well, all things considered, you did very well," stated
Jethro, clapping a hand on the haggard man's shoul der and smiling. "Now you
shag

ass back to your quarters and shower and get yourself sonme sack tine, at
| east
twenty-four hours of it, before you report back here to nme. Now, go!"

When once the exhausted man with his dark-ringed, bloodshot eyes and his
three

days' growth of beard had staggered out in the direction of his barrack, the
t wo

noncons began to go through the stack of nessages.

"The captain called in Sunday, about the same tine

we did," Jethro announced. "He shoul d have been back from New O'| eans by now,
shoul dn't he?"

"Maybe not." Ml o shook his head. "Not if he was driving over the sane Kkinds
of

roads we were, and his old Ford isn't a match for your car, either, Jethro.
He

m ght well have had a breakdown,in sone backwater wi thout a tel ephone or a
wire."

At that noment, the tel ephone jangled. Both grabbed for the receiver, but
Stiles

reached it first. "B Conpany, Sergeant Stiles speaking, sir
faintly and visibly rel axed.

Then he snil ed

"Hello, James . . . ahh, Captain Lewis, sir. Wat's our status? Qdd that you
shoul d ask nme that, sir. Sergeant Moray and | have just driven in from South
Carolina to find that someone fromup at division has taken it upon hinmsel f
to

strip this conpany of every man with the exception of cooks,
first-three-graders

and the conpany CQ As of this nonment, there are no officers, two naster
sergeants, one tech sergeant, one buck sergeant and three cooks in all of B
Company. "

He fell silent for only a noment, then exclainmed, " WaatP My God, Janes, you
can't be serious. That bad, is it? Al right, all right, you can borrow Ml o
but only if you help ne get back some of ny other nen from whoever has them

j ust

now. War or no war, the last | heard there were inductees due in here on
Wednesday, Thursday, latest, and ny cadre are needed here, in the conpany
area,

one hell of a lot nore than squatting in a trench sonewhere out on the post
perimeter. Besides, does any officer or man really think the Japanese are

goi ng

to assault us here within the next day or so? Doesn't it stand to reason
t hey' |

hit California or Washington State first? And the last time | consulted a
nmap,

James, California was over two thousand mles fromhere."

He paused once nore, and Mio could hear Captain Janes Lewis' famliar voice,
t hough not his words. Then Stiles spoke again. "Yes, | understand, James.



MIlo

will be over as soon as he can get into uniformand drive there. Yes, sir.
Thank
you, sir."

In the existing paucity of officers, Captain Janmes Lew s ranked hi gh enough
to

need very little bluster to free the inpressed cadrenmen of his and Mlo's
trai ni ng

battalion fromthe guard and | abor details scattered here and there about the
peri phery of the post. And those men —tired, hungry, sleepless, filthy and
shivering with cold —were every one nore than happy to cl anmber aboard the
trucks

and be borne back to hot neals, showers, clean clothes and their bunks.

By the time MIo had offl oaded his conpany's nen before the mess hall and

di spatched the trucks back to the notor pool, then reported back to the
orderly

room Captain Miuse and two of the other officers were back and affairs were
gradual ly returning to as close to the old peacetine state of normalcy as any
of

t hem woul d agai n see.

Wth the dastardly attack on Pearl Harbor and the other mlitary facilities
on

Gahu, the former flood of trainees becane a virtual tsunam, as patriotism
rage

and the declaration of war coincided to swell the ranks with not only the
hapl ess draftees, but enlistees by the scores of thousands, the very cream of
the citizenry answering the call to the colors of their now beset |and.

G ven better pickings fromwhich to choose, the training units began to flesh
out, to replace stopgap personnel with really effective cadrenmen and,
consequently, to turn out a far better grade of graduate fromthe basic
trai ni ng

courses. But the great and too-rapid growmh al so necessitated the quick
establ i shnment of nore training canps and units. Janes Lewis was advanced to
maj or and sent to take command of a training battalion somewhere in a new
canp

i n Pennsyl vania. Captain Mise was given simlar treatnent, and all of the
ot her

conpany of ficers were pronoted and shi pped out. For all of his refusals,
Jethro

Stiles soon found hinself commandi ng B Conpany with the silver bars of a
first

lieutenant on his shoulders. MIlo noved up to first sergeant, with Emil
Schrader, now a tech sergeant, as his field first.

Schrader hailed from Kansas and was a son of inmm grants from Brandenburg.

Though

Ameri can-born and -bred, he spoke better and nore grammatical German than
English. Mlo often chatted with himin that tongue . . . and that was where
t he

troubl e started.

Jethro entered Ml o's office and carefully closed and | atched the door one
morning. "M1o," he began in a | ow,

guarded tone, al nost a whisper, "something damed strange is going on



concerni ng
you. Have you made any application for OCS or for a transfer out of the unit
wi thout telling me about it?"

"OfF course not, Jethro,” was MIlo's pronmpt reply. "Wy?"

Li eutenant Stiles shook his head slowy. "Wiy? | don't know why, anything,
M o.

But | just received an order to hold you ready here to be picked up and
transported to an interview with an officer that | happen to know is
connect ed

with division CID. . . probably G2, too, if not Army Counterintelligence. |
can't inmagine why a man |like that would want to interview a noncomof a
trai ni ng

conmpany. Can you?"

M1lo disliked Major Jay Jarvis fromfirst laying eyes upon him The man was

short, skinny and pasty-white, save for his petulant, liver-colored lips, a
mul titude of facial pinples and nuddy-brown eyes. He was of early mddle
years,

bal di ng and had chewed his nails to the quick, and his class-A uniform hung
on

his bony figure like a sack. H's hands never stayed still for an instant,

al ways

playing with one of the profusion of stiletto-sharp pencils, a cold pipe

whi ch

had strewn ashes fromend to end of the G desk, a stack of manuals and
panphl ets, a higher stack of assorted papers and personnel files, the knot of
his tie or the soggy handkerchi ef with which he dabbed at a drippi ng beak of
a

nose.

When M1 o had been coldly ushered into the office by the armed second

|'i eut enant

and buck sergeant who had escorted himhere from B Conpany, the door had been
cl osed—and | ocked—behind him |leaving himto salute and report to this
strange

of ficer.

The maj or | ooked up at him but would not ook himin the eyes. "Sprechen Sie
Deut schP" he demanded in an atroci ous accent.

"la, Herr Major. Ich spreche Deutsch,” he replied al oud, adding, to hinself,
"And one hell of a lot better than you do, you sourpussed bastard."

"You speak it well, too,"
Lag. Moray, you're being considered for a comm ssion, but we need to know
gggit you, nmore than this"—he flicked a personnel file

said the officer grudgingly. "As well as a native,

104
nooen fiaujris

with the nailless fingers of one soft hand—so-called 201 file of yours gives
us. Where did you |l earn your Gernan, Mboray?"

Mlo sighed silently. Here it starts again after all this time. "Sir, | don't
know how or when or where | |learned any of the |anguages | speak. | have been



an
amesi ac since the md-thirties. My very earliest nenory is of waking up in a
hospital in Chicago, having been found cl ubbed down and robbed in an alley."

The major smiled coldly, showi ng uneven, scunmy teeth. "Sergeant, am|l really
expected to believe that hooey? Please credit the Arny of the United States
of

America with some snall degree of intelligence. No, | am not one of your

St ur nbannfuhrers, Mray, or whatever your real name is, but | can sniff out a
phony just as quickly as they can, nmister! Can you offer me a single,
solitary

shred of proof that you are who and what you say you are? You'd better be
abl e

to, mster, because since we arrested Sergeant Emi| Schrader, you' re—=

"For the love of God, major, why did you- arrest Enil?" MIo interrupted, and
mlitary protocol be damed.

Anger snol dered briefly in the officer's lackluster eyes and his nouth
started

to snap a reprimand at Ml o's interruption. But then the anger died away

wi t hout

a wi sp of snoke and he shrugged and replied, "Because he's a Nazi spy, Moray,
that's why, as if you didn't know it all along. You ve been heard tine and
again

conferring with himin German. Those who heard you didn't understand what you
two were saying, but they did recognize the | angauge when they heard it, you
see.

"You and Schrader identified the men we planted in B Conpany imedi ately,
didn't

you? | know that's why you began talking in code, right? Still in German, but
in

code. "

"Mpjor Jarvis," said Mlo, "I find it difficult to credit any of this. You

think, truly, that Schrader and | are Nazi spies? That you mght entertain
some

guesti ons about my background is perhaps understandable, all things
consi der ed.

But Em | Schrader's background is conpletely docunmented fromyear one. He was
born in Kansas; his

famly still lives and farnms there. His parents came from Germany sonetinme
back
before the Great War, but all of their children are Anericans, born."

Jarvi s nodded. "And Emi| Schrader, his parents and all of his brothers and
sisters saw fit to become menbers of the Gernman-Anerican Bund, as coy a nest
of

traitors and spies as this country ever has produced. H s father, Franz
Schrader, is high on the Kansas councils of these honegrown Nazi-Iovers."

In grimtones, MIlo stated, "So you think that sinply because Em | and his
fam |y joined and participated in an ethnic group, did so | ong before any
Ameri can considered the Gernans to be our enemies, he is a spy. Major, don't
you

think that if the Nazis really wanted to use that poor dimmMtted boy for a

spy
they'd at | east put himsomeplace of nore inportance to the nation and the



war

effort than in a noncomslot in a basic training company? If you types are
goi ng

after everyone who has some Gernan in this division, you' re going to have
your

hands full and you'll need to enlarge the post stockade to lock themall up

"In addition to German and English, major, | speak Russian. Does that make ne
a

Bol shevi k? | speak Italian. Does that nmake ne a Fascist? | speak Spanish.
Does

t hat make me a Fal angi st ?"

Jarvis began to squirmin his chair. "Ckay, Mray, okay. If you are what you
say

you are, | ... we ... are going to need sonme proof, sone hard facts in
corrobora-tion." He stood up. "You sit down at this desk and wite nme out a
conplete history of your life . . . well, of as much of it as you can

remenber.

I want names, titles, dates, places, everything, Take all the tinme you need;
you're relieved of all your other duties until this is done wth, understand?
But tell it all, Mray. If we catch you in alie, that's it—you'll go to jail
with Schrader. Better get to it, sergeant."

During the nearly forty days it took the authorities to run down and check
out

t he persons whose nanes he had given in his handwitten account, M1l o was
allowed to carry on his work in B Conpany al nost as nornmal. He was, of

cour se,

restricted in his novenents; his pass had

10B

been lifted and he could not | eave the post for any reason. Moreover, he was
dead certain that he was under constant surveillance and that his quarters
wer e

bei ng searched about once each week.

Not having been told not to do so, he had early on discussed the entire
nmatter

with Jethro, whose i mediate reply had been, "Bullshit, Mlo. You' re no spy
and

neither is Schrader, for that matter. 1'Il see what | can do, and I'Il get in
touch with Janmes, too. But you play along with the silly bastards, at this
point. It would seemthat the lunatics have taken over the asylum"

So Mlo just sweated it out, doing his hard job as well as he could, breaking
;nreplacenent field first and waiting for the other shoe to fall. He was in
;?Eld when the sane arned duo sought himout, relieved himof his enpty
gkztﬁhdged himinto their three-quarter-ton conmand car, then drove back to
L?Sision headquarters.

The file before Major Jarvis still was marked "Moray, Mlo (n.mi.)," but it
was
now rmuch fatter and there were two other fat files of differing colors under
it.



When M1 o had gone through the formalities, there was dead sil ence save for
t he

tappi ng of a pencil point on the major's still-scumy teeth.

At length, the officer spoke. "Mray, | could alnpst believe that | was right
about you to begin with, but if | believed that, I'd have to al so believe

t hat

some dammed big people are also involved with you, both niilitary and
civilian.

So all | can say nowis that, mster, you have sonme friends in some damed

i mportant jobs and places —+wo military nedical officers, one of thema Navy
captain, and a very well-connected JAG officer, to nane but three of a

| engt hy

list.

"Your story you wote down for us checks out, all of it.

But, Jesus God, mister, with the linguistic abilities you

have, why in hell have you wasted so nuch tinme as a

dammed infantry sergeant? Christ Al mghty, man, that's

t he hardest, nost thankless drudgery in the Arny, what

you' re doing. And we, ny service, is desperate for people

like you, and our need gets greater every day, too. | think

I"'msafe in promising you that if you nake application for

transfer to the Counterintelligence Corps, you'll be a

conmi ssioned officer inside a nonth and you'll probably outrank me before a
year

is up."

"Thank you, sir," said Mlo. "But |I'm happy where I am | have no desire to
be

an officer. I'mneeded in B Conpany, and ny friends, ny buddies are al
there."”

"Not good enough, nister, not good enough at all," snapped Jarvis. "Fuck what
you want, mster, this is war! Go on back to your company, your friends, your
buddies . . . for now But |I'mgoing to have orders cut transferring you and
your abilities to where they'll do the. nost good for Uncle Sam and the U. S.

Arny.

"That's it, Mray. Dismiss. Lieutenant Carter will give you back your sidearm
as

you | eave and Sergeant Lawford will see you're driven back to wherever you
wer e

when they found you."

M1l o's hand was on the knob when Jarvis spoke once nore. "You're no |onger

restricted, of course, Mray, and you'll notice a few faces missing fromB
Conpany in the next few days, too. | can no |longer justify keeping them and
you

in place. But | still don't trust you, mister. |I think, | feel that there's

one



hell of a lot nore to you than neets the eye. My intuition tells ne that
there's

somet hi ng dammed odd about you, and ny intuition is never wong, so | mean to
take you and just what you are or are not on as a sort of personal crusade

when this war doesn't interfere, that is.
"Yes, you have scads of highly placed friends and supporters, but then so too

do
I, mister, and you'd better believe it, too. No matter how high you rise in

rank, 1'mgoing to keep digging at this secret of yours until | finally
expose

it and you.

"No, don't turn that knob, not yet, Mrray. This . . . this thing that | sense
about you is ... well, if certain persons heard all of what |I feel about you,

they'd nmost likely see me tucked away in sone back ward at Walter Reed in a
straitjacket for the duration of the war.

"Moray, | feel about you the sane as | would feel . . . well, alnpst the sane
as

I would feel around sone highly intelligent animal. It's as if you're not
really

a human being, just a ... sonething masqueradi ng as one of us. Had | the
authority, 1'd have you run through the nost conpl ete physical exani nation of

whi ch the post nedical

facility is capable, have themdo or at least try to do everything until |
was
proved right about you. Wat do you think of that, mster?"

M1lo just shook his head. "I think you' ve got what a very brilliant friend of
m ne, a man who had studied under Dr. Sigmund Freud, used to call a fixation

I think that that was the proper term Yes, Major Jarvis, you probably woul d
benefit fromthe attentions of a good psychiatrist and a well-equi pped,
noder n

psychiatric facility, for you are clearly disturbed. You are bound to be
suffering delusions if you think I'mnot human. What the hell else could

be,

major? One of H G Wlls' dammed Martians, maybe?"

Chapter VI

Tech Sergeant Ml o Mray found Fort Holabird tiny, as posts went, |ocated

al nost

within the actual city limts of Baltinore. Security measures were tight and
stringently enforced by a profusion of well-armed guards. Badges and cards
beari ng photos and fingerprints were de rigueur everywhere on the m nuscul e
post, and wi thout the proper conbinations of badges and cards, no individua
could even come within close proxinity to nmany of the buil dings.

Not that all that rmuch of seemi ng inportance appeared to be happening within
t hose buil di ngs which M1 o possessed the proper credentials to enter. After
tests had established that he owned a decent conmand of Swedish, he was set
to

work that was very rem ni scent of what he had cLne for Dr. Osterreich in

Chi cago

five years before. Day after day, he was presented with Swedi sh periodical s,
newspapers and trade or technical journals for translation. There was no need



for a public library, however, at Holabird, for their dictionaries and

ref erences were extensive, and, as was often pointed out to himand the

ot hers

in his section, they were not expected to understand, just to translate for
speci alists who did not read Swedi sh.

M1lo would have |iked being paid by the word as he had been in Chicago, for
even

with his quarters and food being all provided by the Army, along with
uni f or ms

and nedical care (sonething of which he strangely had no need, since he never
succunbed to anythi ng worse than an occasional nild cold), his salary was
not hi ng to boast
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about, especially not in the mdst of a civilian econony newswollen with the
hi gh i ncomes of hordes of war-industry workers. His pay as a tech sergeant
was

ei ghty-four dollars per nonth with an additional thirty dollars per nonth for
his status as a first class specialist, which addition brought his nonthly
stipend to one hundred and fourteen dollars, within twelve dollars of that of
a

mast er sergeant. Even so, his money did not go far, and it was but rarely

t hat

he could afford the cost of a bus or railway ticket to meet and carouse with
Jethro Stiles at sone place between Baltinore and Georgia, nor did he fee

t hat

he coul d or should accept the generous man's frequent offers of noney to

al | ay

t hese expenses.

Finally, one night, thinking of the thousand-odd he had left in the care of
Pat
O Shea, he wote to the old soldier. But the return letter came from Maggi e.

"Dear M1 o,

"I amso very happy to hear fromyou once again after all these years. Poor
Pat ,

God keep the dear soul, has been with the angels for alnpst three years now,
which was truly a divine blessing for him as he had gone stone-blind and was
coughi ng up bl ood from his gas-damaged | ungs day and night. O d Rosal een
suffered a seizure and died in the kitchen during Pat's wake, and | have

si nce

retai ned a new cook, another policeman's w dow, Peggy Mirphey. But | now fear
I

may soon have to replace her, for her brother-in-law, a recent w dower

hi nsel f,

is paying frequent and serious court to her and Police Lieutenant Robert
Emmet t

Mur phey strikes me as a man

who gets his way, cone----- or high water, as dear old
Pat woul d have put it.
"W have heard nothing of ny eldest son, Mchael, since the Japs took the

Phi | i ppi ne Islands and can only pray Qur Lady that he be safe and well.
Joseph



was wounded at Pearl Harbor on the norning the Japs attacked the fleet there,
but he has recovered and the Navy has himin a school now to nake an officer
out

of him Sally is nursing at the hospital now, and Kathleen was, too, but when
the Nazis attacked Russia, she signed up to be a Navy nurse and she's now at
a

Navy hospital out in California, as too is Fanny Duncan

"That terrible German priest, Father Rustung, was

arrested and taken away by the FBI when they arrested all the other Nazis,
and

good riddance to the ot of them say |I. They say the other priest, the
sissified one, went into the Arny Chaplain Corps.

"I hear that lrunn Thorsdottar went back to Wsconsin and was nursing at a
hospital in or near MIwaukee, Wsconsin, and living there as man and wife
with

her own el der brother. Somehow, the two perverts were found out and

pr osecut ed

and sent to the penitentiary for crimnal incest. Mire good riddance to bad
rubbi sh.

"Dr. Quiscarde went into the Arny only a week after the Japs attacked Pearl
Harbor, and his last letter they say was froma canp in New Jersey. Dr.
Osterreich is a captain in the Navy Medical Corps and is somewhere around
Washi ngton, D.C. Is that near you?

"Both of the maids | had when you were here married, and | have two new
ones—a

girl fromLatvia and another little colored girl from Kentucky, who is
lighter-conplected than the old one and a | ot easier to understand when she
tal ks.

"I sure hope the Arny is feeding you boys well. This new rationing they have
now

is just terrible, especially on neat and sugar and lard. If it wasn't for
Cook' s

connections with sonme people at the stockyards, we would all be on very
strict

diets here. But if it will help win this war and get all of you boys hone
saf e,

then | say we will just have to put up with it until then

"Mlo, as you can see, | amnot sending you nuch noney, and the reason is
Lgﬁttook it into his head to invest nost of the noney you left with himin
stocks. He bought you shares in the American Tel ephone and Tel egraph Conpany
?ngnlsending those certificates to you, instead. If I was you | would hang on
:ﬁenl because they already are worth somet hing nore than what he paid for
Lgiz]in 1938 and | don't doubt but what, with the war and all, they are going
LZ worth way nore than they are now in years to cone.

"I"d send you nmore noney if | could, but it seens that poor Pat had borrowed
agai nst his insurance noney and there was just about enough left to get him
decently buried and pay for masses for the repose of his dear old soul, and



['m
still saving noney for a stone of the kind

know he wanted on his grave, too. Wat with property taxes and incone taxes
and

the extra nmoney | have to give Cook each week to pay for the meat and | ard
she

gets without ration coupons, | am barely scraping by here, and |I refuse to
t ouch

one penny of the noney that comes fromthe government for the boys.

"Pl ease renenber, Mio, prayers to God and H s Holy Mther never go
unanswer ed.

You m ght also pray to the Bl essed Saint Sebastian, Patron of Soldiers, and
encl ose a specially blessed nmedal of Saint Sebastian for you.

"Qur prayers are always for you, Mlo. May God bl ess and guard you al ways in
this war."

There were four ten-dollar bills, a five and three ones in the package, and a
silver nmedal on a flat-link neck-chain of silver. There was also a stiff
docunent folder secured with a cloth tie, and in it were the stock
certificates,

a bill of sale, transfer docunents and a receipt for sonething over a
t housand
dollars. * But a second, snaller package had cone in the same mail call. This

one, too, was postmarked Chicago, but there was no return address and the
handwiting was | arge, bold and nost obviously masculine.

Fingering it, MIlo wondered just who it could be who had witten him

Qui scar de

was in New Jersey, Gster-reich was in Washi ngton, Pat was dead, Rustung was
probably interned or in a federal prison or deported |ong since. So who was
there | eft whom he had known back there, back then? Sol Brettmann? O could
it

be one of the other men of Sam Osterreich's group? He tore the package open
to

find two envel opes. He opened the thinnest one first and read:

"Dear Sergt. Mbray,

"You never met ne, but | know you. | was the cop what found you when you got
yoursel f cl ubbed down and robbed in Chicago. | done a awful thing to you that
night, Sergt. Mray, and | ain't making excuses or nothing, but just then

t hat

night I had a awful sick wife at home and little children too and | couldn't
barely take care of themon the noney | could bring hone honest-1like. Wen
seen all of the noney had been in the billfold the robbers had done took from
you, | guess | went mad for a while is all. 1've done confessed to God | ong
since

A MAN CALLED M LO MOKAI
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about all of this and nore and |'ve done sonme heavy penances and all and stil
I

know ny poor soul will be in Purgatory for a good |long while

"My poor wife died a year or so back, God rest her soul. |'ve done rose up



real

hi gh on the Force, too, in the last few years, and the onliest reason | ain't
started payi ng back what | stole fromyou before this is just that | didn't
know

where you was and | was feared to ask themas | knew did know. But now I'm
courting a fine wi dow | ady who does have a way of knowi ng your address and
al |

and |'ve talked this here over with her and she thinks |I should ought to
start

payi ng you back and so here in the big envelope is the first of your nobney.

"You had nine hundred and sixty-one dollars in bills in your billfold al ong
of

two gold eagles. | got ninety dollars for your gold watch and anot her
fifty-four

for the chain and fob. That all adds up to one thousand, one hundred and
seventy-five dollars, Sergt. Mdray. But ny intended says that | rightly owe
you

nmore than that and | guess | rightly do, so she has cal cul ated out that |
shoul d

pay you three percent on all | stole off you until now for every year since
stole it and three percent on what | still owe to you after this every year
until | gets it all paid off. So that means with this six hundred dollars I'm
sendi ng you here, | still owe you seven hundred and fifty-one dollars and
twenty-five cents except that it will nost probably be another year before
can

send you nore noney so | actually owe you seven hundred and seventy-three
dol l ars and seventy-nine cents.

"I ain't going to give you my name and | recken you can figure why | ain't,
but
['"l'l be keeping up with you fromnow on and praying for you and getting nore

nmoney back to you just as fast as | can, but you got to realize I still got

ki ds

to see to and, God willing, I'll soon have me a wife again and it may take as
much as two or three nore years to get this all paid up. But I'll do it and
you

have ny sacred word of honor on that, Sergt. Mray. You boys all give them
Nat zi s and Japs hell. You got the whol e dam USof A behi nd you.

"A man who wonged you | ong ago and has been truly sorry ever since,"
In the other, thicker envel ope was the six hundred
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dollars. No old, winkled bills such as Maggi e O Shea had encl osed were

t hese,

but rather crisp, mnty-new twenties, thirty of them so stiff and fresh that
Mlo cut his thunb on the edge of one of them w nced and instinctively
sucked

at the hair-thin red line. But it had cl osed before he got it down fromhis
lips. His rare razor cuts on cheeks or chin closed and heal ed very quickly
t 0o,

and he had | ong since given up wondering about it and just gratefully
accepted

the fact that he was a quicker than average heal er

Until he could get an answer fromJethro, MIlo found a | odgnent for the stock
certificates and nost of the unexpected windfall of cash in the safe of his



secti on commander.
The return letter fromStiles was short.
"M 1o, old buddy,

"Congratul ati ons on your luck in collecting your old debt—few are that
fortunate, alas. As regards the stock, wait until | see you and it. If you
can

wangl e a three-day pass next month, let ne know the dates and perhaps we two
can

nmeet at soneplace in the District of Colunbia, where I'lIl be on training
affairs. Come in nufti. | have soneone | want you to nmeet at a place a bit
sout h

of the District, in Virginia.
"Al'l ny best,
"Jethro Stiles, Mjor, USA"

But, what with one delay and another on both ends, it was nore than two
nont hs

before M1 o was able to rendezvous with his buddy in the spacious,

sunpt uousl y

furni shed | obby of a hotel in northwest Washington. Although the nan he net
was

| ean and hard and browned, the marks of worry and age were beginning to
appear

on the face and forehead and at the corners of the smling eyes. The hair at
Jethro's tenples was stippled thickly nowwith hairs as silvery as the oak
| eaves on the shoul ders of his carefully tailored bl ouse.

Wt hout conscious thought or effort, MIo snapped to and crisply saluted his
old
friend.

Jethro casually returned the salute, his smile broadening, then extended his
hand to grip Mlo's warmy and strongly. "I amthe guy who never was going to
accept an offered conm ssion, of course, MIlo. Look at nme now,
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huh? All that the bar will sell is beer or a very inferior selection of

Wi nes,

I"mafraid. But don't worry, we won't go dry for long. | have sone cognac in
t he

boot of ny car, and far nore and better at our destination. Ready to go?"

Mlo snmiled in return, saying with only a bare touch of sarcasm "The
col onel's

wi sh must be ny command, sir."

"Can the shit, Mlo, and let's get in the fucking car before | renmenber who
and

what | now am and bring you up on charges of gross insubordination." Jethro
chuckl ed, leading the way out of the crowded | obby.

The Lincoln V-12 coupe was shiny and | ooked to be brand-new. Jethro was an



acconpl i shed driver, and he handl ed the | ong, heavy vehicle with ease.
Nonet hel ess, before they had finally crossed the Potomac into the
peaceful -1 ooking Virginia countryside, MIlo had concluded that his nation's
capital was never going to be an easy or safe place to drive | arge nunbers of
nmotor vehicles with any degree of rapidity; the circles and spokeli ke avenues
| eadi ng of f them had no doubt been el egant in an age of horse-drawn

carri ages,

but they were fast becom ng deathtraps with their burdens of far faster, far
nore nunerous, far |ess biddabl e autonobiles, taxis, trucks and the |ike,
many

of them apparently operated by suicidal or hom cidal' naniacs.

"How in the nane of God can you get enough gas to drive this thing, Jethro?"
demanded M1lo. "I'Il bet that that engine drinks as much gas, mle for mle
as

a deuce-and-a-half, at least. O doesn't rationing apply to field-grade

of ficers?"

Jethro | aughed. "Ch, yes, rationing applies to nme, too, at least for ny
private

vehicle when I"'mnot using it for Army business. But, ny dear Mlo, there is
in

this land of the free and hone of the brave a thriving sub rosa market for
such

things as foods and liquors. These markets sell for only cash, no coupons

necessary, just so long as the buyer is willing to pay substantially nore
t han

said items are actually worth. One also can buy any quantities of ration
coupons

fromthese sane sources, and this is how!| can continue to drive this fine,
but
al ways horrendously thirsty, autompbile.”

"You, a high-ranking officer of the Arnmy of the United States of Anerica, are
dealing on the black market?
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Buyi ng gas-rationing coupons that in all Iikelihood are counterfeits?" said
Mlo
in mock horror. "Colonel Stiles, sir, | amfrankly appalled!"

The heavy car ate away at the mles, and they drove into Loudon County,
passi ng

a sterling-silver flask of a fine cognac back and forth between them At a
turnoff fromthe nmain road onto a narrower, graveled one, Jethro pulled off
onto

a grassy shoul der beneath the spreading branches of a stand of stately,

massi ve

ol d oaks. Beside the car, skirting the road shoul der ahead, was a freshly

pai nted white wooden fence sone five feet high, and beyond the section of it
i Mmediately to his right, away in the distance across acres of grassy mneadow,
Mlo could barely discern a scattering of animals that | ooked to be horses or
cattle.

