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September 1918. World War | nearsits end in Europe, and the Ottoman Empire offersto
surrender to the United States. The British, eager to keep the French out of Constantinople and
the Straits, urge President Wilson to accept. A month later, a small American force steamsinto
the Golden Horn. At the Versailles Conference, America accepts a League of Nations Mandate
over Constantinople and other parts of Turkey. General of the Armies John Pershing commands
American forces.

Smedley Butler stood on the upper walk of the GalataT ower, the streets of Constantinople's
European digtrict winding down the low hill to the Golden Horn and the Bosporus below him. Theiron
railing was hot from the late August sun. He stared east across the dark blue water of the Bosporusto
the shore of Anatolia. Smoke rose from Usclidar, the shattered Asian suburbs of theimperia city, where
Dwight Eisenhower and his company had died as Turkish Nationalists drove American troops from
Asatic Turkey. Helooked south over the narrow flow of the Golden Horn to Stamboul, the ancient
center of Congtantinople. The minarets and domes of Siileyman's great mosque were bright in the early
afternoon sun, as were the dender towers of the other great mosques of the Ottoman sultans.

"Will the Nationdists move more men across, Generd?" The young marine second lieutenant
commanding the observation post shifted nervoudly.

"No need to. Mustafa Kemal already has an army behind us. Besides, we have the Governor
Generd'syacht to help.”

TheU.SSArizona rode a anchor half amile off the Golden Horn, her twelve 14-inch gunsaiming
beyond Butler to the Thracian Plain and the Nationdist army infesting the city. Aft of her rear turret, an
awning blazed white in the afternoon sun, shading Governor Generd Albert B. Fall's reception for the
alied ambassadors. Smedley handed the binoculars to the lieutenant and turned to enter the ancient stone
tower. Butler's movements reveded awiry toughness earned from three decades campaigning asa
marine

Explosions dapped behind him. He spun around as another explosion banged acrossthe water. A
white fountain spouted from the far Sde of theArizona . Smoke, gray turning black, billowed over the
ship. Shock froze Butler for an ingtant.

"Cal Army headquarters. Order Colond Patton to full alert.”

Butler was breathing heavily from his charge down the interior steps of the tower as he jumped into
the rear seat of his open staff car. "Customs dock.”

Smedley'saide and Army liaison, Mgor Shaw, asked, "Generd, what's happened?' Shaw's gaunt
face showed his concern.

Butler gripped the top of the door asthe car bounced down the cobbled street. "Explosions on
Arizona . Can't tel if the Navy blew themsalves up or if the Turks are attacking.” The blast of the car's



horn forced away through the crowd of European and Turkish pedestrians. The third and fourth stories

of the stone and wooden houses |oomed over the Rolls Royce asit did around a sharp corner onto

Istiklal Street. The driver swerved, just missing asmall red trolley car, and accel erated toward the water.
* k%

The explosion twisted the deck of Arizona from under John Pershing, hurling him againgt the aft
turret. He dropped to one knee but refused to fall further. A cloud of oily smoke swept acrossthe
battleship's fantail. Pershing pulled out a handkerchief and tied it over his nose and mouth. "Damn little
good thiswill do."

"Genera Pershing, Sir, are you hurt?'

The concerned face of an ensign hovered above the generd. "'l don't think so, son." Pershing stood
dowly, testing hisbalance, feding his sixty years. He coughed deeply, trying to clear the smoke from his
lungs, but only drawing in more. "How isthe ship?' He reached to straighten his hat and found it missing.

"Don't know, sir. Captain Hahn and Admira Kesder were both forward showing some pasha
around. With the generd's permission, | must get to my station.”

"Go." The ship jerked and listed heavily to starboard. Civilians attending the reception shoved past
Pershing to therailing. Pershing saw an Army mgor who commanded the governor genera’s honor
guard. "Reynolds, organize the evacuation here. The Navy isbusy trying to save the ship.”

"gr.”

Pershing scanned the deck for Governor Genera Fdl's shock of white hair, seeing him far aft,
surrounded by asmall cordon of aides. As he neared Fall, Pershing called, "Is your launch near,
Governor?"

Fall ignored Pershing, helping an American oilman toward arope ladder recently tied to astanchion.
Heturned to Pershing. "Best hurry, Genera.."

Pershing heard awoman's scream of "Sally,” and turned. An American woman bent to help agirl of
about five, who sat on the deck holding her leg and crying. Blood stained the hem of the child'syelow
dress. An older girl in amatching outfit clung to the woman, her eyeswide with fear.

Pershing shoved hisway back to the small group, and kndlt by the youngest girl. "Here, let me see.”
Pershing gently examined the girl'sleg, which had adight cut. Emptiness gripped him, as heredized the
girl was only ayear or two older than Mary Margaret and that the older girl was near Helen or Anne's
age, when all had burned to death before the war. He glanced up at the woman, filled by memories of
Frankie, dead in the same fire. He forced himself to concentrate on the present, glad that histouch
seemed to comfort the girl. "I don't think it's serious, Madam."

Thewoman looked down, fear fading as she recognized Pershing. "Generd, isthe ship snking?'

"Not till you're safe.”" Pershing spotted Reynolds. " Get these people to the launch, Mgor."

A rumbling explos on—fdt through the deck more than heard—shook the massive battleship.
Pershing sumbled asArizona listed further. At the fantail, he hel ped awounded sailor climb over therall,
and felt the man dip from hishandsinto thearms of sailorson alocal caique. He glanced at his hands,
seeing the blood and blackened skin that had peeled from the sailor's arms. Pershing wiped his hands on
his uniform, trying to ignore the charred-lamb stench of burned human flesh.

"Generad Pershing.”" A Navy lieutenant, hiswhite uniform covered in grime, sduted. "Sir, thefiré's
near the forward magazine.”

"Canyouflood it?"

"No water pressure. Please abandon ship, Generd."

Pershing fought hisingtinct to stay, to help the wounded, knowing his command was ashore. "I'm
sorry, Lieutenant." Pershing turned to the stern and climbed down into the steam launch, crowding onto a
deck packed with sailors and afew civilians. Fall and the oil tycoon stood on the far side of the launch.

The boat dropped away from the battleship on the fast current, moving out of the heavy smoke
from burning bunker oil. Pershing yelled to the boatswain at the whed, " Get us around to the bow so we
can see the damage.”



The launch diced through the calm water toward the dreadnought's bow. TheArizona 's port side
appeared undamaged, but the ship's heavy list stabbed her 14-inch guns upward, twelve greet barrels
slhouetted against the sky. The launch rounded the sharp bow.

Theforedeck of Arizona vanished inabdl of flamethat billowed above thetal masts. Pershing
saw—or imagined, for he was never sure—both forward turrets lift upward before crashing back through
the main deck. The shock of the explosion smashed into Pershing, knocking him into the crowd of
sallors. Sound roared over him. Heraised hisarmsin protection againgt faling debris.

The dreadnought shuddered and rolled. Her tall basket-weave masts dipped into the Bosporus, her
gunsjutting upward. The screams of crewmen flung into the searose above the degth rattle within the
armored hull. The ship vanished beneath the railing surface. Oil carried fire across the blue water.

Old Glory and Butler'sred flag with his single brigadier's star sngpped in thewind as Smedley legpt
from hisgtill-moving car. A growing throng of Turks and Europeans crowded the smdl plaza, voices
raised in half adozen languages Butler recognized, and a dozen he didn't. Black smoke rose from the
burning ail markingArizona 'sgrave. Smedley stared in shock at the flock of small boats circling, seeking
survivors. "It only took me ten minutesto get here. Battleships shouldn't die that quickly.”

A marine sergeant, a stocky, powerful man with gray hair and aface lined from decades of
campaigning, saluted sharply. "The swabbies say Turksfloated amineto her on the current, but nobody
knows, Generd."

"Where's Pershing, Sergeant Cooper?' Butler aways felt rapport with Cooper, ardic of the old
Marine Corps whom he remembered from the march on Peking and the Panama Battalion.

"With the Governor Generd, | hope, gr. Hislaunch is picking up survivors.”

Butler glanced around the long, narrow promenade, only afew feet above the swiftly moving
Bosporus. Four- and five-story stone and brick buildings, mainly occupied by European or local
Greek-owned businesses, crowded the waterfront in ajumble of pastels and stonework. Behind them,
buildings climbed the low hill to the medieval gray stones of the Galata Tower with itslayer-cake crown
of balconies. The crowd grew rapidly, and Butler's hand brushed his holstered .45 at the thought of yet
another riot siweeping the city.

Smedley rdaxed dightly astwo trucks loaded with marines bounced to astop. "Good timing,"
Butler said. "Magor Shaw, keep the promenade clear, but go easy. The city could go up like aton of
dynamite. Don't light the match.”

"l understand, Sir." Shaw sal uted.

"Sergeant, where's your phone?'

Cooper pointed to alow wooden shack. "Insde, Generd."

Butler stepped into the small guard post, his boots clicking on the plank floor. He cranked the
handle on the phone.

"Headquarters, Lieutenant Zack."

"Generd Butler here. Isthe garrison on dert?’

"No, sir. Not without Colonel Patton's orders. I'm trying to reach him, sir.”

"Whereis Colond Patton?'

"Not quite sure, Sir. HE's playing a polo match againgt the wogs, Generd, over in Stamboul." The
answer came with obviousreluctance. "Civilizing them, he said.”

Smedley Butler took off his broad-brimmed campaign hat for amoment and wiped sweset from his
forehead with hisdeeve, brushing hisdark hair back, using the gesture to bring his temper under control.
"Full dert. Now. Send the Army to reinforce the perimeter.”

"Yes gr."

"Marineriot squadsinto the streets. If the residents of Stamboul seethisasasignd to attack
foreigners, the sultan's police won't stop them. Send every vehicle you can spare to move the wounded



to hospitd "

"Yes gr, Generd."

"Damn Patton!" Butler said in aharsh whisper as he waked from the building. " Aristocratic bastard
should be on duty, not playing polo. No wonder the Turks ambushed him in Armenia”

"Wefindly have some ambulances, sir." Sergeant Cooper sduted. "And the governor generd's
launch just landed.”

Butler glanced at the flock of aides circling Fal as he walked away from his launch. The governor
generd's shock of white hair was like aflag in the center of the crowd. Hisvoice, loud as aways, carried
his New Mexico drawl acrossthe plaza.

Butler pushed through the gaggle of sycophants around the governor generd. "Governor Fal, was
Generd Pershing injured?’

"Nigger Jack's playing nurse. . ." Recognizing Butler, Fall sputtered to silence, then continued, his
voice petulant. His bronzed face, white hair and drooping mustache made him look like acarnival
pitchman. His blue eyeswere narrow and cold. "Pershing is ill on my launch. Bring him to me, Genera
Butler."

Pershing's normally immaculate uniform was covered in soot and dirt. He helped a sailor, whose
right leg twisted hideoudly at the knee, stagger to the dock. Butler took the sailor's other arm and the two
generals eased the man to a stretcher.

"Glad you made it ashore, Generd. We were afraid you'd been caught in the explosion.”

"There were children aboard. | could not aandon them to afire." Pershing's voice broke dightly as
he talked.

"| undergtand, gr," Smedley said.

"Generd Pershing, we must talk. Now." Albert Fall'sdrawl cut through the cries of the wounded.
Heindicated thetall, chunky oilman he had escorted from the snkingArizona . "Y ou have not met Mister
Waters. He landed from thePrincess Matoika yesterday to Sgn anew concession with the sultan's
government. We must stop the Nationdists, General. They refuse to honor the sultan's agreements.”

"Miger Wadters, you will excuse us, Sir, asthis conversation may involve military matters,” Pershing
sad.

Fdl started to object, then followed Pershing and Butler into the nearby guard shack. "Genera
Pershing, the Army has dlowed Mustafa Kemal and hisfollowersto become anirritation. Get rid of this
bandit.”

"Mustafa Kema and the Turkish Nationdists have just driven a hundred and fifty thousand Greek
troops from Anatolia. He has twenty thousand of his men at our backsin European Turkey." John
Pershing's tone made his contempt for Fall clear. "We have twenty-five hundred troops holding our
perimeter and Generd Butler's fifteen hundred marines holding the city. If we stay in Congtantinople and
the Turks attack, we die, Governor. We must evacuate.”

"| giveyou orders, Generd. Y ou do not order me," Fall nearly shouted.

"| advised President Wilson to rgject this mandate. He did not. With Wilson gone, President
Harding refuses to send more troops, and yet you block a diplomatic solution with Mustafa Kema. The
American Mandateis over, Governor.”

" am not here to surrender American intereststo awog,” Fal said, hisNew Mexico drawl thicker
ashisvoicerose again. He pulled out acigar and lit it, not offering one to Pershing or Buitler.

"Y ou don't defend American interests, Governor. Y ou defend American companies,” Butler said.
"Y ou ordered the sultan to revoke European oil concessions and give them to Americans. Thereisa
price for that. The French signed atreaty with Kema last year. The British are about to. Y ou have
isolated us from European help to defend your racket.”

"We do not need Europe, Genera Butler. Y ou didn't run from the Niggersin Haiti. Why do you run
from the Turks?' Fal puffed acloud of cigar smokeintotheair.



Butler spun and walked to the far Side of the room so as not to strike the politician. Fall'svoice rose
behind him, "Genera Pershing, remove this man from his command.”

"No, Governor, | shall not.”

AsFal staked from the guard shack, Butler stepped back to Pershing. "My gpology for losing my
temper, Sr."

"None needed, Genera Butler." A smile softened Pershing's expression for an instant. Y ou have, |
hope, informed your father and the Nava Affairs Committee he chairs of developments here?”

"Yes, gr. | antold Harding till lovesthe man. Mister Fal raised much money for the party.”

"Money is power, Generd, but | too have contacted friendsin Washington." Pershing coughed
heavily, clearing the tightnessfrom hislungs. "I will not have my men dieinthiscity to save Albert Fall
and hiscroniesafew dollars"

The evening sun burnished the calm surface of the Golden Horn and sparkled from the forest of
minarets rising above the Ottoman capita. Jazz flowed from the Pera Paas hotel behind Butler. Hisfresh
uniform and the lack of his .45 increased the peaceful fed of the night, but he knew the feding wasfadse.
Butler turned his back on the city and watched Sergeant Cooper cross the veranda. They exchanged
sutes.

"How'sthe city?'

"Five men beaten by amob over in Stamboul, but not serioudly hurt. Antiriot squads showed up and
the Turksran."