After taking a long pull fromthe quart flask, Jethro said, "MIlo, ny good
old
friend, you are about to be nade privy to a secret known by no one else with



t he

sol e exception of Colonel Janes Lewis. I'll not ask for or expect any avowal s
that you'll not betray my trust in you, for did | not trust you inplicitly,
you'd not be here this day.

"Mlo, forgive ne, please, but | have not been conpletely candid with you in
t he

years since | first met you. | ammarried, MIlo, and you are about to neet ny
wife, Martihe Stiles, as well as nmy two children, Per and Gabrielle.

"Before you ask the obvious, Mlo, no, it has not been an easy life for her
but

she understands nme, ny self-inposed exile and penance, she |oves ne deeply,
and

our children bind us one to the other despite ny | engthy absences and
necessarily brief returns. She is nmuch younger than | am | have known her
for

much of her life, you see, for she is the daughter of two old and very dear
friends fromny first days in Europe, years ago

"I first bought this farmas a place for her to rear our children, before
ever

there were any to rear. It is fortunate that | happened to buy this
particul ar

farm in this particular place, for now, with ny necessary trips to
Washi ngt on

every so often, | amable to spend nore tine with her and them than ever
before.” He chuckled. "So nmuch so, that now it would appear that Martine wl|l
be
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bringing forth a newlittle brother or sister for themin about six nonths
tinme."

Jethro's pretty young wife was not the only surprise awaiting himin the
ranbl i ng, gracious brick house nestled anbng its bounteous gardens fringed by
a

profusi on of outbuildings with rolling meadows stretching out on every hand.

Whil e a servant drove the Lincoln away, the petite blond worman first greeted
her

husband with an enbrace and unabashed ki sses. Even after bearing two
chi |l dren,

so sl ender and fine-boned was she that her three-nonth pregnancy was al ready
obvi ous, but her face radi ated her soul -deep happi ness and her blue eyes

gl owed

with | ove each tinme she | ooked at the graying officer.

She wel conmed MIlo in a cultured French tinged with both Parisian and the

Swi ss

di al ect, beckoned over another servant to take his bag, then herself ushered
hi m

into her home. There, in the confortably furnished and | avishly decorated
par | or

to the left of the entrance foyer, four wing chairs faced a huge hearth on
whi ch

alog fire was laid but not yet lit behind a pierced-brass screen. Two of



t hese
chairs were occupi ed.

Rank and increased responsibilities had not made an easily obvious change in
one

l[ine or hair of Janes Lewis' appearance. H s new pinks and bl ouse fitted him
like a glove, as his uniformalways had for as long as M| o had known the
nman;

the silver eagles on his shoulders did not look at all out of place on the
sonmetine first sergeant, and the row of campaign and award ri bbons affi xed
over

t he breast pocket of that selfsame blouse told at a casual gl ance that here
stood not just another new made civilian-soldier. But even as he punped

Lew s’

big, hard hand, Mlo was reeling nunbly in shock at sight of the other guest
in

Jethro's hone

Dr. Sam Gsterreich's uniformwas the dark blue of the Navy, the sleeves of
hi s

bl ouse encircled with the four wide, gold stripes indicating the rank of Navy
captain, the full equival ent of Janes Lewis' rank

Later, as the four nen sipped wine and tal ked, the story cane out. "You see,
Mlo," said Lewis, "back when | was twistin' tails to get that pissant
shi t head

Jarvis fromoff of your ass, | cone to find out you had been in a
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hospital in Chicago back in the late thirties and the doctor what had done
first

took care of you was just then a major at Dix, up in Jersey. Wien | got in

t ouch

with him he said he'd do all he could for you because he knowed fuckin' well
you wasn't no Nazi because of how you'd got in a ot of trouble when you got
on

the shitlist of some Nazi Bund priest in Chicago and that that was how you
cone

tojoin the Arny to start out wth.

"But, besides that, he put me in touch with Sam here, who's still at Bethesda
li ke he was then, and has some kinda pul | —believe you me he has!—ore'n you
can

shake a fuckin' stick at, too. It was him alnos' all him what got your
bal | s

outen that crack, MIlo, and give that dunb shitface Jarvis a coneuppance he
had

just been a-beggin' for for a fuckin' long tine. Afore it was done, sone
first-class, fuckin' remain's had been done on him too, a coupla fuckin' new
assholes worth, | tell you. 'Cause of you and whatall he was tryin' to do to
railroad you, Doc Sam here, he not only was able to get you bailed outen the
shit, but he got poor Schrader and two, three other guys from our division
of f

the fuckin' hook, too. Like old maids sees burglars under ever' bed and in
ever'

cl oset, thishere fuckin' scabsucker Jarvis was seein' fuckin' Nazis ever'

pl ace



he cone to look; if a soldier could talk German good, to that fuckin' Jarvis,
it

meant he was a Nazi spy. The brass-balled fucker even had the gunption to ask
me, flat out, if the real reason | was stickin' up for you wasn't because ny
manma' s mai den nane was Certrude Bauer. And he dammed fuckin' near got hisself
busted down a whol e helluva | ot further than he did, too, when he asked

Col one

Kessler if he'd been borned in this country and how | ong ago was the | ast
tine

he was in Europe. Mlo, that fuckin' |li'l bastard' s nouth's gonna dig hima
fuckin' grave!"

Gsterreich, |ooking chubbier than M| o renenbered him holding his crystal

wi negl ass delicately by its stem shook his head sadly. "The forner Mjor,
now

Li eutenant, Jarfis is a sad case, misplaced to .begin, then terribly
over wor ked.

He is not possessed of either enotional or of physical strength or endurance,
unfortunately. He is seriously crippled by sone rather sefere

phobi as and a nost irrational belief he has in his intuitife powers.

"The unfortunate man is skirting perilously close to a nervous coll apse at

t he

best of tines and | therefore made a recommendati on that he be hospitalized
or

separated for the good of the Arnmy. But he apparently possessed of sone
influential friends is and he only was reduced in rank, reprinmanded and then
sent on his way to continue, one supposes, to ferret out Nazi symnpathizers
and

spi es.

"And the saddest of all about himis that he nost likely a real Nazi would
not

know. A real spy would easily hoodwi nk such a man as him for he is far from
truly intelligent and the nmost of his boasted intuition mainly is

sel f - del usi on.

"I know Nazis, gentlemen, | attended several neetings of the fledgling
Nat i onal

Soci alist German Wirkers' Party in the nineteen hundred and twenties, and in
those early days of the party |I was honored and wel comed and nmade much of as
a

former cavalry officer of the Inperial Austrian Army. Al of this was, of

course, before the fact of nmy Jew shness becane all-inportant to them |
i mpart
to you all no secret, here. It all is well known to any who wi sh to | earn of

it,

for it was not only the National Socialists' neeting | attended now and then
but the Conmmunists', the Mnarchists', the Anarchists' and many anot her

group,

all of whom!| found to be basically the sanme—a cadre of w | d-eyed but cunning
fanatics attenpting to form hordes of troubled, desperate, denoralized Gernan
men and wonen into a political power base.

"The man Jarfis knows nothi ng about the Nazis, although had he been a German
in

Germany, he would no doubt have made them a good recruit, though he is too
unstabl e to have been able to rise very far in their ranks. Hi s ideas of

Nazi sm



are terribly skewed and twi sted and distorted. | feel very sorry for him for
he

truly is suffering, but there is nothing I can do for him Under present
circunmstances, he is the responsibility and the very great problem of the
Arny,

not the Navy."

Martine Stiles and M1l o got along every bit as well fromthe start as had he
and
her husband. Throughout
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t he courses of the sunptuous dinner served that Friday night, she chatted
gaily

with Mlo and the others, slipping effortlessly fromEnglish to French

Dani sh,

German, ltalian and Spani sh, though she carefully Iimted all general
conversation to her British-accented English for the benefit of Janes Lew s,
who

was not a linguist.

The neal itself was a pal ate-pl easi ng bl endi ng of haute cuisine and Sout hern
country cooking—terrapin soup, broiled fillets of shad, capon Proven9al, a
profusi on of garden vegetabl es, a hot apple pudding topped with nelted cheese
and sprinkled with crushed wal nuts, all acconpani ed by the best that the
extensive wine cellar had to offer and capped at last with steam ng coffee
and

an 1854 cognac, pale, snooth and very powerful .

Martine had grinmaced in self-deprecation upon the serving of the capon,
remarki ng, "This wetched war, gentlenen, please to accept ny sincere
apol ogi es,

but al though al nost all of the food is raised here, upon the farm one stil
feels guilty to serve neat too often.” Then, snmiling, she added, "But never
to

fear, tonmorrow night there will be a roast of veal."

Mlo did not neet the Stiles children until the follow ng norning. Al nost
Lg?rQas a grave, formal, quiet little boy, who sat and handl ed the reins of
Uéfsh pony with as nuch ease and authority as did his father and nother sit
iggtrol their thoroughbreds. Gabrielle was a tiny, chubby near-duplicate of
2§:her. Riding in a trap driven by the children's nurse, she bounced and
chattered gaily, smling and | aughing throatily.

Earlier, in the stableyard, Osterreich, forking a frisky red-bay filly, had
wat ched M1 o nount and quickly take control of a nettlesone

dar k- mahogany- hued

gel di ng. Kneeing his mount over, the doctor had spoken in a |l ow voice in
Russi an—a tongue not thus far used in this nultilingual househol d, but which
he

knew t hey bot h knew.

"Mlo, old friend, now | know that | was right about you, years ago. | was



right, and that old soldier Patrick O Shea was right, also. Lieutenant
Jarvi s’

vaunted intuition may well be accurate to the extent that even | amcertain
t hat

you are not really an American. At |east,

if you truly are, you did not |earn your horsemanship in America or in
Engl and,
even.

"The way that you just nounted, the way that you sit your beast, the way that
you hold the reins, these are all classic European mlitary ways, Mlo. |

t 0o,

was taught just so, in the Inperial Hussars, before the Geat War, and

hel ped

to teach themas a Fahnrich of cavalry.”

The doctor sniled and patted MIo's bridle armreassuringly. "This is no

accusation, ny old friend and conrade. |, of all people, know that you sinmply
do
not, cannot remenber anything of nore than five years ago . . . not on a

consci ous |l evel. But your body and your unconscious, they renenber, you see.”

After that early morning, M1 o was convinced that the doctor might well be
ri ght

about him He had ridden a fewtimes in the recent past, for exercise—en
rented

horses in Chicago with Irunn Thorsdottar, now and again with Jethro on post
and

of f but those had al ways been on bridle trails. The norning at Jethro's farm
was

crosscountry on spirited, well-bred horses kept in the peak of condition by
experi enced handl ers who had no other function and were never |acking for
anyt hi ng necessary to the well-being of their charges.

Jethro and Martine on their big Irish hunters led a fast, hell-for-Ieather
pace

across neadows, through little rills, over fences and hedges, ditches and the
occasi onal nossy bole of a fallen tree. Through it all, for the Iength of

t hat

nmorning hell-ride, MIlo' s body reacted wi thout his conscious urgings or

i nstructions, making of himand his nount one single snmoothly operating

devi ce

for a safe,, easy-looking transit of the rough, dangerous, but exhilarating
cour se.

Nonet hel ess, the sudden, strenuous, rarely practiced spate of exercise left
m L?nclined to ride out that afternoon with Jethro, Janes Lewis and Sam
Osterreich to | ook over the working parts of the farm He found the library
:F?h a book and a bottle of sherry, whiled away the best part of the first
Lgﬁrs after luncheon. Then he was joined by Martine.

When she had selected and filled for herself a slender goblet of the
straw col ored wi ne, she drew up a chair to face himand seated herself.
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"MIlo Mray," she said, using her British English on this occasion, "since
first

| set ny eyes upon you yesterday, getting fromout the autonobile, | knew
;gatmn have been ... or, perhaps, will be ... very close persons, soul mates,
possi bly even |lovers. Do you, too, feel this . . . this unseen bond between
Kfio Mor ay ?"

What M1o felt just then was a cold chill along the whole Iength of his spine,

a
prickling of his nape hairs and a rush of adrenaline simlar to that he had
felt

when he had, once on bivouac, found a tinber rattler coiled between his

bl anket s.

Slow y closing the book, he said gravely, "Ms. Stiles, your husband is ny
best
friend, and I —=

Tilting her head back, she trilled a silvery peal of |aughter, but then she
| ooked himin the eye and stated, "M | o Mray, you m sunderstood. Perhaps I
sai d

the inproper words. English is not, after all, ny native | anguage.
"No, | very nuch |love and respect ny fine husband. | have | oved himfor the
nost

of my remenbered life and wanted to be nothing el se than that whi ch now
am-hi s
wi fe and the nother of his children. Never would | even to consider betraying

hi m or di shonoring nmy marriage vows with another man . . . not even with you.
"But still, |I feel this strong feeling that we have been or we will sonmeday
be

of a much and personal closeness. | cannot shake away this feeling, and | but

wondered if you, too, had had this experience when you nmet ne."

"No," said MIlo sinply. "No, | have had no such feelings, Ms. Stiles. If
this

di sappoints you, | amsorry. | but tell you the truth."

"No, no, | feel no disappointnment, MIlo Mray. Wy should |I feel such? If

anything, | feel great joy that you have here proved to me just how good a
friend to my husband you truly are. He chose well, | think, when he chose you
ﬁ?s—uhat is the word? buddy?—he chose well, indeed. You are a gentleman of
Lrg node, and you always will be nost welcome in this house.

"But | want your solemm vow, Mlo Mray. | want your firm prom se that you
will

care for our Jethro, do all that the good God allows to keep himsafe in the
dangers that lie ahead. WII you so vow?" There could be, this



time around, no m staking her neaning or her deadly seriousness.

MIlo was puzzled. "Ms. Stiles, Jethro is in nore real danger driving through
the city of Washington than he could face down South, doing staff work in a
training unit. O course, | will do anything | can to protect himfrom

what ever,

but I'm based in Baltinore, over eight hundred mles away fromhis post. No

t wo

ways about it, 1'd like to be back with himin the old unit, but the Arny
seens

to feel I'mof nore use to themup at Hol abird."

"Qur Jethro, gallant soul that he is, still abrimwith a senseless guilt for

somet hing | ong ago that was not really his fault, has persuaded certain

per sons

to give hima conbat command, a battalion of infantry. He soon will |eave for
his new posting. Can you not find a way to join himagain, there, Mlo Mray?"
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Chapter VIII

"Jesus H Christ on a frigging G crutch, Mray," stormed Mjor Barstow in
cl ear

consternation. "Have you |lost your mnd? Not only is a |linguist |like you of
i mense value here to Uncle Sam but you're in the safest, cushiest billet

you'll find this side of the dammed Pentagon conplex. Man, with your talents
and
your cooperation, | can keep you here for as long as the war lasts. Wat is

it
you're after? Rank? | can bunp you up to master, within a week, no sweat. You

want a comm ssion, hell, man, | can get you that, too, a direct one. Just
gi ve
me alittle time and you'll have it all

"But, please, for the love of God, don't hit nme first thing on a Monday
nor ni ng

again with such a line of lunatic nonsense |ike you wanting an i mredi ate
transfer to an outfit that |I know dammed good and well will likely be in that
meat grinder they're running in Italy inside six nmonths!”

Barstow kept at Mlo up until alnost the very noment that he shoul dered his
barracks bag and entrained for South Carolina. His final words were, "You're
a

nut, Mray, but | guess that w thout your kind of nuts, no war woul d ever get
won. |'ve put the very highest marks | can in your file; that's all | can do,
now. Here it is; it's sealed, that's G regs. If you unseal it, for God's
sake,

do it carefully so you can reseal it easily, huh? You do as good a job for

t he

bast ards where you're going as you did for us here, you'll be wearing three
up

and three down soon, don't fret about it. Good luck, Mray. Try not to get
your

head or any other essential parts shot off."
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The entire unit, fromdivision on down, was still in a state of flux, none of
t he conponents conpletely filled in. The grizzled master sergeant who checked
Mlo in still wore his Nnth Infantry Division patch. Wen once he had torn
open

the seal ed records and seen that he was dealing with a Regul ar rather than
anot her johnny-cone-lately uniformed civilian, he unbent considerably and
offered MIo a cigarette and a chair across the cluttered, battered desk from
hi m

"Thi shere Colonel Stiles, he must know where sone fuckin' bodies is buried to
git that bunch in Holabird to let you go, Mdray. You know hi n? \Wat ki nda
fella

is he? West Poi nter?"

"Not hardly," MIlo chuckled. "He's a gentleman, but he was a tech when the
war

started, first sergeant of a training conpany. | was his field first

and

hi s buddy. "

The master | ooked pleased at this news and nodded. "A Regul ar, huh, |ike us?"

"About thirteen, fourteen years service, sarge, all but the last tw years of
it

in the ranks. He's hard, but he's fair, too, doesn't play favorites. You give
hi m what he wants, what he thinks you can do, and he'll take good care of

you.

What el se can you ask of an officer?"

The master shook his head. "Not a fuckin' thing nore, Mray. Sounds |ike
finly lucked into a good spot for a fuckin' change. And he's sure stickin'
by

you, too. Al the fuckin' comp'ny commanders yellin' their friggin' heads off
for trained noncons, and he's got you down in a staff slot." He |eafed

t hr ough

the personnel file for a nonent, then grunted. "Shitfire, manl You talk

Kraut head, Frog, Eyetie, Swede and all thesehere others, too? Hell, no
fuckin’

wonder they had you up to Hol abird. The wonder —and it's a pure wonder!—s

j ust

how t hi shere Col onel Stiles managed to pry you away from'em He prob'ly has
you

lined up for S-2, but he better not let reginment or division hear too nuch
about

you or they'll jerk you right out of this fuckin' battalion afore you can say
goose shit. But, say, how cone you ain't a fuckin' of ser, Moray?"

M1lo shrugged. "Ch, | don't know, sarge, nostly probably because | never
want ed
to be one, | guess. Besides, | have no college degree, either."

Kooen Adans
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The master made a rude sound. "Hell, Mray, that eddi cayshun crap don't

nmatter
di ddl ysquat no nore. Shit, piss and corruption, even |I's a of ser . . , for a



whil e. Then me and a coupl a good ol e boys busted up a of sers" club, bashed
;Eikin' post snowdrops around purty good, too. W all got court-martial ed, of
course, and busted back \ . . way back. The onlies' fuckin'" way | could git
?ﬁree and three back was to 'volunteer' for thishere fuckin' new division
EZ:I, it don't matter none, no way. |'mw th you, Mray, |I'ma |ot happier as
ﬁaster than | was as a damn, fuckin' of ser anyhow

"Ckay, let's us get you settled in, Mray." He pulled a clipboard from
beneat h

the nmountain of papers on the desktop, precipitating a small aval anche, which
he

ignored. "I'mgonna put you in. a squadroomwi th tw other techs and a staff
in,

| essee, in Buildin' H 1907. Got that? The |ockers and racks is a'ready in

t here,

so you can |l ock up your stuff while you go over to Head and Head supply and
dr aw

your mattress and bedding and all. But you watch that fuckin' crooked-ass
Crockett, hear ne? Make damm sure he gives you bl ankets and all out of
brand-fuckin'-new bales, les' you c'lects crotch pheasants for fun

"Ch, by the way, Mray, | guess as how I'mthe fuckin' battalion sergeant
maj or,

| eastways till we gets in another naster or a warrant or sonebody better for
t he

job. You done been a first—you wanta take over Head and Head Conp'ny till
t hi ngs
get shook down some? | could give you a two-man room then."

M 1o shrugged. "Sure, sarge. Wiy not?"

The formation of the Sixtieth Infantry Division was best described as

snaf u—situation normal, all fucked up"—all the way. Needed personnel and
specialists slowy trickled in fromevery point of the conpass, supplies and
equi prent cane late or not at all or the wong kind or in inpossible
quantities.

For al nbst two weeks, the entire Head and Head—battalion headquarters and
Headquarters Conpany—onsi sted of the cooks and mess steward, Sergeant

Maj or/ Mast er Sergeant John Saxon, M 1o, four other first-three-graders—the
battalion supply sergeant, Mffa, the battalion S-3 sergeant,

Evans, the signal section sergeant, Wite, and a staff sergeant/speciali st
who

was a clear case of msassignment, since his specialty was nedical records
keepi ng—and an aggl omerati on of eighteen drivers (with no vehicles to drive,
as

yet), one corporal and one pfc (the both of themfresh out of G aves

Regi strati on School), and two buck sergeants (one a tracked vehicle nmechanic
and

the other a dog handler with his Alsation dog). But all of that began to
change;

the state of hopel ess-1o0o0king di sorder began to fall into order at about

el even

on the norning of Mlo's tenth day of service as H&H first sergeant.

Even clear down in the battalion supply area where he stood arguing with the



slick and sliny Sergeant Mdffa, all could hear fromthe headquarters buil ding
t he hoarse bellow of "Ten-HUT!" and recogni ze the voice of Master Sergeant
Saxon.

St eppi ng out of the supply shack and | ooking up the row of T-buildings, Mlo
coul d recogni ze even at the distance and despite its thick covering of road
dust

the I ong, sleek shape and maroon col or of a Lincoln V-12 coupe. Lieutenant
Col onel Jethro Stiles, Infantry, USA, had arrived to take command of his
battalion.

When once he had heard the reports of Saxon and Mo, the conmandi ng of ficer
si ghed deeply and shook his head slowy. "John, Mlo, it's the sane, sad

f ucki ng
story fromdivision on down, |'mhere to attest to that much. The Powers That
Be

really broke it off in this division, and the general is so fucking nmad that
he's chewing up twenty-penny nails and spitting out carpet tacks. It seens

t hat

we got every fucking goldbrick and fuck-off and m screant and nother's

m st ake

that any other outfit wanted to unl oad somewhere.

"Howsomever"—-he snmiled lazily and tilted back his head to gaze at the

resi nous

rafters above hi =1 just may have hel ped the overall situation a bit. | made
a

few t el ephone calls and sent a fewwires fromdivision, earlier this norning,
called in sone markers and cadged a few favors here and there. If it al

jells,

I think that | can safely assure you that fromnow on, this battalion will be
at

the very tiptop of the general's nost-favored list."

"In that case, colonel,"” began Mlo, only to be stopped.
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"M 1o, John, when we're alone together, it's no 'colonel' and 'sergeant,'
hear

me? This rank of mine is only a wartine expedi ency, every Regul ar knows that,
and | feel one hell of a lot nobre at hone and properly placed anong you and
nen

like you than | do anong nost of the officers, anyway.

"Now, that matter aside, you have a problem M| o?"

"W have a problem Jethro, two of them in Head and Head. Supply sergeants
are

al ways out for the main chance, everybody knows that, but this precious pair
we' ve got here—Mbffa of battalion supply and Crockett of Headquarters Conpany
suppl y—take the fucking shit-cake. Sonmehow, between the two of them they' ve
managed to convert a shipnment of two thousand brand-spanki ng-new G bl ankets
that arrived just last week into |l ess than half that nunber of ragged,

not heat en, threadbare pieces of shit that it would be a fucking crine to

i ssue

to a fucking dog. And that's just their nost recent sleight-of-hand with our
supplies.”

Wthout a word to MIlo, Stiles picked up the receiver of the desk tel ephone



and,
after about fifteen mnutes, was talking to his party. "Janes? Jethro, here.
Can

| have just one nore? Gabe Potter, that's who. Well, isn't there any way you
can
get those charges dropped? | really need the fellow, Janes. Yes, yes, thank
you,

James, that's yet another one | owe you. Take care, you old bastard."

"Master Sergeant Gabe Potter?" Ml o yel ped, "Jesus, Jethro, he's the

cr ookedest

man at Fort Benning! He's the last thing we need up here. Mffa and Crockett
are

bad enough."

Stiles raised his eyebrows for a monment, then said, "That's right, Mo,
you' ve

been away for a while. Wll, it's Captain Potter, now, and since he nmade
captain

he's kept the whole place humming with courts-martial hearings and reductions
in

rank, with sentences to Leaven worth and stockade tinme. He was a master crook
hi nsel f, so he knows every fucking dodge there is, and he's ferreted out
every

racketeer in the whole dam training command. Of course, he's garnered a
whol e

pi sspot full of enemes at it, so he just mght be glad to get up here into a
new unit where he won't have every other fucker gunning for his ass ... well,
at

| east not for a while yet."
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When they all finally straggled in and he got a look at themand their files,
Col onel Stiles forced a captaincy back on Master Sergeant John Saxon

i gnoring

his |l oud and profanely voi ced objections and opi nions of officers in general
Then the ol d soldier was nade the battalion adjutant.

Affairs in both battalions and the higher echelons were well on the way to
normal cy when Mo was called to battalion headquarters one day. He found
Stiles

waiting for himoutside the building, beside a jeep.

When he had returned the salute, he said, "Get in and drive, MIlo. They raise
pure fucking hell if I drive nyself anynore, even in ny own car. Drive
sonewher e

out in the boondocks. W two need to talk, and | don't want half the fucking
di vi sion hearing us."

When once they were off the built-up portions of the post and rolling along a
dusty dirt road between brushy shoul ders backed by stands of pine and scrub
cedar, Stiles spoke again.

"Mlo, there's sonething godawful fishy going on. 1've twice tried to get you
a

conmi ssion, now, and each tine the fornms have been returned, rejected by

hi gher



aut hority, nor have | been able to wangle or worm out any expl anation for any
of

this. Tve run into a brick wall every time, and that's not mnmy usual batting
average in dealing with the Army. They won't even accept an application in
your

nane for OCS, for God's sake, man. Have you got any ideas why?"

M 1o was nonpl ussed and said so, whereupon Stiles continued his nonol ogue.
"Well, nmaybe we'll get to the bottomof it all intime. At last, we'll have a
bit more of that commodity. Inside information |I've acquired—and this is
strictly not for repetition, Mlo-has it that, what with all the fuckups

we' ve

had to put up with, we've been replaced by a nore conbat-ready division for

t he

Italian business. They're going to give us nore tinme to shake down and form

up,
see, save us for the big invasion, probably early next year. Sonmewhere in
France, obviously, the Mediterranean coast, |'d guess, considering how well

fortified the Krauts have made the Atlantic coasts and how assuredly costly
an
assault on those coasts would be certain to be.
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"I own a villa in Nice, you know O course, Fve not been there in al npst
twenty

years, but until the war started | still received regular rents on it. It
woul d

be good to see it again, if we wind up anywhere near it.

"But that's all in the future and a bit specul ative, at best. Look, Mlo, I'm
goi ng up to Washington for a week or so next nonth on sone business for the
general. I'd intended to spend a bit of tine out at the farm and Martine
want s

me to bring you, too. Can you get away fromthe conpany that |ong, do you
t hi nk?"

The slow, unhurried and quiet pace of life in the Virginia countryside was
very

restful, soothing, after the frenetic nmonths of trying to whip nearly nine
hundred strangers into a tight-knit unit, with every new di saster and
shortfall

| andi ng squarely atop the |ast.

Jethro left early each norning for Washi ngton and sonetinmes did not return
unti |

wel | after dark, usually too tired to do much other than eat lightly, have a
few

drinks, bathe and go to sleep in preparation for the next day. During his
absences, Ml o and Martine spent the days riding or wal king the I ength and
breadth of the thousand-plus acres of the farm joining the children in

pl ayi ng

with a litter of puppies, talking about anything and nothing in a hal f-dozen
| anguages and ot herwi se | azing away the long days in trivialities.

Mel usine Stiles had been just over six weeks old upon MIlo's arrival with her
father. Having no milk this tine, and not caring to try the bottle mnethod,
Marti ne had sought out and hired a wet nurse for her newest child. However,
she

still spent tine with the baby as well as with her two ol der children, and



during these tines, MIlo, ever voracious for know edge, always hopi ng agai nst
hope that some passage read somewhere would trigger his dormant nenories of

t he

past, made use of the well-selected array of books in the library of the
house.

The week stretched into two weeks, then a third, but Jethro assured Mo that
he

was keeping in regular touch with the battalion as well as regi nent and

di vi si on

and that their presence was not crucial to anyone's well-being. M| o never
asked

what Jethro was doing in Washi ngton, and Jethro hinmsel f sel dom vol unt eered
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much information, only advising that M|l o nmake the nobst of his current period
of
rel axation as there would be no tinme or opportunity for such soon

It had been Martine who had steered MIlo, early on, to a set of treatises on
varying aspects of nilitary science—tactics, strategy, managenent of
mlitary

units in the attack, in the defense, on the march, proper utilization of
intelligence and a plethora of other subjects; nost of these were witten in
French, but a couple were in German, as well.

"Mlo Mray, | amterribly worried for our Jethro," she had confided to him
" At

times, he seens foolishly overconfident in his abilities to comand
successful ly

so | arge nunbers of the soldiers, |acking but the barest of training and
educations in such matters. MIlo Mray, my father is a graduate of Saint-Cyr,
as

too was his father and ny | ate elder brother, and so | know-even if ny
husband

will not admit to know edge—ust what is required to make a conpetent
commander

of a man. Wth the sole exceptions of the excessively rare military geniuses,
years of education, training and experience are necessary.