"It won't be that easy stopping the Turkish army," Butler said, wishing again that Americahad never
accepted the Turkish surrender and been drawn into the politics of colonies and ail.

"Genera Butler, | talked to a Turk who wasin the sultan's navy during the war. He saw torpedo
tracksin the water."

"Where was he?'

"Onacaqueoff Arizona 's starboard side.”

"Could it be atrandetion error?"

"No, sr. Heworked for the British Embassy before the war. Speaks English good enough.”

"I want to meet him tomorrow, Sergeant.” Butler returned Cooper's salute, and walked dowly into
the Pera Palas, tucking his hat under one arm, and passing through paneled hallwaysto the bar. The
room blazed with dectric lights.

Straight and trim in aclean uniform, Pershing stared out awindow &t the brief twilight. Lieutenant
Zack stood with several American and British officers afew feet from Pershing.

Zack saluted Butler, who repressed asmile. "I repect your salute, Lieutenant, but I'm uncovered.

Y ou've only seen me under arms, when | keep my hat on indoors asyou Army boysdo al thetime.”

"| forgot, Sr."

"That'sdl right, Lieutenant." Butler moved on to Pershing. "Generd Pershing . . ."

Pershing held up one hand. " Georgie Patton was killed this afternoon, Genera.”

"How, 9r?' Butler felt the shock of the newstwist hisgut.

"He was playing polo. Shot from the crowd by a sniper. Fifth man thisweek. Asusua, no one was
caught." Pershing took two Scotches from a passing waiter and handed one to Butler. "The surgeon said
hewaskilled by aball from an old musket. Something left over from the days of the Janissaries. Georgie
might have liked that." He raised his glass. "Colonel Petton!" He drank deeply.

Butler echoed Pershing'stoadt, thinking at the same time that not much had been lost with Patton,
except acommander who wasted his men in battle. Butler was certain that if Patton hadn't been
wounded in Armeniahe'd have stayed in command and played Custer. Never would have fought hisway
back to Trabzon theway Bradley did. Pershing's voice yanked Butler from histhoughts.

"Generd Buitler, your news?'



"Yes, sr. We found aman who saw torpedo tracks beforeArizona exploded.”

"Nonsense." A rear admira Butler recognized as one of the governor genera's toadies moved
closer. "The Turks don't have a submarine and we'd have seen a surface ship. He saw aschool of fish.”

"The Turks captured a French boat during the War that we have not recovered. Several German
boats are ill missing in the Mediterranean.” Pershing's voice rosein anger. "Y ou are not doing your job
if you don't know that, Admira Simon. Now that you have replaced Admira Kesder aschief of my
naval forces, you will correct your inattention. General Butler's suggestioniscredible.”

* k%

"Evenif the Turks had asubmarine, they couldn't runit. And if they could get it away from the
dock, they couldnt hit al of Asawith atorpedo.” Fall stood in the center of hisdarkly paneled office,
puffing clouds of smoke from hiscigar.

"The Turks couldn't stop the British a Galipali, ether, but MustafaKemal did. And he couldn't
drivethe Greek Army into the sea.” Pershing's anger flared at the politician. "L ook across the Bosporus
to Anatolia. You'll see Mustafa Kemd'sarmy, not King Congtantine's.”

"The British destroyed themsdves a Gadllipoli, and the Greeks arelittle but wogs living in ruinstheir
fethersleft them. American civilianswill evacuate on thePrincess Matoika , along with your wounded.
After they steam, you shdl defeat the Turks," Fal said. "We will not surrender our concessions.”

Pershing coughed heavily, waiting for his breath to return before talking. " Thet liner will carry five
thousand men, women, and children. She can not leave the Golden Horn if the Turks have a submarine
wating."

"TheMatoika will do as| order, and so shdl you, Generd," Fall said. He turned his back on both
generds, dismissng them.

Butler and Pershing stalked down the hdl in the Palazzo Corpi, their footsteps echoing in unison
through the old American Embassy building. "1'd like to know how much that bastard skimmed from the
oil concessions," Butler snapped.

"At least as much as Gulbenkian, according to a cable from Washington," Pershing said.

"Migter Five Percent and his American twin."

"Except that Fall took the money under the table,” Pershing said, thinking, Charlie Dawesisa
wonder at finance, and that'swhat it took to get that information. Always good to have the right manin
theright place.

Marine guards snapped salutes as the two generds walked quickly down the wide steps set in the
building's classcal fagade. Pershing led the way back toward the Pera Palas. He stood a moment
listening to the clear notes of a Dixidland pianist.

"Find that submarine and destroy it, Generd."

* * %

Late morning, and the summer's heat was aready building. A pack of wild, raw-boned dogs lazed
in the narrow street. Some snapped over scraps of food tossed by passing Turks. Butler and Cooper,
both dressed as merchant seamen, ingtinctively avoided the pack's spoor.

"| suppose the dogs keep the rats under control,” Smedley said to Cooper in anear whisper. Butler
knew that the two marines stood out, but hoped to draw less attention on foot than in his car. The anger
of the city was directed at the American military. Civilians had been rdatively safe.

The three- and four-story buildings, their upper floors overhanging the street, dimmed the afternoon
sun. The brightly painted houses often had irregular shapes, built to match the turns of the sireet asiit
wound up the hill. The Turkish women who came to the Para Palas or the other European buildings north
of the Golden Horn often dressed as Europeans. Here in Stamboul, long skirts, headscarves, and thin
veils covered mogt of the women. Some of the men till wore turbans and baggy pants and jackets
ingtead of the fez and European suits.

The street opened into the tree-filled plaza around the mosgue of Ahmed I. Six minarets stabbed
gracefully into the sky around the massive structure. Ranks of small domesrose asif to support agreat



centra dome. The two marines moved quickly past the low arches surrounding a courtyard attached to
the main building, passing the Egyptian and Roman obelisks that had once decorated the Byzantine
Hippodrome,

Butler and Cooper skirted amarine antiriot squad that watched the vendors in an open market. The
two marines entered aside Street that led them away from the gray domes of the Sultanahmed and
wound their way through anew pack of curs. The dogs refused to move for mere pedestrians. The street
widened at an intersection. A dozen dogs stared at each other in the middle of the plaza, teeth bared and
hackles raised, protecting the territories of rival packs. Other dogs dept in the shade.

"There's Sileyman," Cooper said, indicating atall, powerfully built Turk who waited in acoffee
shop across the intersection. The Turk's black suit and dark fez gave him the look of amerchant or
bureaucrat. Silleyman stood as the two marinesjoined him.

"Slleyman, thisis Generd Butler.”

"Efendim." The Turk bowed dightly, hisvoice carrying respect without subservience. "Brave men
died when your ship sank, Efendi. May God show them mercy."

The marines accepted cups of strong, sweet coffee from awaiter. " Sileyman Efendi,” Butler said,
"you saw torpedo wakes?"

"Evet, Efendi. Three or four." Sileyman indicated severad Turkish men standing acrossthe street.
"Thewaiter ismy cousin, but it is better if wetalk in the back where we are not watched.” He wiped
coffee from histhick, black mustache, and stood, moving his six-foot frame with the ease of an athlete as
he led Butler to the rear of the building. Cooper stayed in the coffee shop, watching the street.

The carcass of arecently butchered goat hung by the back door, the metalic scent of its blood
filling the smal storeroom in which Butler and Sileyman talked.

"Slleyman, why do you help us?'

"From the time Sultan Mehmet captured Congtantinople until this day, my family served the
Osmanli. If | betray the sultan, | betray my family."

"But you help foreigners?’

"Y ou support the sultan. Mustafa Kemal does not."”

Looking at the man, and judging him, Butler decided to trust the Turk. "Can you find where the
Nationdists keep the submarine?!

Sileyman amiled. "Efendi, | do not need to find it. Near Bursa a cove shelters the submarine.”

"Canwe send in ships?'

"Mineswould sink your ships before they reached the cove, Efendi.”

"How close can weland?’

"A march of one hour. | will guideyou.”

"Tonight, then."

"Allahaismarladik,” Sileyman said, ducking through arear door.

Butler rgjoined Cooper, aready selecting hisraiding force from the marines he'd brought from
France. He finished his coffee, which was now cold.

"We till have men across the street watching close, sir,” Cooper said.

Five Turks dressed in European suits stood arguing, but dways with one man watching the
coffeehouse. A crowd followed the gestures of the men asthey pointed to the coffeehouse. One man
stepped forward and pointed at Butler and Cooper, shouting, "Amerikalilar!”

The dog packs, roused by the crowd, stirred.

"The mob will catch us before we make the guard post, Sir,”" Cooper said.

"Stay here." Butler ducked into the storeroom and returned with the goat carcass. He dropped an
American five-dollar gold piece on the table. "That should buy anew goat. Back to Sultanahmed.
Straight through the dog packs. Go."

Cooper shoved severa Turks aside, clearing theway for Butler. A tal man grabbed Buitler.



Smedley dammed the dead goat into the Turk'sface. A few steps carried the marinesinto the
intersection. Dogs snarled and scurried aside. Butler turned and hurled the goat back into the center of
the square. It landed between the packs as severa men started to follow the marines. Dogs from each
pack pounced on the meat. Ingtantly, curs poured from the shadows, filling the street with fifty or sixty
fighting dogs. The men fled into a shop door. The din of snarling and barking drowned the shouts of the
Turkish mob, trapped on the far side of the canine sea.

John Pershing and one aide crossed the veranda of the Pera Palas. Pershing glanced at the distant
Golden Horn, seeing the bright lights of the liner Princess Matoika , knowing the ship was dready
packed with wounded soldiers and marines. He walked quickly through the hotel's garden to a closed
limousne

Pershing and his aide climbed into the back seat. The generd's orderly, Frank Lanckton, sat behind
thewhed, a Turkish officer in the front seat beside him.

The Turk glanced back at Pershing. "The Ghazi waits."

Pershing nodded, tapped L anckton on the shoulder, and said softly, "All right, Sergeant, let's get
where we're going.” The generd leaned back in the seat. Fighting the Germans had been easy, he
thought, backed by the power of an Americaenraged to war. The enemy was clear, the mission direct.
In Turkey, Pershing's men died one or two at atime in ambushes and probing attacks on hislines, asthe
Nationaists sought to free their nation. Pershing could not view them as his enemy. Fedling the tightness
in his chest |eft by the heavy smoke, Pershing coughed deeply. He leaned back and closed hiseyes as
Lanckton swung the car dowly into the empty street and drove toward the docks.

* * %

Butler crouched just over the crest of alow hill, fedling rather than seeing the marine scouts around
him in the darkness. His attack force had steamed from Constantinople two nights beforein an old
Turkish ferry, and crept along the European coast of the Seaof Marmarafor aday. Nearing the
Dardandlles, the marines transferred to afast Navy patrol boat and dashed east for the Kemalist
submarine base near Bursa, landing at night and marching across a headland.

Below him, light seeped from warehouses facing along dock, illuminating mounds of supplies. A
door opened and aflood of light revealed the low conning tower of asubmarine. Inland, adozen huts
were crowded together. The camp's perimeter remained in darkness. Smedley shifted hisweight, and the
Thompson gun dung on his shoulder dipped. He grabbed the submachine gun before it could bang
againg thetree.

Marine skirmishers edged down the hill. Butler studied the base severd more minutes, trying to pick
out its defenses, then ducked back acrossthe crest and dropped to knedl beside Cooper and Stileyman.
The three squads of Butler's attack force were spread adong the hill. Two men in each squad carried
packs of explosives.

"BARsaredug in to cover our withdrawd, sir," Cooper said.

"Good." Butler turned to their Turkish guide. " Sileyman, stay here with the gunners.”

"Efendim? Hayir. | fight besde you." He held up his Thompson.

"Areyoutired of Stamboul, Sileyman, to risk your life?"

"Dawnwill find usback in thecity, inshdla”

Butler nodded in the darkness, his nervestightening as he waited. After what seemed hours, he
heard awhisper of sound and a Marine private dropped beside him.

"Barbed fence hafway between the base of the hill and the huts. Fifty yards of cleared ground
between the fence and guard posts at the edge of the camp. Bunkers every one hundred yards. Turks
had pickets out at the base of the hill. They don't now."

"Move out, Sergeant. Let'ssink that sub.”

* % %

Ten miles north of Congtantinople, John Pershing's launch bumped against alow seawall set



between a European-style mansion and the Bosporus. He stepped from the rocking boat onto the landing
of the compact, classicaly styled summer home of amerchant or diplomat from Pera. The front door of
the building opened asthe engine died. A man's voice, speaking in French, said, "General Pershing,
welcometo Anatolia May we find peace tonight.”

Not waiting for hisade, Pershing stepped into the light streaming from the building and answered in
the same language, " Thank you, Kema Pasha. Between us, we shal.”

Pershing followed Mustafa Kema down the entrance hall into alarge drawing room. The Turkish
leader was adight man, wearing agray military tunic and jodhpurs. Unlike his photographs, the Turk's
rectangular face was clean-shaven. His stedl-gray eyes studied the American as Mustafa Kema shook
handswith Pershing. "I am sorry Governor Fall would not meet with me."

"I comein hisplace, and with the authority of the United States Government,” Pershing said,
continuing to speak in French. "Marshal Kemal, please accept my congratul ations on your victory over
the Greek army.”

"| asked the Turkish peopleto fight for every rock in our country, and they did. Wefight now to
make the nation modern, to take our place again in the world."

"Meseting you, Kemal Pasha, | know you will accomplish your god," Pershing said, keeping hisgaze
on the Turkish leader, feding the power of the other man's persondity. But you won't do it easily if
Americadecidesto fight, he thought.

* * %

Every sound in the night screamed for Butler's attention. Metal clanged on the dock, followed by an
easy cdl in Turkish and laughter at someon€'s clumsiness. The weight of spare drum magazinestugged at
his equipment belt as Smedley worked hisway down the hill.

He concentrated on placing each step, testing gently for firm footing before adding hisfull weight.
Grave rattled in the darkness as his men moved down the gradua dope, and he sillently cursed their
carelessness. The skirmishers directed the attackers to bresks they'd cut in the few strands of barbed
wirecircling the base.

Thirty yardsfrom thefirst buildings, flame stabbed into the night. A machine gun spat tracers,
dashes of light crawling toward Smedley, then whipping past him. Four marines spun backward into
darkness.

Smedley fired the Thompson in bursts toward the source of the tracers. He pulled down on the
forward grip to keep the gun from climbing. His shells chugged out with adeep roar. Theline of marines
fired and screamed curses as they ran into the machine-gun fire. Men died and fell.