"Now, my husband is well educated, but it was not a mlitary education he
enjoyed, nor is his a true mlitary mnd, for even | can consistently best
hi m

at chess. He means well, he is very conscientious, as we both know, but in a
life-or-death situation that often is not enough, and | have a strong,
terrible

feeling that he may not come alive back to me fromout of this war.

"But | have another deep feeling, too, Mlo Mray. That is that you are very
possi bly one of these near-genius mlitary nminds still unsuspected and in
hiding. The little Austrian naval officer has known you for |ong, yes? He has
told me that he is of the firmopinion that before you | ost your nenory, you
were at sonme tinme a military man, possibly a European cavalry officer, and if
true this could account for ny intuitions regarding you.

"So, please to read these books, MIlo Mray. Even if they do not help you to
recal |l your past, perhaps they will give to you know edge with which you may



hel p ny husband to succeed in his chosen position and return safely to me and
to
his children."
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Mlo never was to know just what Jethro did or said during his three weeks in
Washi ngt on, but whatever it was, it worked with a vengeance. Upon their
return

to South Carolina and the unit, things began to nove. The slow, sporadic
trickles of supplies and equi pnent becanme a steady stream and then a
veritable

flood. Empty slots were quickly filled as m ssing and badly needed specialists
conmi ssioned, warranted and enlisted —were transferred in fromother units,
not

a few of themfromnearly the width of a continent away. Enough men soon were
on

hand to allow themthe freedomto start weeding out the msfits and

troubl emakers with which they had initially been cursed.

An epi sode that was to haunt MIlo for nmany years to cone occurred on the day
that the fornmer battalion supply sergeant, Luigi Mffa, was brought up from
t he

post stockade for sentencing on the multitude of charges of which he stood
convi ct ed.

Wth a clanking of his sets of manacles, the man in the faded, baggy,

bl ue-deni m

fatigues (with a pronminent bull's-eye painted in white on the back of the
shirt)

dropped down fromthe back of the weapons carrier and shuffled awkwardly up

t he

steps into one of the buildings housing battalion headquarters. MIo's

gl i mpse

of the prisoner and his two beefy, well-arned, grimfaced guards showed him a
drastic change fromthe Mffa he first had nmet. It was not sinply the |lack of
tailored uniforms and patent-leather field shoes, nor was it the | oss of at
least thirty pounds. It was not even the face that showed still-pinkish
scars,

fresh bruises and a barely closed cut above one eye. It was the eyes

t hensel ves

and the general deneanor of the once-arrogant and abusi ve man—they contai ned
no

spark of life or any vitality, Mffa resenbled nothing so nmuch as an
anbul at ory

cor pse.

M1l o sighed and went back to his work. He hated to think of any man being so
t horoughly broken, but then reflected that if any man deserved it for his
many

m sdeeds, it was certainly Mdffa; that much had cone to light during Captain
Potter's very thorough investigations.

He had been back at work for a good quarter hour when the entire building
reverberated to a boom ng pistol shot, followed rapidly by four nore, then



after a pause, a man's screamended by a fifth shot.

Suddenly, a wild-eyed major in a class-A uniformcaked with dirty snow, his
face

and hands bl eeding froma profusion of cuts and gashes, stunbled through the
entry of the building.

"The prisoner!" he gasped to no one and everyone. "That Quinea bastard! He
hear d

his sentence, then got a gun away from one of the guards and shot the other
one.

Then he started after uSi | junped through the wi ndow. "

Just then, a soldier canme pounding down the |ong central corridor and was
narrowy mssed by the pistol ball that tore its splintery way through the
cl osed door of the roomin which the board had sat for Mdffa' s sentencing.

"Goddam " swore MIlo, then turned to one of the clerks. "Turner, go outside
to

the other end of the building and tell those fuckers not to try to use the
corridor until we can get this fuckin' ness sorted out." To another, he sai d]
"Duboi s, you and ny driver get the major here up to the reginental surgeon on
t he double. Those cuts | ook bad, and he's bleeding like a stuck pig."

Before the adjutant, Captain John Saxon, and a bevy of men and officers had
tranped through the snow around the safe side of the Iong building, Mlo and
a

few of his nen had conducted a cautious reconnai ssance of the distinctly
unsaf e

side to find two officers safe, though gashed and shivering in the bitter
col d,

each crouched | ow under one of the two smashed-out wi ndows. A third officer
| ay

in the snow on his face, his head at such an inpossible angle to the body

t hat

he coul d not possibly have been alive.-A fourth officer hung backward out of
one

of the wi ndows; he had a big blue-black mark on his forehead, and that head
no

| onger possessed a back to it.

Worki ng al ong the sides of the building, as nmuch as possible out of the

nmur derous prisoner's sight and line of fire, Mlo got up to first one, then
t he

other of the two living officers and dragged them back to where other nen
coul d

t ake charge of them He saw no point in
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ri sking anyone's life to retrieve the two dead nmen, officers or no.

Back in the environs of his office, he rendered John Saxon a report through
still-chattering teeth. The ol d sol di er nodded brusquely, then gripped his

shoul der. "You done good, MIlo, but then, you a Reg'lar."

"Sargint majer!" he then roared. "Take you sone bodies and git ovuh to the
ar s



roomand tell Jacoby |I said to issue you three Thonpsons, a hunnert rounds of
ball for each one, a half a dozen snoke grenades and a coupla Mark Two
pi neapples. Gt!"

MIlo grasped Saxon's arm hard. "John, you can't just pitch hand grenades
into

that room Mffa nay not have killed all of themsome could be |ying wounded
in

there still."

"You got a better ideer, MIo0?" demanded the grizzled officer. "Besides just

| eavin' the fucker in there till he grows hima |ong gray beard?"
M1lo cudgeled his brain frantically. "John . . . how about tear gas? That
ought

to get himout."

"Where we gonna get any quick, MIlo, huh? It ain't none in the arnms room |
can
tell you that."

"Then how about letting me try to talk himout, John?" MIlo was shocked to
hear
hi nsel f say the words.

"Moray, you off your fuckin' gourd, man. That fuckin' Mffa he's sure to be
pl unmb mad-dog crazy to've done all he's done. You think he won't kill you

t 0o,

you just as loony as he is,’

Saxon snhapped.

Mof fa used his jaw teeth-he no | onger had any front ones adequate to the

j ob—to

draw the cork of the bottle of bourbon, all the while keeping his eyes and
t he

muzzl e of the automatic pistol |ocked unwaveringly upon Mlo. After a |ong,
gul ping swal | ow of the al cohol, he lowered the bottle and spoke sadly.

"You shoul dn' of come in here, top. You know |I'm gonna have to kill you, too,
now. You know that, don' you? And you dint never do nuthin' to me, but I
gotta

kill you enyhow. "

He took another pull at the bottle then, inpatiently waggling the pistol when
Mlo started to speak

"See, top, them fuckers over there"—he jerked his head at the overturned
tabl e
and the bodies that |ay

A MAIN Vj ALLJiIJ MJ-.U MJHAI 1JO

behind it—they was gonna send me to break rocks in Leavenworth for the nex
thirty years. Top, ain' no fucker gonna send nme to Leavenworth, and not back
to

t hat fuckin' stockade, neither, you hear ne. The fuckin' bastids in that

st ockade, they done beat ne and starved me and made ne craw for the |lastes
time. Naw, |'m gon' make sone fucker kill me, top, that's what |I'mgon' do. |
drut her be dead and burnin' in hell than in Leavenworth or back in that
fuckin’

shithol e stockade, top. So, like | done said a'ready, |'msorry."



There was a hal f-heard roar, a dimMy seen flash of fire-streak fromthe
nuzzl e

of the heavy pistol, and, w th unbearable pain, sone irresistible force flung
M1 o backward to bounce off a wall and |land, face down, in a heap beside the
gory body of one of the dead mlitary policenen.

He knew that he was dead. He knew that it would only be a matter of a very
short

amount of tine before all sensation, all pain ceased. But he wi shed that
before

his mnd stopped functioning forever, he could remenber just who and what he
had

been before his awakeni ng i n Chicago, years ago.

But the pain did not stop. It got worse, if anything. He heard shouts from
outside the room heard themclearly. He even heard the wet gurglings as
Mof f a

wor ked at the bottle of whiskey. Those wet gurglings it was that awakened in
hi m

a sudden, raging thirst for-whiskey, water, anything wet; his entire body was
insistently clanoring for fluids.

Slowy, nore than a little surprised that his arms and legs still would
function, MIo gained first to hands and knees, then to his feet, swaying |ike
a

tree in a gale, groaning and biting his |lips and tongue agai nst the firebal

of

super heated pain | odged in his chest and back

He did not see Moffa, who just stared at the bl ood-soaked apparition

wi de- eyed,

the pistol dangling fromone hand and the near-enptied whi skey bottle from
t he

ot her.

" Goddam you, top,"
put

that slug clean th' ough your fuckin' heart!"

he finally gasped, "lay down! You dead, you fucker you! I

M1lo heard the words, though he did not see the
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speaker, not clearly. Later he was to renenber those words. Nor did he see
t he

fragnent ati on grenade that sailed through one of the shattered wi ndows and
bounced twi ce before it cane to lie spinning in the mddle of the floor

But Mdffa saw it. Dropping both pistol and bottle, he dived upon it, clasping
it, his instrument of salvation, close against his chest and sobbing his
relief,

even while he used one foot to kick the nearest of MIo's wobbly |l egs from
under

hi m

I mredi ately in the wake of the searing explosion, the door canme crashing
i nwar d



and a burst of submachine-gun fire stuttered through the opening until a
Voi ce
shout ed and brought silence in place of the deadly noises.

In his second fall to the blood-slined floor of the room Mo had thunped
hi s
head hard enough to briefly take away his consci ousness.

Cgptain John Saxon moved warily into the room the still-smoking nuzzle of
R;SThonpson at waist level, his horny forefinger on the trigger. One of the
;2ﬁ behi nd hi mtook but a single | ook at what was |eft of Mdffa, dropped his
gngnpson with a clattering thud and was noisily sick

"Somebody cone in here and get Danforth," said Saxon, in a quiet, gentle

t one.

"The poor Ii'l fucker and all the rest of you's gonna see nore and worse nor
t hi shere when you gets in the trenches, over there.

"Somebody go ring up the nmedics and get sone litters over here, on the
doubl e,

seven . . . no, eight of '"em Sargint majer, have your nen git all the
weapons

toget her and get 'emback to the arnms room then git back here, and don't you
swal | er none of Jacoby's shit 'bout 'emhavin' to be cleaned afore you can
turn

"emin; allus remenber, you outranks him™"

As he put the safety on his submachi ne gun and passed it to the waiting
hands,

he caught a flicker of nmovenment out of the corner of his eye and spun about
to

see MIlo, his uniformsoaked in blood, his hands snmeared and streaked with
it,

twitching feebly, his lips noving soundl essly.

"Sweet fuckin' Christ," Saxon whi spered, then turned and roared out the

door way,

"Gt that big nmedical kit down here, fast, and tell the medical conp' ny to get
a
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fuckin' surgeon over here on the fuckin' double. I think Mrray's still alivel™

By the time the nedical officer arrived in the charnel house of a room John
Saxon was squatting beside the sem conscious M| o, an opened but unused

nmedi ca

kit behind him

"The onlies' thing | can figger happened, lootinant, is that the fuckin' slug
tore th'ough his shirt, in the front and out of the back—the holes is both
there

for to show for it. In dodgin', someways he nusta tripped over the Ms body
and

cracked his fuckin' haid when he fell, and he fell right in a big puddle of



t he

fuckin' MP's blood and Moffa just figgered he was dead neat. It ain't no
wounds

on him 'cepting that goose egg on his fuckin'" knob. Don't nobody but fools
and

Paddi es nostly have that kind of |uck."

Al of the injuries and deaths save only Moffa's were determ ned to be

L. O.D. +ine-of -duty—and M1 o found hinsel f being accorded vast respect by
officers and men alike for all that his personal choice of the real hero of
t hat

terrible day was ol d, conbat-w se Captain Saxon

"Now, goddam you, Mlo," Stiles had railed at himin private, "you' re not
imortal, you know—you can bleed and die, too. You're not paid to take that

ki nd

of stupid chance. That's what we have eight hundred odd Gs in this battalion
for. You' re too valuable to the unit. You're too valuable to me, too, you
fucker. | happen to know you've promi sed Martine to try to keep ne alive

t hr ough

the rest of this war. How the bl oody hell are you going to do that if you go
and

get yourself shot and killed for nothing?"

Then he had grinned. "By the way, even if our last trip up north had
acconpl i shed nothing for the division, at least it acconplished sonething
positive for the future. Martine is pregnant again."

Jethro Stiles had attested his belief in Mlo's nortality. But MIlo hinself
was

begi nni ng to wonder about that subject, to entertain certain doubts. Mich as
he

tried to rationalize these insanities away, still did they come back to haunt
hi m

Everyone el se night believe Saxon's assunption that
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the shot fired at himby Mffa had m ssed, but Mlo knew themall to be

W ong.

What he had to face was that he had been shot in—er cl ose enough not to
matter—the heart with one of the nost powerful and deadly conbat pistols in
exi stence and at a point-blank range of | ess than a dozen feet. He clearly
recalled the force of being hit and flung against the wall, and he could
still

renenber the agony of the heavy ball tearing through his body, though that
particular bit of recall was slowy fading, he noted thankfully.

Moffa had known that his shot had been true to its mark—drunk or sober, his
enotional state notw thstanding, the well-trained old soldier could hardly
have

m ssed at a range of four yards or less. MIo could still hear ringing in his
ears the dead man's adnonition to "lay down! You dead!" And dead he should
have

been, well dead. So why was he not dead?



Careful exam nation of the back and the front of his torso, when once he got
back to his quarters, had shown Mlo only a slight indentation of about a
hal f-inch dianeter in the skin above his heart, this surrounded by

di scol orati on

that resenbled a fast-fading bruise. On his back, a bit bel ow the shoul der

bl ade, was a | arger, deeper dent—about an inch and a hal f—and a w der

di scol orati on. However, when he showered the next norning, he had been hardly
able to locate a trace of either of them front or back. That he told no one
of

these oddities was partly because he hardly believed them hinself and partly
because his job just kept himfar too busy for another visit to the surgeon

Chapter X

Li ke some vast herd of huge beasts grazing the restless waves of the North
Atl antic Ocean, the convoy of troop transports, supply ships and naval
vessel s

sailed a course that was deliberately erratic, lest that course be guessed
out

by the wol flike packs of German submarines, the bane of wartine shipping. On
front and rear and along the flanks of this convoy of nen, materiel and
armanent s, speedy, hardworking destroyers flitted back and forth, with every
crewnan's eye, every technol ogi cal device aboard on the alert for the

sl i ght est

trace of one of the feared subnersible raiders of the seas. Should such a
trace

be suspected, it was the mission of these flankers to interpose their own
lightly arnored cockl eshells between the attackers and the | unbering quarry,
whil e others of their kind steanmed to the supposed |ocation of the foe and

| et

of f salvos of depth charges—steel drunms filled with powerful explosive

char ges

designed to create sufficient concussion to rupture the hulls of the

submari nes,

t hus drowning the crews or forcing the craft to rise to the surface, where
shel s from deck guns could sink themeasily. Because of the dangers

present ed

by the U boats, because of the fact that despite all precautions,

submari ne-1aunched torpedos still found their marks, sinking or heavily
danmagi ng

ships, killing or injuring men and sending to the bottombillions of tons of
val uabl e equi pnent and supplies, each cargo ship was packed to utter
capacity,

and so too were the troop carriers, to such a point that the only nen aboard
who
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made t he passage in any degree of confort were the sailors and the

hi gher-ranki ng officers. The troops were packed |ike so nany canned sardi nes
in

a 'tween-decks hot and thick with the reek of humanity, with no room for
organi zed calisthenics and few possibilities for the nmake-work details
traditionally used to keep units and individual soldiers out of trouble,
their



principal activities consisting mainly of endl ess ganbling and even nore

endl ess

bul | sessions, interspersed with the occasional fight—a welconed relief from
bor edom-and noncons were hard pressed to prevent their troops from becom ng
j ust

so many slothful, dirty, vicious beasts. They were able to maintain order

di scipline and at | east a degree of cleanliness only by dint of
near-brutality.

So many men were crammed into the ship that only by shifts could they be

al | owned

up into the fresh air topside, there to gather in clunps or to walk the

narr ow

ways around and between the vehicles |ashed to the decks; and even these few
brief forays into natural light and clean, .crisp air were only allowed in
daylight on clear, cal mdays wthout deckwashi ng seas, |est any of these

| andl ubbers be | ost overboard.

On such a day, a rare day for the season and the |ocati on—+the sky of a
silvery

blue and utterly cl oudl ess—the troopship plowed through a sea al nost as

cal m| ooking as a pond. Far away on either hand coul d be discerned ot her

shi ps

of the convoy, but to the naked eye these were nerely large dots; only with
magni fication could details of them be seen. Headquarters and Headquarters
Conmpany of MIo's battalion were taking their brief sojourn upon deck
Leavi ng

hi s subordinates to maintain order and discipline anong the troops, Mo had
sought out a secluded spot—actually, in the cab of a truck—+o converse and
confer with his comander and old friend, Lieutenant Col onel Jethro Stiles.

"Mlo, certain of the staff feel that we—+—eught to make regul ar inspection
circuits down bel ow decks. John Saxon demurs, but then he sel dom agrees wth
much of anything the staff decides. What do you say?"

"I say John's right... as usual, Jethro. Renmenber, he went to France on a
troopshi p back in the Great War, so

he knows just what kind of hell it is. No, best to et us no ncons handle it
alone,” was MI1o's solem reply.

Stiles regarded himnarrowy. "That rough down there, is it?"

C unmps of nuscles worked at the hinges of MIlo's clenched jaws. "Jethro,
whoever

designed that slice of purgatory down there was not only utterly sadistic but
a

certifiable lunatic, as well. How in hell are you supposed to keep up the
noral e

and the self-respect of men who have to wallow, day in and day out, in their
own

filth? The so-called showers are an insult to the intelligence—the hot water
| asts just seconds, you have to soap up fast as blazes before it turns into
live

steam then you have to rinse yourself in cold, salt seawater, which |eaves
you

feeling sticky, tacky all over; you may be clean, technically, but you sure
as

hell don't feel clean



"The | atrines have round-the-clock lines of nen waiting to use them and what
with the cases of seasickness and diarrhea and whatnot, a lot of the nmen in
those lines are unable to wait as | ong as necessary, so there are nop details
at

wor k damm near any fucking tinme or place you | ook

"The men are wi thout exception bored, dammably unconfortable, irascible and
getting stiffer by the hour froma |lack of decent exercise. C asses are an
unfunny joke. They nod and sl eep through them?"

"Why don't they sleep at night, MI|o?" demanded Stil es.

"My God, Jethro," MIlo expostulated in heat, "you saw those racks down there
before the troops noved in, didn't you? There's only a foot or |ess of space
bet ween each one even when they're enpty; At night, a man has to slide in

ei t her

on his back or on his belly, because after he's in, there' |l be no room for
hi m

to turn over all night long. The only thing they wear at night is dog tags
and

jockstraps, and still they stream sweat. A man would have to be utterly
exhausted to sl eep under those conditions, Jethro, and they have nothing to
do

to exhaust themand no roomto do it in.

"So under every light there's an all-night poker ganme or crap shoot, and the
noi se they generate just adds to the

/1 nuutns

echoi ng snores of the |lucky few who have been able to sleep. W feel it would
be

nost unwise to try to break the ganes up, for at |east when the nen are
ganbl i ng-the nights away, they' re not contenplating the wetched conditions
under which they're forced to live, the swill they're expected to eat, their
conpl ete hel pl essness inside the fucking steel torpedo target, their sexua
frustrations, the nonavailability of booze and beer or even fucki ng Cokes,

t he

suffering to be ended, maybe, by their deaths where we're sailing to.

"One of the few good things |I can report is that there's been dammed little
theft reported down there, but that's nost likely just because there's sinply
no

pl ace to hide anything and a thief would be found out very quickly . . . and
probably killed or seriously injured on the spot, despite us NCOs. As it is,
for

the best we can do or try to do, the fights down there are frequent and

Vi ci ous.

W' ve | ocked up issue weapons, bayonets and every other itemthat |ooked |ike
it

could be used to kill or badly incapacitate a man, of course, but as you and
I

both have reason to realize, fists and feet and fingers and knees and el bows
can

do nore than enough damage if a man knows precisely howto utilize themin
fighting . . . and that's exactly what instructors have been drilling into
nost

of those men since their basic training."

Stiles frowned through nost of the nonol ogue. "Well, MIlo, | can do nothing



about the shower facilities. Qurs are no better up here, you know, the ship
simply does not —ould not—ship aboard sufficient fresh water to give
fresh-water showers every day to so many nen. For your information, | did

| odge

a strenuous objection to all these fucking trucks and jeeps being jamed onto
the deck of this ship, but nmy objections were overridden by higher

aut horities.

If these vehicles were not here” taking up space, we could have organi zed
physical training classes up here in the air and the light . . . but then if
a

bul | frog had wi ngs, he'd not have a sore ass nost of the tinme, either

"You and the other NCOs and the men will just have to put up with the
latrines

and the sl eepi ng accommodati ons until we get where we're going. There's
not hi ng

anyone aboard can now do to change or aneliorate those
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conditons, unfortunately. But what's this about the food?"

"These cooks of ours," said Mlo, "are virtually w thout effective
super vi si on.

The head cook, Sergeant Tedl ey, has been ill since the day we set sail, so
nmuch

so that off and on, the medics have thought he mght die of dehydration. H s
second-in-conmmand is so inefficient, so weak in | eadership, that nost of the
cooks do absolutely nothing to speak of except stay drunk on | enbn extract
and

the I'ike and keep well out of the reach of the nen."

"Well, Jesus Christ, Mlo," snapped Stiles, "why hasn't Lieutenant Jaquot
ei t her
set this matter straight or reported it to me or John Saxon?"

M 1o shrugged grimy. "Probably because he's unaware of it, Jethro. | don't
know

of anybody who's seen the ness officer bel ow decks since we | eft New York
Har bor. Al though the scuttlebutt is that he's won hinmself a fucking

pi sspot f ul

of nmoney in sonme high-stakes poker gane up in officer country."

Stiles nodded, a hint of anger smoldering in his eyes. "So he has, MIlo, so
he
has, sone of it fromne, too. He's won so consistently, the Bel gian bastard,
that some of us are begi nning to wonder just what he did for a living before
t he

war. OF course, the fucking nmoney doesn't matter to me, | don't have to try
to

[ive on what the Arny pays ne, after all, but, by God, I'Il have that
fucker's

hi de for neglecting his duties to have nore tinme for his precious fucking
cards.

"I"ll also talk to the ship's captain and see if there's some way we can get
nore ventilation down into those spaces you inhabit, particularly at night.

As

regards all of the rest of your many tribulations, old pal, all you and any
of



us can do is to just keep on keeping on until we get |anded, wherever. Then
if

we're lucky we'll have the tinme and space and the opportunity to whip the
conpany back into shape before we have to fight."

The battalion | anded in Engl and one cold, wet, blustery day, and that weather
remai ned with them for nmonths, so that many a man and of fi cer was soon

| ooki ng

back to warm and often bone-dry South Carolina with fondness and rea

| ongi ng.

So easily did the heavy soil on
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which their canp was set retain water that nost of those who knew anyt hi ng
about

such matters were dead certain that the area had been a swanp in the

not -t oo- di stant past; noreover, though not within sight of the sea, the I and
| ay

sufficiently close to the coast to be buffeted by every stormor gal e that
chanced to come boiling in fromoff the North Atlantic Ccean as well as to be
pervaded by each and every one of the incredibly danp and icy-cold sea fogs
of

that season. Nor, in the flat and al nbst treel ess countryside, was there any
natural break against the frigid winds and stornms that wi nter brought |ashing
down fromthe Hi ghl ands of Scotland, Iceland and the arctic wastes of Utina
Thule, far to the north. But in the rare good weather or in the usual foul

t he

hard training had to continue, day in, day out, night in, night out, week
after

week, nonth succeeding nonth. Big and bl oody operations were now af oot, ained
at

Fortress Europe, and everyone, fromgenerals down to |lowiest privates, knew
it

for fact.

"I jest don't unnerstand it none, Mlo," attested Captain John Saxon, as they
sat in the adjutant's office of a wintery day, drinking fromcanteen cups of
hot

coffee laced with whi skey and waiting for the office space heater to build up
sufficient warnth to at least partially disperse the enervating,
bone-chil i ng,

danp col d. "Thesehere fol ks shoul d oughta be in our debt, after all we've
done

and is doin" right now for to pull their sad asses outen the fuckin' fire for
'em More'n that, they's s'posed to be our kinfolks, for all that they al

tal ks

damm funny, |ike damyankees, kind of. But shitfire, man, you'd think the
fuckin' shoe was on the other fuckin' foot, the way thesehere fuckers act.
allus was sorry | dint get to England back in the Great War—est to France
and

t hen back—but | guess | plumb |ucked out after all. | wouldn' of put up with
being treated like a fuckin' nmangy stray dog, the way thesehere fuekin'
linmejuice bugtits treats our boys.

"Take thishere Hul bert bizness, fer instance. Did you talk to the nan after
t hey
brung hi m back? Yeah, well, so did |I. He's allus been a good

un, draftee or



not, and |I'mdam sure that that Linmey cooze is tryin' to get the poor horny
fucker railroaded, is what | think. She let him buy

her drinks, the first night, see, leadin' himon, sweet-talkin' himinta
gettin'

a cook to give himbutter and powdered eggs and Spam for her, plus three
fuckin’

cartons of cigarettes. She kept up snoochin' the fella and a-squeezin' his
cock

in dark places and promi sin' himever'thing. Then when he had give her a
whol e

passel of stuff and tried to get her to put out |ike she' d been pronising
hi m

t he cowcunt ed candl ebasher broke a fuckin' bottle over his head and yell ed
"Rape!' Did you see what them damm fuckin' Linmey cops done to the poor
bastard' s

face?

"But even so, he just may've been lucky, luckier thin some | could nanme what
did

get into a few Liney cunts and was too drunk or too fuckin' |azy or too damm
dunb to use the fuckin' pro-kits like they been told to. Don't you | ook for
t hat

fuckin' Jacquot back anytime soon—the fuckin' cardshark has done got hisself
cl apped up twenny fuckin' ways from Sunday fromall the Liney codfish he
bought

and sl anmed his wang into right after we got here. And he's just one, too.
You

woul dn't bel i eve how many nmen and fuckin' of sers, too, in the division has
done

gone and got theyselfs done up brown wi th syph, shank, clap, crabs and
ever-fuckin' -thing el st the damm fuckin' Linmeys is got for sale.

"I tell you, Mlo, till we gets to France or wherever, |I'mstickin" ny prick
into nuthin' but Madam Friggl ey" —he held up one big hand and waggl ed t he
fingers—"and you'll be smart to, too."

M1lo hinmself had been | ucky, he decided. None of the women,-either in England
or

in the States, whom he had sw ved had apparently been di seased, or if they
had

been, at least, he had failed to contract any of their afflictions. It was

j ust

as well, too, for with the accelerated training and the normal day-to-day
m nutiae of running the oversized conpany, he would not have had tine to
under go

treatments for venereal disease or any-. thing else, and he could only again
thank his lucky stars that he obviously was i mune to such ot her annoyi ng

di sconforts as flu and bronchial infections, scabies, boils, sore throats,

i ntestinal problens and even hangovers. For all that in the perpetually wet
and

cold climate sone of the nen around hi mal ways were sniffling, sneezing, and
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hacki ng, he sel dom caught a cold, and then only a mld, short-lived one. The

out break of crab lice soon after the battalion came ashore which had
necessitated the shaving of everyone's head and body hair had pointed out the



amazing fact that the tiny creatures apparently found his body fl uids
di stasteful, as not a one was ever found upon him

In the near future years, MIlo was often to renenber the crab lice episode
and

wonder about hinsel f, about his decidedly unusual physiology. He was to
wonder

especi ally when those about himwere suffering fromthe attentions of body
l'ice,

fleas, ticks, bedbugs, the various parasitic wornms and | eeches, while his
fl esh

and bl ood and organs renai ned whole and inviolate. It was to be long, |ong
into

t hat then-unguessed future that he was to add together a nyriad of assorted
facts—his patent immunity to all of nmankind s diseases, his ability to
survive

clearly fatal wounds by way of unbelievably rapid regeneration of tissues,
hi s

conpl ete freedom from parasites, and many anot her notable curiosity—and begin
first to question and then to believe hinself to be, as mad Major Jarvis
intuition had told him either superhuman or not truly human at all

The training went on and on, beconming nore and nore realistic and dangerous
for

the trai nees, which now included al nost every one of the nine hundred and
seventeen officers and nmen in the battalion. Sinply for the hard exerci se,
Mlo

j oi ned them whenever he could find or make the tinme to do so. He soon found
t hat

it heartened the nmen to find an officer or a senior noncomwiggling anong

t hem

in the cold, sticky mud under the fanged wire, while the .30 caliber nachine
guns fired ball amrunition bare inches overhead, so he not only made nore
tine

to join the training exercises hinself, but encouraged others to do so in the
i nterests of heightened norale.