Butler legpt alow ditch, Sileyman beside him. Both fired into the machine-gun team as they landed.
A rifle butt whipped out of the darkness. Butler fired, letting the Thompson rise, spewing shells acrossthe
soldier's body.

A Mauser jabbed from an open door. Sileyman fired. The enemy rifleman staggered back as shells
dammed into him. Butler sprinted between a series of low sheds, closer to histarget with each dash.

He paused in the shelter of the last building as a dozen men, including one of the sappers, caught up
with him. A long, narrow dock separated them from the sub, and Smedley saw figures moving behind
piles of supplies.

Butler whipped off his campaign hat and held the Thompson at his side. He ran into the open,
gesturing wildly behind himsdlf, Slleyman a hisside.

A figure on the submarine cdled, "Kiminiz?'

Sileyman cdled back in Turkish.

Haf adozen men separated from the shadows ahead of Butler. One shouted, "Dur! Dur!"

Smedley fired, holding the Thompson's barrdl down but |etting it sweep from right to left acrossthe
group. Men fel or spun into the darkness clutching wounds. Asthe last round spat from Butler's
Thompson, an officer in along gray coat stepped into view.

Butler dropped the submachine gun, fedling the ding's pull on his shoulder, and clawed at his .45.



The officer's pistol snapped up and Smedley dove aside. A bullet tugged at hisdeeve. Smedley fired as
his pistol rose, the upward recoil of the automatic sending his second round into the Turk's gut. Beside
him, Silleyman screamed as aMauser shell dapped into hischest. A burst of Thompson rounds swept
Sileyman'skiller from the dock.

Smedley ducked behind a stack of cargo and changed drum magazines on his Thompson. He
pointed to three marines. "Hold hereif the Turks attack.”

Butler legpt for the sub, landing heavily on the foredeck. He scrambled up aladder to the conning
tower, firing at afigurein an open hatch, but missing. Smedley reached for the closing hatch. The meta
dipped from hisfingersasit clanged shut.

"Here, Sr!"

Butler dropped back to the foredeck as a marine fired into an open torpedo-loading hatch.
Smedley grabbed the hatch cover and nodded to the marine, who pulled atimer and hurled an explosive
pack into the depths of the sub. Butler dammed the hatch closed. "Get off! Now!"

The marines jumped to the dock as a deep explosion shook the submarine. Roiling bubbles of air
erupted from the ruptured hull. The flash of tracers stabbed toward Smedley again, and he heard the
rattle of a German-made machine gun from the warehouses.

The dow thud of Thompsons echoed from the buildings. The Maxim stopped firing. Cooper's voice
caled from across the dock, "We got thislot, but more are coming.”

A marine private stared at the body of afallen Thompson gunner, who had taken aburst of
machine-gun firein hishead. "God, it took off Roland's head.”

"Steady, Warren, steady. Carry him out, son.”

Butler hoisted Siileyman's body and dashed for the buildings, followed by the surviving marineswith
the other dead and wounded. At the warehouses, he dodged around a shattered Maxim gun and three
dead Turks before letting two of Cooper's men take Siileyman's body.

"The campisclear, Genera," Cooper reported. "About twenty dead wogs. The rest took ashine.
Judging from the lights, aconvoy's coming up the main road, sir."

"All right, back to the boat. Fast." Butler felt swest, or Stleyman's blood, on the back of his neck.

* * %

Mustafa Kema walked to asideboard and picked up acrystd decanter. "Raki, Generd?' Kemal
poured two glasses and handed one to Pershing.

Pershing sipped, the anise-flavored liquor sweeping dl other taste from his mouth.

"Inthefield, | denied myself the pleasure of raki, but we are here asfriends." Mustafa Kemal drank
again. "Genera Pershing, give the American people the thanks of my nation. Y our occupation saved us
from the British and the French.”

Pershing saw thetrap, and smiled. "1 believe our presence has helped the Turkish people.”

"Y our charitable organizations spared the people of 1stanbul much suffering and saved many
refugees from gtarvation. Let usforget your attempt to invade Eastern Anatolia. | am sureyou wish to as
wdl."

"We have much to discuss.”

"No, Genera Pershing, we discuss only how you leave Turkey: as an enemy driven from our land or
asafriend who leavesin peace.”

"If you try to drive us out, well have amillion men herein six months.”

"We sank your dreadnought, General. We will sink your fleet asit triesto rescue you, or giveyou
ad”

"Not with the same submarine, Kema Pasha. Wejust sank it," Pershing said. If, he thought, Butler
ison schedule. " Congtantinople remains under the protection of our navy."

"That givesyou the guns of your cruisers and destroyers. It does not give you more troops.”
Mustafa Kemal smiled. "We drove out the Greeks, and will drive you out aswell. If your troops stack



their arms and board your ships, we shall let you go.”

"That would be surrender. Demand surrender and dishonor, and you will cal down the wrath of
America," Pershing said. "But | do not want to see your men, or my men, die needlesdy.”

"Our peoples can remain friends." Mustafa Kemal spped hisraki. "If we can find honor for both of
us. Will Governor Fal agree?"

"Fal | can ded with, Kema Pasha. Can you assure methat your army will not attack aswe
withdraw—uwith our arms?’

"| guarantee my army. | can not guarantee the people of the city."

* * %

The deek patrol boat carrying Butler and his attack force bumped againstPrincess Matoika.
Smedley knelt beside awounded marine, adjusting the rough bandage on the man's shattered leg.
"They've got afull surgery aboard theMatoika,and you'll be in top shape by the time you steam into New
York." Butler stood aside as sailors did the man onto alitter that was quickly hoisted up the liner'swhite
flank.

Butler stared at the row of eight blanket-covered bodies on the small fantail. To Butler's surprise,
the captain of the patrol boat had found ared-and-white Ottoman flag, which now covered Sileyman's
body. "Eight dead, Sergeant Cooper, and another twelve wounded. That'sahigh price.”

"Yes gar.”

"It will be higher if the Turkish army attacks."

Butler climbed aladder to the smal conning tower, seeking a better view. The Golden Horn flowed
west to eadt, pouring into the Bosporus and dividing the peninsula.on which Stamboul, ancient
Congtantinople, sat from its northern suburbs. The Gaata Bridge, the first of two bridges over the
waterway, crossed the Horn near its mouth. Smedley scanned Seraglio Point and the mosgues of the
ancient city. Turks crowded the shore of the Golden Horn, held from the southern end of the bridge by a
cordon of troops.

Further east, through the arch of the Galata Bridge, Butler saw the Upper Bridge, also defended by
aline of troops confronting agrowing crowd. "I think the Turks smell blood. Ours.”

Butler did down the ladder to the deck. Gripping his Thompson, Smedley jumped from the boat to
the Galata dock before the waiting sailors had secured the lines. Mgor Shaw saluted sharply. "Welcome
back, Generd. Did you sink the bastard?'

"Not enough water to sink her, but that hull won't float again." Butler took in along line of American
civilianswaiting for passage to theMatoika. Most were minor officials of the mandate government, though
he recognized a cluster of American oilmen and their families. An American destroyer wastied to the
seawd l; the ship's high, knife-edged bow swept back a quarter of the destroyer's length before dropping
sharply to alow main deck running aft. "How do we stand, Mgor?'

"Generd Pershing ordered withdrawa from Stamboul to the bridgeheads last night. No sign of the
Turkish army, Sr. Our lines swing north from the Horn and around Galata to the Bosporus north of the
Dolmabahce Pdace.”

"Weredill protecting the sultan, then.”

"Not redly, sr. HE's gone back to the Topkapi."

"Good. The sultans haven't lived in Stamboul for fifty years. What's the old fool up to?

"Praying before the Rdlics of the Prophet, or something.”

"Wheré's Pershing?'

"The PeraPdas”

Refusing to yield to hisfatigue, John Pershing stood beside his desk as Albert Fall sormed into the
office, followed by an Army lieutenant.

"Generd Pershing, this man damned well ordered meinto your presence,” Fal said, hisWestern



drawl thickening as hisvoice rose to ashout.

"My apologiesfor the offense, Governor Fal. | sent the lieutenant to ensure your safety. And your
arival." Pershing turned to aman standing near awindow overlooking theimperid city. "Governor, thisis
Mister PAmer of the Department of State. He arrived this morning on the destroyerFanning ."

"l saw it dock. I'm glad the Navy sent us another ship to help whip the Turks."

"Not quite." PAmer handed an envelopeto Fall. "Asyou will see, Governor, the State Department
and the Senate are investigating the oil concessons the sultan assigned to American firms. There's strong
evidence you accepted arather large bribe, Mister Fall.”

"Burnk."

"Perhaps, but the Secretary of State finds the charges substantial enough to order you back to
Washington. Y ou are suspended from your office.”

"Y ou don't have the authority!" Fal ripped open the envel ope and stood staring at the officia
dationery, hismouth opening and closing silently.

"Generd Pershing." Pamer handed a second envelope to Pershing. "The secretary has appointed
you interim governor generd, until anew civilian governor is named or until Governor Fall returnsto his
post. Migter Fall, theFanning will have refueled by noon, a which time we steam for America. With
your permission, General Pershing, I'd like your lieutenant to help me pack Mister Fall's officia papers.”

"Have asafe voyage, gentlemen.”" Pershing waited till the door closed before cdling for hisorderly.
"Sergeant Lanckton, they should give Charlie Dawes the Nobel Prize for engineering that bit of work.
Maybe make him vice president. Hell, make him president.”

Butler, the Thompson till dung over his shoulder, stepped asde as Fall and his escort |eft
Pershing's office. He frowned, then returned a sdute from the generd's orderly. "Isthe generd free?"

"Yes, gr. Governor Pershing said to show you right in, General," Lanckton said.

Butler heard the change of title, and smiled. "Wherés Fal?'

Lanckton grinned. "Mister Fall isrecdled.”

Butler entered Pershing's office, and saluted. "' Congratulations, Governor.”

"Frank stole the pleasure of telling you, | see,”" Pershing said, then listened to Butler's report of his
mission. "Well done. We are alittle stronger with that submarine dead. As1'm sure you saw, we have
withdrawn from Stamboul "

"Yes gar.”

"A night ago, | met with MustafaKemal."

Butler nearly gasped in hissurprise. "Sir!"

"The Ghazi redizesthat we only cameto help the Turkish people until they were ready to assume
the burden of sdf-government.” Glancing at awall map showing the encircling Turkish forces, Pershing
added, smiling, "We agreed that they are ready for that burden.”

"And the politicsat home?"

"Secretary Hughes wants us out of Turkey, and with the help your father's given in Congress,
Hughes brought aong his cabinet colleagues at the War and Navy Departments. Only Fall delayed
matters, and heis now gone. The cable arrived this morning with President Harding's orders to withdraw
from Turkey, if we can do so without fighting the Nationdist Army and stirring up afull war.”

"I'm gone two days, and the world changes," Smedley said, smiling. "ThePrincess Matoika can't
cary dl the Americansin thecity.”

"The charities and missonaries are staying, as are most of the smdler businessmen,” Pershing said.
"TheHenderson brought your marines and can carry them home. I've commandeered the two American
merchantmen in port for the Army."

"When do we leave?'

"TheMatoika steamsin the morning. We start |oading troops as soon as she clears the Golden



Horn.

"l hear the sultan's at the Topkapi ?"

"He's an old man seeing the end of adynasty that's ruled this city for five hundred years," Pershing
said. "l don't know what helll do."

"Will the Nationadist Army nip our hedswhen we pull out?"

"Mustafa Kemal Pashagave hisword that hisarmy will not attack, and | believe him. He wants
good relationswith America."

"But he doesn't control Stamboul.”

"Not until hisforces enter the city, and he won't do that till we leave."

"We can blow the bridges, General. Thewalk around the Golden Horn istoo far for amob. Both
freightersarein the war harbor. 1'd like to move them past the bridges to the Bosporus seawall before
weload.”

"Onemovestonight,” Pershing said. "Unfortunatdly, the second is repairing hull plates damaged
whenit hit apiling. Itl be ready to steam on time, but only if weload her in place. We can't blow the
bridgestill the freighter isclear.”

Butler stalked the end of the Gaata Bridge, his boots thudding with each step. For the first time
snce heldd been in Congtantinople, the bridge was empty, no longer packed by the peoples of Europe
and Asawho normally streamed between Stamboul and Gaata. The restaurants and shops built under
the bridge were empty. The caiques and other boats usualy tied to the bridge had been forced away,
though many hovered on the flanks, ready to swoop toward the marines, as were the flocks of gulls
circling the docks.

Nearly ahundred of Butler's men crouched behind amakeshift barricade of cargo bales. Most held
bolt-action Springfidd rifles. Every fifth man pointed a Thompson at the crowd milling acrossthe plaza
formed by awide intersection. Three teamswith Browning Automatic Rifles used their BARSto stiffen
the defenses. East of the Galata Bridge, another marine unit held the Upper Bridge across the Horn.

The maob of severd thousand Turks stirred, occasionally pushing toward the marineline. Many in
the mob held rifles. At the Galataend of the wide bridge, two belt-fed Browning machine guns waited to
sweep death into the mob if the marines retreated.

"Generd Butler, awog's coming.”

Butler watched a Turk in adark suit and fez wak dowly toward the marines. He held awhite flag
high over hisheed. "Efendim!”

Butler recognized the man as an advisor to the sultan and waved him through the marineline. "Halim
Pasha, may | order acar for you?"

"No, Butler Efendi, | come with aletter for you, or General Pershing. From the sultan.”

Smedley opened the letter, written in English on stationery carrying the curling Arabic script of the
ultan'ssed:

Sr, Considering my lifein danger in Istanbul, | take refuge with the American Government
and request my transfer as soon as possible from Istanbul to another place.
Mehmet Vahideddin, Caliph of the Muslims

"That'sthe end of the Ottoman Empire, then," Butler said, remembering the warmth of Sileyman's
blood, shed to save the dynasty. "Whereisthe sultan?”

"Inthe Topkapi. At the Baghdad Pavilion. Hisfamily is safely at the Dolmabahce. Will you come?

"Give meamoment." Butler walked across the bridge to the forward communications post. " Get
Generd Pershing.”

"Yes gr."



Sergeant Cooper saluted. "Little action coming, Sr?"

"Oh, yes, Sergeant, of that I'm certain. | want twenty-five men ready to move out as soon as| talk
to Pershing. Thompsons and Springfields.”

"Sir, Generd Pershing on theline.”

"Generd," Smedley spoke over the gatic of the jury-rigged landline, "the sultan has asked for
refuge. He's trapped at the Topkapi. Hisfamily isa the Dolmabahce Palace.”