Early in February 1944, Jethrq and the officers of his staff were sumoned to
a

series of meetings at regi mental headquarters. A week later, the division
engi neers arrived with trucks and tools and boards and pl ywood wi th which

t hey

qui ckly built on the frozen ground full-size nockups of |anding craft, each
one

conplete with a

hi nged front ranp of corrugated steel. The experienced, hardworking nmen had

t he

nockups conpl eted before the day was out, then nmoved on to the next battalion
on

their list.

On the followi ng nmorni ng—fortunately, one of the rare, bright, sunny
days—this

newest phase of their training was comrenced. And the training continued
despite

the very .worst of weather conditions—eary officers and nen burdened down
with

full packs, personal weapons, heavy weapons, steel boxes and wooden cases of
muni ti ons and expl osives, cartons of field rations, spools of conmo wire and



field tel ephones and all of the other inpedi nenta of nodern

m d-twentieth-century warfare. They trooped into the wooden boxes and
arranged

t hensel ves as ordered, sitting or squatting or kneeling on the slick, wet,
nmuddy

boards in the danp fog or cold drizzle until the conmand cane to arise and
exit

down the dirty, slippery ranmp, then trudge back into the roofless structure
to

do it all over again. MIlo participated in this training, too, and was soon
to

be very glad that he had done so.

In early May, Jethro suddenly appeared. Franed in the doorway of MIlo's
private

cubicle of the Quonset hut that housed Headquarters Conpany, Battalion, he
beckoned, saying, "Get your jacket and come with nme. W need to talk
privately."

When M1 o had driven the jeep out to a spot sufficiently far fromthe other
humans for Jethro's satisfaction, he switched off the engine and turned in
t he

seat to face his old friend. "So? Talk."

Col onel Stiles sighed. "MIlo, | still can't get you conmm ssioned. | can't
understand any of the fucking mess and neither can reginment or division or
even

corps, for chrissakes. They all figure there's a fuckup sonewhere in the War
Departnment records, and for want of anything nore certain or concrete, | guess
I

just have to agree with them I'msorry. | didtry."

"So, what the fuck does it matter, Jethro? Am| demandi ng a fucking bar?
Hel | ,

' m happy right where I am in ny present grade, doing the job |I'm doing."
Mlo

was puzzled, and his voice reflected that.

Stiles just sighed again and shook his head sadly. "It
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matters, MIo, because of this: |I'mleaving the battalion soon—division staff

calls, and |I've put them off for about as long as | can. The man who's com ng
in

to replace ne will be bringing along his own adjutant, sergeant major and H&H
first, which is, of course, his right and privilege and rmuch better for al
concerned, since he and they will no doubt work nore snmoothly together than
he

would with strangers.™
Mlo frowned. "So what happens to John Saxon, Bill Hammobnd and ne?"

"I was told I could bring up to three officers of conpany grade with me to ny

new posting and job, Mlo. Bill's commssion is in the mlls, and I'd hoped
yours would be too, by now, but . . . Hell, MIlo, are you sure, are you
f ucki ng

positive you don't know of any reason why sonebody sonewhere for some fucking



reason woul d be di sapproving all the dammed comm ssion requests |'ve sent in
on
you over the last few years? So | can't take you along in your present grade.
| f

you want to take a bust down to corporal, | mght—ight, mnd you—be able to
justify you as a driver, but it's a mghty | ong chance and too fucking much
risk, I think, for you to sacrifice your stripes for."

"So, you've found a slot for ne, Jethro. Right?" MIo asked tiredly.

Stiles nodded once. "I have. Did you hear about the cases of spina
nmeningitis
in Charlie CGonpany? Yeah, well, that left themmnus two of their sergeants.

You' ve net Captain Burke, of course."
M 1o nodded. "Yes, good officer. West Pointer, isn't he?"

"Virginia Mlitary Institute, Mlo, pretty close to the sane thing, and a
whol e

fucking hell of a sight better than the frigging NG and ROTCs and CMICs
we're

all so burdened with.

"Anyway, |'ve talked to Burke, and he would flatly love to have a noncom of
your

experience in Charlie Conmpany. As you well know, you have the respect and
admration of every officer and man in this battalion. But his problemis
this:

his first sergeant has done and is doing as good a job as anyone coul d, and
repl acing himfor no reason would make for a |l ot of fucking bad bl ood, and, of
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course, that's the last fucking thing Burke wants wi th conmbat | oom ng so
cl ose
up ahead."

"He wants nme to take field first, then, Jethro? kay, it's a job | know,
t oo, "
agreed Mlo readily.

"No, Mlo." Stiles spoke in a |low and hesitant tone. "He's got a good field
first, too. He wants you to take over as platoon sergeant of his second

pl atoon." Then the officer added hastily and a bit nmore cheerfully, "But he
swears, and you know it's bound to be true, that if any fucking thing happens
to

the first or the field first, you' re the man for the slot."

M 1o shrugged. "Just so long as | go over in grade, don't have to take a
bust,

Jethro, it's okay with me—the dianond will conme off very easily. It'll be
good

to get back to doing sonme real field soldiering for a change, too. The way
things were, it looked like I'd have sat out the whol e fucking war behind a
fucki ng desk."

Al t hough he sat slunped, Stiles |ooked and sounded nuch relieved. "Thank God
you
took it all so well, buddy. Look, | did all they'd let ne do to sweeten the
pi |l



alittle. You can take off your tech stripes conpletely and sew on a set of

masters and you'll go over to Charlie Conpany in that grade, too—'ve already
cleared it with Burke. And, Mlo, believe nme, I'"'mstill going to keep pushing
on

a conm ssion for" you. If any of us old Regulars deserves one, it's you, ny
friend."

Lgo Burke, Captain, Infantry, USA, was a young man in his twenties. An even
?;ét in height, with dark-blond hair and snappi ng blue eyes, he was every bit
ﬁZrd and fit as any nman under his conmmand. He spoke a cultivated English in
LE?t accents of his native Virginia; his handclasp was firm and his boyish
?g}gitious. He greeted the reporting Mlo warmy, clearly desirous of rea
friendship with his new pl atoon sergeant.

"At ease, Sahgeant Moray. Sahgeant Coopuh, why don't you have a man fetch us
fo

cups of cawfee back here. Ch, and see if you can run down Loot enant

Huni -cutter,

too. Tell himah'd Iike to see himon the double."

When the first sergeant had departed, closing the door that led out to the
busy

orderly room the young officer gestured to one of the side chairs, saying,
"Pl ease sit
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down, Sahgeant Moray."
lit,

t he conpany commander said, "Sahgeant Mray, you just can't know how happy
and

truly honuhed ah amto be able to add you to nmy conpany. You are what every
of fisuh and man in this whole battalion thinks about when they hear of

prof essi onal sojuhs, Ad Line Reguluhs. It's sho good to know I'll have a man
like you to lean on in days ahead if the going gets as rough as it may get.
Wl conme to man conp' ny, sahgeant.

When both were seated, with cigarettes offered and

"Loot enant Terence Hunicutter is the platoon | eaduh of second platoon, and if
evuh a second | ootenant needed a sahgeant |ike you, it's Terry. He neans
wel |,

sahgeant, he's conscientious, hardworking, and he truly does feel fo' the nen
in

second pl atoon. But he's one of the Civilian MIlitary Training Corps offisuhs
and he just doesn't know a whole | ot of things he should know and needs to
know

if he's going to keep themand himalive and well when we get into conbat.
Ah' d

considuh it a personal favuh if you' d take Hunicutter unduh your wi ng,
sahgeant ,

and do all you can to help himbeconme the kind of offisuh ah think and know
he

can be.



"In strict confidence, Mray, if ah had my druthuhs, ah'd have you as pl atoon
| eaduh and Terry as the sahgeant, but ah don't, and ah guess we just will
have

to play this hand we were dealt. And, also, like I told Colonel Stiles, if
anyt hi ng shoul d happen to Sahgeant Coopuh, ah mean to have you out in that

orderly roomas mah first so fast it'll make your head spin. You' re wasted as
a

nmere pl at oon sahgeant and ah know it, but ah still amglad to have you even
as

t hat .

"Ch, and by the way, sahgeant, Colonel Stiles told me you are a very
acconpl i shed riduh. Well, | have some distunt relatives who |ive near a town
called Sonerton, inland a ways from here. They keep a remahkable stable. If
we

can find time, ah'd like to take you up to neet them and we could then get in
a

little riding, maybe. It would be a pure favuh to themand to the po' horses,
too. One of their sons is a pris' nuh of the Nazis, taken in Geece, and the
ot huh has not been heard of or fromsince the fall of Singapore to the Japs.
Their nothuh is terribly arthritic

and their fathuh can't ride too often because of the wounds he suffuhed in
France in 1940."

But the outing with Captain Burke was never to be, for the pace of the
trai ni ng

i ncreased to frenetic. Equiprment and cl ot hi ng and weapons were inspected and
reinspected time after time, and all defective or badly worn or seriously
damaged itens were replaced with new ones. And as the days of May trickled
into

June, no officer or man had to be told that the time of sudden death would
very

soon be upon them all

M 1o found Lieutenant Terence McS. Hunicutter to be much |ike a puppy,

pai nful 'y

eager to please anyone and everyone wi thout really knowi ng how He |acked any
real shred of |eadership ability, and the four squad | eaders had been
covertly

runni ng the platoon for want of any better arrangenent, all know ng that true
conmmand was sinply beyond the young officer's capabilities. The four nen

gl adl y,

relievedly turned the platoon over to MIlo, asking only that he "take it
easy"

with Hunicutter, for they all l|iked the boy.

By the time that young Terence Hunicutter was cut alnmpst in two by a burst of
fire froma Maschi nengewehr hi dden behind a Normandy hedgerow, old John
Saxon,

now a major, had been sent back to replace the dead battalion conmander, and
he

was quick to approve Captain Leo Burke's recommendation of a battlefield
conmi ssion for Master Sergeant M| o Noray.

There were no significant changes to MIo's life in the wake of the
pronoti on,

for he had been doing the identical job since they had waded ashore on the
6t h



of June, anyway. He just cut off his stripes and pinned the pair of gold bars
gifted himby Leo Burke onto his epaul ets. Then he buckled on his pisto

bel t,

shoul dered a packl oad of amm and grenades for his platoon, clapped his
battered

steel pot on his dirty head, picked up his Thonpson and departed the Conpany
CP.

Taking a long and circuitous but relatively safe route, MIo”ot back to the
somewhat reduced platoon tired but elated that at |east they now had their
expended ammo repl aced and a musette bag full of chocol ate D-bars and
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cigarettes to hel p keep body and soul together until soneone got conbat
rations
up to them again.

H s i nherited command now i ncluded the remmants of three rifle squads—ene of
el even, one of nine and one of eight nmen. The last remaining |ight machi ne
gun

section had been pulled away fromhimtwo days earlier to be added to the CP
guard lines; indeed, he had seen and traded friendly obscenities with two of
those nen while in the CP area.

Cal ling over Sergeants Chanberlin and Ryan and Corporal Bernie Cohen, who now
led the third squad, Mlo laid the two gol den bars out on the pal mof his
filthy

hand, saying, "Take a good, long | ook at them gentlenen, because this is the
last tinme you're going to see the fuckers until we get somewhere where

nobody' s

shooting at officers and noncons, in particular. The pack has anmo and
grenades—di vvy themup equally. | couldn't get nore than four new BAR
magazi nes,

so give the extra one to Pettus—he's better with the weapon than the other
t wo
are.

"Tell your boys they better all start saving their Garand clips. There's been
anot her fucking snafu in supply, |'d say, because | got the last clipped
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t hat company had. Al the new ammo that came in on the last truckload is

l'i nked

for machi ne guns, and | brought along a couple boxes of that, too, for the
BAR

men. No rifle grenades cane, only pineapples and no adapters for those, so no
point in lugging along the grenade | aunchers on tonorrow norning' s patrol
Geg."

The hul king Greg Chanberlin nodded. "First squad is it again, huh, Mlo .
uhh, | oot enant?"

Mlo grinned briefly, his teeth gl eam ng against his dirty stubbled face.

"Yep.

Always a bride, never a bridesmaid, right, Geg? That's what happens when
you're

t he best—er claimyou are—though. And G eg, Gus, Bernie, so long as I'mthe
hi ghest -ranki ng man around, it's still MIlo to you

"Ckay, let's get the amo distributed, then you can hand out sone D-bars and



snokes | brought. Then, Greg, come back here and I'lIl go over the map with
you;
"Il be going along on this one.™

"Don't you allus?" remarked Chanberlin, chuckling.
A MAN CALLED MLLU MJUKAL
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The patrol set out at dawn and had noved well out into the unknown
countryside

by the time it was |ight enough to see clearly for any great distance. It was
then that Pettus slammed his body sideways into the high, grassy bank on his
right, his slung BAR under his |anky body, a hole in his head just under the
rim

of his hel net, bl ood beginning to dribble fromit as tobacco juice was

dri bbling

fromthe corners of his slackening mouth. He was al ready down and dead before
any of the rest of them even heard the sound of the shot that had killed him

Before any man could react in any way, a 7.9mmbullet took Mlo in the pit of
the arm he had just raised to dash the sweat away fromhis eyes. The bullet
bored conpletely through his chest before exiting in the left-frontal

guadr ant

and goi ng through the biceps, as well, prior to speeding on. Mlo later
figured

that it had skewered both lungs as well as his heart. The | anci ng agony had
been

exqui site, unbearable, and M| o screamed. He drew in a deep, agonizing breath
to

scream once again, and that second scream choked away as he coughed up a
boi I'i ng

rush of blood. He al nost strangled on the bl ood.

Al of the patrol had gone to ground. Chanberlin wiggled over to first
Pet t us,

then Ml o. After the nost cursory of examinations and a brief, futile attenpt
to

wrestl e the BAR from under Pettus' dead weight, the big sergeant got the nen
of f

t he exposed section of roadway w thout any nore | osses. Having fortunately
spotted the flash of the shot that had struck M1 o, Chanberlin and Corpora
Gardner divided the riflenmen between them then Chanberlin set out in a wde
swing with his section, going to the left fast, while Gardner's section noved
nore slowy, alnost directly at the objective, now and then having one of his
men gi ngerly expose hinmself to keep the attention of the sniper on this

near er

unit.

M 1o, back at the anbush point, just lay still, hoping that by so doing he
coul d

hold the pain at bay until he had | ost enough blood to pass into a cona and
so

die in peace and relative confort. But he did not, he could not find and sink
into that warm soft, all-envel opi ng darkness, and the pain went on and on
unabat ed, novement or no novenent. In instinctive response to his body's
demands, he of course continued to breathe, but he did so

uen fuiuns



as shallowy as possible, Iest he bring on another bout of coughing and
choki ng
on his own bl ood.

The pain grew worse as he lay there; so bad was it that he gritted his teeth,
grindi ng them and groaning. But then, strangely, the pain began to slowy ebb
away, to |lessen inperceptibly. Although he felt weak and terribly thirsty, he
felt no nore drowsi ness than he had before he had been shot. He opened his
eyes

then, to find that he could see, and see very clearly, which |last surprised
hi m

What he saw was the two sections of Chamberlin's squad parting and wiggling,
then proceeding at a crouching run in two directions clearly intended to
converge upon what nust be the sniper's nest—the junbled stones and
still-standi ng chi mey of a burned-out farnhouse.

Sonet hing deep within himtold himto take a better | ook, a closer |ook at

t he

di stant objective against which his last full rifle squad was now advanci ng.
He

cautiously raised hinself just enough to drag from beneath himhis cased

bi nocul ars, gritting his teeth against the renewed waves of pain that never
materialized. What he saw through the optics was three figures clad in

Vehr macht

Fel dgrau, busily setting up a |ight machine gun, an M542, by the |look of it,
and fitted out with one of the Doppeltromel drum nmagazines. The thing was on
one of the rare tripods, which would serve to make its fire nore accurate and
devastating than the usual unsteady bipodal nount.

Wth no base of fire to cover themand their advance, he knew that those nen
of

his woul d be sl aughtered. They woul d not know of that deadly machi ne gun—
for,

after all, they thought thenselves to be stalking only a sniper and an
assi st ant

or two and could not see fromtheir positions just what a hi deous surprise

t he

Krauts were setting up for themuntil the high rate of fire of the M542 was
engaged in ripping the very life fromout of them

He i medi ately dismssed his Thonpson. The subnmachi ne gun was a superl ative,
LLry heavy, weapon at normal conbat ranges, but in this instance, he knew it
just could not reach the needed di stance. Forgetting his wounds and his pain
L?s worry for his nmen in such a state of deadly danger out there, he allowed
pody 10

slide down the bank, then wormed his way back to where Pettus |ay.

Al of his strength was required to shift the big man s wei ght enough to get
both the BAR and the six-pocket nmagazine belt off it w thout standing up and
giving that sniper a new target. Then, laden with his own weapons and

equi pnent ,

as well as the twenty-odd pounds of automatic rifle and its seven wei ghty
twenty-round rmagazi nes, he crawled up the bank to its brushy top and took up
a

position that allowed hima splendid field of



fire.

A pair of nossy boul ders situated cl ose together provided both a bracing for
t he

bi pod of the BAR and a measure of cover fromreturn fire, alnost |ike the
enbrasure of a fortification

He took the tinme to once nore scan his target area with the pair of

bi nocul ars

and shrewdly estimted the range at about eight hundred yards, .give or take
some dozen or so yards. Wth the bipod resting securely on the gray boul ders
at

either side, he slid backward and calibrated the rear sights for the range he
had guessed. Then he set the steel-shod butt firmy into the hollow of his
shoul der, nestled his cheek against the stock, took the grip in his hand and
crooked his forefinger around the trigger

Chapter X

Expertly feathering the trigger so as to | oose off only three rounds per
firing

until he knew hinmself to be dead on target, MIlo cruelly shocked the
understrength squad of Wehrmacht as they were preparing their deadly surprise
for the two small units of attacking Americans.

As the bursts of .30 caliber bullets struck the fire-blackened stones and

ri cocheted around and about the area of the ruined house, the Gefreite reared
up

hi gh enough fromwhere he lay to use his mssing Zugsfuhrer's fine binocul ars
to

sweep the area fromwhich the fire seened to be comng. It did not take the
twenty-year-old veteran long to spot the flashes of the BAR, and as the

pr esent

danger to his squad superseded in his experienced nind the planned anbush, he
poi nted out the location of the automatic weapon that now had them under its
well-aimed fire to the Maschi nenget oehrmann and ordered return fire.

When he had caught the glint of sun on glass, MIlo had anti ci pated
counterbattery fire and had scooted his body off to one side, behind the

| ar ger

and | onger of the two boul ders, pressing hinmself tightly against it and the
hard, pebbly ground, so he only had to wait until the German machi ne gun
ceased

firing, brush off stone shards and bits of noss, then get back into firing
position. As he dropped the partially enptied nmagazine into a waiting hand,
t hen

sl i pped and hooked in a fresh one, he sniled coldly. Now he knew he had the
range.

As Chanberlin later stated it, "Well, when | beard that damm fuckin'

tearing-1inol eum sound, | knew fuckin'
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well it was nmore up there ahead than just some friggin' Jerry sniper in that
pl ace, so | just stayed down nyself, and | hoped old Gardner woul d have the

fuckin' good sense to do the sane thing, and of course he did.

"Then, when the BAR cut in on full—for sone reason, | hadn't heard the fucker



before then—and | realized it must be shooting at the Jerries fromthe
fuckin’

road, all | could figger then was that old Pettus, he hadn't been killed
after

all and was giving us covering fire, keeping the fuckin' Jerries down so's we
could get up to hand-grenade range of them So I waved ny boys on, slung ny
M

and got a pineapple out and ready."

M1lo was working on the seventh nagazi ne when he saw the flash, then after a
pause heard the cruumpp of the first grenade explosion within the perineter
of

the German position. At that point, he ceased firing |lest he find hinself
shooting at his own nen. When he had collected the enptied magazi nes, he
resl ung

t he BAR and Thompson, slid down the bank and was there to greet the two
sections

as they straggled back to their starting point.

When Sergeant Chanberlin saw Ml o standing there, his eyes w dened, boggled
out,

and he al nost dropped the cased pair of fine Zeiss binoculars he had stri pped
fromoff the now inconplete corpse of the Wehrmacht Gefreite, and he stil

was

just standing and staring, trying to conprehend the inconprehensible, as the
ot hers came up behi nd hi m

"Fuck a fuckin' duck!" Corporal Gardner exclainmed, letting the bol stered
broonmsti ck Mauser that had been the machine gunner's sidearm dangle in the
dust

beside his worn field shoes. "Sarge ... | neans, |ootinunt, we thought you's
daid, fer shure. I know damm well that fuckin' bullet hit you, Gawd dammit! |
seen the dust fly up outen your fuckin' shirt, I did. So why the fuck ain't
you

a'layin' dead, like old Pettus there, huh?"

And MIo had no real answer for the understandabl e questions of the squad
nmenber s—Chanberlin, Gardner and the rest—er for his own, not then, not for
years

yet to come. So recalling old John Saxon's expl anation of the | ast
unexpl ai nabl e

incident of simlar nature back in the States, he spun a tale of the bull et
passi ng through his loose-fitting field shirt w thout fleshing anywhere,

too tiooert Adams

opi ned that he nust have struck hard enough when he dove to the rocky ground
at

the sound of the first shot, the one that had killed Pettus, to briefly stun
him The blood still wet in his clothing he blamed on westling with the BAR
man's gory corpse to free the automatic rifle and its belt of magazines.

Al t hough he still caught the odd stare from Chanber-lin and Gardner, now and
again, for weeks, they and the squad nenbers all ended up believing him for
di sbel i ef would have neant a descent into nmadness, after all. But MIlo

hi nmsel f

did not, could not put any stock in his glib fabrications. He knew dammed
good

and well that the sniper's shot had been accurate and should by all rights
have



been his death wound. In a logical world, he should be back there rotting in
a

shal | ow grave beside Pettus, with a steel pot and an identity tag for a

mar ker,

waiting for the attention of a graves registration unit. But he was not, and
t hat inescapable fact cost himnore than one sl eepl ess night of wondering and
specul ation as to just what nade himso different fromthe mllions of other
nen

now fighting and dying on the continent of Europe and el sewhere around the
\'wor | d.

In August of that nomentous year of 1944, a second Allied invasion of
Fortress

Eur ope took place, this one in southern France, and eventually el enments of
this

force hooked up with General CGeorge Patton's hell-bent-for-leather Third
Arny.

But these events were of little interest to the nmen of a certain battalion of
Ceneral Courtney Hodges' First Army. They had all they could do just trying
to

stay alive and still do the tasks assigned their nuch-reduced, worn-out,
fought-out units. Wen, in early Septenber, the entire forward novenent

gr ound

to a halt through |lack of gasoline, lubricants and nost of the other sinews
of

noder n nmechani zed warfare, the respite was none too soon for the conmon

sol diers

and the conpany-grade officers.

In their encanpnment by the side of a meandering tributary streamto the

near by

Meuse River, the twenty-two nmen of Lieutenant M| o Mray's platoon noved I|ike
automatons and as little as possible, their exhaustion and malnutrition wit

| arge upon their dirty, stubbly faces
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and staring fromthe deep-sunk, dark-circled bl oodshot eyes. Wth a seven-nan
strength, Chanberlin's still was the |largest "squad" of the "platoon"; Bernie
Cohen had five nen left in his third squad, but Ryan had been seriously
wounded

and the second squad now was being | ed by Corporal Gardner

But high as had been the | osses of enlisted personnel in Charlie Conpany

duri ng

their hotly resisted advance across France, the proportionate |oss of
conmi ssi oned of ficers had been even higher; MIlo was now not the only pl atoon
| eader comm ssioned fromthe ranks since D-Day. None of the original second
lieutenants was left with a platoon, in fact. Captain Leo Burke had | ost part
of

a leg when his jeep had triggered off a |l and nine. He had been repl aced by
hi s

exec, First Lieutenant Tom Beverley, |ike Burke a Virginian and a graduate of
the Virginia Mlitary Institute, though a year or so after Burke. Hi s new
exec

was an OCS second lieutenant sent down to Charlie Company by division, a

repl acenent officer who had still been Stateside on D Day, Lieutenant John
Brett mann.

Even after a full, uninterrupted—thanks nostly to Sergeants Cohen and



Chanber | i n—+twenty-four hours of sleep and a |uxurious bath in the riverl et
with

soap, even with his too long enpty belly now gl eefully working on a can of
beans

wi th pork, one of grease patties, one of hard crackers and two D bars washed
down with a pint of coffee that really was hot and sweet, even after being
abl e

to shave with hot water and throw away his tattered, incredibly filthy

cl ot hi ng

for a new issue that had included no |l ess than four pairs of thick socks and
a

pair of new field shoes that had broad, thick pieces of |eather secured by
brass

buckl es sewn to the top to go around and protect the |ower |eg and ankle,
even

after he had pared his fingernails down to the very qui ck and scrubbed away
t he

| ast of the ground-in, fecal-stinking black filth that had for so | ong found
| odgrment under his nails, he still was not quite the old MIo Mray when he
responded to a field-tel ephoned sunmons and canme into the Charlie Conpany CP
ar ea.

Because the other two platoon | eaders had not as yet made their appearances,
M1 o seized upon the oppor-
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tunity to pick through the small hillocks of recently delivered supplies,
principally in search of new ponchos for him Chanberlin and Cohen, but not
intending to turn down any odd but necessary goodi es he should chance across.
He

al ready had been able to stuff several itens into his ready duffel bag—soap
and

shavi ng soap, some @ spoons, a brand-new carbi ne bayonet and case, four
ponchos, a nunber of new magazi nes for pistol, Thonpson and BARs, two, new
canteens with cups and covers, a compact carton containing a gross of book
mat ches, anot her of chewi ng gum a dozen toothbrushes and cans of

t oot hpowder ,

foot powder and some dozens of razor blades. He had just dragged his bag over
to

anot her pile and squatted before it to del ve when he heard a vaguely faniliar
nasal whine of a voice behind him

"You need a haircut, soldier. Wo gave you permi ssion to paw t hrough t hose
supplies, anyway? They belong to the unit as a whole, not to you personally,

you
know. You coul d be charged with theft, for m sappropriation of governnent
materiel, and | think | should do just that, here and now, and . . . eeek!"

Upon hearing a strange voi ce behind him MIlo's conbat-honed senses had

react ed,

and the drawi ng and aimng of the pistol, the spinning about on his deeply
flexed | egs, had been as instinctive as breathing. Not until then did his
still-tired rnind register that the figure standing there was clad in a
too-clean G uniform and polished boots, and was stari ng—wi de-eyed and

pal e-faced, trenbling with very obvious fear—at the gaping .45 caliber mzzle



pointing up at him As it all registered, including the gold bars pinned to
each

epaul ette of the pressed, flat-pocketed field shirt, MIlo grinned and | owered
the pistol, rapidly disarned it and returned it to its worn hol ster

"Sorry, lieutenant. Are you a replacenent? You nust be, else you'd know
better
than to come up behind a nan and startle himlike that. | coul d ve bl own your

silly head off, you know? The next time around, you night not be so |ucky."
Then, recalling just how the new officer had | ooked, M| o chuckl ed and added,
"You scare easy, don't you, sonny?"

The officer turned and screaned at a noncom just comng out of a squad tent.
"Sergeant, sergeant. . . yes, you, over here, on the double! | want this man
pl aced under arrest, now And seal that bag of his, too. I'll prefer charges
against him Well, are you going to obey ny orders to arrest hinP"

First Sergeant Di xon | ooked quizzical. "You want nme to put Lootenant Moray
under

arrest, Lootenant Brett-mann? What in hell for? Wiy don't you go in and tal k
to

the captain about it?"

The new of ficer was stunned. "You . . . you nean . . . are you trying to tel
ne
that this . . . this larcenous, insubordinate, nurderous ragamuffin is a

conmi ssioned officer of the Arnmy of the United States of Anerica?"

Catching M1 o's eye, D xon raised his eyebrows and shook his head, but spoke
to

the new officer slowy and distinctly, as if to an idiot child. "Thass right,
Loot enant Brettmann, sir. Thishere's Lootenant MIo Mray of the secon'

pl ' toon,

sir."

At the sergeant's nmention of the surnane, it all finally cane back to

M | o—the

vaguely famliar voice and the pointy, ratlike features. Smling coldly, he
sai d

in Dutch, "Well, Conrade Jaan Brettman, how are things in Myscow?"

Later, seated on a wooden case of snmall-arnms anmp across a folding field
tabl e

from Tom Beverley, with a white-faced, trenmbling Brettmann standing stiffly
of f

to one side of the small tent, Mlo said tiredly, "He's full of shit, too,
Tom

he always has been. If I'd really tried to kill him ever, the little fucker
woul d be pushing up daisies by now, and you know ne well enough to know it,
t oo.