"Weve withdrawn south of the paace. I'll send apatrol boat for the sultan's people. Bring him out
safely, Generd Butler. We will not abandon aman who was our friend.”

Butler ordered a BAR mounted over the cab of atruck and had the siderails of the bed
strengthened with planks. He directed Halim Pashainto the cab before crowding into the back of the
truck with hismen.

"Mgor Shaw, hold the bridge aslong as you can, but if the crowd threatens to take your position,
withdraw and sink this bridge as soon asthe freighter exits the inner harbor.”

Shaw saluted. "Good luck, sr."

Marines opened agap in the barricade. Bouncing over the cobblestones and threatening to fling
men from the bed at every jolt, the truck shot straight at the crowd. Several men pushed awagon into the
street, clearly hoping to block the Americans. Butler tapped the BAR gunner on the shoulder.

A burgt from the BAR dammed into the wagon, scattering the men pushing it. The truck skidded
around the wagon and tore along the waterfront toward Seraglio Point, quickly passing the red bricks of
the Orient Expressrailroad station and bouncing across the tracks before angling inland and up the hill
toward the palace.

The marines dropped to the ground and spread out. Leaving asquad to guard the trucks, Butler
and Halim Pashaled the rest uphill through low hedges and scattered trees that offered little cover.
Nearer the gray walls of the Topkapi the trees spread a wide canopy overhead. Two guardsin Turkish
army uniforms held apost at the ssonewall of the ancient palace.

Halim Pasha caled in Turkish, and the guards answered, lowering their Mausers and stepping aside.
"These men are loyd to the sultan. They say Nationdlist troops have occupied the second court of the
pa ace and have started moving into the third court. The sultan's men hold the fourth, just insde thisgate.”

"Will they fight beside us?’ Butler asked.

"The Kemdigts are guarding the paace, not looting it," Halim answered. "The sultan has ordered his
men to not fire. Turkswill not fight Turkstoday."

Leaving severa marines at the gate, Butler led his men through the gate into the palace grounds. The
marines spread to the right, dipping off the path through a garden thick with trees and bushes. Ahead,
Smedley saw alarge, octagond building. Gray-and-cream marble formed wide arches on the ground
floor supporting amain floor with high, arched windows whose white frames held stained glass mosaics.
The main floor blended with aterrace running for ten or fifteen yardsto asmaler verson of thelarge
kiosk and on to the main buildings of the palace.

"The Baghdad Kiosk," Halim said, "built after Murad IV captured that city. The smdler isthe
Reven..."

Butler ignored Halim's nervous chatter. The garden opened to hisright. A dozen Turkish soldiers sat
around adry fountain smoking and talking, Mausers resting against the center pedestal. A smaller group
stood, rifles ready, glancing toward the closed windows of two-story buildingsforming awall at the front
of the garden. A soldier shouted, and rifles sngpped toward the Marines. Butler'sfinger tightened on the
trigger of his Thompson.

"Hayir! Hayir! No!" Halim shouted. He spoke rapidly in Turkish, and the soldiers dowly lowered
their rifles.

"Tell them to set down ther rifles. Now."

Responding to Halim's shouts, and the steady muzzles of the submachine guns, the Turks set thelr
rifles carefully on the grass.



"Down, flat on the ground, hands behind their backs." The Turks followed Halim's orders. Marines
hauled the Mausers back to the trees.

"Sergeant Cooper, hold herein the trees. Thompsons cover the wogs by the fountain. Springfields
cover those windows. Anybody see ahead pop out, put around into the wall about afoot avay from
them. If they fire back, kill the bastards.”

Haim turned a a question caled from the balcony. He answered atal Turkish officer, and said to
Butler, "The commander of the guard. Come."

Haim led the marines across the garden to adoor in the base of the Baghdad Kiosk, and quickly
upstairsto the main level. Moving into the central room, the marines stared in wonder at the intricate
inlays of ivory, tortoise shell, and mother of pearl on the window frames and doors and at the blue and
gray tilesforming mosaics of flowering vines and geometric patterns.

Butler gestured, and marines dashed to the far doors, ready to duck through on command. Halim
moved ahead of Butler, saying over hisshoulder, "The sultanishere.”

Smedley cursed under his breath and followed, Thompson ready.

Halim paused, one hand on amarblerailing. Twenty yards away, asmal platform jutted out from
the terrace, shaded by arectangular bronze baldachin set high on four bronze pillars. A dight man
wearing adark European-style uniform stood looking across the city to the Mosgue of Sileyman and the
Golden Horn.

Halim approached, bowing and talking in Turkish. Mehmet V1 turned dowly, and spoke to Butler
asHdimtrandated. "I cameto seemy city for the fina time. Dolmabahce is beautiful, but | could not fed
the past from that modern place.”" He stepped down to the terrace, and turned again to look over the
city, spesking in avoice Butler could scarcely hear as Halim trand ated:

"The spider isthe curtain-holder in the Palace of the Caesars.”

The sultan waked toward the Revan Kiosk, saying, "Mehmet the Conqueror recited that poem
while standing in the ruins of a Roman paacethat sat here. Now, it gppliesto us.”

Butler paused to study the Golden Horn. The Upper Bridge had just closed behind the American
freighter asthe Galata Bridge opened to free the ship. A ball of flame erupted from severd of the
pontoons supporting the Upper Bridge, which dowly settled into the water. The mob looked like ablack
amoeba swarming around the marineline at the Stamboul end of the Galata Bridge. Butler knew he was
nearly out of time.

The sultan and severa aides stayed in the center of the group asthey hurried past ashallow pool to
gtairsleading down to the garden. Butler and the marines herded the sultan's party out of the paace
grounds and began working through the forma gardens outside the wall. Across the mouth of the Golden
Horn, Butler saw American shipsloading at the waterfront of the Bosporus.

The thud of Thompson guns and the pop of Springfields echoed up the hill. Butler waved hisleading
squad forward, and called softly to Cooper, "Hold here." Smedley followed the first squad, dodging from
hedge to hedge. Rifles sngpped again, followed by the Thompsons and the heavier thud of aBAR.

Nearing the truck, Butler saw his guards crouching behind cover, firing at several dozen Turkish
police and soldiers. Butler and the marines with him followed a shalow gully downhill inawide arc.

Butler's team broke from cover on the attackers flank. Fingers of the mob drifted back and forth in
therail yard below them, dowly edging uphill in support of the group firing on the marines. The
Springfields of Butler's group picked off half of the attacking Turksin therr first volley.

"At 'em, boys," Smedley shouted, legping to hisfeet and charging acrossthe hillsde. The remaining
Turks broke, fleeing downhill. Men with Springfields dropped to cover and picked off any of the crowd
who moved toward them.

Butler ordered theriflemen to fix their long bayonets to the Springfields and circle the truck. The
Thompson gunners stood in the truck’s bed, and the BAR team again prepared to fire over the cab.

Butler turned to the sultan and spoke as Halim trandated. "Y our Mgesty, | need you and your men



to st in the center of thetruck. Y ou will be safer.” Mehmet nodded, and accepted help from two marines
as he climbed aboard the truck, followed by his party. Halim climbed into the cab beside Cooper, who
drove.

"All right, we go through the crowd to the bridge. Bayonets circle the truck, but stay close.
Thompson gunners, stand ready to fire over the men on the ground. Aim for the cobblestonesin front of
the mob. Y ou'll take the first ranks down with ricochets. Seeing the wounded flop around will dow up
therest."

Butler jumped onto the running board next to Cooper. "' Slow ahead, Sergeant.”

The crowd parted reluctantly before the line of bayonets and the threatening muzzles of the BAR
and Thompsons. Thetruck moved asif it were aboat parting asea of people. A shot dammed into the
dde of thetruck, dashing splintersinto amarine's face and spinning him into the sultan.

"Ontheroof.”

A Springfield fired once and afigure fell from the crendlated brick tower &t the end of therailroad
terminal. The crowd pulled back as Butler's party passed the station. The plaza stretching to the Galata
Bridge was empty, except for adozen bodies. But the mob was thick in the streets feeding toward the
bridge, like tributary rivers pouring toward the sea. The truck neared the bridge, blocking the marines
manning the barricade from firing. The mob flooded toward Butler's men.

"Thompsond" Butler shouted.

The bursts of gunfire shattered againgt the cobbles, sending shards of sone and bulletslike a scythe
into the mob, which shuddered and fell back. Rocks landed amongst the marines on the ground, and a
man dropped, clutching his head. Butler handed his Thompson to Cooper and jumped to the ground. He
grabbed the falen Springfield as two marines hoisted the wounded man into the back of the truck.

Major Shaw ran up as the unwounded marines legpt from the truck. "Glad you madeit, General.
Where'sthe sultan?"

Butler nodded to the vehicle accd erating toward Gdata. Rifle fire thunked into the bails of cargo
and the crowd surged forward. "Charges ready?"

"Yes gr.”

"Pull back, Mgor."

The marines dropped back in groups, moving, covering their fellows, moving again. Butler stayed
with thelast team, thrusting his bayonet into an Ottoman policeman who climbed the barrier. Rounds
fired from behind him dropped more of the mob, and Smedley was hafway across the wide bridge.
Shots from the crowd smashed one of the elegant street lamps lining the bridge, sending fragments of its
crescent moon knifing into amarine, who staggered on to safety.

As Smedley crossed the far end of the bridge, the heavy water-cooled Brownings swept death
toward Stamboul. The crowd dissolved an instant before explosions dapped across the water, flame and
smoke risng from the center of the bridge.

John Pershing stood on the deck of the cruiser Galveston , watching the sun set behind the city,
turning the water of the Horn golden again. A small group of Turkish officers stood on the Galatadock, a
Turkish flag flying from acar behind them. Pershing sdluted. "Fire atwenty-one-gun saute for the new
republic, Captain, and for Mustafa Kemd."

* * %

My thanks to Vince Kohler for suggesting the story and to Chris Bunch for kicking me until |

finished it.

Southern Strategy



Michael F. Flynn

Theday iscrud hot, and the asphdt road shimmersin the distance, asif molten. The car has
become an oven. Sweat beads and drips on forehead; clothing sags and clings. Stevenson has turned the
wing window to blow air on hisface ashe drives, but it hepsonly alittle, and bringswith it the cloying
scents of honeysuckle and marigold and rich, black loam. Telephone poles snap by. He swings around a
flatbed piled high with cotton bales and pulled by a battered old John Deere. The driver iswhite and
does not look especially happy.

Stevenson pulls ahandkerchief from his pants pocket and mops hisface. Cypress shrouded with
Spanish maoss crowds in on both sides, encroaching on the road, growing up even through the soft
asphdlt, so that he seemsto be driving through an al-devouring jungle. Then the foliage opens out
unexpectedly, revealing mean little farmsteads with tumbledown shanties and battered old trucks up on
blocks. Some properties are overgrown with briars and brambles where darkie sharecroppers have been
cleared off the year before. Good land, but the owner isterrified of selling and the neighbors even more
terrified of squatting.

Later, Stevenson comes to a checkpoint, and the reason why the neighbors run scared. Theland
here has been cleared, too; but more expertly, to provide akilling field. Three cars wait while the soldier
inspectstheir papers. Somewhere hidden from the road a machine gun nest guards the sentry. The soldier
makes atempting target and looks asif he knowsit. The machine gun will do him little good if
circumstances ever call upon it. Stevenson triesto put the lad at ease by amiling alittle when it comeshis
turn, though perhapsit isthetired, middle-aged ook that causes the young man to untense.

"Papieren,” he says. Nobitte , but heis no more unfriendly than any Hun demanding an American's
travel permit. By itsvery nature, the act congtitutes an offense. Stevenson tries not to show it, but his eyes
may narrow just alittle. Thisis America, after dl, evenif only Alabama.

The sentry studiesthe travel papers, hislips moving dowly. Sweet pours from under his cod-scuttle
helmet. He's probably thinking about the water cooler in the guard shack, or abeer later in the barracks.
Stevenson glancesin hisrearview mirror and sees no cars behind him on the long, black road.

Findly the sentry makes adecison. Perhapsit isthirst. Perhapsit is, with no more carsto stop, a
desirefor ahbit of diverson. He waves Stevenson over to asmall apron tamped down in the earth beside
the road. "Fahr hin!" And when Stevenson hesitates, adds more peremptorily, "Dort driiben.”

Stevenson sighs. Thereis no point pretending incomprehension. Everyone knowsgehen and
kommen andpapieren . AndHalt, oder ich schief3e I And if you don't understand, the Germans don't
care anyway. Things are not much better in the French zone; and some of the Triple Monarchy
troops—the Serbs, especialy—could be downright nasty. Even the English follow the German lead.
Perhapsthey il nurture resentment from the Great War, over American troops that never came.

Stevenson parks the car by the guardhouse and follows the sentry inside the small, wooden shelter.
An officer Stsat a desk there reading some papers. In a photograph on thewall behind him, young
Frederick William poses with hisnew EnglishKaiserin , Elizabeth Wettin-Windsor, the niece of the
British king, who bearsthe wistful look of &l dynastic brides. The sentry raps on the doorjamb. "Wir
Besuch haben, Herr Leutnant,” he says with some humor. "Es gibt der Mann auf den Morgensbericht.”
Stevenson pretends not to understand, but neither is he surprised to be expected: the pendlties of apublic
life

The officer dtsup and stares with cool eyes, but Stevenson senses curiogity or indifference rather
than hodtility. "Sit down, senator,” the man says at last, indicating arickety wooden chair. "Thiswill take
not long if you cooperate.”

"For afew minutesin the shade,” Stevenson answers more dryly than hefedls, "I may be tempted to
drag thisout, lieutenant . . ." He scansthe officer'sname-tag. " . . . Lieutenant Goldberg."

Itisathin joke and Goldberg givesit athin smilein return. ™Y ou are no more unhappy than | am,
herein diesem Land ohne Kultur ." He gauges Stevenson's wry grimace and his smile broadens ashe
makes a notation. Stevenson is annoyed with himsealf for letting his knowledge of German show. Kept



secret, it might have proven useful later.

"S0, what brings you to Alabama, so far from your Illincis?' A pen, one of the new bal-point kind,
is poised over atattered notebook.

Stevenson judges the questionpro forma and tries his cover story. "I'm here to meet privately with
some Party officids, in the hope of putting an end to the Situation.”

The Stuationiswhat everyone calsit, trying to downplay its sgnificance, trying to talk around the
subject asif it doesnot redly exist. It isn't an occupation; just . . . asituation. Some of Stevenson'scircle
even pretend that League troops are in the South by invitation—as if Presdent Black has had any choice
inthe matter.

"And you have by yoursalf come? A man of your importance? Y our father was avice president, not
7'

"My grandfathe—for Grover Cleveland, along time ago. I'm sure you know how delicate our
domestic palitical Stuationis, lieutenant. My associates and | thought it best if we kept my littletrip off the
record."

Goldberg shrugs off the widening rift between northern and southern Democrats. Domestic politics
means less to him than the intolerable heat or the lack of afirgt-rate symphony; or of even adecent beer.
"And these people you plan to meet with . . . None of them are thefranc-tireurs , of course. No one
from your Klan, or from the SCLC, or from theterrorist band led by Tricky Dick'."

Itisapoaliteinvitation to ademurral. They both know that Stevenson would be afool to contact any
of the guerrillagroups operating in the L eague-occupied zone. What no one knows, least of all Stevenson
himsdf, ishow big afool he can be. The swest isa sheen on hisface, but he checks amove toward his
handkerchief. To mop his brow might imply nervousness a the direction of the questioning. "No," he
says. "Judt locd Party officias.”

Goldberg grunts his amusement, perfectly aware that the one does not preclude the other. "Their
names?' he asks, but his attention is now only partly on Stevenson. A battered pickup truck with loca
plates approaches the checkpoint, and the sentry, judging the senator no threet to his lieutenant, leaves
the guard shack to dedl withit.

Stevenson triesignorance. "'l don't know who will bethere. It'sall been arranged very quietly by the
governor'soffice. Wewill meet in—"

"Sama," Goldberg says. Y ou are to meet with Sparkman and his peoplein Sdma." Stevenson
dhrugs, asif to say that if Goldberg dready hasal the answers from theMorgensbericht , then he need
not detain Stevenson for questioning.

A commotion outside distracts him. A durred drawl—half drink, haf belligerence—shouts
something about "nigger-lovin' Aryans' and "get yo' assoutta’'Bama." The lieutenant frowns and rises
from his seat. When he steps to the door of the guard shack his holster is aready unbuttoned. "Macht er
Muhe, Soldat?'

"He'sdrunk," Stevenson says sotto voce. "Moonshine. That's dwaystrouble.” The lieutenant nods
without turning. If he was not a careful man before his draft, afew months of occupation duty have made
him one.

"An' agod-damn kike officer, t00," the same voice says. Stevenson hears another voice, a
woman's, urging caution. He looks around the guard shack thinking how little the barnwood walls would
dow abullet. He moves his chair away from the desk, ready to throw himself on thefloor if something
happens.

But Goldberg describesin graphic termswhat drunk drivers can do to their familiesand calls upon
the man's duty to protect hiswife and infant son. The man curses, but Goldberg perssts and Stevenson is
astonished when the redneck actudly steps out of histruck and dlows hiswife to dide behind the
steering whed. He mutters something about "women drivers,” but getsinto the passenger seet and his
wife, with agrateful nod to the lieutenant, drives him away.

"Honor and duty,” Goldberg says when he returns to the shack with an over-and-under shotgunin



his hand. "These Southern men understand little of civilized behavior, but that much will reach them.” He
noticesthat hisholster is still unsngpped and refagtensiit.

"Y ou handled that well,” Stevenson says.

Goldberg placesthe shotgun in abarrel full of confiscated weapons |abeledBeschlagsnahmen. He
pours himsdf adrink of water from the cooler; then, in afterthought, another for Stevenson. ™Y ou thought
"The Hun' would wave wegpons and shout and bring on ashooting.” He sits at his desk, pulls out atag
and writes on it. Then he takesthe tag to the barrdl and fastensiit to the shotgun trigger guard, and puts
the carbonin asmall card box atop the nearby filing cabinet. Stevenson thinks about the Hun obsession
with record-keeping more than about their reputation for ruthlessness.

The lieutenant speaks casudly while he arranges the card box. "Tell me, Herr Senator . . . What is
your opinion of 'niggers and 'kikes?"

It isthefirgt timethat the cool detachment has cracked. Stevenson chooses his next words with
care. "I'm anorthern Democrat, not a southern one. Y ou must know my record." He gestures toward the
reports on the desk. German thoroughnessis acommonplace. "No decent man can approve of 'racia
clearing.'"

"Y et your party cannot hope the White House to retain without the votes of your southern
Democrats. And so, you must embrace 'under the sheets." Only, these sheets have hoods on them.”
Goldberg'slips condense into athin line. "Have you ever opened amass grave, senator? Have you ever
smelled the rotting bodies of people dain for no other reason but who they were? Such athing could
never happen in France or England or Germany.”

Stung, Stevenson hangs his head. Argument would be futile and there istoo much truth in the
lieutenant's charge. Y et revulsion againgt the lynchings had been growing, even in the South; and
Black—himself an Alabaman and former Klansman—had denounced them in hisradio addresses.
Stevenson sometimes wonders whether the race war would have happened at al had the L eague of
Nations not meddled.

But he does not argue the point. Heis not here to convince one Imperia lieutenant that the sight of
foreign paratroops dropping on American cities had turned retail murder into wholesde arocity.
Stevenson isn't sure himsdlf. The "clearings’ might have happened anyway. It isvain to argue what might
have been.

The Stonewdll isnot avery pdatid hotel. Sdmaisnot avery pdatia town. Nothing in the south, in
Stevenson's estimation, quite measures up to Chicago. He unpacks his bag, tests the spring of the
mattress—it islumpy—then opens the window. The muggy breeze bears the ashy odor of old wood
fires, carried over from the charred ruins of Darktown. He seesthe jumble of burnt timber frames over
on the other sde of the tracks. They look like charcod lines sketched against the sky, like one of those
new "modern” paintings. Standing by the open window, Stevenson fans himsalf three times with a copy of
the loca newspaper. He pauses, then fans himsdlf again, thistime with hisleft hand.

Turning away, he settlesinto the desk chair and waits for the pounding of his heart to dow. Sweat
glistens on his broad forehead and he fans himsdlf, thistimein earnest. His eyeslight on the dresser top
and notice the opened Bible. He rises and glances at the text marked by abusiness card.Vengeanceis
mine, sayeth the Lord. The card announcesthe finest haircutsin Sema.

When he has regained ameasure of calm, Stevenson descends to the lobby, where aboy chatsidly
with the girl behind the desk. He looks to be perhaps seventeen or eighteen. His hair is greased and
swept back in the new style favored by the youngsters and he wears his pants low on his hips. They look
asif they will dide off at any moment. Stevenson resists theimpulse to order the pants pulled up. Instead,
he takes him aside and gives him a cartwhed and aname. The boy grins. "Rootie-tootie," he says and
walks off with asassy, hip-rolling gait. Stevenson wonders what the younger generation is coming to.
Then he shrugs and sets out for awalk.

The heat beats upon him. Cicadas chicker like boys running sticks across every picket fencein the



world. The sound swells and crests and diminishesin waves, but it never entirely diesaway. It isnot the
best wesather for astroll. Eggs would fry on the sdewalks. The locas know thisand stay indoors.
Stevenson fancies his progress marked from behind every shaded parlor window he passes. The hest
pours up from the pavement through the soles of his shoes.

Stepping inside the barber shop at last islike entering acave. As his eyes grow dowly adjusted to
the dimmer light, he seesarow of older men seated along the wall. They bear the attitude of those whose
conversation has but latdly falen sillent. The barber stands with hisimplements poised over acustomer's
head. Stevenson’'s words congest in histhroat and he must cough to loosen them. "A bottle of hair tonic,”
he says, putting as much rurd Illinoisinto histwang as heis able, and pulls another cartwhed from his
pocket. "The kind Fosdick uses." Hefights the urge to mop his brow. Hisfedoraremainsfirmly in place.
He holdsthe silver dollar so that Walking Liberty is upright from the barber's point of view.

That worthy glances at the coin and regards Stevenson amoment longer. Then he puts his clippers
down and takes abottle of tonic off his shelf. He givesit to Stevenson, but says, "Keep the dollar, boy. |
won't take another man'sliberty.” The Greek chorus breaks silence in amuitter of affirmations.

When hereturnsto the hotel lobby, Stevenson finds the errand boy waiting. Thelad hands him a
bottle of bourbon. "Here you go, mistuh," he sayswith aconspiratorid leer. Stevenson takes the bottle
and stares at it supidly, until he remembers that anyone might have seen him send the boy on an errand
and the bottle will explain things nicdly. "Thank you," he says, handing him anickd tip. "It'smy favorite
brand.” In truth, he does not recognize the label. It might be more hair tonic for al he knows.

Settled once more in his room, he places the bourbon on the sideboard and lies down on the bed to
rest. Hewondersif he should signd at the window again, but decides not to press matters. All that
remains now isto wait.

It isnot along wait. When Stevenson answers the knock, Governor Sparkman steps past him and
heads directly for the liquor bottle, where he pours himself three fingers of bourbon, neat. Only after he
has gotten himsalf outside two of those fingers does he turn and face the senator from Illinois. "How was
the drive down, Adla?'

Stevenson sits on the bed. "Tolerable, John. It wasa US Highway dl the way; as straight as God
and loca politicswould dlow." Sparkman'slips twitch—the US Highways were paved with more pork
than asphat—then he introduces his two companions.

Tdlulah Bankhead, in her lateforties, is niece and granddaughter of U.S. Senators and daughter of
the late Speaker of the House. She has recently |eft the stage to take up her family's palitical mantle.
Rumor hasit that Sparkman is grooming her to be the next governor. (Stevenson doubts an actor can be
agovernor, but the Democrats could run ayelow dog in this state and still win.) He turns expectant eyes
on the third member of the delegation.

Heisanintense manin hisearly thirties, with broad lipsthat press close together in alook of
permanent disapproval. Dark-haired and dark-complexioned, he appears brooding. Sparkman names
him George Corley Wallace, sate attorney generd. Hisgrip isfirm but brief. "No trouble with the Hun?"
he asks as he, too, seeks liquid solace. Bankhead, like Stevenson, has taken no drink, but she sitsin the
desk chair and eyes Stevenson with frank interest.

Stevenson tells W lace that he has had no trouble and the young attorney genera grunts. "Y ou
were lucky then. Some local fellow saysthe Hun out the US Highway threatened to blow his baby's head
off thisafternoon.”

Stevenson's eyebrows rise. "Red pickup truck about five years old? | saw that. The boy was
likkered up and the gendarme talked him into letting hiswife drive him home. That's dl. Probably saved
them all from abad accident.”

Wallace frowns. "That's not the way hetdllsit.”

Sparkman, standing by the window, interrupts. "L ook at them out there, goose-stepping down the
dreet like they God-damn own it." Hefinishesthe last finger, looks at the glass asif its emptinesswere an



affront before he setsit down carefully. "Tastes like hair tonic," he says. "Okay, Adlal, what's the word
from the centrd committee?'

Stevenson considers how to present things. Southern prideis atouchy thing and though he has been
rehearsang hislittle speech dl the way down from Peoria, he knowsit will not play well. "Hugo isn't
ganding for redection,” he says bluntly.

Sparkman isunsurprised. "Y eah, | figgered that. The Situation's not his fault—the God-damned
League shoved it down histhroat—but the people will never forgive him."

"The same goesfor the veep—"

" 'Cept who cares what that sumbitch wants?' Sparkman snorts. "Ol' Hugo was a-gonna shitcan
Curley anyway. How many vice presdents you know who servetimeinjal?

It'sarhetoricad question. "What | mean,” Stevenson presses on, "isthat no one connected with the
administration has a Chinaman's chance. We need an outsider if we're going to run arespectable
campaign.”

Sparkman slands alittle tdler. "Any namesin that hat, Adla?' Histone suggests he hasanamein
mind, but Stevenson quashes that thought right away.

"Party can't run a Southern man thistime, John. Especidly not the governor of Alabama—"

Sparkman swellslike a banty rooster. "Now, hold on there—"

"—because folks up north blameall of you for the Situation. They way you tregted the
coloreds—the lynchings and all—that's what brought the Leaguein.”

Sparkman strikes the dresser with the flat of hishand. "Adlal, that wasjust white trash
troublemakers, not the quality folks. Not the Sparkmans or the Bankheads." His glance toucheshis
attorney generd, but he does not include the Walaces among the qudity. If Wallace notices, he givesno
sgn. "Mogt folks down here" Sparkman insgts, “they might not care to associate with the coloreds, but
they never wanted to see them hung or burned out. Live and let live—"

"Separate,” saysWallace, "but equa.”

Stevenson doesn't think separate can ever be equal. One or the other would get shortchanged, and
he doesn't think it would be the whites. The point is moot now, anyway. "That doesn't matter, John," he
tellsthem. "Up north, John Q. Citizen isn't making any distinctions between the trash and the qudity. The
city machines don't think they can deliver for a Southern ticket, and you and | both know Boss Daley can
deliver votesif he hasto dig up the graveyard with his own two hands and drag the corpsesinto the
polling booth. No, it'stime the party put anorthern man up.”

"Party hasn't put up anorthern man since Franklin,” Talulah points out. "And there was |ess there
than met the eye. He sure enough brought the Glorious Twentiesto aroaring halt."

Stevenson shrugs. "That was just bad luck, the market crashing when it did. After eight good years
with McAdoo, Franklin expected the good times to—"

"Then hewas naive," snaps Sparkman. "It cost usthe White House and it let that . . . thatengineer,
Hoover, take credit for the recovery.”

It was only natura that people looking to rebuild Americaafter the Grest Panic should look to the
man who had hel ped rebuild Europe after the Great War. But thereis no point in picking over ancient
history. "The point is, John," Stevenson says, "we don't plan to dig up Franklin and nominate him again.
The Great Panicisal in the pagt, but this business down here—The Situation—that's happeningright
now . Evenif the League troops went home tomorrow, folkswould still remember it wasthe South
brought it on us come eection time.”

Sparkman'sirritation showsin the pinch of hisface. "Who, then?' the governor snaps. "You?' A
speculative glint in Sparkman's eye and he cocks hishead. ™Y ou and me," he says more thoughtfully.
"Illinoisand Alabama. A baanced ticket. It might work."

Stevenson recoilsin horror. "1'm only asimple senator from the Midwest."” And bes des—athough
he does not voice the thought—as little as Stevenson relishes the role of president, he relishes the role of
sacrificid lamb evenless



"Well, not that prancing popinjay from Massachussetts!” Wallace saysin abelligerent growl. "Not
that son of a goose-stepping Kaiser-kisser!"