Don't you?"

Beverlyy just nodded; he did know MIlo that well. He funbled briefly in a bag
ﬁ:s feet to come up with a bottle and a pair of battered tin cups. After
fEthggk with his teeth, he filled both cups and shoved one across to M o.
;?d not even gl ance at Brettmann.



"Ckay, MIlo, division wi shed the Jewboy here off on us, and ah don't know him
from Adam s housecat. He says you tried to kill himyears back and again just
now, so you mrust've known himbefore this, unless he's conpletely round the
bend

and that's possible, too. If

* «" tiobert Adamns

you did know hi m sonetinme and sonepl ace else, tell ne about it. Ah need to
know

all ah can about mah nen and officers."

M1 o sipped appreciatively at the snooth single-malt whisky and sighed with
pl easure. "There's not all that nuch to tell, Tom | knew himonly very
briefly.

W net on only one occasion, in fact. He was froma famly of Dutch Jew sh
immgrants; all except himwere good, decent, hardworking people. Qut of the
proceeds of a tiny one-man tailor ship, his father was sendi ng both hi mand
hi s

ei der brother, Sol, to college . . . and all this was in '37, too, mnd you.

"Sol Brettmann was in |aw school, but Jaan here apparently was a major in
revol uti onary Bol shevism while on the side he was teaching inpressionable,
sheltered young girls the finer points of burglary and sneak-thievery. Wen I
caught himtrying to break into my strongbox in my roomof the house | was

t hen

calling honme, he tried to knife me, and | broke his armfor him Because he
had

i nvol ved a daughter of nmy landlady in his crimnal activities, the police
wer e

never called into it, and after he was deened fit to travel, he was sent back
East somewhere to live with relatives. Until today, when he surprised ne and
I

drew my pistol on him I'd never seen or heard of himagain, and |'mhere to
tell you that even this meeting, seven years since the last, was way too
soon. "

Beverl ey drained his cup, refilled it, then | eaned across to pour nore into
Moray's hal f-enpty one. He nodded. "That's all we need, Mlo, all we need. W
don't have enough troubles with the conp'ny nore than forty percent
understren'th and anot her fucking push comng fast as sure as God nakes road
appl es? So ah told John Saxon ah had to have an exec, hoping ah'd get a

nmust ang

like you or himthat knew shit from Shinola, and what did those division
shi t heads send down here? A lying, thieving ki ke bastard of a pinko who's so
damm dunb in inmportant things that ah don't think he knows which end to w pe
t he

shit off of! And ah cannot inmagi ne how he ended up in Charlie Conp'ny, to
begi n

with, Mlo. Hs frigging 201 file says he's a fucking quartermaster officer
for

Christ's sake!"

Mormentarily forgetting his circunstances in his righteous wath, Second

Li eut enant John Brettmann abruptly burst out, "It was all a conspiracy, |
tell
you, a hideous capitalistic conspiracy, to send ne over here to die. | was at

Canp Lee, Virginia, showing the enlisted nen how they could forma uni on and



teaching those who wanted to | earn about progressive ideas the phil osophy of

Marx and Engel s and the teachings of Lenin. Then, all at once, | was ordered
to

report to a port of enbarkation and found nyself being sent to Europe as a
repl acenent infanty officer. | don't want to be here any nore than you

foul -nmout hed, anti-Senmitic al coholics want me here. |'d never have gone into
t he

Arny, anyway, if the Party hadn't said to."

Captain Tom Beverley just |ooked at Mlo and M|l o | ooked back at him No

wor ds

wer e necessary between them not on this matter. For the sake of bare

survi val

of the nmen who depended upon them this officer could not ever be allowed in
a

conbat - command position, and for just such a position he was currently in

di rect

['ine.

Leaving the tent, the three officers paced across the CP area, passed the
peri meter and wal ked on several scores of yards beyond it before Tom Beverl ey
hal t ed.

Pointing to the bl ackened, rusting hulk of a Mark II1 panzer squatting sone
fifty yards away just beyond a flat field with knee-hi gh grass grow ng around
shell craters, the captain said, "Brettmann, your ticket back Stateside is in
the turret of that tank. Go over there and clinb up on it and open the hatch
and

fetch ne back the nusette bag that's hanging in it, heah? And be damed
car ef ul

with it, too, boy. You break airy one of those bottles and ah'll have your
guts

for garters.”

Brettmann paced rapidly across the field, clanmbered clunmsily onto the hull of
the gutted tank, then jerked at the flaking handle of the central hatch unti
it

canme open with a shrill protest fromrust-eaten hinges. After a nonent, he
shout ed back, "Captain, there's nothing in here that even | ooks like a
nusette

bag. "

Beverl ey cupped his hands around his mouth and bell owed, "A rant, then, just
cone on back here, on the double!"

Second Li eutenant John Brettmann had trotted about

hal fway back in their direction when, with a flash and an ear-shattering
expl osion, his body was flung a good ten feet into the air to flop down
spraw i ng, unmovi ng and i nconpl ete.

"Do you think he's dead, Ton?" asked M| o coolly.

The captain shrugged. "Looks to be fromhere, and ah' m not about to send any
ﬁ;h men into a mnefield to find out one way or the-othuh. Whenevuh regi ment
g;vision gets around to clearing that field, they can take his tag and bury
E;?1s us get back—the othuhs ought to be there by now, and ah need to hash



out
some things with the bunch of you."

Rei nforced with replacenents to only about twelve percent under their D Day
strength, the battalion took part in the attack on and capture of the Gernman
city of Aachen, just behind the broken Siegfried Line. But it did not prove a
bl oodl ess victory. Quite a few of the ill-trained new men were lost init,

al ong

with irreplaceabl e nen |ike Sergeants Gardner and Cooper and Captain Tom
Beverl ey. Maj or John Saxon was wounded, but before he would I et themtake him
back to the division hospital, he ordered the necessary pronotions and
transfers

to keep his battalion running as smoothly as possi bl e under the circunstances.

At battalion headquarters, where he had been ordered to report, Ml o dropped
of f

a handful of dog tags with the clerk assigned to handle Kl As, then sought out
the harried adjutant, Captain Davies.

Looki ng up but fleetingly to see who stood before his cluttered field desk,
t he

cadaver ous-1 ooki ng man nuttered, "Mray, you' re bunped up two notches by
or der

of Major Saxon and some single-star at division. Take over Charlie Conpany
and

get ready for another push . . . soon. You'll be needing a first sergeant,
si nce
yours was killed along with Captain Beverley, but, no, | cannot supply you a

noncom or any other warm bodies, for that matter. Maybe soon, but not now
| f

you can beg, borrow or steal a truck and dragoon a driver for it, | can
aut horize you to pick up anmo and rations, and that's it. Questions?"

But despite Captain Davies' assurances of new actions,

there was no fresh push, not for either battalion or reginent. Al had just
been

too badly chewed up for anything until once nore up to at |east near
strengt h.

They were moved back to their original areas south of the Meuse River.

Slowy, in dribbles and drabs, the decinmated units were resupplied and
reinforced with replacenments, nmostly green, partially trained men fresh out
of

basic training Stateside, with a sprinkling of veterans just rel eased from
various nedical facilities and dunped into the replacenent depots or

"reppl e-deppl es.” When one of these sonmehow wound up in the unit that had
been

his before his woundi ng, the scenes could be heartwarm ng. This was exactly
how

Sergeant Berni e Cohen canme back to Charlie Conpany, to be i mediately grabbed
by

Mlo and made first sergeant. Chamberlin had declined that job and had al so
declined an offered commi ssion; he still was running the second pl at oon, but
as

a master sergeant.

In Novenber, the other two battalions, the nortar company, the tank conpany
and
nost of the medical company were sent off to join in the push through the



Hurt genwal d, their objective Col ogne. But the drive quickly bogged down in
t he
face of the stiff resistance offered by the troops of General Walther Mbodel

On the banks of the Meuse, the battalion camped, licking its wounds,

i ntegrating

the trickles of replacenments for the nmen and equi pnrent and weapons | ost and
serving as perinmeter guards for the reginmental headquarters conplex. They ate
class-A rations and loved it, not often having had access to fresh, hot food

since | eaving Engl and nont hs before, though they still bitched and groused
about
it as soldiers always have and always will. They were issued wi nter clothing

and, as the weat her worsened, devised ways to supplenment their beddi ng and

wi ndproof their shelters. A d John Saxon, now a |ieutenant col onel, cane back
with some facial scarring and a slight linp to take over his command, and
still

the battalion just sat in place. But it was, for them the calmbefore the
storm

of death that awaited too many of them

In early Decenmber, First Sergeant Bernie Cohen and a
1DO
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detail had gone into the regi nental conplex and there scrounged or

"li berat ed"

enough material to construct of wood and corrugated netal a smallish,
airtight

buil ding centered by a wide firepit filled with coarse gravel and snall

boul ders

which would retain heat well. The resulting steam baths had beconme very
popul ar,

and that was where Ml o and Bernie were when the CQ runner found themto say
that battalion was on the wire for MIo.

John Saxon was clearly agitated when he spoke with the officers gathered in
hi s

heavi | y guarded headquarters tent. "Gentlenen, the fuckin' Krauts have done
broke through in the Ardennes. Division is damm near as short-handed as we
are,

what with all themnen tied down up to Hurtgenwal d, and the word is to send
t hem

ever' swingin' dick can be scraped up here, and that neans us, thishere
battalion. So git back to yore conp' nies and saddle up, fast. And | mean
ever'

fucker you got on the nornin' report, too—elerks, cooks and all, ever'body
t hat
can shoot a rifle. Full packs, all the clothes they can wear and still fight,

three days' worth of C-rations and weapons. Two hunnert rounds for each M,
and

amo in proportion for all the other weapons. Send your tents and records and
all up here on the trucks you send to pick up anm and rations and gas and
all.

kay? Gt!"

The drive down into the Ardennes was pure hell, as Mlo recalled it. A
snowst orm
of near-blizzard proportions started up soon after the convoy took to the



so-called road. Visibility quickly becane bare feet, and this meant that each
vehicle had to drive close enough to see the vehicle ahead with the narrow,
dim

"cat's-eye" head beans that were all that regiment would for sone reason
al | ow.

The inability to see neant that the | ead vehicles were plotting direction
with

map and conpass, and this kept the advance painfully slow while the nen
huddl| ed

together for warnmth in the backs of the trucks, forbidden to snoke and

t horoughl y mi serabl e.

When at long last the trucks ground to a skidding halt, the nen were al
instructed to | eave on the trucks everything save their weapons, amo,
rations,

entrenchi ng tools and ponchos. Thus stripped for inmedi ate action, they were
mar ched, single-file, past a long line of G cans

fitted with i mMmersion heaters. Each man had his canteen cup filled with hot
coffee and was allowed to hurriedly fish a can of C-ration out of the boiling
wat er .

M 1o thought that the greasy corned beef hash had never before tasted so
good.

The coffee could have served equally well as battery acid, but it was hot,
and

that was just then the inportant thing to him But he had had only a single
drag

on his postprandial cigarette when the order cane down to formup and nove
out

into the numbing cold. The snow seened to be sl acking off, but what was stil
falling was being whi pped on by an icy-toothed wi nd. As he tucked away his
canteen cup, he reflected silently that this was damed, poor weather in
whi ch

to be expected to fight, but then any weat her was.

Two days later, MI1o crouched in the snow anong the ni neteen men that were
what

now remai ned of Charlie's headquarters platoon and first platoon. It could
wel |

be all that remained of the entire conpany for all he knew, since there had
been

no contact with Chanberlin of the second or Hogan of the third for . . . ? He
was just too tired to remenber how | ong.

There gradual |y approached unseen an om nous grind-ing-cl anki ng-roaring, and
| unbering over a | ow saddl e came a German tank, a big one. A bl ack-capped nman
stood with his black-1eather-clad torso sticking out of the turret hatch, and
a

dozen or so rifle-arned soldiers rode clinging to the hull behind him As the
tank began to descend the slope into the little vale that |ay between his

hi Il

and Mlo's, the front of the half-track appeared in the saddl e behind the

| unbering steel behenoth.

"Are there any rockets left for the bazooka, Bernie?" said MIlo quietly.
"Yeah, MIlo, two," whispered First Sergeant Bernie Cohen. "But they won't do

no
good—that's a fuckin' Tiger tank. They'll just bounce off the fucker."



M1 o nodded. "Well, tell the bazooka man to take out that half-track back
;E?[gythe BARs and the rest of us try to kill those infantrynmen. They're what
rgally need to worry about—this slope is too steep for that tank or any other
;gke it up here.”

"He won't need to," said Cohen sadly. "The fuckin' hill ain't too steep for
fuckin' eighty-eight shells to clinb. He

tio&ert Adans

can just sit down there and bl ow the whole fuckin' top off this fuckin' hill
and us with the fucker."

The flash and tohooosh of the | aunched antitank rocket coincided with the

t renmendous expl osi on capped by a huge, bl ack-snoky fireball rising fromthe
saddl e and announci ng that the vehicle had been carrying gasoline, not
troops.

These sounds al so coincided with the spraying of a deadly hail of small-arns
fire on the Tiger below The black hat spun fromoff the head of the man in
t he

turret, even as that turret began to turn toward the hilltop, its

| ong- barrel ed

88nmm cannon begi nning to rise. The unprotected Panzergrenadi eren fared
poorly,

with no cover or even concealnent to shelter themfromthe rain of death.

"Ckay, okay!" Mo shouted. "Cease firing, cease firing, and let's get the
hel |
off this hill before the Krauts blow us all to hell!"

The nmen needed no further urging, rolling out of their firing positions and
running, sliding, rolling down the nore gentle reverse slope as fast as was
humanly possible. Not until yet another snow covered hill |ay between them
and

the Tiger did they halt, panting, listening to the main armanent of the Tiger
bonbarding their late position relentlessly.

M1l o clapped Sergeant Cohen on the shoulder. "Well, it worked, didn't it,
Berni e? Way're you still so glun®"

"Yeah, it worked, a'right, Mlo, that last tinme, but it ain't gonna work
agai n,

not for us. W down to one rocket for the bazooka now, and dam little
fuckin’

amo for any fuckin' thing else. One of the BARs ain't workin' no nore, and
Bailey's ankle is either busted or sprained real bad. We gotta find either
battalion or reginment, Mlo."

But they did not; what they found instead and very soon thereafter was a ful
conpany of Waffen-SS, who were as nuch surprised at the encounter as were
Mlo

and his fragnents of Charlie Conpany. The battle was short, of course, and
very

bl oody, and the outcone was certain when it began there am d the whirling
Snow.

Most of it was hand-to-hand, the firearns fired at such short ranges that



t hey
often set afire the clothing of those at whomthey were ai ned.

A NAI N\

Mlo fired off the nagazine in his Thonpson, but had no tinme to put in a
L;E?hkb used t he submachine gun as a club until his icy-slick gloves |ost
;??Lron it. He managed to draw and arm his pistol then, but had fired off
?aLyshots when sonet hing struck the back of his neck and darkness descended
hi m

When t hi ngs had been sorted out and the Hauptschar-fuhrer had made his
report,

Qoersturnfuhrer Karl Geisser waited until the Sanitfttsmann had fini shed
dabbi ng oi ntnent on his powder-burned face before remarking, "There weren't
many

of them God be thanked, for just |ook at the mess those few made of this
conpany. Did any get away?"

Untersturnfil hrer Egon Lenge shrugged. "One would doubt it, but in this snow
and
wi nd, who can say? There are a few wounded Anmis. What do we do with then®"

Greisser raised his eyebrows. "On the advance, Egon? You know what to do."

Lenge nodded and tried vainly to click his bootheels. Zu Behfel, nein Hen
Qoer sturnfuhrer. "

Paci ng over to a knot of soldiers, he bespoke a Rot-tenfuhrer. "Get two nen
and
fix your bayonets."

Mlo came slowy out of his stupor and groggily raised his body up on his

el bows. That was when the Rotten-filhrer. "Get two nmen and fix your bayonets."
Mlo came slowy out of his stupor and groggily raised his body up on his

el bows. That was when the Rotten-fiihrer jamed the full length of his

bayonet

into Mlo's chest, then again and yet a third tinme. Wth a groan, M1l o sank
back

into the tranpl ed, bl oody snow.

Satisfied, the Rottenfiihrer noved on to performanother mercy killing. He
t hought well of the conpany commander for ordering this. Only a very hunmane
man

woul d take tine out froman advance to see to it that wounded enem es were
not

simply left to die of pain and shock and freezing.

Al t hough in severe pain fromthe penetrating stabs of the bayonet, MIlo
stayed

conpletely still until the last sounds of nmen and vehicles had faded into the
di stance. Al though soneone had taken his wistwatch, he discovered that the
Ameri can weapons and cl ot hing and equi prent had been | eft where they lay by

t he

Ger mans.
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"The bastards rmust be running on a tight time schedule,” he nuttered to

hi nsel f.

"They didn't even search us for cigarettes . . . not that they'd have found
any

on this bunch."

H s own searching showed himfourteen bodies, fifteen, including his. So as
many

as five could have gotten away clean. O course, there could be sone he had
not

found in the deep snow, too, and sonme of those not here could have craw ed
away

wounded to die nearby.

He found his Thonpson, checked the action, cleaned and dried it as best he
could, then jamed his last full magazine into it. H's pistol still hung by
hi s

side on a lanyard he affected, and he cleared and bolstered it. A careful

sear ch

of the bodies of his nmen gave him a handful of dog tags, a few nore rounds of
.45 amo for his weapons and nothing el se; they had all been down to the bare
essential s days ago.

Search as he m ght, however, he could not find his map case, and as he

t hought

of it, he could not recall seeing it within the |last twenty-four hours or so.
He

reflected that it and its contents woul d not do hi mmuch good anyway, because
he

did not know where he was except in the very broadest sense, and he could
spot

no promnent terrain features or |andmarks anmid the w ndbl own cl ouds of snow
and

the very low overcast. He did still have his conpass, however, hanging

unbr oken

inits case on his pistol belt; thank God for small favors. If he took a

cour se

a few degrees west of due north, he should eventually come out of the
Ardennes

somewhere in friendly territory, unless the German counterof f ensi ve had
rolled

the invading Allies clear back to Antwerp by then

Col onel John Saxon was in an exceedingly foul nood when he hustled into the
commo tent, not liking at all being bothered for any reason at his daily
bowel

novenent .

Taki ng the m crophone into his hairy paw and appropriating the radio
operator's
seat, he grow ed, "Saxon here. Wat is so fuckin' all-fired inmportant, M.



Whoever-you-are? And |'mwarnin' you, it better be fuckin' good! Like
capturin'
ol d Schi ckel groober, that kinda good."

A cool, precise, obviously unflustered voice replied, "Colonel Saxori, your
regi mental headquarters says that you have or at |east had an officer naned
Mlo

Moray, a captain and conmpany commander, in your battalion. Is this true?"

"Yeah, it's so," attesteefSaxon, the still-recent hurt of |oss taking a good
bi t

of the fire of anger out of him "The fuckin' Krauts Wunded hi mand then
bay' neted hi mand a whol e bunch of other wounded fellas to death. Two, three
boys cone to get away and nake it back and tell us '"bout it. Why? Have you
found

hi s body?"

"I'n a manner of speaking, colonel, in a manner of speaking. This is S 2,
Second

Armored Division. |'m Major George Smith. A man was captured by one of our

advance units a few kil onmeters sout hwest of here yesterday. He was wanderi ng
around al one in bl oodstained clothing, and that in itself nade him
suspi ci ous,

since there were no wounds to be found on him After the reginmental S-2
questioned him found that his German was as fluent as his English and that,
al t hough he claimed to be a captain, there were no indications of rank on his
uniformor in his effects and his identity tags carry an enlisted nman's
service

nunber, he was sent back here under guard.

"Whoever he is, colonel, he is a linguist. He speaks not only English and
German, but French, Dutch, Flem sh, Yiddish, Scottish, Spanish and Romani an,
and

those are only the ones we've been able to check out. He has the order of
battl e

of your battalion and regi nent down pat and about as much of that of your
division and First Army as one coul d expect the captain of a |ine conpany to
know. | like the man and 1'd like to believe his story . . . and it's a
hair-rai sing one, too. But |I've got to have nore proof of his identity than
he

can give nme, or has given ne up to now, anyway. Wth all these phony Gs
wandering around the countrysi de and speaki ng German when they think they
aren't

over heard, we have no choice but to be damed sure just who or what we've
got."

"I unnerstand, major," said Saxon. "You cain't be-too fuckin' careful, out in
hostile country. | tell you what—you got this man there with you?"
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"I'n the next room colonel," replied Smth.

"Then ask himor have sonmebody el se ask hi mthese-here questions |'m gonna
tell
you and then tell me what he answers."

When the nmaj or resuned transmi ssion, he said, "Colonel, the man states that
hi s
hi gh-ranki ng buddy is Brigadier General Jethro Stiles, that the cl apped-up



cardshark of your battalion was a Bel gi an naned Jaquot, that the name and
rank

of the man who tried to kill himback in the States was Sergeant Luigi Mffa,
and that—=

"Never mind, mgjor, never nmind," crowed Saxon, grinning fromear to ear. "You
got the genyewi ne article there, not no Kraut. Send M| o hone."

When he finally got through to Brigadier General Stiles, Saxon said, "I hope
you

sittin' down, gen'rul. Okay? MIlo ain't dead. Naw, he turned up and was

pi cked

up by sone Secon' Arnored fellas, two, three days back, and their fuckin'
S 2s
has had himsincet then, tryin' to figger if he was who he said or a fuckin'

Kraut in G clothes. | give the dunbass fuckers some questions could'n
anybody

but MI1o answer right, and when | got the right answers, | told the bastards
to

send him back to battalion. | thought you'd wanta know, gen'rul."

During his long, solitary sojourn through the wi nter wastes of the Ardennes,
dodgi ng German panzers and infantry units and finding hinmself forced by these
and by natural obstacles to bear farther and farther east of north, MIlo had
had

much tinme to think. He now was pretty certain that there was sonething
extrenely

odd, to say the very least, about the way he was put together. He had been
knifed in Ghicago by the late Jaan Brettmann, shot by Mffa back at Jackson
shot again by that German sniper and now bayoneted two or three tinmes over by

that SS man, yet he still was here to think about it all, and any one of the
wounds he had suffered could have, should have, killed himoutright. Not only
was he still alive, he didn't even have any scars fromthese terrible wounds.

Al'l around hi msince D Day, men—good nen, strong nen, healthy and

wel | -trained

and intelligent men—had been dying, many of themof injuries far |ess
out wardl y

serious than those he had sustai ned and survived. So,

why? He was human in every other way saving that he never sickened and that
he

could come unscat hed out of patently deadly situations and incidents. He
breat hed, ate, digested, defecated and urinated. He functioned perfectly well
sexual ly (at |east no worman had voi ced any conpl aints about his

per f or mances) .

He sl ept when he coul d. He was capable of pity, disgust, hate, respect,
anger,

possi bly love too (but he had never found hinself "in love," not in the
classic

sense, so how could he be sure?), the whole ganut of human enotions. So what
made himso different?

He did not fornul ate any answer before he stunbled across a tank crew engaged
in

repl acing a damaged track link on their Sherman, scream ng profane and
obscene

i nvective at the tank and each other and offering prine targets, had he been
a

Ger man.



First Sergeant Bernie Cohen had been in a state approaching traumati c shock
since battalion had called down to announce that their |ong-lost conmpany
conmander, Captain MIo Mray, had sonehow gotten out of the Ardennes alive
and

wel I and woul d be al ong whenever Second Arnored could get himin. He stil
coul d

not believe it even when MIlo alit froma jeep and cane into the Quonset hut
orderly room of the reform ng conpany.

Not until M1 o had racked his Thonpson, dunped his pistol belt on the table
he

called a desk, laid his helmet atop the belt .and started to renove his

j acket

coul d Cohen manage to speak

Hs thin lips trenbling, the noncomsaid, "But . . . but Mlo, | seenit! A
Kraut jamred a K98 bayonet in your chest at least twice. | know | seen it. |
was

inthe trees not fifteen yards away. That's why | told everybody you was
dead. "

Mlo just smled and gripped the stunned man's shoul der, saying, "I know,
Bernie, | know you saw some poor bastard bayoneted, nore than one, too, for
t hey

did that to fourteen men there. But they did nmiss ne. |I'd been col d-cocked

during the fight, and | guess they thought | was al ready done for. Wen | did
cone to, the Krauts were |ong gone and the bodi es of our guys were already
stiff. I"'msure you did think | was dead, so forget it."

Chapter Xl

The German count er of f ensi ve of Decenber 1944 was stopped, of course, crushed
under the tank treads of CGeneral George Patton's Third Army, bonbed and
strafed

incessantly by Allied air power and driven back with over 200,000 casualties.
The so-called Battle of the Bul ge quickly becane history.

Wil e Charlie Conpany was dug in on the eastern bank of the Rhine River, at
Remagen, hel ping to hold that precious span fromrecapture by the Whrnacht,
MIlo received orders to report back to battalion headquarters. He found there
a

jeep and driver waiting to transport himfarther back, to division
headquarters.

Ushered into a warm dry building and given a chair, he promptly fell asleep

When at |ast he sat across the polished desk fromJethro, savoring his glass
(real glass, cut and faceted) of cognac, he becane unpl easantly aware of the
fetid odor —eonpounded of wet, dirty woolens, gun oil, foul breath and flesh
| ong unwashed—ef hi nsel f.

As if reading his mnd, Jethro said, "Finish your drink, MIlo, and Sergeant

Webber in there will drive you over to nmy quarters. You can have a bath and a
shave, Webber will trimyour hair—and he does it well, too-then he'll take
your

clothes out and burn them There's a full kit waiting for you in one of the
| ockers there, boots too. Then you can rest or sleep for what's left of

t oday.

If you want anything else, just tell Wbber. W'IlIl have dinner tonight, and
have to talk to you about some things. | need a pronmise fromyou."



When he was as clean as hot water, G soap, a G
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handbrush, a G toothbrush and G tooth powder could render him Mo used
g?eJethro's mat ched set of razors and shaving creamto take off the stubble
ngtbeen well on the way to becom ng a real beard. Before dressing, he had
ngt solicitous Sergeant Wbber take off nobst of his just-washed but
still-shaggy hair, leaving a half-inch or |ess overall

The clothing left for his use | ooked like G issue, but a mere handling
established that it was not, it was of far better quality—the nmesh of the
jockstrap felt like and | ooked like silk, the shorts and undershirt were of
an

incredibly soft cotton, and, although certainly of wool, the |ong Johns and
t he

padded boot socks were al nost as soft and unscratchy as the cotton

Before he could even start to dress, however, Sergeant Webber, arned with a
can

of DDT powder and other assorted paraphernalia, said, "Uh, sir, don't you

t hi nk

you shoul d oughta let nme go over your body for lice? It won't none on your
head,

but that don't prove nothing, of course."

"You're nmore than welcone to try, Wbber," agreed Mlo, "but it's a waste of
your time. The critters don't seemto |ike ne, for some reason, never have.
Nor

do fleas, either.”

The noncom winkled up his brows. He did not want to call the officer a liar
to

his face, but that he did not believe himwas abundantly clear. "Unhh

capt ai n,

sir, you better let nme check anyhow, huh? Typhus ain't nuthin' to fuck around
with. The Krauts is dyin' of it right and left, and so was the fuckin'
Bel gi ans

and Dutch and Frogs, too."

The wel | -neani ng sergeant still was shaking his head and nuttering to hinself
in

utter consternation at finding no lice or any other kind of parasites on
Mlo's

body as he stuffed the worn, filthy, discarded clothing into what |ooked |ike
an

ol d gunny sack. But as he reached the door, he turned back to MIo.

"Sir, if you're hungry, the gen'rul said | should go over to the ness and
bring

you back anything you wants, so what'll it be, sir? Roast beef? Po'k chops?
Sunt hin' el se?"



Hs mind fixed on the neat, tightly made G bunk in the next room MIlo
replied,
"Thank you, sergeant, but
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no, what | need is sleep, and that's exactly what I'lI|l be doing before you
get

that jeep out there started. If you want to stop by and drop off a can of
Spam

and some C-ration crackers, that will be fine; I mght even wake up | ong
enough

to eat them"

A l ook of sympathy and solicitude entered the sergeant's gray eyes. "It nust
be

pure hell up there where you come from sir. Here, sir." He funbled out an
al nost-full pack of Camels. "The gen'rul, he don't snobke nuthin' but a pipe,
now, and | noticed you ain't got but one or two left in that pack of
Chesterfields."

"Thank you, Webber," said MIlo, then asked, "You're not a Regular, are you?"

The noncom gri nned and shook his head. "Nosir, not me. I was in the CCC for
near

on three years when the fuckin' Japs cone to bonb Pearl Harbor; that's when I
"listed up and went to drivin'" school at Fort Eustis. But | likes the Arny—

gets three squares nosta the tine, a place to sleep, good clothes and shoes
to

wear and sixty dollars a nmonth besides. | don't think I could do that good as
a

civilian, sir, so | neans to stay in after the war's over, and the gen'rul
says

he thinks as how | oughta, too. Does the captain think |I oughta? | knows you
and

the gen'rul was sergeants together in the Reg"lars, back before the war, so
you

oughta know. "

M1 o nodded. "Yes, Sergeant \Webber, | agree with the general. | think you'l
make a fine professional soldier.”