"No, not 'Little Joe,' either." Stevenson shudders at the thought of what might happen if presidents
were chosen on their good looks and breezy self-assurance. "He'sjust the glove," hetdlsthem. "His
daddy's the hand, and none of us wanthim controlling the government. No, we've been talking up the
junior senator from Missouri."

Sparkman shows surprise. "Truman? He's a Prendergast man. Why not just hand Big Jm the keys
to Fort Knox? Besides, Missouri's a Southern state, t00."

"No, John. I've worked with Harry in the Senate. Sure, he got his start with the Machine, but he's
the only one of that crowd who everlost money in office. And Missouri isaborder state.” Helets
Sparkman think that over.

The governor isnot happy, but he seesthe point. "All right, we can pretend he's a Southern man
and you-all can pretend he's northern. Maybe we squeeze out afew more votes that way." Heruns his
hand through his hair. " Republicans make up their mindsyet?"

Stevenson shakes his head. " Still split between Taft and Warren. We may be able to exploit that.
Divide the Republican vote the way Wilson did.” Privately, Stevenson doubts they can pull it off. A solid
run by anorthern Democrat isal he asksfor; something that will separate the Party from the clearingsin
the public mind. Afterwards. . . He thinks he can work with Earl Warren; but a congenia, cooperative
term will only solidify the GOP's hold on the executive office, so he might aswell butt heads with Taft for
four years.

The four of them talk the pros and cons of Truman versus Warren or Taft. Sparkman promisesto
sound out the other Southern governors; but if the northern machines won't back a Southern man, he
knows aswell as Stevenson that they have no choice.

* k%

Walace lingers after the other two leave and eyes Stevenson's bald pate. "Y ou don't look like a
man with much need of hair tonic," he sayswithout preamble.

Stevenson hesitates, then closes the door, shutting the two of them in together. " So, you're the
leader of—"

But Wallace holds up ahand. "I ain't leader of nothing. But maybe | know someone who knows
someone. Y ou wanted ameeting. Thisisit.”

Stevenson takes a bresth and walks to the other side of the room, where he leans against the
dresser. He must reach deep down inside himsdlf to pull the words out. "There hasto be an
accommodation,” he tells the man who knows someone, "before it ripsthe Party in haf."

Walace grunts and crosses hisarms. "Wall, it's about time you-all got on board . . ."

"l beg your pardon?’

" ... and we got some recognition for what we've done!”

The response startles Stevenson. The replies he had ready do not cover this comment. Again, he
searches for words, but can do no better than to throw the same ones back. "' Recognition? For what
you've done?'

"Who's been fighting the Hun and hislickspittle, so-called 'dlies this past year—Dby oursalves?
Generations of Southern men have bled and died so thisland could be free. At King's Mountain,

Y orktown, New Orleans, Pittsburgh Landing, Atlanta. . . Wewon't St by idle while those Prussian pigs
polluteit with every goose step they take. Even aY ankee should see that—if he can take his eye off the
amighty dollar long enough.”

"You have" Stevenson observes dryly, "an endearing way with words."

"But what do we hear from New Y ork and Boston and Chicago? Silence, that'swhat. Where are
the Northern boys now that our holy ground has been violated?"

"Y ou need men,” Stevenson guesses. The Germans must have cut deep into the nightriders
manpower.



Wallacejuts his chin forward. "And guns.”

"And what else?"

"And explosves"

"And what else?'

"Some word of thanks from the rest of you sons of bitches!”

"Thanks? Thanks!" Some things Stevenson cannot swalow. "If it hadn't been for the clearings, none
of thiswould be happening!”

Wallaceisimperviousto accusation. "Don't hand me that. Sure, there were some lynchings and
things. Don't get me wrong—I never approved. A mob getsits dander up and they're likely to up and
lynch the wrong nigra. That's not the American way."

"And lynching theright oneis?"

"For murder or rape? Maybe not 'right,’ but not the same kind of ‘wrong,’ either. But, like | said, |
never approved. We would've worked things out. The coloreds and us, we been living sde by side down
here for a couple hundred years. We get along—as long as everybody knows his place. But then outside
agitators come aong and give folks uppity notions, fill them up with dreamstheir abilities can never
achieve—so that they lash out like frustrated children and have to be spanked.”

"I'd cdl what happened more than a spanking, Mr. Walace."

Wallace says nothing for amoment. His eyes smolder; then he looksaway. "Things. . . got out of

"Jug alittle”

"The boys went crazy when the Huns landed. Pure loco. | couldn't stop them. No one could. No
one planned what happened. No one meant for it."

"No one with responsibility, you mean, but | suspect there were plenty of your ‘rednecks just
itching for the chance. When you use amaob, Wallace, it's afine question who leads whom on the leash.”

Wadlaceglaresat him.

"Folks up north want the League out, too," Stevenson continues, "but we can't stland with you while
the clearingsgo on."

"That's over with. The boysain't killin' niggers any more. They'rekilling collaborators."

"Who happen to be mostly Negroes. Maybe there is a difference, but it doesn't look that way up
north. It hasto stop, Wallace, or you'll never get the support you need.”

"Why? Y ou Y ankeestoo yellow to go toe-to-toe with the Huns?' Wallace taunts.

"With what? Potbellied men and gas-station jockeys toting shotguns and squirrd rifles? Againgt the
army that sacked Tokyo?"

Walace might play loose with the truth, but he knew it when he heard it. His next words are heavy
with defeet. "Wilson should never have shrunk the Army. We would've had afirst-class military of our
own, not just afew regiments chasing bandits and renegades out west, afraid to fight because of some
treaty, some 'scrap of paper.’ Then we could've taken on the Hun."

A Great Peaceto follow the Great War, Wilson had proclaimed in ordering the reduction in
forces—gtarting, of course, with the Negro regiments he so despised—and going on to grant
independence to the Philippines and Puerto Rico—and barring the "golden door" againgt "little brown
brother.”

The League will enforce the Peace from now on, Wilson had proclaimed. Stevenson had been only
nineteen, but he remembered it clearly. Seen with the idedism—and sdlf-interest—of youth, Wilson's
demilitarization had seemed bold and courageous.

In hindsight, Wilson seemed lesswise. To kegp American boys out of the meatgrinder of the
Western Front was one thing. Boyswho had trained with wooden rifles? Folly! It would have taken two
yearsto build an American Expeditionary Force around the few professiona regiments. And the Western
Front ate regiments for breakfast. No, Wilson had been right about that.



Staying neutra had let him play peacemaker to the exhausted participants, to referee the Treaty of
Silver Spring, to midwife hisbrainchild, the League of Nations. Y &, it isWilson's League that now
humiliates the United States, citing the very Article 10 upon which Lodge's Republicans had based their
opposition. Mandatory member intervention in domestic disturbances.

"No," Stevenson tells Wallace with heavy findity. "Our citizen militias cannot fight trained
professonas. We must rely on persuasion, not the rifle and grenade; and for that we need Party unity;
and for that, we need these killings to stop. Y ou 'know people who know people? Pass the word."

"So white men must lay down their ams while the SCL.C commandos creep through the hillsand
bayous, and strike with impunity under German protection?'

Thereisno audience to impress with fine words of defiance. Wallace must be speaking from the
heart. Hisregrets about the mob running out of control might even be sincere. "1 want both sidesto lay
down their arms,” Stevenson tells him, "and stand together againgt the occupation.”

Walace's eyes go wide, then helaughs. "King would never agree. Why would he go againgt his
protectors?’

"He may have hisreasons. But he needsaword from. . . the friends of your friends. We haveto
stop this before it goestoo far.”

Walace's lips seem to thicken and adistant ook comes over him. "It may dready have," he says
sadly. And indeed, the old world of the '30s and the '40s, of cheap, servile [abor, are probably gone past
recalling. No matter how the Situation playsitself out, thingswill never again be asthey were before,
Thus do reactionaries, fighting to preserve a half-mythic past, create in the process anew world order.

Walace rises and makesto leave; but at the door he turns. "Y ou know, Stevenson,” he says, "l
never much cared for the nigger. All that smilin' and shuckin' and jivin'. . . Nothin' there aman could
respect. But that King, he showed they could stand up like men, and | got to respect that. If you ever see
that murdering son of abitch, youtel him | said that.”

Stevenson goes dl bland. "When would | ever seeKing?'

Thetwo of them lock eyes for amoment and Stevenson senses the pressure inside the other man.
Wallaceisahbailer, building ahead of steam. Then the Alabaman laughs. "When he wants to see you.”
And then Stevenson is done once more.

That evening, in the hotel's restaurant, talk runshigh. A German soldier has raped awoman—or so
the bar talk hasit. The honor of the South has been tarnished once again. If they had let it go at that—if
they had spoken of liberty and independence and national honor; if they had spoken only of sovereignty
betrayed—he might have somached it. But—

" ... snooty Europeans. . ."

" ... bringin' them niggers back to Darktown . . ."

"...forcedbusng..."

" ... cold-blooded guerillakillerslivin' right over thetracksfromus. . ."

" ... Qoose-steppers can't be everywhere, and the minute they turn their back . . ."

" ...antenough bayonetsintheworld. . ."

" ... that Southern Colored Liberation Corpsan't turned over their guns like they was supposed
to, sowhy shouldwe. . ."

Stevenson hunches over his stegk. It is overdone and salty. The vegetables are boiled to amush.
No onein the South knows how to cook. He wantsto tell them that they are blaming the wrong people.
It wasn't the coloreds that brought in the League, not King and his SCLC; but they, themsalves, and the
bloody savagery they had wrought on their neighbors.

But he says nothing. If the people around him despise the coloreds and hate the Germans, they do
not exactly love Y ankees, either. Thisisaland that treasuresits grudges.

Northern governors, chafing over Black's inaction, had been quietly planning the dispatch of State



troops to escort those colored children into that Little Rock high school—and had they done so dl hell
would have broken loose, maybe even a second War Between the States. A Republican president,
Stevenson is sure, would have done exactly that—using Federd troops. President Black had at least
seen thefally of throwing amatch into atinderbox.

Well, the match had been thrown—by the sanctimonious Europeans—and al hell had broken loose
anyhow; and if the South haslost its sovereignty, the North had lost its chance to stand up for aprinciple.
There comes atime when circumspection sails dmighty close to acquiescence; when, as Burke observed,
forebearance ceasesto be avirtue.

We should have spoken up, he thinks as he signs the medl to hisroom. Is Party unity worth this?

Y et, without the Solid South, the Democrats will never win the White House. Truman is doomed, but he
must run acredible campaign if the Party isto be taken serioudy in '56. That means northern and
southern wings closing ranks. If the party splits, men of qudity like Sparkman will lose dl influence and
restraint over men like Wallace. And even men like Wallace would give way to those who made no fine
digtinction between lynching the right or wrong Negro.

That night the dull thump of an explosion shakes the windows of the hotd. It wakeshim and helies
in bed unable to deep, ligening to therattle of distant gunfire that follows.

The next morning the Germansrevoke dl travel permits. Stevenson drives out with thelocasto
look and returns shaken to hishotel room, where he pours himsdlf the last of the bourbon, and staresinto
it without drinking.

A crater in the highway and burnt and scattered flinders are dl that remain of the guard shack.
Telephone poles have been toppled and charred like so much kindling. Gasoline fires burn hotter than
Hdl itsdf. Of Lieutenant Goldberg and the young sentry, nothing but greasy ashes remain. Stevenson
gtares out the hotel room window &t the blackened remains of Darktown and, for amoment, heimagines
the sweetish odor of crackling flesh carried on the hot summer breeze. It is overpowering, asif millions
have been incinerated.

The dcohol, when he throws it back over histhroat, does nothing to soothe therailing in hisbdly.

Now the Germanswill retdiatein their usua ham-fisted manner and the American people would
have their noses rubbed once more in the consequences of afourth-rate military. (No more dangerous
than Roumania, had been Hindenburg's famous sneer.) They would have one more reason never to vote
Democrat again.

Sparkman is not so inept. He knows the Party's interests lie in making the Situation go away as
quickly and as quietly as possible. Walace can cal it Kaiser-kissing if he wishes, but there comesatime
to turn the other cheek and negotiate a solution. Even Wallace, intemperate as heis, must know better.
The attack on the guard post doesn't quite make sense yet. Somthing ismissing.

Stevenson sensesthat not dl the piecesare yet in play.

L ate that afternoon, helicopters settle on the town and disgorge elite storm troops, who fan out into
every neighborhood of the city. If thelocalsthink the Wehrmacht hard to dedl with, they find these
newcomersin their Prussian-blue uniformsimpossible. Hardened veterans of the Philippine campaign,
they have dedlt with tougher res stance than anything the "good ol boys' of Selma can muster. Men who
have fought with Japanese fanaticsin Pacific jungleswill not flinch from potbellied white men in overals.
They arrest one man from every block, apparently at random, and bring them to a compound just outside
the city limits. In the barroom of the hotdl, Stevenson now hears fear mixed with the feckless bravado.

" ... donearested the mayor and the chief . . ."

" ... hopethey got that damn county assessor, too. . ."

" ... bunchiainnercent townfolk . . ."

"LLjustabluff ..

" ... hdf amindto get out my varmintrifleand. . ."

" ... barbaric, that'swhat itis. . ."



The bartender, aswarthy, heavy-jowled man of Stevenson's age, listens and shakes his head. He
and Stevenson lock gazes for amoment and trade rueful grins. Thus do rabbits discuss the wolf. "Martyrs
diffen acause,” the barman tells him. "If the Germans execute the hostages, they'll be sowing dragon's
tegth.”

Stevenson grants that German antiterrorism doctrine is every bit as barbaric asthe terrorism itsdlf.

Y e, it is no more than poetic justice on the people who invented "racid clearing.” Just what were those
"innercent townfolk" doing in the months before the Situation? Lynching their neighbors; burning down
their churches. Digging mass graves—and filling them up.

Just before nightfall, the German commander arrives. Provost-generd Erwin Romme isaveteran of
both the Bolshevik War and the Pacific War and has areputation as ajust man. Thisisbad newsfor
Selma, since jugtice of any sort would wipe it off the face of the Earth. Stevenson catches aglimpse of
the generd as he rides down the street behind the bullet-proofed windows of his staff car. Peaked cap,
Eisenkreuz dangling from ablue ribbon around his neck, alook on hisface of infinite disance and pain. A
father about to spank an errant child.

Stevenson remembers the cultured, intelligent lieutenant Goldberg and wishes Rommd slent
success. If the random hostages do not include last night'sterrorists, they surely include those of other
nights. An eyefor an eye.

But the food lies heavy and undigested in Stevenson's belly. He can hear Walacein hismind. Isit
not important to lynch the"right” rednecks?

* k%

Stevenson is preparing for bed when a gentle tapping at his door freezes him. He scowls, begsa
moment's grace, and puts his shirt back on, pulling his suspenders up as he reaches for the knob.

A bdlboy stands without—rumpled gray uniform with a button missing, pillbox cap set dightly
askew. "What isit?" he asks the young man.

"The package you ordered.”

Stevenson has ordered no package, but sees the note affixed to the plain brown wrapper. Follow
me. Make no sgn. He looks again at the boy, wondering who has sent him. Too light-complexioned for
the SCLC, but he might work for Tricky Dick. Unlessthere are other factions. . . . Stevenson placesthe
package (sans note) on the dresser and follows the bellhop.

Dusk hasdid quietly into night, but has brought with it no relief from the heat as bricks and asphalt
dowly release the energy they have absorbed during the day. The bellhop leads him to adarkened dley
cluttered with debris and trash cans, damp with fetid pools, rank with the stench of garbage and
honeysuckle. A shape steps forward from the darkness and Stevenson recoils when he seesa
well-muscled Negro man, broad in the shoulders, two hundred pounds and none of it fat. Hishead is
shaved. A scar puckers one cheek and an implacable stedl gleamsin his eyes. Stevenson recognizes John
CavinKing, "generdissmao” of the Southern Colored Liberation Corps.

"I saw by the newspaper,” King says sardonically, "that you wanted to see me." His hands wave not
anewspaper but an over-and-under shotgun. Stevenson notices atwist of wire on the trigger guard.

The bellboy douchesin the mouth of the dley smoking a cigarette, but he turns long enough to send
agmirk in Stevenson'sdirection. "Ever hear of awhite boy," King'svoice says, "passin' fo' black?' When
Stevenson turns a puzzled look on the guerillaleader, he explains. "Linc, there, he has seven white
great-grandparents. Now, what do you cal aboy likethat?' He does not wait for Stevenson to answer.
"A 'nigger, iswhat. Same asif seven was black and only one was white. Shows the power of black
blood."

Stevenson studies the bellhop and, now that King has pointed it out, he can see the dightly thicker
lips, the dightly broader nose, the dightly duskier complexion. King, watching, lets him make up hismind
before adding dyly, " ‘LessI'm lyin'. There are some white folks who fight for justice.”

Kingis playing with him, but Stevenson uses the opening. "Maybe more of usthan you know."

"Doubt that, Stevenson. | sure didn't see many of you down here during the clearings.”



Stevenson wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. "People up north,” he says, "are predisposed
to look favorably on your cause—"

"Hetaks purty,” saysthe bellhop, but King waveshim silent. "Go on."

"They don't like what's been done to your people. The burnings, the beatings and lynchings—they
elicited agreat ded of sympathy up north. They would liketo hdlp. .. ."

"But..." suggestsKing. "Therésa'but' in there somewhere.”

"But they won't help you break up the United States—and that's what will happen if you keep up
these vengeance strikes of yours. Y ou have agrievance—God knows, you have a grievance—but they
don't like the way the League butted in when you asked them for help.”

"Who should | have asked?' King says hitterly. "Governor Sparkman? President Black? The good
folks up north, who 'sympathized' with our ‘plight’ but never lifted one damn finger to help? If good does
nothing, evil triumphs. And what was doneto uswas not a'grievance’; it was not a'plight.’ It was evil!
Not even some likkered-up mob losing its head because some pasty-fleshed white woman kicked up her
hedlsfor some po'-ass black boy and changed her mind next mornin'. Thiswas ddliberate, planned
murder on a scale the world has never seen—carried out while officids and the ‘quadlity folks wrung their
hands, or looked the other way, or even helped when they thought no one knew. Say what you will
about the Kaiser's troops, or the Triple Monarchy, or the British Empire and the rest, but when we called
on them, they came.”

"Not for you," Stevenson tellshim. "They're jealous of our prosperity—because we never got
sucked into their wars—so they wanted to take the USA down apeg or two."

Heisrewarded by ahuge, black shrug. "I know that. But if aman helps get the boot off my neck,
who am | to question his motives?"'

"I never walked in your shoes," Stevenson admits, "but weve got to think toward the future. The
longer the Situation goes on, the harder it will beto bring us back together as one nation.”

"Never was one nation,” King says. "Not for us."

"But it can be. Don't you see? It's what we work toward. If we lose the faith that it can be, welose
hope. And if we lose hope, we lose everything—all the good works that might yet come—and the future
will be nothing but ambush and bushwhack and hate and separation, world without end.”

For amoment, King seems captured by the image, asif he has had adream of al God's children,
black and white, lying dead sSde by side, equd at last. "If not the League," he asks suspicioudly, "then
who?"'

"Us®

King's eyeswiden. "The Democrats?'

"Why stick with the Republicans? What have they ever done for the Negro?'

The guerillaleader affectsinnocence. " Give us our freedom?"' he suggests.

"That was nearly ahundred years ago. Today, they're lapdogs for Big Business and don't care
about Negroes one way or the other.”

"Maybe s0," King alows, "but that puts ‘'em up anotch, don' it. 'Cause in case you haven't noticed,
the Democrats down here do care about us. Oneway. Or isit the other?' He smilesat Stevenson's
discomfiture. "What you up to, Stevenson? Y ou got a strategy ?"

"A ded," he says. "If northern Democrats take your Side againgt the rednecks, our Southern wing
could balt . . ."

A cynica smile splitsablack face. "' So you need our votes because you'd lose theirs? Good Lord
above, Stevenson! Can't you take a stand just because it'sright? That's the acid test. Isn't governing a
nation more important than winning an eection?'

Stevenson flushes. "We can't govern if we don't win; and if you help uswin, then we'd owe you. But
we can't help unless you break with the League and stop the vengeance strikes."

"Sdf-defenseisnt murder.”



"Retribution isn't saif-defense.”

King shows teeth. "Massacre don't look so good from the other end of the gun barrel, doesit?"

"Y ou lose the mora high ground when you stoop to the level of your oppressors.”

"Thehighground. .. ?Thehighground. .. ?' King'slaughter is bitter. " Shit, we already got adl the
low" ground: six feet of it, twenty thousand times over. We should stand by al meek and humble and
'yassah, boss while they shoot us down, rape our women, burn our churches, just so other white folks
can admire how Chrigtian we are for 'turnin’ the other cheek'? My mama named me for a preacher, but
that don't make me one. Can you name one place in the world where 'turn the other cheek’ won the day?
Russia? India? China? Anywhere? No. The League wants usto trust them to keep order, but someday
the League will go home. I'd rather trust my right to bear arms.” King flourishes the shotgun heis holding
and Stevenson takes an involuntary step backward.

"Sometimes," King says, now more to himself than to Stevenson, "I think | was born for this. That |
was destined from all time to be the protector and savior of my people; to lead them into the Promised
Land. Evenif things had falen out differently—no Great War, no League, no President Robinson winking
while hooded nightriders rode out in the daylight—I would il find mysdlf waging thisstruggle.”

"But maybe with words instead of wegpons.”

King shrugs. "l just keep on keepin' on. If we don't stand up now, when can we? If we accept mass
murder, against what injustice can we later rail? No! Never again! My degtiny drivesme. Here | stand; |
can do nothing else.”

"That'sMartin Luther."

King gives him alook. "I know that, 'professor.’ Just like | know you were born to be atrimmer.
Alwayslooking for the compromise. Always splitting the difference. Well, Stevenson, how do you split
the difference between me and Georgie Walace?!

"He wantsto fight the Germans, not you. He'strying to control the mob.”

King grunts. "A man rides atiger, it'sthetiger decides which way to run. So, how 'bout we
compromise. They only killshaf asmany of usnext year."

"Isit so terrible to bury the hatchet and search for common ground?”

"Long asthe ground ain't quicksand—and the hatchet ain't buried in my head. Long asfolksdon't
have to abandon their principles to come together. But principles don't matter to your sort, do they? Lord
Jesus, | think 1'd rather deal with ol* Georgie. | might not like where he stands, but at least he stands
somewhere.”

"That'sfunny,” says Stevenson. "He said much the same thing about you.”

King saddens Stevenson in an indefinable way. This might have been an educated man, had history
treated him more kindly. Stevenson is not well read, himself; he finishes perhaps two books ayear, not
like Truman who consumes them weekly by the dozen. Y et he knows native intelligence when he seesiit.
"Youll bekilled, eventudly. If the nightriders don't get you, the Germanswill. They cameto restore
order, not to help you wreak vengeance.”

"They will take my gun,” King prophesies, "when they pry it from my cold, dead fingers.”

Stevenson shivers from a sudden vision. A shot. A body topples on adistant balcony. Citiesburnin
retribution. "Isit worth being killed?'

King gares asif from adistant height. "If aman hasn't discovered something he can diefor, heisnt
fit to live. The measure of aman is not where he stands when things are easy—fine words and sentiments
flow smoothly when they cost nothing—but what measures aman iswhere he sandsin tribulation. Has
there ever been a Savior that the mob failed to crucify?"

"Predegtination,” Stevenson answered. "'Y ou're taking your namesake too serioudy.”

King giveshim aquizzicd look. "It bothers you. Why?'

A shake of the head. "'l don't know, but | think, in another milieu, you might have achieved
greatness.”



"So might we al, Stevenson. Y ou, me, Georgie, Sparkman. Our natures form us, but the world
moldsus. And so, instead of greatness, | lead alifethat is'nasty, brutish, and short'."

"Firgt Calvin; now Hobbes. Y ou're better read than you let on.” Stevenson genuingly likesthisman,
or at least the man he might have been, but he can see now that he has come on afool's errand. Jackson
must have misread the signals. Now he can only hope that Jackson's guarantee is enough to let him leave
thisaley. "Oneword of advice. . .." Hewaitsuntil King shows by thetilt of hishead that he will listen.
"Don't let the Germans know you sted your arms from their checkpoints.”

King turnsthe shotgun over in his hand and runs ahand down its barrel. "Now don't you go
carrying talesto the Germansif you can't back them up," he says at last. "Words without facts are just
words."

"Did you attack the—"

"And don't ask questions you don't want to hear the answer to." He pauses amoment as he studies
Stevenson'sface. Then he relents. "But maybe we hear about araid, you know what I'm saying; and we
duck inwhile othersare. . . occupied . . . and take what we can. It pleases me to arm mysalf with
weapons the League has taken from our oppressors.”

"Who warned you about the raid?’ Stevenson is certain the raid was Wallace's work; but heis
equally certain Wallace would never have tipped King.

Expecting evasion, heis surprised when King answers. "Tricky Dick."

"Youveseenhim?'

"Him? No, nobody's ever seen that dy ol' fox. He sent amessage, though. Told us you'd ask about
him, too; and told usto tell you it washim.”

Later, back in hishotel room, a shaken Stevenson seeksliquid rdlief and findsthat King hasa
mordant sense of humor. Opening the package King's minion had given him, hefindsthe inevitable bottle
of bourbon.

ItisOld Crow.

* * %

The two storm troopers bang on his door early in the morning, but they alow him to shower and
dress before escorting him to the Hauptquartier. The other men hanging about the hotel stare at
Stevenson as heis marched past. It isthefirgt clue the locds have that he might be someone important.
The bartender isjust opening up. When he sees Stevenson, he raises both hands, with two fingers spread
inaV to sgnd encouragement.

A vigorous man in hisearly sixties, Rommel questions Stevenson about theincident at the
checkpoint and how Lt. Goldberg handled the drunken redneck in the pickup truck. The interrogation is
persstent, but polite. Americais not aconquered province and afedera senator isno small thing to toy
with. Rommel represents the League of Nations, not the Kaiser. He wesars the green-and-white armband
on his deeve with the crossed olive branches. Officidly, there are limitsto what he can do to Stevenson.

Unofficidly, of course, there are dwaystragic accidents.

Nervousin front of the iron-gray tactician, Stevenson pulls apack of Luckiesfrom his coat pocket,
but Rommd curtly refuses him permission to light up. Stevenson is o Startled that Rommel unbuttons
enough to explain.

"I have sworn off the tobacco,” he says. "It is—how do you say it>—a'movement’ in Europe.
Perhaps you have heard? An Austrian painter—a crusader againgt vivisection and animal abuse—leads
the campaign. | hear him speak once at araly in Nuremberg, where they lit a bonfire and everyone threw
into the flamestheir cigarettes. As a painter, the man was mediocre; but as a speaker, heis spelbinding.
According to him, even the smoke of othersisharmful; and so, thereis no smoking in my presence.”

Stevenson tucks his pack away. He doesn't think an anti-tobacco attitude will serve Rommel well in
the South, but the general has not come here to endear himsdif.

He has not come here at dl, Stevenson suddenly redizeswith icein his heart. He was lured here, by
the bombing. But lured by whom? And for what purpose?



Rommel has detected his abrupt stiffening. Y es? There is something else?"

Stevenson wonders where his duty lies—as a Democrat, as an American, asahuman being. Hereis
aman who tramples on the liberties of American citizens, who arrests without warrant, who executes
without trial. And yet, the people he has come to chastise have deserved what he gives them. Indeed, the
avowed League policy of "rebuilding amultiethnic society” is more than they deserve. When Rommel
presseshim, he saysonly, Y ou may bein danger here”

The generd isinterested, but not surprised. Over the years, he has been in anumber of unsafe
places. Minsk, Bataan, Okinawa; asayoung man in histwenties, in the shell-churned abattoir of the
Western Front. Very little can frighten him.

And what does Stevenson have to frighten him with? A sudden, icy feding in the gut that everything
up to now has been asetup for something yet to come. The incident at the checkpoint; the meetings with
Sparkman, with Wallace, with King; the rumors, the car bomb, Romme's arrival. But to whose
advantage? Thereisadevious mind a work. Wallace? He lacks the subtle touch. King? Romme has
come to protect King's people—but Rommel has come aso to disarm them.

In the end, Stevenson mouths platitudes about safety and the breakdown of civil order.

Romme'ssmileisawoalf'ssmile. "It isto remedy this breakdown of your civil order that | am
come.”

A growing noise outside the building forestalls any reply—uwhich is good, because Stevenson has
none. Only that the L eague is gasoline thrown on smoldering embers, that the United States could have
handled things, given time. The trends had been good, lynchings had been on the decline. If only Black
had been more assertive, and less defensive of "states rights.” If only the northern machines had leaned
harder on their southern colleagues. If only Wilson had not made casud bigotry so fashionable with his
praiseforBirth of a Nation.