Mlo canme fully awake suddenly, with the know edge that there was another
per son

inthe roomwith him noving quietly, sounding too light to be Jethro or
Webber .

The light steps seened to be approaching the bunk on which he lay. Looking
out

into the near-darkness through slitted eyelids, MIlo sent his fingers
guesti ng

to find the hilt of the knife strapped to his right thigh. Wth as little
noti on

as possible, he drew out the honed |l ength of steel blade, took a good grip on
the tape-wrapped hilt and then waited, tensely, for whatever was to happen
next .

A presence hovered above himfor a few heartbeats of time, then receded, and



he

hal f wondered if this was only a waki ng-dream sequence, for all that he knew
it

to be
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very real. The bright white glare of light that burst through the briefly
opened

door to the outer roomnade it inmpossible for himto see anything nuch of the
short person who exited and then drew shut the portal. But by straining his
ears, he could hear the | ow voiced conversation in the other room and he
coul d

even identify one of the speakers, all of whomwere conversing in Parisian
French.

"He sl eeps, Msieu Ceneral. | was about to waken him but thought that I
first
shoul d ask you."

Jethro's voice replied, "You were w ser than you realized, mpetite. Had you
laid hand to himhe might very well have killed or at |east crippled you."

"This Captaine MIlo Mray, he is so nuch a brute, then?" inquired a second,
| ess
husky femal e voice. "The general should have nentioned this thing earlier.”

"No, no, Angelique, he is a good man, a very good nman, a true gentleman. It
is

only that he has been al nost w thout any hiatus in conbat since |ast year

And,

ma cherie, one never should be so unwi se as to awaken a man fresh from acti ve
war f are suddenly and unexpectedly in a darkened room"

The wonan call ed Angelique still sounded unconvinced. "It might be wise if we
were to not waken him non general, for our Nicole is too precious, too

vul nerabl e, to becone the toy of sone brutal and uncaring man. She is a
gentle

girl, convent-reared, and despite all that was w ought upon her by the
Boches,

all that | have taught her since, she still is far from hardness. No, non
general, | will give you back your gold and you will please to send Nicole
and

me back to Paris."

"You are of a wongness, Angelique," sighed Jethro, "and | am surprised that

you
will not believe me on this matter, for | have never lied to you about
anyt hi ng.

Have |? But | will nake you a proposition: |I will awaken Captain Mray and
t hen

introduce Nicole to him W will |eave them alone, and should he offer her
any

violence at all, | will double the gold | gave you and i medi ately have you
bot h

taken back to Paris. |Is that agreeable, Angelique?”

There was npre conversation after that, but M|l o had once nore sunk into
sl eep.
When next he opened his eyes,
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the roomwas flooded with the white Iight of a gasoline lantern and Jethro
was

shaki ng the bunk and saying, "M10? MI|o! Cone on, old buddy, come out of it.
It's me, Jethro. Wake up and have sone champagne.”

Fifteen mnutes later, MIlo sat cross-legged on the head of the bunk
twirling

his enpty chanpagne gl ass between his fingers, watching the slimyoung woman
who

sat stiffly on the foot of the bunk, sipping at her own glass and puffing
nervously at a Canel, carefully avoiding his gaze or at |east refusing to
neet

it. Fromthe other roomcould be heard an unclear nutter of conversation and
squeaki ngs fromthe bunk that had apparently been nmoved in while MIlo slept.
In

the Iight of the lantern, he could see that she was pale, her dark eyes were
enor nous, her breathing was fast and her hands very trenul ous.

He | eaned a bit toward her and extended a hand. She flinched fromhis touch
then returned her body to its forner position, clearly steeling herself for
what ever. But M| o sat back and spoke to her softly in French

"Ni col e, you need have no fear of ne. | have been nmany | ong nonths wthout a
worman, but it has not killed me, nor will | be injured by further abstinence.
Had Jethro not brought you in to me, | still would be sleeping, and | can
easily

go back to sleep still, for I amvery weary. | do not even need the bed; you
nmay

have it for the rest of this night. The floor is carpeted—ust let ne take
one

bl anket and | will be fine. | amnot really accustoned to such luxury as this
anynore."

He was as good as his word. Taking a last long drag, he stunped out his
cigarette, then rolled off the bunk, taking a G blanket with him Wen he
had

turned down the lantern as |l ow as he could w thout extinguishing it

al t oget her,

he renoved the seat cushion fromthe chair, found a section of carpet that
| ooked good, |ay down and w apped hinself in the bl anket and presently was
softly snoring.

Not until she was certain that the strange officer was truly asleep did

Ni col e

Gallion even begin to relax. She now knew that all of this had been a grave
m st ake, that she never should have let the worldly-w se Angelique talk her
into

essayi ng such a thing, no matter how nmuch the general had offered to pay.
Angel i que had reassured her

over and over on the way fromParis how easy it would be to earn her share of
the gol d sovereigns. She said that she had acquai ntances who had known and
done

busi ness with the general twenty years ago, before the war, who said that he
was



a very rich man and generous.

But now she knew that she could not go through with it, any of it. Not even
for

t he vast nunber of francs that the gold and cigarettes would bring could she
force herself to do this thing. She would just have to try to find some other
way to provide for Papa—poor Papa, once so big and strong and vital, now al
twi sted and bent, crippled and blinded by the savageries of the Gestapo, yet
still too proud to accept the charities of his fell ow countrynmnen.

She did not want to disrobe, but reflected that as she had but the one
presentable dress it were best not to sleep init. In search of a hanger for
her

garnment, she eased open the door of a narrow wardrobe and found a nman's
si | ken

robe, far too big and long for her, of course, but it would serve as a fine
sl eepi ng gar nent.

The girl quickly removed her slip of Anerican parachute silk, hung it beside
t he

dress and, now covered in gooseflesh, slipped into the smooth, soft robe and
padded over to the disarrayed bunk with its prom se of thick bl ankets, not
even

t hi nki ng of extinguishing the lantern. As she slid under the sheet and

bl anket s,

she encountered a |l ong, hard object. In wondernent, she drew the | ength of
razor-sharp, needle-tipped, blue steel fromout its rigid case, tested edge
and

point, then returned it to its case with the hint of a smle. Snuggling

agai nst

herself, the knife close to her small hand, she settled for sleep

The nmpans and whi nperings brought MIlo out of his sleep. H s first thought
was,

"Ch, CGod, who's been wounded now?" Then, "Wy the hell didn't they turn the
poor

bastard over to the fuckin' pill-pushers instead of bringing himdown here
into

t he CP bunker?"

The nmpans and whi nperings continued unabated. He rolled over and sat up,

| ooki ng

in the direction fromwhich the pitiful sounds were enanating. He wondered for
a

nmonent where he was and who the young girl on the bunk was, her pale face
twisted, with tears squeezing out from beneath her closed eyelids, shaking

al |

over,

shaki ng hard, like a foundered horse. Just as he remenbered, the girl began
to
speak, both in French and in halting, school book German.

"Ch, no, no, no, please, | beg of you, do not hurt himanynore. GCh, please,
nein
Herr Hauptsturnfiihrer, for the love of God, he knows nothing of the things
you

are asking, neither of us do, we are not the people you seemto think we are.

"Ch, no, no, please, NO" The last word was screaned, shrilly. The girl sat



straight up in bed, her teary eyes wi de open, the I ook in them conpounded of
infinite horror, her small hands cl enched so tightly at her sides that red
bl ood

was welling up over the nails.

Before M1 o could nove, the door burst open and a nude woman storned in, her
Lg?r wi | dl'y dishevel ed, her step firmas her jouncing breasts, and bl ood in
252. "You pig," she snarled, "what are you doing to her? What "
Her voice trailed off as she noticed the widely separated sl eeping
arrangenent s.

"I didn't touch her, Angelique," said MIlo, concern patent in his voice. "I

haven't laid one hand on her all night. |I was asleep | ong before she was,
over

here. | told her she could have the bunk." "Then what . . . ?" Angelique
began.

M 1o shook his head. "A nightmare, 1'd presunme. She woke nme up noani ng and

whi npering and pl eading with someone in French and in German. She was beggi ng
some man not to hurt sonme other man was all that | could understand.”

Jethro, just as unabashedly nude as Angelique, cane in then, saying, "I think
you m ght have chosen better than you did at the sum|'m payi ng you, ny dear
Why did you choose to bring this strange creature?”

The red-haired wonan si ghed and sank into the now cushionless chair. "I

br ought

her because she needs the nobney, needs it desperately. Except for the ... the
t hi ngs that were done upon her by the Boches, in prison, where |I first net
her,

she is an utter innocent. She was born to a class in which no trades ever are
taught, so how el se but this way could she support her father, who is now al
the famly she has left and is blind and crippled from bei ng

severely tortured by the Gestapo who suspected him of activities connected
with
t he Resistance?

"They did the worst things to himin front of her, forced her to watch .
and

to listen, the beasts. That was nost probably her nightmare, |iving once
agai n

that night of hell, the poor child."

Whi |l e they had been speaking, N cole had slowy sunk back down onto the bunk
and
was once nmore breathing rhythmcally, clearly sound asl eep

In the outer room all three of themwapped in OD field shirts until the
2?2? that Jethro had dunped into the space heater had tinme to get started,
?Liﬁ}o and Angel i que sipped at a nixture of cognac and chanpagne and ni bbl ed
igld Spam and C-ration crackers.

When he had gotten his pipe going, Jethro said, "Mlo, |I'msorry about all of
this. I only was trying to help you get your ashes haul ed toni ght, since



doubted you' d been laid since you left England | ast June; and goi ng w thout
t hat

long at a stretch can lead to recurrent bouts of stiffness in the neck
anmong ot her pl aces.”

M1l o shook his head. "In a way, |I'mjust as glad it all worked out this way,
Jethro, because |'d have felt |ike sonme kind of animal if |'d found out about
all this after I'd screwed that kid in there."

Switching effortlessly to French in order to be certain that she understood,
he

said, "Angelique, the general will pay you two the full anount. As | told

Ni col e

earlier, | reelaly need sleep far worse than | need sex, just now |'Il just
go

back to that spot of nice, soft carpet and get back to it; if you' re worried
about mny sincerity, |eave the door open and the light lit so you can see the
bunk and her."

Turning back to Stiles, he said, "And that girl has nore than enough

pr obl ens,

it sounds like, without having to try to whore to take care of her father. Do
you recall those stocks that nmy late friend in Chicago bought with the noney
I

left hin? I told you of themand you had me place themin your safe at the
farm™

At Stiles' nod, he went on, "Well, what would you say they're worth now? That
is, how much would you be willing or able to pay nme for them if you knew the
noney was to go to Nicole and her father?"
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"I amnot at all conversant with the current narket, Mlo," said Stiles

dryly.

"But when last | had the tinme and the opportunity, | think they were worth in
t he nei ghborhood of two thousand or two thousand five. Yes, I'll buy them
from

you, if that's what you w sh."

To Angelique, Stiles said, "Do you understand, mpetite? The captain has just
sold to me certain personal possessions and has ordered that the nonies be

pai d

to Nicole, that she no nmore will |ack of the nmeans to care properly for her
father. It will come to some sixty ounces of gold, or the equivalent in
francs,

pounds sterling or American dollars. Do you still think the captain to be a

cal l ous, unfeeling brute, Angelique?"

Despite MIlo's protests that he would be confortable with just his carpet

bed,

Stiles opened a storage room brought out one of several rolled-up mattresses
and anot her bl anket and a pillow, then helped to spread themin the place
chosen

by his friend.

"I always keep spares on hand, MIlo. Sonetinmes ny guests get so drunk they'd
fall out of their jeeps on the way back to their own quarters, were | to |et
them | eave here. And we sinmply can't have our field- and general -grade
officers



| ying drunk around the cantonnent area, you know. " He chuckl ed.

» Mlo was al nost asl eep again when a slight noise fromthe direction of the
door brought his eyes open. As he watched, Angelique eased the door shut and
nmoved soundl essly over the carpet past the bunk to where he lay. Shedding the
field shirt, she knelt, lifted his blankets and slid in beside him

"What in ... !" he began, only to have her clanp a hand over his mouth
whi spering into his ear on a rush of warm cognac-scented breath.

"Hush, non capitaine, do not to waken Nicole. You are a good, a truly good,
nman,

m sieu. You are, in fact, too good to be a man—whi ch species |I know all too
well. | think that the saints nust have been like you in their goodness. You
gi ve everything and ask for nothing in return, and . . . and | cannot all ow
it,

you must not go back across the Rhine with no reward for your generosity. Le
general agrees with this."

Even whil e she had been speaking, her cool hand had

gone seeking al ong his body, had found that which it sought and had grasped
it,

gently but firmy. Wen she had said that which she felt that she nust say,
she

slid about fully beneath the bl ankets so that her tongue and lips m ght
caress

t hat which her hand hel d.

M1lo's body instinctively responded. He felt as if he were being bathed in
liquid fire, and after so long a period of celibacy, he discovered that his
power of restraint had gone. H's first ejaculation was |ong-drawn-out agony,
and

he groaned in ecstasy. But the talented fellatrice was not done; she

I i ngered,

first draining himutterly, then, with tongue and |ips and kneadi ng,
maddeni ng

fingers, rearousing himonce nore to full tunescence. Mich, nuch | ater
Angelique left himto return to the outer roomand Jethro, but MIlo did not
hear

her go or even know that she had gone.

When next he awakened, bright sunlight was creeping around the bl ackout
curtains, the lanterns were extingui shed, and the bunks were enpty of
occupants.

When he entered the bathroom it was to find a handwitten note tucked into a
corner of the mirror above the wash-stand.

"M 1o,

"Al'l play and no work makes generals into colonels or majors. Wenever you
wake

up and get yourself together, our good Sergeant Wbber will be waiting
out si de

for your orders or whatever. There will be no |adies tonight; they will be on
their way back to Paris by then. W will have dinner and a talk and a bottle
or

three. Tonorrow norning, | have to leave on a trip for division and you'l
have

to go back to the front. Enjoy today, old buddy.



"Jethro.'

The di nner brought in by Sergeant Webber and two privates was a nasterpiece
by

any standards. MIlo could not inagine where or howin a war zone Jethro had
managed to get such foods and have them prepared so exquisitel y—green turtle
soup with sherry and herbs, poached sole in aspic, squabs roasted whol e and
stuffed with butter-soaked breadcrunbs, tiny nmushroom caps and truffles, a
di sh

of carrots and parsnips in a sauce flavored with ginger and nutneg, tiny new
pot at oes
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boil ed then sauteed with pearl onions in herbed butter, fresh and crusty | ong
| oaves of white bread, a selection of nutneats roasted with garlic, an
assortment of cheeses and cherry pastries soaked in rumand brandy. Jethro
apol ogi zed for the lack of variety in w nes, having only chanpagne to
acconpany

the neal and his fine cognac or Scotch whi sky to accompany the coffee.

As the two old friends sat over their coffee, stuffed to repletion and
beyond,

Jethro said, "I had wanted a suckling pig for this occasion, MIlo, but the
Germans sinply wanted nmore than | thought | should pay for one.”

"The Germans?" blurted M1 o, taken aback. "Wiere the hell would the CGermans
get

a pig of any description? They're all starving hereabouts, lining up at every
canp to get our ness garbage.”

"Ch, not from Germans around here, MIlo. Mst of this meal came from Marburg
and

poi nts beyond, though the bread and the pastries were brought up fromParis
by

Angel i que, along with the nuts and nost of the cheeses. | have a contact for
t he

purchase of various itenms | mght want, and, MIlo, you would be truly

ast ounded

at just how nuch can now be bought in Nazi Germany for American dollars,
pounds

sterling or gold—especially for gold. Al of the Nazi rats know that the ship
of

state is sinking fast, you see, and they're making urgent plans for their
futures el sewhere, which futures will require hard nonies are they to be."

"Trading with the eneny, huh?" said Mlo. "Jethro, if it ever gets out, they
won't just bust you, they'll shoot you or hang you- Division mght just slap
your wist a fewtines, but corps and arny. "

Stiles | aughed al oud, saying, "Ch, MIlo, you are a true naif. AOd friend, |
am

not so stupid as to be in this alone. Sone of the highest-ranking officers in
this army are with ne in these ventures . . . not in person, of course, but
in

spirit and in investnent. There is over twenty-five troy pounds of gold coin
concealed in this pied a terre of mne, along with sone hundreds of thousands
of

dollars in various Allied currencies. Do you honestly think that | could



receive
or store that rmuch without the willing connivance of ny mlitary superiors?
Here, try the
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Antiquary now, it's one of the best of the single-malts.” After a |ongish
pause

while Stiles fiddled with stuffing and lighting his pipe, he said, "MIo,

what

are your plans for after the war? The Army will be reduced drastically, you
know. It's that way in Anerica after every war, and that means you won't stay
an

officer. They'll likely only keep you i n—a Regular or not—f you return to

t he

grade you held before this all started.

"Mlo, | keep having presentiments and disturbing dreams. | don't think |I'm
going to come through this war alive. No, now, just hold it, don't say
anyt hi ng,

let me finish. My father, ny nother, ny first wife and the child | had by her
all are dead, and ny only living relatives are certain di stant cousi ns npst
of

whom | ' ve not seen in years and never cared nmuch for, anyway. If | do die
over

here, there will be no one to care for Martine, for she now has no famly
left,

ei ther.

"Mlo, old friend, I want your solemn prom se that shoul d somet hing happen to
me, you will take ny place, will give Martine the care and the conpani onship
she

deserves and will try to bring our children up properly. WIl you give ne such
a

proni se, buddy?"

As nen and the sinews of war poured across the Rhine over the Ludendorff
rail way

bri dge and the pontoon bridge that replaced the damaged span when finally it
collapsed into the swift, swirling waters, the invading U S. Arny surged
forward. Marburg fell to elenents of General Hodges' First Arny, then on

Apri l
1, 1945, his arny and General Sinpson's Ninth Arny net near Paderborn and the
encircl ement of General Model and his half-mllion-man arnmy was conpl ete.

No one expected the skillful, determ ned and well-supplied German arny to
surrender sinply because they were surrounded, and they did not, but fought
on,

fought stubbornly and well, against overwhel ming odds, to defend the vita
Ruhr .

But it was an effort foredoomed to failure, for there no | onger was a
Luftwaffe

and the defenders suffered day and ni ght bonbing in addition to the fire of
guns, how tzers, rockets and heavy nortars, and, by April 14, Model's arny
had

been split in half. On April 18, the valiant General Mdel, refusing to be
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responsi ble for the loss of the lives of nore German sol diers, ordered his
remaining units to surrender to the Anericans, then put his pistol to his
head

and sui ci ded.

M1l o had established the Charlie Conpany CP in a house that still had its
r oof ,

on the outskirts of the town of Delitzsch, just northeast of Leipzig. Since
t he

drive fromthe Rhine had begun, the conpany had | ost two officers and nore
t han

fifty enlisted men, but now repl acements were catching up to them and the
ot her

battered, under-strength units of battalion, reginment and division, along
with

much- needed suppl i es.

After a norning spent at battalion headquarters in the mddl e of the nearby
town, MIlo returned to resume his paperwork. First Sergeant Cohen entered and
said without preanble, "Captain, when are we due to cross the Mil de and head
for

Berlin? Do you know?"

Mlo | ooked up and smiled. "Scuttlebutt up at battalion is that we aren't. It

seens that I ke nmeans to let the Russkis take Berlin, and we'll probably end
up

hunti ng out diehard SS and Nazis in Bavaria. At |east that's what the
adj ut ant

t hi nks, and he's been right nore times than wong, Bernie."
"Well, shit, captain,”
from

Berlin, right now, than the Russkis are, so why the hell just give it to them
on

a fuckin' silver platter? Qur arm es fought just as fuckin' hard as theirs
did

to get this close. W're less than a hundred niles away, and all these Krauts
are flat beat, no fight left in any of the damed fuckin' Master Race
anynore."

t he sergeant burst out heatedly, "we're no farther

"True enough, Bernie, but only around here. The adjutant says that the
Russki s

are having to fight like hell against troops every bit as stubborn as those
we

faced in the Ruhr. D you want to go through another hel ping of that kind of
shitstorn? | don't! 1'd rmuch rather think of dead and wounded and ni ssi ng Red
Arny troops than American Gs, if you don't mind, Bernie. W'll no doubt take
casualites in those nountains down there"—he gestured at a map of Gernany

t acked

to a hardwood- panel ed, bull et-pocked wall —but | guarantee we'd take nore if
we

noved on toward Berlin."

A MAM GALLED MLLU MJUKA1
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"Captain, by the way, it was a radi o nmessage cane in while you was up to
battalion. Your friend what use to be battalion CO Gen'rul Stiles, is going
to

be passing through this afternoon and is going to stop by here to see you
about

somet hi ng. "

True to his word, Jethro roared up in a big, |ong, powerful Mercedes touring
car, its brand-new G paint job streaked and splashed with nmud, its tires and
undercarriage thick with huge gobs of the gooey stuff.

"Where the hell did you get the car?" asked Mlo. "And how the hell do you, a
lowy BG get away with driving around in it?"

Stiles smled and shrugged languidly. "Spoils of war, MIlo, | acquired it
from
the widow of a ... shall we say, a forner busineess associate in Marburg." To

MIlo's raised eyebrows, he added, "Yes, that particular one. It seens sone of
his SS buddies killed himand took away all of his hard funds and all of his
other small, valuable itens, as well. So | got the autonpbile at a very good
price, dirt cheap, actually.

"What | detoured by here for was this."
had

brought in, he withdrew two bul ky seal ed and taped manil a envel opes and

pl aced

themon MI1o's desk. "Scoff if you wish, old buddy, but | feel that ny dem se
is

very, very near, and—

Delving into the thick briefcase he

"Your demi se fromwhat, pray tell?" said Mlo. "Jethro, this war is as good
as

over for us. The Krauts around here are all beat down flat and beggi ng for
peace; this whole fucking town is aflutter with white sheets hung out the
damed

wi ndows. My conpany and the rest of the battalion and the regi ment night well
run into some stickiness if we are sent hunting hol dout Nazis and SS, but you
can bet your arse that division HQisn't going to be anywhere near that
fracas.

So, unl ess Wbber piles up that fancy new auto of yours, or you decide to take
a

stroll through an uncleared ninefield, | can't think of any possible danger
you
m ght be in."

"Nonet hel ess, Mlo," Stiles went on mldly, "put these in a safe place for

nel

pl ease. Open themif you hear of ny death. Oherwise, I'll pick themup within
a

few weeks or send for you to bring themto ne."
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He threw down the last of the schnapps and stood up. "Now | must be going,
M o.
Remenmber your promnise, my dear old friend. God bless you."

Qut at the big autonobile, Sergeant Webber opened the rear door and stood
besi de
it at attention. After tossing the now lighter and | ess bul ky briefcase in,



Ceneral Stiles turned back and took M1o's hand in both of his own and opened
his mouth to speak, and that was precisely when the first shot was fired.

Chapter Xl |

Stiles gasped, grimaced, then his legs flexed, and he would have fallen save
Rfio's grip on his hand. The second shot was fired, and MIlo felt sonething
:ﬁ?gugh the left shoul der of his Ike jacket. Alnost at the same tinme, there
2afhird shot that struck the nmuddy boot-cover of the autonobile and caroned
3L{hing

Webber had stood for a bare nonent in shock, then he had sunk to his knees
besi de the door. As he slid forward on his face, Mo saw the red-welling
hol e

drilled into the back of his neck, just at the base of the skull

Forcibly pulling his hand free fromthe powerful grasp of his friend, Mlo
reached for his pistol, slapped his hip and cursed; his pistol belt stil
hung

on a hook beside his desk

"Berniel" he roared, "Get ne a fucking weapon of sone kind out here, and sone
grenades, too. Snipers. Snipers in the big front upstairs w ndow of that
house

two doors up on the other side of the street. At |east two of the Kraut
fuckers.

And get Nicely to see to the general —he's been hit."

Stiles lay quietly, his face whiter than pale and his breathing ragged. Mlo
could see no wound on the front, so he gently eased the man partially over.
Then

he could see it, and it |ooked far from good—a rapidly grow ng bl otch of

bl ood

at just about the center of the left shoulder blade. Wth a retching, tearing
sound, Stiles coughed up a thick spray of red blood, then, with the bl ood
still

dribbling fromhis nouth and nose and down his chin, he spoke, hoarsely.

189
"Mlo ... for the love of God, prop me up ... can't breathe!"

Mlo saw the long barrel of a Mauser K98 poke out of the w ndow openi ng once
agai n, and he ducked down, shielding Jethro as'nuch as he could with his own
body. But the shot was obviously ained el sewhere, at another target. MIlo
hear d

it hit something nore solid than flesh and bone, though it did elicit a vile
curse from someone who sounded |i ke Master Sergeant Chanberlin.

Sure enough, as he | ooked up at a nearby scuffling sound, it was to see the
hul ki ng Chamberlin belly-crawing toward him a Thonpson cradled in his thick
ar ns.

When t he noncom had cone cl ose enough, M| o grabbed the subrmachine gun from
hi m
"G ve me the magazi ne pouch, too. I'll keep the fuckers down. You hightail it



back and get sone nore nen, good ones, too, not any of these fucking
johnny-come-latelies. See if you can run down an M/ |auncher or at |east sone
hand grenades. "

The rifle barrel had withdrawn i nto the darkened room behi nd the w ndow, but

still MIlo took no chances. Using the boot of the Mercedes for both cover and
a

shooting rest, he sprayed half a nagazine of big .45 caliber slugs across the
wi ndow, parallel to the sill. Fromthe first-floor wi ndow came a flash and

t he

boom ng sound of a pistol and the simultaneous snmack of the bullet into the
L?;e of the tire beside which MI1o crouched. Wth a drawn-out hissing the
ngzn to flatten. But he didn't flinch, he just |lowered the nuzzle of the
snoki ng Thonpson and put the other half of the nmagazine across the w dth of
fzier wi ndow, his reward was a hi gh-pitched scream

As Mlo | eaned back against the shot-out tire, ejecting the spent magazi ne
and

replacing it with a fresh one from Chanberlin's pouch, Jethro, now sitting
propped agai nst the side of the auto, extended a hand to grip his arm.
very

weakl y.

He opened his nouth, then closed it | ong enough to feebly spit out a nout hful
of

blood. In a voice so faint that at tines MIo could not hear it at all, he
sai d,

long, long road, for ne. Martine and you . . . the

A MAI M WYJ-i ULU JVm , VI JVHIHAL | »i

| ast few years of it nuch happier . . . nore real happiness than | ever
deser ved.

"... see things now, Mlo, You, you . . .like us but not really us ..
agel ess,

timeless, immortal. You and ... people like you . . . rule an enpire
different world, then. You will keep . . . promise, see you keep . . . ing
it.

Then fight a ... nother war . . . many other wars. Savior of a race
little

children. Newworld . . . talk to ... cats, horses, other aninals.

"Be good . . , Martine, MIlo, buddy . . . know you wll. "

Then the rifle was firing again and Chanberlin shouted, "Keep that Kraut
bastard
down, MI1o, he just got Jackson in the leg. Medic!"

Agai n taking his position behind the boot of the Mercedes, Ml o feathered the
trigger, firing bursts of three or four shots each at the window By the tine
t he magazi ne was enpty, Master Sergeant Chanmberlin and four other nmen were
crouchi ng behind the bul k of the autonmobile—three, with Garands, one with a
BAR, the sergeant bearing another Thonpson and a bag of grenades.

"Foun' two Mrs, MIlo, but not one fuckin' grenade cartridge in the whole
fuckin’



pl*toon. Wuld you b'lieve it? Shit!"

Before M1 o could speak, First Sergeant Berni e Cohen came crawling out from

t he

conpany CP, a carbine slung across his back and a bazooka in his arms, with a
rocket for it in each hand.

Mlo set aside the Thonpson and grabbed the rocket |auncher, but Chanberlin
protested, "Jesus Christ Almghty, Mlo, youll blow that whole rickety place
down, even if you don't burn it down. A fuckin' bazooka?"

I gnoring the adnonition, Mlo said, "Bernie, the mnute the first one's

cl ear,

| oad the second one. There's snipers both up and down, |ooks |like. Even if we
do

bl ow t he whol e house in, they've got it com ng for hangi ng out white sheets,
then firing on us the way they are. Ckay, |'mset. Load!"

Three bodi es were dug out of the tunmbled weck that once had been a house.
?L:? sick at first when he saw them saw the faces; the eldest could not have
been any nore than thirteen or fourteen. But one of them+the one
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with a big-bore bullet hole between his neck and shoul der with the scapul a
br own

away on that side—was still gripping in his dead hand a Mauser HCs pi stol
with

three shots gone fromits magazine. Seeing this helped himto recover

qui ckl y.

In addition to the smaller pistol, they found a P38 9mm pistol, a K98 rifle
and

an Erma MP38/40 with a burst cartridge case in the chanber. There were in
addition to the firearms two SS daggers, about two dozen nore rounds for the
rifle, another magazine for each of the pistols and one for the
Maschi nenpi st ol e.

"Just a bunch of fuckin' little kids." Chanberlin shook his head in clear
consternation. "Hell, the way they were shootin', | thought we was up agai nst
SS

or Wehrnmacht, anyhow. Where did three little boys get aholt of stuff Iike
t hat ,

you reckon?"

"Fuckin'-A right they was good shots," exclainmed First Sergeant Bernie Cohen
"I"ll lay you dollars to doughnuts these three here was Hitler Youths and

been

| earning to shoot and fight since they was five, six years old. As for the
guns

and all, you can bet on it that them fuckers was hid by a coupla blackshirts
what all of a fuckin' sudden come to think they didn't want to be in no POW
eanp

and that they's ackshu'ly been innocent civilians at heart all along. And you
can bet its a whole lotta fuckin' Krauts just like themin thishere town and
fromone end of Germany to the other end, right now"

As he stood | ooking down at the body of his old friend, Mlo said to no one



who

could hear him "What a waste, old buddy. You got through alnost all of it

wi t hout a fucking scratch, only to be shot down by a fanatic little kid who
wasn't even old enough to shave, right at the tail-fucking-end of the fucking
war .

"I was wrong, you Were right about know ng you were going to die soon. But,

hell, if you hadn't come up here to give nme those fucking stupid envel opes,
t hat

little Kraut-ling would never have had a fucking chance to get you in the
sights

of that fucking rifle, either. But who's to say, Jethro, who really knows?
You

could have run over a stray antitank mne on your way to or from wherever you
were going after you decided not to cone here today, too, or Sergeant Wbber
could' ve plowed that car into a half-

track | oaded with explosives and you' d both be just as dead. Goodbye, Jethro,
goodbye, buddy. Yes, I'll do ny best for Martine and your kids . . . but,

t hen,

you knew | would, didn't you?"

A d Col onel John Saxon | ooked his near-fifty years, every bit of that and far
nore, but for all his aged appearance, he still was the sane tough, profane
old

soldier that MIlo first had net back in '42. By May 5, 1945, with Hitler dead
and the Russians fully involved in their savage, barbaric rape of the
stricken,

shattered capital and its surrounding areas, a staff NCO rang up Charlie
Company

and Mlo dutifully reported to the onetime town hall, now the battalion CP

"Mlo," said Saxon, after they two had each partaken of the powerful schnapps
that the American troops called liquid barbed wire, "you ever heard tell of a
Col onel Eustace Barstow, a fuckin' counterintelligence type?"

M1 o nodded. "Yes, John, he was a major back then, but he was ny section
chi ef
at Fort Hol abird, before |I transferred down to the battalion at Jackson. Why?"

Saxon snorted. "Well, the fucker's & full bird now He's runnin' some
operation

down Muni ch way and he wants you some kinda fuckin' bad. WAs you his angelina
or

sut hin, huh?" He grinned evilly, mock-insultingly.

The Col onel Barstow who warmy wel comed M1 o was not very much different from
t he Maj or Barstow who had grudgi ngly approved his requested transfer to a
conbat - bound unit. He was beconme a little chubbier, perhaps, but still was
very

active and fit-looking in his well-tailored uniform which latter was the

ol d-f ashi oned one of |ong bl ouse, pinks and | ow quarter shoes.

"Had CGod intended nme to wear an |lke jacket and conbat boots, He'd have had ne
born in them" he chuckled nmerrily. "But sweet Jesus Christ, old man, did you
try to win the fucking war single-handedly or something? The only thing

you're
lacking fromthat collection on your chest is a Purple Heart and the Croix de
Guerre. Don't worry about the Purple Heart—you want one, | can see that you

get



one. They hand them out now for bl eeding piles and i ngrown toenails, you
know.
Anot her thing—you give me a few good nonths of work, in ny

nooen Aaans

chaotic little hashup here, and you'll have a pair of gold oak |eaves to
repl ace
those tracks, that's a pronise, old buddy."

"Exactly what are you doi ng down here, colonel?" asked Mlo warily. "O is
t hat
restricted information?"

Barstow s eyes twi nkled as he | aughed. "OF course it is, Mlo. It's
restricted

as hell, it's so fucking restricted that every sw ngi ng di ck—Ameri can
British,

French, Cerman, Russian, Pole, Czech and, for all | know, Tonkinese,

t oo—knows

exactly what me and ny boys are up to here ... or so they think. But there
are

wheel s within wheels within other wheels. |I'ma fucking devious son of a
bi t ch,

M o.

"M1lo, we've got an unbelievably fucked-up nmess in Germany just now. The
Krauts

brought in hundreds of thousands of so-called voluntary workers—sl ave

| aborers,

actually, a page they took fromthe Russians—fromall over the European
continent. Every nationality and every race native to Europe and Russia is
represented, nmany of them speaking outrg | anguages we”can only guess at.

"Then, there are the hordes of political prisoners freed fromthe various
canps

and prisons, the Jews and gypsies who were |ucky enough to survive the death
canps, the POAM of various nationalities fromout of the scattered

St al agen—and

it seems like five out of every six of those is a Russian whose native

| anguage

i s not Russian, who does not even speak Russian very well and who hates and
despi ses Russians as much as or nmore than he hates and despi ses Germans.

"Then we've got the Germans—ivilian Nazis, all the varieties of SS and

Cest apo,

Wehrmacht, Luftwaffe, Kriegsmarine, Hitler Jugend, forner police of various
ki nds, a real hodgepodge. And, to really conplicate matters, there's too a
sprinkling of the Axis countries—Eyeties, Vichy French, Hungari ans,

Rumani ans,

Al bani ans, Pol es, VW asoffs Cossacks, Danes, Swedes, sone few of Quisling's
Nor wegi ans, Spani sh Fal angi sts, Finns, Ukrainian nationalists, Serbs,

Croati ans,

Dal mati ans, Mont enegrans, Latvians, Esthonians, Lithuanians, Dutch, Flemn ngs,
Wal | oons, a few Swiss nationals, Bessarabians, Turks, even one or two Syrians
have turned

up. Up north, the British chanced onto sonme Japs and a Hi ndu from Meer ut

trying
to pass thensel ves off as Chinese and Pol ynesi an, respectively, after having



gotten out of Berlin just ahead of the Red Arny.

"My present command consists of about three hundred officers and men and a
few

civilians and WAACs. Hell, 1'll take anybody | can sink my claws into who can
cut the fucking nmustard—rale or fenmale, conm ssioned or warranted or

enl i st ed,

white or black or yellow or pol ka-dot, Christian or Jew or Mslem of Buddhi st
or

atheist, mlitary or civilian. My work is vitally inportant, Mlo, that's why
I'"'mso powerful just now. When | found out that you'd come through the war in
one piece, | knew just how valuable a linguist |like you would be to me, and
put things in nmotion to get you for ny team You can do your country and
yourself a hell of a lot nmore fucking good working under nee, here, than you
coul d going up against the Japs in the invasion of their home islands.

"Just how many | anguages do you speak, anyhow? W were only able to test you
out
on ten or twelve, as | recall fromHolabird."

M1lo shrugged. "I really don't know, Colonel Barstow, not for sure. It's

al ways

only when |I'mconfronted with a person whose speech | can understand or a
foreign book | can read that | cone to know that | own yet another |anguage.
Maybe twenty, |1'd say, of present know edge."

Barstow just grinned and rubbed his pal ns together in glee, saying, "Good,

good,

Mlo, you're an answer to prayers. I'mgoing to put in the paperwork on your
majority today. You won't ever be sorry you came back to work for me, |

prom se

you. "

f

After so long wearing uniforms and nothing but uniforms, the civilian

cl ot hi ng

i ssued by Col onel Barstow s operation felt odd and sloppy to MIlo. He was
assigned an office equipped with an OD G steel desk, a dark-oak sw vel chair,
a

straight arm ess chair for interviewees, a four-drawer steel filing cabinet
and

t hree-sided I ength of wood on which was lettered: "M LO MORAY, CAPTAI N I NF.
USA. "

But he had not been a week on the job when Barstow gave hi ma handful of
simlar
wooden nane bl ocks with

vastly dissimlar names. "I'Il let you know when and if to use these, MIo.
Just

stow t hem away sonewhere convenient, for now Sonetines it's better that they
don't know they're talking to mlitary officers.”

During the course of the six weeks that followed, MIo had pass before his

desk

a broad cross section of the flotsam and jetsam of the war now concluded in
Europe, and he determined the nost of themto be nothing nore or less than

j ust

what they were purported to be: frightened, confused, often denoralized,



mal nouri shed di spl aced persons, frequently neurotic, sometines psychotic. But
now and then he was able to unmask a ringer, too. No big fish, just

| ower-ranking SS, nostly, clunsily essaying to fob thenmsel ves of f as forner
political prisoners or nationals of other countries, all of these seeningly
desirous of instant repatriation

Hs majority came through. Barstow presented himw th a pair of gold oak

| eaves

and j okingly pinned them on the shoul ders of his gray tweed civilian coat,
bef ore he poured them each a gl ass of Scotch and sat down behind his desk
waving Ml o to another chair.

"Once all this is done and nost of the Arny has gone back hone, what are your
plans, M1o0o? Mean to stay in the Arny, do you? You could do a | ot worse, you
know. "

"I don't know, colonel,"” said MIlo honestly. "My permanent rank is tech
sergeant, and that, or at nost master, is probably the best | could hope for
in

a reduced arny of Regulars. |'ve prom sed to care as best | can for a dead
buddy' s wi dow and four children, and | can't see trying to do that on a
sergeant's pay. | might do better in the civilian world—+ could hardly do
wor se,

pay-w se. "

Bar st ow shook his head enphatically. "You've obviously been talking to old
sol diers who stayed in after the |last war. Things are going to be very

di fferent

for America and for her armed forces, once this thing is done, you know. The

Powers That Be have, | think, learned a hard | esson well; | doubt that the
defense establishnent will ever again be allowed to wither and rot away into
t he

near - usel essness of long neglect that it was becone by the late thirties and
early forties. There won't be mllions of nen mantai ned under arns,
naturally,

but the defense forces will be substantial, and |'mcertain

that the draft is going to be maintained, which will mean a conti nui ng

recruit-training establishnent and a ready-if-needed force of trained
civilian

reserves always on tap for any real energency. Yes, there will probably be
some

reductions in rank, but nowhere nearly so many as the old soldiers think. So
you

really should think about staying in."

M1l o savored the Scotch, thinking that poor Jethro's taste in whi sky had been

far superior. "But colonel, | don't think that the Anerican people are
mlitaristic enough to put up with an Arny and Navy of any real size
squatting

around the country."

"Not that many will stay in the States, MIlo," replied Barstow. "Think about
it

alittle. W're going to have garrisons here in Germany, in Japan and

pr obabl y

too on the assorted chunks of real estate we've taken from Japan, back in the
Philippine Islands, in Italy, in North Africa and other places too numerous
to

mention. A virtual enpire has fallen into our laps, MIlo, a worldw de sphere



of

i nfl uence, a power vacuum as it were; if we as a nation handl e things
properly,

act with the force we now possess, we can have peace—real peace, |ong-lasting
peace—through our strength. If we fail to use what we have to quickly gain
what

we want, there are other forces waiting to fill the void, and we'll be

dr agged

into another war or two or three every succeedi ng generation forever.

"But win, lose or draw, as regards the world and power, MIlo, our arned
forces

are going to be in need of good, intelligent, conbat-proven Regul ar officers
for

along, long tine yet to come. A man with a record like yours should strongly
consi der a peacetine nilitary career.”

"Do you intend to stay in after the war, colonel?" asked M| o.

Bar st ow | aughed. "Touche! You're direct enough, aren't you, mgjor? In answer:
yes, for a while, at least, until |'ve nmade brigadi er, anyway. Then | m ght
retire to teach, maybe to go into politics. | think 1'd |like being a state
governor or a U S. senator, and with the right backi ng, who knows how ruch

hi gher | mnight go?"

As the nonths rolled on, the endl ess parade of inter-
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vi ewees passed before Ml e's desk—+the | oud, the uncomruni cative, the cowed,

t he

arrogant, nmen of honor and others who never knew the neaning of the word in
any

| anguage. No one of themwould freely adnit to ever having been Nazis,

Fasci sts

or anythi ng approaching extrenme right-wing politics, but there were adherents
of

virtually every other hue of the political spectrum which often nade for a
difficult tinme in maintaining order in the displaced persons canps.

Barstow s "command" were at best an odd bunch. As nost of them-and every one
of

the interviewers—ranbled around in civilian clothes, M| o never knew a nman's
or

worman's mlitary rank, if any. They seemed to nunber anong them al nost as
many

differing national origins as the popul ations of the DP canps. Mst of them
proved friendly enough to M1lo; those who were not, it devel oped, were not
friendly to any of their coworkers. They all seened to go by first names or
ni cknames—Ed, Henry, Bart, Judy, Red, Mac, Tex, Bob, Ned, Bal dy, Padre,
Tony,

Betty, Buck, Earl, Dick-and so on

The office abutting Mlo's office on the left side was that of a short,

swart hy,

bl ack-hai red nman who, despite his name, Kelly, was clearly no Irishman of any
description. The office on the right was that of a vaguely famliar, patently
Germani ¢, serious-seemnm ng young man call ed Padre. When he had tinme, Mlo
racked

his brain in vain attenpts to recall just where he had seen Padre before, and



all that he could dredge up was the thought that it had not been within a
mlitary setting, but the when and the where al ways seenmed to el ude him

Finally, one evening, when late interviews had seen both MIlo and Padre
arrive

very late at the conmand ness hall, MIlo seated hinself across fromthe
fair-skinned young man with the cl ose-cropped blond hair and gray eyes. Wen
he

had eaten his food and was puffing at a cigarette while he stirred his
cof f ee,

he spoke.

"Padre, why are you called that? You' re no Spaniard, are you?"

Setting down his own china nmug carefully, the young man said, "No, not a
Spaniard, Mlo, but truly a padre. 1| ama Roman Catholic priest, a chaplain
in

the U S. Arny. And yes, to anticipate your next question, you

have seen ne before. It was in Chicago. Do you recall Father Riistung?"

M 1o nodded. Now he renenbered. "You're the younger priest, then, Father
Karl,

wasn't it? Sonmeone wote nme that you'd joined the Arnmy after Riistung was
arrested for his Bund activities."

The bl ond man sighed. "Yes, the bishop felt that, under the understandable
suspicion that | then was, it would be better for both me and Holy Mot her
Church

if I indicated where lay ny true loyalties by making this nmartial gesture.
acqui esced, of course. But the mlitary is not ny true vocation, | fear; |
never

have risen above the rank of first |lieutenant, and | doubt that | ever wll,
either."

"Hmmph, " grunted M1o. "You lucked into the right outfit, then. Tell Barstow
you

want rank and you'll be a captain practically overnight, Padre. He hands out
promotions as if they were candy bars, that man does."

Padre smiled coolly. "No, | think not, MIlo, though I thank you for thinking
of

me. But rank should be the reward of service and dedication to the nmilitary;
I

amdefinitely not dedicated to the Army, nor have I, | admt, served it very
well in this war.

"But how have you fared, M1l o, since Father Rustung forced you to | eave
I11inois?"

"Well enough, Padre, well enough, thank you. | joined the Arnmy within a
coupl e

of days after | left Chicago, of course, and | had risen pretty far—+ was a
seni or NCO—by the time the U S. entered the war."

The priest nodded. "So then they nmade you an officer."

"Not quite," MIlo answered him "I still was a tech sergeant when we | anded
in

Nor mandy on D-Day. My pronotions all were of the battlefield variety up unti



I
joined Colonel Barstow. | was a captain of infantry when | cane here; now, |lo
and behol d, Barstow has waved his nagic wand and |'ma major."

Padre | ooked synpathetic. "And you feel a bit guilty, eh? You feel that,
unl i ke

your earlier advancenments in rank, this present one was not fairly earned?
Di sabuse yourself of so silly a notion, MIlo. Aside fromthe fact that
because

you fought and no doubt bled on occasi on across
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a third of France and half of Germany you fully earned what little the
mlitary

has grudgingly given you, were your talents not of inestimable value to
Col one

Eust ace Barstow, he woul d not have dragooned you fromthe infantry and
installed

you here and given you hi gher rank."

"Well, if that's the case, Padre,"” demanded M1lo, "then howis it you're stil
a
first John? You' ve been with Barstow | onger than | have."

A silent DP mess orderly approached and refilled their cups froma stean ng
two- quart stainless-steel pitcher. He was closely foll owed by another, who
t ook

away their trays, and Padre did not answer until they again were al one at
their

tabl e.

"Col onel Barstow only bestows rank and perqui sites upon those who serve him
and

his ends well, that or those he feels he may in future be able to use. He is
a
devious and, quite possibly, a very evil man, MIlo. Mreover, | amfirmy

convinced that there is a great deal nore to what he is doing here than
appears

on the surface, so | do ny job and no nore, flatly refusing to involve nyself
in

any scheme that is not fully explained to ne in advance. This attitude does
not

pl ease Col onel Bar st ow.

"In addition, our two philosophies are dianetrically opposed. Barstow
envi si ons

a worl dwi de empire controlled by the United States of Anerica and policed by
a

huge American Arny. He sees the seas and the oceans commanded by fl eets of
Ameri can warships, all bristling with guns, while vast aerodrones full of
war pl anes lie as an ever-present threat to any who would in any way resist
Ameri can hegenony. He sees the entire earth, eventually, ruled under the
bl ade

of a '"Made in USA' sword. | find the entire prem se obscene, and | have so
i nfornmed himon nore than one occasion, for should so capitalistic, so
biantantly materialistic a nation as America seize and wield so nuch
undeser ved



raw power over others for as long a time as he envisions, there would be only
a

| ong succession of nationalistically notivated wars and rebellions, uprisings
and partisan activity in every part of the world for generations to cone."

"Then what is the answer, Padre? Should we just sit back and | et the Russians
have the rest of Europe, wth

maybe China and India thrown in? D you think Pope Pius will enjoy taking
orders
froma Red comm ssar?" questioned M| o.

The priest sniled knowi ngly; patronizingly, he replied, "MIlo, you have
clearly

been propagandi zed by the capitalist Red-baiters. There is not and there
never

has been any real conflict between the Church and the enlightened rul ers of
Russia, nor are churchnen and laity persecuted in Russia so long as they
devot e

their religions and churches to God and remain apolitical

"The cold facts are these, MIlo: this nust be absolutely the I ast war fought
in

the world. Love of God and |ove of mankind nust in future rule the world, not
Barstow s Anerican sword. | amnot a Communi st, but | recognize that Russia
at

| east fought this war for nobler notives than did Arerica and is, therefore,
nore deserving of world rule than is the United States, norally speaking.
America' s obsession with maki ng obscene ampbunts of profit for greedy

mer chant s

and busi nessnen and industrialists at any activity damms the nation and its
people. On the other hand, were it properly and fairly presented to them |

f eel

certain that the vast majority of the world' s common people would prefer the
rule of a secular governnent of their fellow comon people Iike Prenier Josef
Stalin and a true—rather than a distorted or derivative—feligion to
spiritually

sustain themin a world of peace and order. Barstow, of course, does not

agr ee,

but he is a self-serving | ackey of the WAshi ngton power-hungry,
profit-hungry,

war - mongering, capitalist Jews and Protestants. You can see the truth of ny
words, can't you, MI1o? O course, you can—you're an intelligent man."

M1lo stubbed out his cigarette, drank down the |ast of the coffee, then

| eaned

forward and said, "What | can see is that you, Padre, are as nutty as the
proverbial fruitcake. Your old nmentor, Father Riistung, was a hellish mxture
of

religious fanaticism anti-Semtismand Nazism Well, you saw what happened
to

him and it scared the shit out of you, so you went to the opposite extrene.
You

have beconme an equally hellish mxture of Catholic fanaticism

anti - Ameri cani sm

and Communism | can't imagi ne why Barstow keeps a nut |ike

you around. In his place, I'd ship you off to a roomwi th soft walls. If you
really, truly believe in this internationalist shit, Padre, you' d better keep
your nmouth shut around anybody with two brain cells to rub together, because



your presentation of the wonderful world tonorrow and what it will be Iike
will

drive themstraight into the arns of Col onel Barstow s variety of American
supernationalist."

After that | ate-evening exchange, M|l o took pains to avoid further
one- on- ones

with Father Karl, nor did the priest ever again try to speak with him al one.
When, years later, he saw Padre again, M|lo was to wish he had found a way to
kill himquietly in Minich. But nore than two decades was to trickle away
before

t hat meeti ng.

In August of 1945, the world entered into the Atonmi c Age, a deeply shocked,
stunned, terrified Japanese Enpire surrendered unconditionally, and the main
event of what history was to call by the nanme of Wirld War Two was concl uded
That is to say, the real fighting was concluded, but not the vengeance-taking
agai nst the prostrate, disarned and hel pl ess Germans, Japanese, ltalians,
Austri ans, Hungarians, Rumani ans, Vichy French, anti-Comuni st Russi ans,

Ukr ai ni ans and Al bani ans. Many hei nous injustices were perpetrated in that
bri ef

spate of quasi-Ilegal revenge, but those nations who came to be known as
Western

Powers were not to realize just how unjust they had been, just how nuch they
had

been misled by certain of their own leftist |eaders and by the self-serving
Russians until it was far too |ate.

On an icy January norni ng of 1946* Barstow called Mlo to his office and said
wi t hout preanble, "You' ve done good work for me, and this is reward tine.

Thi nk

you can get back to wearing unifornms again, Mjor Moray?"

"You're sending me back to nmy unit, then, col onel ?" asked M| o.

Barst ow s burgeoning potbelly jiggled as he |aughed. "Not a bit of it, old
bean.

No, |'ve just been given nmy first star-Brigadi er General Eustace Barstow now
sits before you. Raaay!—-and an i medi ate reassignment to
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Hol abird. 1'1l be taking along some of the personnel. Wuld you like to be

one
of my jolly crew?"

"You' re goddamm right | would, col ... uhh, general, but I don't want to
accept

under false pretenses, either. For reasons | explained to you shortly after
arrived here and for others as well, there is an even chance that | won't
st ay

inthe Arny at all, whenever the Powers That May Be decide that ny hitch is
up, "

Mlo told Barstow in conplete sincerity. The new nade general's reply al nost
floored him

"Aside fromyour desire to fulfill your pledge to the late General Stiles and
take care of his widow and their children, which pledge | assune you have
translated into marriage to her and the Stiles fortune, what other pressing
reasons have you to | eave the Arny, MIo?"



Mlo just stared at the pudgy officer across the desk fromhim Then
finally,

he demanded, "General, are you sone kind of fucking tel epath? Have you been
reading nmy mnd? |'ve never once so rmuch as mentioned Ms. Stiles to you or
to

anyone el se here in Minich, and to dammed few back in my battalion."”

Bar st ow showed several gold dental inlays in a broad grin. "Heh, heh, heh,
M o,

you forget, this is an intelligence operation, and | feel the need to know
everything | can dig up about everyone connected with it and ne. Not that |
had

to go any further than to certain files to find out about you and your rich
wi dow | ady. "

"What is that supposed to nean, general ? Why should there have been a file on
me? | was nothing nore or less than a sinple captain of infantry before you
had

me transferred in here," said MIlo in obvious puzzl enment.

In place of an inmredi ate answer, Barstow just |ooked at Mlo in silence for a
| ong nonent, nodded brusquely, then got up and strode to the office door and
opened it. To the uniformed first |ieutenant behind the desk in the outer

of fice, he said only, "Condition Four-Ch."

In silence, the junior officer opened a drawer of his desk to reveal an array
of

buttons. He pressed one of them and a succession of netallic slanmm ng noises
fromthe direction of the door to the reception office told of a nunber of

bol ts

now i n place. The pressing of another

button brought forth a deep-toned humm ng noi se that pervaded the room Then
t he

i eutenant opened the cabi net behind him took out a civilian-nmodel Thonpson
wi th no shoul der stock and a drumrather than the mlitary box magazi ne,

ar med

it and laid it on the desktop before him Then and only then he spoke.

"Condition Four-Ch, sir."

When once nore Barstow had closed and, this tinme, multiply bolted his office
door and resumed his seat, MIlo said, "Jesus fucking Christ, general, what
are

you expecting? The survivors of the Das Reich SS-Panzer Division to assault
this

pl ace?"

"As | said earlier, Mlo, you forget that this is a counter-intelligence
operation, but you can bet your bottomdollar on the fact that the NKVD and
Red

Arny intelligence don't forget just what we have here. And the real pity of
it

all is that certain persons in very highly placed offices in Washi ngton have
al | owed our armed services to beconme so infiltrated with Uncle Joe Stalin's
agents that it sonmetinmes is difficult to be sure of the notives of anyone.
But,

for now, let's get your question out of the way. |I can't maintain Condition
Four-Ch for any length of time w thout arousing comrent.



"Why were your nane and other facts about you in a certain file? For this
reason, Ml o: your involvenent with Brigadier General Jethro Stiles,
deceased. "

"Ch, cone on, general, | knew Jethro fromny basic training days on. He was
no

fucking spy for the Red Army, the Nazis or any fucking body el se, and you're
not

going to convince ne that he was!" MIo expl oded with heat.

"Pl ease keep your voice down," said Barstow mldly. "The device we activated
only mutes out normal, conversational speech. You are quite correct, Ml o,
Stiles was not a spy, not in the ordinary sense of that word. But still we
felt

it well advised to keep an eye on himand any of his friends who spent tine
alone with him W also had in his quarters m crophones connected to a
[istening

post and a wire-recording instrunent."

"Well, you're sweet, trusting bastards, aren't you?" MIlo said bitterly. "And
why all of this shit, just because

he was buying a few things from Nazis who were due to | ose everything soon
anyway ?"

Barstow smiled thinly. "That operation was nothing nore than what we in the
intelligence comunity call a cover, Mlo. It gave hima reason for being in
touch with the still-unconquered portions of Germany, a reason even for
occasional trips behind German |ines. The few who knew aught about his

cl andestine 'purchasing trips' were of the consensus that he was representing
and given protection by a clique of greedy general officers at corps or

possi bly

arnmy |l evel, and he hinmself enhanced that inpression by allow ng the comander
of

your division to buy in on the operation

"In reality, of course, General Stiles was performng sonething of

i nestimabl e

i mportance for the United States and the future. It was sonething that is
still

too highly classified to tell you about. But we are certain that sudden
realization of the truth, the real purposes of his activities, was what got
Ceneral Stiles and ..Captain Wesley killed that day in Delitzsch."

"Ceneral, | was there, remenber? Jethro was killed by three Hitler Youth
amat eur

snipers. And who the hell is Captain Wsley?" Mlo tersely informed and
demanded.

"Wesl ey? Ch, you knew hi m as Sergeant Webber, his cover nane for that

oper ati on.

He was a | oan from anot her agency. And yes, the shootings were very cut-and
dried, but only on the surface, Mlo. And | cannot inpart any nore

i nformati on

on that subject to you, not now Should you decide to remain in the Arnmy and
shoul d you be cleared to work for me in ny new assignment, | might be able to
tell you nore, soneday,

"But for now, Mlo, the war is over. You've done all that you can in Europe



so
why not take this opportunity to go hone?"

Epi | ogue

As Mlo closed his nenories and ceased to speak, there was a ripple of
novenent

around the ranks of seated boys and girls and nmen and prairiecats who had
gat hered about the main Skaht firepit to be entertained by his tale of |ong
ago.

Whil e others rubbed at arns and | egs and sl eepy eyes or began to gather up
gﬁgliandimorks to stow them away for another night, two of the Skaht girls
rsp;hat they had been doi ng. Myrah Skaht cracked nuts froma pile, separated
ngts_and tossed the shells down into the bed of dying-out coals in the
Lgigzlgkaht then took up the nutnmeats and fed themto Gy Linsee, who sat

bet ween

them Fromtinme to time, Myrah stopped her nut-cracking to take fromits
F;agenest of coals a small |ong-handl ed pot with which she refilled the horn
?g? Gy with a heated m xture of herb tea laced with fermented honey.

M1lo comunicated on a tight, highly personal beam ng to Tchuk Skaht. "Look
at

those three, would you? | believe that the first thing we are going to

Wi t ness

upon our return is a weddi ng—©y Linsee and not just one but two of your Skaht
girls, Karee and Myrah. Wat do you think your chief will say to that?"

The hunt chief grinned and said, "He will say just what he has said since she
first saw Sacred Sun: 'Anything that ny Myrah wants, she is to have.' That's
what he'll say, Uncle Mlo."

Mlo grinned, beam ng on, "Well, considering what | brought you all here for
I
can think of nmuch worse
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results than marriage of a son of a Can Linsee bard to a brace of C an Skaht
femal es, one of themthe favorite daughter of the Skaht of Skaht hinself.

"Yes, | think that nmy purpose here is beginning to see acconplishnent, Tchuk
Wnd and Sacred Sun be thanked. A few nore such ties made between your nubile
young people and | think that we will have seen the | ast of any bloodletting,
on

any |large scale, at least. Wiat true Kindred father would ride to raid

agai nst

his own children and grandchildren, after all, and what Kindred son woul d
ride

agai nst the canp of his parents or in-laws?"

Tchuk grinned, beam ng, "Have you met ny in-laws, Uncle MIo0? But, no, you're
right, of course, as you have al ways been, so | amtold. Those of us who for
so



| ong have desired to see an end to this ruinous conflict should have thought
of

something like this, but then we | acked your vast store of know edge and
experience, too. W soon will start back to the clan canps, then?"

"hpt hardly," replied Mlo. "For all else | intended this hunt to be, it
?;ILL autumm hunt, just |ike any other save for the fact that few warriors
igdnatrons are taking part in it. Wen we have | oaded down the pack-horses
2LLEed gane and fish and dried plant foods, that is when we'll head back to
EZips, not before then."

"Well, that boar that Gy Linsee speared will help mightily in that regard,
Uncl e

M1lo. Even without the hide and the guts and the bones, there nust be three
hundred pounds of flesh and hard fat in that carcass."

"True,"
our
arrows and spears, too. But what I'd like to find nowis a salt lick, for |
dislike curing pigneat without salt. Let's give that task to the foragers
tomorrow, eh? They'll be frequenting the vicinities of springs, anyway, in
their

search for edible plants and roots. You mght try m ndspeaking the nore
intelligent and conmmuni cative of the horses, too—sonetinmes they can scent
deposits on the prairie.

Ml o agreed, "and the rest of the pigs are still out there, awaiting

"Now, | suggest we all get sone sleep, for the dawn will come early, as
al ways. "

To the seem ngly bermused Linsee boy, he beaned,

"Come, Gy, it is late, and | am going back to your clan's fires, this night.
Ve
can wal k toget her and converse."

While he waited, Gy arose and was soundly, linger-ingly kissed first by Karee
Skaht, then by Myrah Skaht, then by Karee once nore, then by Myrah yet again.
Finally, Mlo strode over and tore the two girls away fromthe tall

dar k- hai red

boy, adnoni shing them and him

"I'f I didn't know better, 1'd think Gy Linsee bound outward for a journey
from

whi ch he m ght never return. You two will see himno later than dawn

t orror r ow,

you have ny word on the matter."

As the agel ess man and the adult-sized boy strolled in the bright noonlight

al ong the bank of the riverlet, Gy beaned hesitantly, "I . . . uh, Uncle

M o,

if still you wish to take ne with you and the Tribe Bard, | ... that is, you
had

said that-1 nmight bring a wife with ne. Mght I ... | mean, wuuld I ... could
I



M 1o chuckl ed, beam ng back, "Two wives will be acceptable, Gy—another set of
hands never hurts when setting up canp or breaking canp or |oading or

unl oadi ng

horses. If you and they both are in agreement on the matter, | say, fine.
They'll learn a lot, as will you, my boy, traveling fromone far-flung clan
canp

to the next. You'll neet Kindred you'd never see if you lived | ong enough to
go

to a dozen Fifth-Year Tribal Councils. 1'll teach the three of you howto
read

and to wite nore than just your name, and you'll help me in preparing a
series

of maps of the land as it nowlies. We will explore ruins as we cone across
them seeking out nmetals and ancient jewels and any artifacts still usable
after

so long in the earth; some, the best, of these, we will keep, others will be
guest gifts to clans we visit, the rest we will sell to roving traders or
bring

up to the next Fifth-Year Canp.

"W may live or migrate with this clan or that for nonths, and then again we
nmay

go it alone in good weather for just as many nonths, only seeking out a clan
with which to winter when the cold begins to nip at us. Perhaps we will

wi nt er

one year in a friendly Dirtrman settlement. Yes, Gy, there are a very few such
pl aces, although they are scattered nost widely and nost lie far to the south
of

where we now are.

"And of course, all the while, Bard Herbuht will be teaching you the history
of

the various clans and of the tribe itself—the facts, the | egends, the heroes,
the great chiefs, significant raids, battles, victories, defeats, geneal ogies
of

clans and septs, and so much, much nore that a Bard of the Tribe nmust know
and

recall when the need arises. He and | will also school you in the proper use
of

your m ndspeak, and | am convinced that you possess al ready great untapped
powers of the various types and | evels of m ndspeak, Gy. | am anxious to see
you

devel op those powers, for a Tribal Bard is nore than that title nmight seemto
inmply. At times he nmust be & nediator, a peacemaker between clans or factions

wi thin clans, and on those occasions, in those ticklish situations, an

ability

to soothe the m nds of angry, blood-hungry men as well as frightened horses is
a

necessity owned by few Herbuht is one such, I amanother, and | believe that

you can be, too, once your nmind is awakened and becomes aware of its true

tal ents and potential s.

"But back to the very near future, Gy. In the nmorning, ny hunt will be riding
back to where we were today, after the rest of those pigs-—they' re just too
nmuch

nmeat in one place to pass themup. 1'll be wanting you al ong and any ot her
good

spear men you know of, too.

"But . . . but please, Uncle Mlo," beaned Gy froma roiling mnd, "I ... we



it was ny section's day to fish. Karee and Myrah sai d—

M1lo clapped the big boy on his thick shoul der, |aughing. "Ch, don't fret,
ey

"Il ask for your two intendeds on this hunt with us tomorrow, and | doubt
t hat

Hunt Chief Tchuk will voice any really strenuous objections to the

r ear r angemnent

of schedul es.”

At the Linsee area, MIo shooed Gy off to his lean-to, but he hinself did not
i Mmediately retire. Instead he sent out a mindcall for Hwaltuh Linsee.

"On the council rock by the water, Uncle M1o," cane beami ng the silent

reply.
"Come and join nme."

Mlo clinbed the flat-topped, npssy rock and squatted beside the Linsee
subchi ef, one of the few adult warriors along on this very unusual hunt.
Bel ow

themlay one of the backwater pools of the riverlet, and in its
near-still ness,

the silver disk of the npbon was reflected. Now and
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again at intervals, something splashed in the pool and sent ripples out to
br eak

that silvery radiance into wavering shards that slowy recoal esced as the
agitation of the water decreased to near-stillness again. It all |ooked so
qui et, so peaceful, but MIo well knewthat it was not. It was anything but
peaceful, night in the wilds; night was the tinme of death as the night
hunters

prowed with growing, enpty bellies in search of their natural prey.

"Were you at ny tale-telling this night?" beaned MIo.

"Yes, for the first part only, though," Subchief Hwaltuh beamed in reply.
"Snowbel Iy mindcalled me fromup above. Crooktail had found a strange scent
out

a few score yards fromthe area of short grasses, where the horse herd is
bi di ng

this night."

"And you found . . . ?" inquired MIlo.

The Linsee warrior shrugged and shook his head, his braided hair fl opping.
"No

tracks that | could see in the moonlight or feel with ny fingers. | couldn't
snel | anything, either, except a trace of skunk or weasel musk in a couple of
pl aces. Nonetheless, | told the cats that I'lIl bed down up there tonight,

cl ose

to the herd. Wth a strong bow and a ready spear and a few darts, 1'll be

r eady

for whatever may befall, | think."

M1 o nodded. "A wi se decision, that one. Now make anot her one, Hwal tuh. Wen



we

return to the Tribe Council Canmp, Gy Linsee will announce his intent to wed
Karee Skaht and Myrah Skaht. | ask that you not only not oppose this match
but

give it your full support should your chief object."

"Oppose it, Uncle M| o?" The Linsee warrior grinned. "Wy should | oppose it?
Those two Skaht chits show taste and intelligence rare in Skahts. Besides,

t hey

both | ook healthy and strong enough, and that Myrah Skaht has a fine eye for
archery. Certainly I'Il favor the match should the Linsee object to it for
some

reason, but | don't see why he would. How does this matter sit, though, wth
Tchuk Skaht ?"

"He is of the mind that it will be a good thing for both clans,” MIlo
replied.

"And he has offered unasked to intervene with his chief, the girl Mrah's
sire,

on the matter.

"But that is not all on which | want your help, your voice, Hwaltuh,” MIlo
went

on after a brief pause. "After the hunt is done and Gy is narried to his two
wives, | nean to take himwith me and Tri be-Bard Her buht Bain of Mihnroh for
a

few years. The Linsee may object to it, the boy's sire is alnbst certain to
do

so, and a few words in favor of the idea fromyou would be at |east hel pful.”

"Way in the world would you want to take a fledgling warrior with two young
wi ves who are both certain to be rendered gravid in a very short tine with
you

and the Tribe Bard, Uncle Mlo? If it's bows and swords behind you you want,
I

can think of a goodly nunber of Linsee nen who could and would ride with you
for

a couple of years for a reasonable figure, just as warriors hire out as

guar ds

for the trader wagons now and then."

"No," beanmed Mo, "you msunderstand nme. Bard Herbuht and | and our party
carry

very little of value with us, we both are ourselves proven warriors and our
worren t oo, so we need no hired guards. Look you, Hwaltuh, Gy has a rare gift
of

a voice and of a nenory and of inprovisation; he should rightly be a bard, he

longs to be a bard, yet you know as does he that he never will be allowed by
hi s

sire to beconme the Clan Linsee bard, in favor of his elder brother. Not so?
"Well, | hate to see natural talent of any sort or description wasted

needl essly, and Bard Herbuht is of like mnd. | want Gy to wend with us for

| ong

enough for Herbuht and ne to fully test himand make a determination as to
whet her or not he will be suitable material for the next Tribal Bard."

- "A Tribal Bard? A boy of Can Linsee to be Tribal Bard?" Hwaltuh Linsee was
so
shocked that he spoke aloud, in a hushed tone. "That is so great an honor for



the clan that | feel safe in saying that you'll get no single objection from
t he

chief, and any that the clan bard night voice will be overridden by the chief
and the Linsee Council. The Song of Linsee tells of right many mghty
warriors,

brave and wi se chiefs, skillful hunters and the like, but nowhere of a Triba
Bard of our bl ood.

"You tell the Linsee your plans for our Gy ... or better yet, let ne have the
time to tell himbefore you cone to the chiefs yurt. | feel free to pronise

t hat

there will be no

nooert n.aans
slightest objection or condition to Gy going off with you and Bard Her buht."

When, the next norning, half the horses were mnd-called dowmn fromthe
prairie

above to be saddled for the hunting and foraging parties, Hwaltuh Linsee cane
down astride the bare back of one of them not |ooking as if he had sl ept
wel |,

if at all.

"There's some sonet hing nosing around up there, right enough, Uncle Mlo," he
reported. "It's never gotten really close to the herd, and it's canny enough
to

stay downwi nd so that neither the horses nor the cats can scent it properly,
but

it's there, anyway.

"You take half of nmy hunt with you, today. |I'mgoing to keep the other half
of

them and both of the prairiecats with ne here, and | mean to find out just
what

is up there and whether or not it represents a danger to the horses."

M 1o shook his head. "Hwaltuh, recall if you will, these aren't grown
warriors

we're dealing with, Jthis hunt. If whatever is up there is at all dangerous
or

very big or there's nore than just one of them you're going to be hard
pressed

with only a handful of boys and girls to back you, with or without the cats
and

a few stallions. Keep your entire hunt here today. | know exactly where |I'm
taking mne, for a change, and i mediately we've harvested those pigs, I'llI
bring them back with the nmeat. W've done a |ot of butchering down here in
t he

| ast week, and who knows what sorts of predators or scavengers we m ght have
attracted."'

Once up on the prairie level, MIlo rode close enough to the nowreduced horse
herd to mindspeak the two prairiecats, Snhowbelly and Crooktail.

"Uncle M1lo," Snowbelly informed him "I have never snelled this scent

bef ore.

It isalittle like a big weasel or a skunk, but also it is alittle like an
average-sized wild cat or a tree cat or even one of the cats of the high

pl ai ns. "



"Does it snell at all like one of your kind?" queried MIo, thinking that
t hey

still occasionally canme across a wild prairiecat, though such occurrences
wer e

getting rarer and rarer.

"No, Uncle MI|o, not one of our kind," the cat's

beam ng assured him "Watever it is is as big as a full-growmn wolf, but it
is
no wol f—Ao wol f ever snelled |like that."

"Well," MIo beamed, "Subchief Hwaltuh is staying behind with all of his hunt
today, and he neans to find it, whatever it is.”

Ai ded by the exceptionally keen-nosed Snowbel |y, Subchief Hwaltuh Linsee with
a

hal f - dozen menbers of his hunting party had backtracked one of the creatures
that had been prow ing around the vul nerabl e horse herd. Now he and the
youngsters were squatting on the muddy bank of a small stream sonme mile or
nor e

fromthe canpsite. Strange tracks, big tracks, were all about them and the
odor

whi ch had so bothered the cats was here strong enough for even the humans to
catch its powerful, musky reek

Winkling up his nose in clear distaste, the big prairie-cat beaned, "There
are

ni ne of the beasts, at least in this pack, and they made a kill in this spot
last night. The snell of deer blood still is strong in this nmud, despite the
other stench overlying it. They killed it here and ate it here.”

"Then where are the bones?" beaned Hwal tuh puzzl edly. "Wat becanme of the
hooves, the skull, the antlers, if any? Foxes?"

"No, Subchief," Snowbelly's powerful telepathy replied. "No recent snell of
foxes or any other kind of small scavenger is here. Those strange beasts nust
have eaten the entire carcass—neat, guts, hide, bones, hooves and all. And
find this nmost odd, for this was no small deer they killed, Subchief Hwaltuh
and they did not lie up here and gnaw away at those bones |ike normal beasts,
but seemto have eaten themas quickly and as easily as they ate the softer
parts. No wolf could do such —er would so do in a country so full of ganme—yet
you can see by the size and the depth of the spoor, these snelly beasts are
none

of themlarger than an average prairie wolf."

The Linsee subchief frowned. "It is sonething beyond my ken or experience,
Snowbel | y. Can you range the hunt chief? O Uncle M| 0?"

"This cat will try,"
bot h

of themare out of my distance."

beamed Snowbel ly, then, after a nonent, "No, Subchief,

The warrior stood up then, saying, "All right. Let's see if we can trail them
fromthis place to wherever they went next. Strung bows, everyone, with one
shaft nocked and two nore ready. Any beast that can carel essly nmunch the
bones

of a big deer could just as easily shear through the I eg of a horse or any
part



of one of us. Only a fool would trail such a beast all unready.”

The trail of the snmelly beasts wound on down the stream bank for a quarter
mile

or so, then struck out across the prairie, angling back nore or less in the
direction of the horse herd and the canpsite. This bothered Hwal t uh, and he
ordered the pace increased accordingly, for in his absence, there now were no
adult humans in the canp, only sone bare dozen youngsters— one of themlying
burned and hel pl ess—and Crooktail, the other prairiecat.

Nearer to the herd and canpsite, Crooktail had perceived the emanations of a
large feline, not one of his own kind, but in many ways simlar, and, even as
Subchi ef Hwal tuh and his band rode for the canp, the prairiecat was in silent
converse with the spotted, short-fanged cat (MI|lo would have called her a
jaguar, while the far-southern clans would have used the Meki kahn word,

t eegrai

to describe her).

A young cat, without a clearly defined personal territory as yet, she had
followed the migrating herds north in the spring, and she now was headed
sout h

again as the weat her becane col der. She was roughly of a size with Crooktail
t hough finer-boned and | ess beefy of body. She seemed fascinated to |earn

t hat

twol egs and a variety of cat not only lived together in harnmony but even
shar ed

the hunt and the protection of grass-eaters from other beasts.

When Crooktail "described" the scent of the strange prow ers, the spotted cat
replied, "Yes, the skunk-wolves. There are not many of them anywhere, though
they are nore common farther south than here. They will eat anything living
or

dead, and al though they often kill their

own food, they will still take a kill fromany other they can find or catch
They thensel ves are inedible, even the young ones. But tell this cat nore of
t hese strange twol egs you claimas brothers and sisters and who keep you fed
even when you cannot hunt, in the tinmes of the cold-white."

Far from Crooktail and his wild feline cof npani on-of -the-nonent, away over on
the other side of the horse herd, near to the edge of the bluffs, a nmare had
just dropped a foal. Her dark-bay flanks still trembling with strain, she was
licking the infant horseling clean when her hei ghtened senses told her of the
i mm nence of deadly danger to her and her foal

Two brownish, striped neat-eaters were stalking her in the open in a series
of

short, sidling rushes. They both stood as tall as or taller than a
prairiecat—-as

much as six hands at the withers, though their bodi es sloped sharply back

t owar d

the crupper. An erect crest of stiff hair stood up along their w thers and
t hi ck

necks, and their opened nouths were all big, gleaning teeth.

The mare screaned a terrified warning, then noved herself to take a stand
bet ween the threatening predators and her hel pl ess foal. Warned by her
heari ng

nore than her sight, she lashed out with a two-hoofed kick to the rear and
received the brief satisfaction of feeling her hooves make contact with a



hairy

somet hi ng that gasped a whining scream and then thudded to the ground sone

di stance away and nade no other sounds of any sort. But even as she fought so
wel |, so victoriously, against one of her stal kers, she realized that at

| east

one other had gotten to, and sunk its fearsone fangs into and was draggi ng
of f

her newborn foal. And even as a snarling prairiecat arrived on the scene at a
dead run, the valiant mare felt rending fangs tear through her near hind | eg
as,

si mul taneously, still another set of crushing toothshod jaws cl anped down on
her

t hroat and w ndpi pe.

One gl ance at the huge jaws and bul ging forequarter nuscles of these beasts
t he

spotted cat had call ed skunk-wol ves and Crooktail recognized that this fight
nmust be One of novenent, rapid novenent, slash and withdraw to sl ash and

wi t hdraw again, for to try to close would

flULfKIT nUU | KS

nmean being held and eaten alive by the dog-shaped things. Beanmi ng out a

wi de-spreading call for aid fromthe clansfolk and the herd stallions, the
cat

dashed in to claw open the flank of an attacker that had just nessily
hanst r ung

t he dooned nare

The creature turned its head on its nisproportioned neck to snap bl oody jaws
at

its own clawtorn flesh once, before returning to its attack on the mare,
hunger

and bl oodthirst driving it harder than pain.

Crooktail drove in yet again, this time at one of the brown, striped beasts
;gztwwenching | oose great bloody mouthfuls of flesh and entrails fromthe
2?d¥he feebly thrashing, piteously screanming foal. As the cat turned to | eap
away after laying open the back and off ham of the skunk-wolf, he collided
Lﬁlhﬁth anot her that had been charging down on him the inmpact sent both cat
Sggst rolling to sprawi on the hard ground, wi nded. Even as Crooktail fought
L?eathe and regai n enough control of his battered body to arise arid keep
nmovi ng, he saw his nenesis bearing down fast upon himin the form of one of
fgfgest of the huge-jawed skunk-wol ves.

At fourteen summers, Daiv Kripin of Linsee was big for his age and race,
accurately drew a bow of adult weight, possessed a rare eye for casting darts
and was devel oping rapidly into one of the best hands with saber and | ance in
the clan. He was sure of hinmself, as a good | eader must al ways be (or, at

| east,

project the appearance of being). Al of his clansfolk recognized that if he
lived to adul thood, Daiv would one day be a sub-chief, and Subchief Hwaltuh
had

felt no qualns at placing the boy in charge of the canp and the herd in the



absence of adults.

Daiv had the ability to think ahead, to foresee possible dangers and prepare
for

them and he had therefore ordered that a fast and veteran hunter be saddl ed
and

accoutered and kept on a picketline in canp for each of the half-dozen boys
and

girls left to him Therefore, when the nmare's screamalerted him he and the
rest were already tightening cinches and nmounting even as Crooktail's

m ndcal |

reached them
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"Wait!" he cautioned those who woul d have i mediately turned their nounts and
essayed the steep trail up to the bluff top. "First string your bows and nock
an

arrow-there may be no time to do so above in whatever is going on up there."

As the little party leaned well forward in their saddles to aid their nounts
in

bal anci ng on the steep, narrow ascent, they all could feel the vibration of

t he

mlling, stanmping herd, could hear the whickerings and snortings, and could
sense the plethora of m ndspeaki ng and m nd-callings anong the restive,

di sturbed equi nes. Horses, even the rare breed of Horsecl ans stock, possessed
nowhere near the intelligence of cats or twol egs, of course; Daiv was of the
private opinion that even cattle and sheep were smarter, and he prayed Sun
and

Wnd that this herd would not take it into their enpty heads to panic and
stanpede out into the vast prairie. Not only would that mean many | ong,

wast ed

hunti ng days of running the brainless creatures down, as many as had not by

t hen

fallen prey to predators, or broken | egs caused by their headl ong flight, but
it

woul d reflect ill on him since the canp and the herd had been in his keeping
t hi s day.

Dai v's hunter crested the bluff alnost atop the spot where a badly cl awed
dogli ke beast was gorging itself on chunks of flesh and bone torn fromthe
flopping, twitching carcass of what had recently been a new dropped foal

Wt hout pause or even thought, the boy drove a stone-tipped arrow
fletchings-deep in the side of the singular glutton, just behind the hunched
shoul der. And the well-ained shaft had but barely left the powerful hornbow
when

anot her had been nocked and readi ed for use.

Sone dozen yards or so away fromthe riders, they could see a fast and
furious

and bl oody running fight being waged between six nmore of the big, ugly
beast s,

Crooktail and, surprisingly enough, a short-fanged cat about of a size with
t he

prairiecat but of a very odd col or —a base coat of golden yellow thickly

i nterspersed with | arge bl ack near-circul ar bl ot ches.

A momentary contact with Crooktail's mind assured himof the verity of his
original surm se, and he both



shout ed and ni ndspoke the other boys and girls, "Don't shoot that spotted
cat.

She's fighting for us against these snelly things." Then he felt it wise to
br oadbeam the same instructions to the scattered herd guards who were
frantically gall oping around the herd or trying to force a way through it.

Fearsone as were the skunk-wol ves as predators and fighters agai nst other
beasts, the pack proved no match for seven nounted, bow armed boys and girls
?Le Hor secl ans, and shortly they were beconme only seven arrowquilled | unps
greeding fl esh and bone covered over with matted, stinking hair. That was
gﬁgzhief Hwal t uh Linsee and his six riders arrived with Snow belly.

Di snounting, the warrior exam ned each of the dead creatures at sone |ength
and

detail, winkling his nose against their hideous reek. "Hmph. The skunk part
of

their name is apt enough, but | don't think they're really wolves. For one
thing, no wolf has ever had ears like .that, and, |ook you all closely here,
t he

creatures all conmpletely |lack dewclaws, and their toe pads are of a very

di fferent arrangement than a wol fs are. They—*

A high, wavering screambore up to themfromthe canp bel ow the bluffs. There
was a cackl e of inhuman-soundi ng | aughter and a second scream ... or rather
hal f

of one, chopped off into sudden silence.

"Sun and Wnd!" excl ai red Hval tuh. "What. . . who was that?"

Dai v Kripin of Linsee paled under his weather-darkened tan. "The burned Skaht

boy, Subchief . . . he's lying dowmn there alone, no one to tend himor defend
him Could there be ... do you think there may be nore of these . . . these
t hi ngs?"

Hwal t uh flung hinself into his saddle. "Yes, Daiv, there're nore. W' ve been
tracking at | east nine of themacross the prairie, and you lot only killed
seven

up here. Come on. Half of us down the center path, half down the upstream
route.

Snowbel |y, you cats go ahead and try to hold themuntil we get down. You herd
guards, stay up here on your posts. M ndspeak the stallions and any ot her

A MINLtJ
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horses you know well —try to get this herd cal med down."

MIlo Mral needed but a glance at the nine holed, bloody and stiffening
carcasses laid out at the edge of the streamto nmake positive identification
of

the | ate marauders. "Hyenas, Hwaltuh, beasts that | ook |ike dogs and behave a
great deal like them too, but are nore closely related to cats or weasels,
actually. They aren't native to this continent any nore than are a nunber of
ot her beasts now living here, but sone nust have been inported before the

G eat



Dyi ngs. Probably the many- times- great-grandparents of these lived in a zoo
or
a theme park and nmust have lived well on all the cadavers |ying everywhere

during that long-ago tine. |I'd never before cone across any of them never
even

heard tell of themon the prairies, before this. | hope we never again cone
across any of them either. In Africa, |'ve seen packs of themliterally eat

aninmal s alive.

"Uncle Mlo," said Hwal tuh earnestly and solemmly, "I amvery sorry about the
death of that boy, Rahjuh Vawn of Skaht, and poor young Daiv Kripin of

Li nsee,

consci entious as he is, goes absolutely crushed that he did not think in the
excitement of the nonent to see that at |east one boy or girl remained down
here

to see to the helpless lad.- He feels that he has failed in discharge of his
assigned responsibilities this day, fears that the | osses of a Skaht boy, a
Skaht mare and her foal may recomrence the feud and that that too will be his
fault. What can | say to hin®"

M1lo | ooked at the other warrior, who now stood beside him and Hwal tuh. "Wat
woul d you say to such a lad in such a case, Hunt Chief Tchuk?"

Tchuk Skaht shook his head sadly. "It's not that poor, brave lad's fault, not
any of it, not the deaths of mare or foal or ... or Rahjuh. Part of the fault
for his death rests squarely upon my shoul ders, for | flung himinto that
firepit and burned him But the larger part of that fault |ay upon Rahjuh

hi nsel f, for had he not been dangerously insubordinate, there would have been
no

reason for me to so harshly discipline him Nor do any of ny

younger Skahts seemto hold this Daiv Kripin of Linsee cul pabl e—they only
seem

to regret that they were not here to share in the battle against these
what ever - you-cal | ed-t hens. "

"Then," said Mlo, "I think that you and Hwal tuh and a coupl e of your young
Skahts shoul d seek Daiv out and tell himwhat you just told ne. Make certain
t hat one of the young Skahts you take along is a pretty, unattached girl, eh?"

Tchuk Skaht nodded, with a broad grin and a wi nk.

As Mlo and his hunt lay upon the large, flat-topped rock drying their bodies
and hair in the sun, the three cats crouched around a heaping pile of pig
offal,

gorging on the rich, fatty fare, while Ml o and Gy Linsee ni ndspoke them

"We all are in your debt, cat sister,” Mlo inforned the stray jaguar fenale
"But for your ferocity, Crooktail feels that he would surely have been killed
or

at least seriously injured by the skunk-wolves. And Subchief Hwaltuh still is
amazed at how you dashed in and, at great risk to yourself, bit clean through
t he spine of that skunk-wolf that was savagi ng the body of the boy. \Wat can
we

do to repay you?"

Tilting up her neat head, her eyes closed, her gl eaning carnassials

sci ssoring

off a tasty section of pig gut, the spotted cat beamed, "Crooktail has told
this



cat that if a cat hel ps you twol egs to hunt and to guard your fourleg
grasseaters fromwol ves and bears and other cats, you will always provide
neat

and a warm dry place to sleep with safety for kittens and cubs until they
are

bi g enough to protect thenmselves. |Is this true?"

"Yes," beaned MIlo sinply.

She swal | owed the piece of pig gut and i medi ately went to work detaching
anot her | ength, sublinmely unheeding of the metallic-hued flies buzzing and
crawl i ng upon her bl oody face and the bl oodier feast that |lay before her. "It
sounds a better, nore secure life than follow ng the herds of horned beasts
and

trying to find and claima hunting ground where no big cat now |lives, and
bei ng

al ways fearful of dying of hunger in the |ong,

white-cold. Could this cat become such a cat as Crook-tail, twol eg brother of
cats?"

"Crooktai Fs clan will be honored to include so valiant a new cat sister
anongst

its fighters,” MIlo assured her. "But by what nane is our cat sister called?"

"Why not call her Spotted One?" beanmed Snowbelly, in friendly fashion

As he lay back and relaxed in the warmsunlight, MIlo wondered if the
prairiecats and the jaguar were closely enough related to produce fertile
kittens or any kittens at all, then nmentally shrugged. Only time would tell
in

that matter.

But in a closer matter, there was no slightest doubt as to the speedy

out cone.

In the midst of the gathering of nude, danp boys and girls on the rock, Karee
Skaht, Myrah Skaht and Gy Li nsee now were thoroughly occupied with one

anot her,

conpletely ignoring the others around t hem

Karee hal f sat on the supine boy's upper chest, presenting her wet blond
pudenda

to his eager lips and darting tongue. Gasping her pleasure, her snmall hands
twi sted through his dark, |oosened hair while his |arger hands kneaded and
pi nched and caressed her small, pointy breasts.

Myrah was astride Gy's loins, her knees and shins pressed to the rockface,
head

t hrown back, eyes scewed tightly shut, spine arched, hands cl enched, every
l'ine

and nuscl e showi ng tension as she rocked slowy back and forth, back and
forth.

Mlo reflected that, in company with Gy Linsee and his two hot-bl ooded young
wi ves, the next few years of traveling should be anything but boring.
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