If only. Stevenson Sighs.

People outside begin hooting. Looking out the window, he sees a bus escorted by a company of
soldiers. Thereisabanner on the sde of the bus. We Serve Neither King nor Kaiser. If it is meant to
reassure the whites of Seima, it fails. People hurl catcalls a the bus. They shake their fists. Some stones
are thrown, but when the soldiers cock their riflesand level them at the crowd, the locals disperse,
muttering. They know the Germanswill fireif pushed. Stevenson sees the darkies through the windows of
the bus, eyes white and wide as saucers. They are unarmed and they know it. The unwelcoming crowd is
supposed to be disarmed too, but no one can believe that.

Rommel hasjoined him by the window. "Brave men,” Stevenson tellshim.

"They are soldiers doing their duty.”

Stevenson watches the bus out of sight. "I wasn't thinking of the soldiers.” When they turn away,
Stevenson asks bleskly, "What's the point, genera? Too much blood has been spilled for themto livein
their old neighborhoods again. Neither side can pretend the clearings never happened.”

Rommel shrugs. "I am only following orders. The World Court mandated this busing. So long asmy
troops are here, your rednecks dare not make trouble.”

"But your troops can't stay forever. Once they're gone, those people will go for each other's
throats."

Rommd purseshislips, didiking the futility of hismisson. "Thereistoo much history here" he
answers. "We do what we can, while we can. Y et, somehow, there must be afina solution to the
redneck problem."”

"What?" Stevenson asks sardonicdly. "Kill them &l?"

Rommel makes no reply for amoment and Stevenson's heart freezes as, once again, the wind brings
the odors of dead fires from the ruins of Darktown. Then the generd shakes his head—though with how
much reluctance Stevenson dares not guess.

* * %

Outside his hotel, awoman stops him with ahand on his deeve. He sees red-rimmed eyes, makeup



hastily applied, hair not quitein place. "They say you're an important man,” she says. "A senator from up
north."

Stevenson inclines his head. He does not deny it.

"Y ou can tell them they're making a mistake, making aterrible mistake. They'll listen to an important
man like you. Tell them they've made amistake." Her voice grieves, her eyes plead.

Stevenson lays his hand over hers. "Tdl who? What mistake?"

"My hushand!" the distraught woman says. " They've taken my husband to the camp.”

He understands now, and nods. "It'stheir policy,” he says, "when any of their soldiersare killed by
terrorigts.”

"But Leroy had nothin' to do with that! He's a good man, a decent man. God-fearing. He never had
no truck with the coloreds—they kept to their side of town and we kept to ours—but he never wished
them no harm.”

Over her shoulder and down at the end of the Street, acrosstherailroad tracks, stand the cold
embers of Darktown. The distant sound of hammers and saws echoesin the still, muggy air.
Rebuilding—with hope or fatdism? "He wasn't one of the mob?" Stevenson says harshly. "Not one of
those who fired those houses over there and shot the people who tried to run out of the blazing
buildings?'

The woman backs away from him. "No, he never. Even if some of the coloreds was helpin' out the
SCLC likefolks said, they was only afew. Most coloreds are good folks. Leroy, he said they should just
arrest the troublemakers and |eave the good ones done. The night they— The night they— The night the
fire broke out, he stood by the parlor window, cussin' and sayin' how they'd bring the Hunsin for sure.”

"But hedidn't do anything to stop them.”

Sheflinches at the accusation in his voice, but snapsin desperation. "What did you want him to do?
One man? They'd call him a'kraut-kisser' and a'nigger-lover' and maybe burn our home down, too. But
he never burned nobody, never shot nobody, never rode out at night.”

No, Stevenson thinks sadly, he only stood by while others did. He understands, findly, the message
in Reveation. Y e runneth neither hot nor cold, but lukewarm. Therefore, | spew ye forth from my mouith.
The devil gets his due, but those who will not choose sides get nothing but contempt. He remembers
King's words about how men are measured.

Y et, such asentiment might itself be too easy. When standing up meansto risk everything—wife,
home, life itself—how many would sit by in quiet impotence? The Northern bosses | oathe the barbarism
inthe South. Their graft isimpartial; greenisthe only color that matters. But in the end they had held
Party unity more dear, sowho isAdlai Stevenson to judge Leroy? Helooks over his shoulder to the
German HQ and thinks how evil may be done even in agood cause, and not only by Erwin Romme.
Stevenson knows he ought to do something for Leroy, if only because the poor son of abitchisthe
closest thing to alibera the town has.

Stevenson counts himself wise for promising nothing, but he needs most of the Old Crow before he
can accept the truth. Thereisno timeto call Daley for ingtructions; and the phones would be tapped in
any case. Stevenson Sits at the desk in hisroom and scrawls anote on the hotdl's Stationery, informing
Romme about Wadlace and King. "Rigorous questioning” at the barbershop will reved Wallace's
whereabouts, he writes. King ishiding in Semals Darktown, but might be lured out to meet with
Rommd, whoisanomind dly.

Rommel, with a German's obsession for legd literalism, will try to arrest King for theft of
contraband and King, just as certainly, will resst. Wallace, his head stuffed with Southern irredentism,
will never surrender either. But by making clear to them the common enemy, Stevenson might yet
engineer the adliance he seeks. Martyrs do wondersfor unity; the brotherhood of death can weld hostile
factionstogether.

He callsthefront desk and has arunner sent up. When the boy knocks—it isthe same



wavy-haired, swive-hipped lad he used before—Stevenson hands him another cartwhed and a seded
envelope. Hetdls him the message is a pleato release some innocent hostages and that he should take it
to Romme immediatdly. The boy runsfor the stairwell. Stevenson closes the door behind him and returns
to the bottle of Old Crow.

Everybody doesit, hetelshimsdf.

All'sfair, hetdlshimsdf.

Wallace and King are both bushwacking killers, hetells himsdf.

It'sfor the greater good, he tells himsdif.

It will unitethefactions, hetdlshimsdf.

Findly, he can stand the sound of his own voice no longer. And besides, the bottle isempty. So he
walks with careful, deliberate steps down to the lobby, where he enters the barroom and orders another
bourbon.

"You look like you've had enough,” the bartender reproves him. He hasjowls like a basset hound,
darkened now by five o'clock shadow. His dark eyesflash under lowered brows.

Stevenson surveys an empty room. The bar has not so much business that the man can afford to
turn customers away. Stevenson says S0, and loudly; so the bartender shrugs and pours the drink.
Stevenson suspectsit is watered.

His hand shaking, Stevenson liftsthe glassto hislips; but the sudden roar of trucks past the window
causes himto jerk and the glass drops and rolls across the bar top, leaving aglistening pool of liquor inits
wake. Stevenson turnsin timeto see atroop truck turn the corner in the direction of the barbershop. Elite
storm troopersin Prussian blue face each other ramrod straight on two benchesin the back. They look
neither left nor right and might have been cast from sted.

When Stevenson turns his back to the sight, the bartender has replaced the spilled drink. "1'd hold
ontothisonetight, if | wereyou,” he advises.

Stevenson's mind isa haze. "Why?'

The bartender nods in the direction the troop truck has gone. " Shooting should start . . . about

Asif awaiting that very cue, the distant pop of rifles comesfaintly through the window. Stevenson
squints at the bartender. A thought lurksin the back of hismind, but it will not come clear. Shortly, the
messenger boy dashes into the barroom, grabbing the doorjamb to stop himself. He pantsfor breath a
moment before blurting out, "They's holed up in the high schoal. OI' Walace, he's barricaded hissef in
the schoolhouse door. The Hun's got 'im treed.”

The bartender shakes his head. "He's facing a platoon of the Regiment Groszherzogthum Baden.
That's the gang that hit the beaches on Honshu. | doubt the high school isasimpregnable as Tojo's
fortress. What do you say, Stevenson? About fifteen minutes and it's over?”

Stevenson raises ashaky finger. "You. You're Tricky Dick."

The man smilesadevil's smile, but does not deny it.

"What are you doing here?'

"Everyone has to be somewhere." The guerillaleader isrelaxed and confident, yet his gaze shifts
constantly and he never looks Stevenson directly in the eye. Stevenson sets his glass softly on the bar
top. What better place to sift for information than in abar. A man will tell his bartender things he conceals
from hiswife,

"Y ou've been behind dl of this

"Me?' Theaffect of great surprise. "Behind al of what?"

"Everything! Thebombing . .. Romme comingtotown. . ."

Tricky Dick laughs. "Y ou think | order provost-generds around?”

"You didn't order him. You lured him."

Dick'sgrin broadensinto asmile. "1 thought Wallace's attack on the guard shack brought Rommel



here"

"And why did Wallace attack the guard shack? He's hot-tempered, but he's not stupid.”

"Jury's il out on that. But if | have to guess, | would say the rumors about the guard threatening the
baby and assaulting the wife must have outraged him beyond reason.”

If he hasto guess. . . . Tricky Dick isas convoluted as a snake. A master manipulator. "And who
Spread the rumors?’

Tricky Dick pullsout abar rag and begins wiping the counter top. "It'sfunny,” he says. "When a
man believes the worst of someone, helll credit anything bad he hears. He won't even stop to ask if it
makes sense or not. That'saman'sweak spot. We dl have one: King, Rommel, you . . . Wallace thought
the Germans were the devil's spawn, profaning . . ." And here Tricky Dick places a solemn hand over his
heart. " . . . the sacred heartland of the Southern people. Y ou could have told him that the
expletive-del eted Huns ate Belgian babies or burned peoplein ovensand hewould believeit. He didn't
need meto feed him rumors.”

Stevenson has actually begun to admire Tricky Dick'slies. Thereisan artistry to them that excites
respect. Heisamaster of prevarication. Never so uncouth as astraightforward, bal d-faced fabrication,
hisliesare fashioned by intaglio, thelielying in what is not said, questions answered by the manner in
which they are dodged.

"I know it was you who told King to steal the contraband weapons.”

A shrug of dismissal. "That's dways been his strategy. All | passed on was when and where an
opportunity lay. Like said, if you tell people what they want to hear, they're more likely to act on it.”

"They say you have the greatest tactica mind since Generd Miles or Generd Crook."

Tricky Dick dips hishead modestly. "Well, | am not aMiles."

Maybe not, Stevenson muses. More like Machiavelli than amilitary man. Tricky Dick'sgeniuslay in
scheme, not riflesin thefield. Hisband of operatives—known as " The Plumbers,” because they worked
to "plunge the crap out"—was probably asmall, tight-knit band. Had to be, for the man to be seen so
little when sought so much. "How'd you get Wallace to barricade himsdf in the school house?!

Dick has been polishing the bar top. He looks up, sees Stevenson's knowing, just-us-chickens
smile. Hefolds the rag and tucksit in his gpron cord. "OI' George, he'sa Romantic. What he seesin his
mind are the heroic poses, the grand speeches; not the bayonet diding into the gut, not the dugs ripping
and tearing the flesh and splintering the bones. So, abunch of them werein here yesterday, griping like
they dways do; and Walace compares the way he's standing up to the Hun to the way Washington and
them stood up to the Brits. So, | told him about the heroic stand the Irish made in Dublin back about the
end of the Great War. It redlly inspired him."

"The Brits somped the Irish good," Stevenson points out. " Those that weren't killed were
executed.”

The Dick wagsafinger. "Ah, but it led to the revol ution and the Republic. The inspirationd vaue of
martyrs" he addswith awink. "Ol' George redly thinks his heroic stand will inspire othersto follow him."

"Like Cudter."

Tricky Dick shrugs. "It redly isinspiring, you know. If Wallace and his cause weren't a bucket of
expletives deleted, it might be even viewed as anoble sacrifice. A man capable of such an act is capable
of redemption—if the world dlows his heart the time to change.”

Stevenson has been memorizing Tricky Dick'sface so he can describeit to Daley's police artists.
The Dick's grestest asset until now has been hisinvisbility. A man can be hard to find when no one
knowswhat he looks like. Even Dick'slast name or his native sate are unknown. It is part of his
mystique. Revealing himsdlf to Stevenson isamajor misstep; but if every man has aweskness, Dick'slies
in hisown cleverness. It is not dwayswhat aman believes of others that makes him vulnerable, but often
what he believes of himsdlf. Pleased with his own cleverness, the guerillaleader has succumbed to the
desire to preen before amind capable of gppreciating that cleverness.

"What | don't understand . . ." Stevenson leans over the bar and tapsit with agiff forefinger. . . . is



what you hope to accomplish. Asfar as| can tdl, you're just making things worse by stirring the pot.” By
pushing the pride button, Stevenson hopesto dlicit some carelessrevelaions.

Tricky Dick takes Stevenson's now-empty glass and dunksit in asink full of dishwater. "I have a
plan," he confides. "A secret plan to end the Situation.” He wipes his hands on abar towel, then turnson
asmadl radio on ashdf on the back wall. In afew minutes, the tubes have warmed up and he twiststhe
tuner to put the receiver back on frequency. Stevenson catches a brief moment of "hepcat jive' in
four-part harmony before the radio settles on afainter, more distant signd playing nondescript dance
tunes.

The sound of the radio makes Stevenson aware that the distant gunfire hasfalen silent. When his
head cocks, Tricky Dick makes ashow of checking hiswatch. " Seventeen minutes,”" he sayswith some
satisfaction. "A little longer than | expected, but Elviswill be back soon with a bettle report.”

Stevenson forms aplan. The Germans are just as anxiousto lay hold of Tricky Dick asthe
Democrats. Hisraids and sabotage have come down hard on Wallace's supporters, and occasionally
have frustrated King's dreams of vengeance; but his mere existence is an affront to the German sense of
Law and Order.Allesin Ordnung isthe most satisfied remark a German can make. German loverstell
each other that after sex.

The magterstroke dowly comes clear through the bourbon haze. A way to discomfit the League,
please the Sparkman-Bankhead faction, neutrdize Tricky Dick, mallify the factions he meansto unite by
showing them another common enemy.

Stevenson excuses himsalf and weaves hisway to the jakes, where he takes care of business before
stopping at the writing stand in the lobby on hisway back and scribbling a hasty note: Tricky Dick isthe
bartender at the Stonewad | Hotdl. He placesit in an envelope and sedls the envel ope with histongue.

Then he pauses under the weight of a great sadness. In many ways, he and Tricky Dick are
brothers, sharing asingle vision. Outrage over theracid clearings, and distrust of Wallace's ability to
control them. Sympathy for King's people; but not for vengeance and retribution. Satisfaction that the
Germans have brought justice; but fierce anger at the violation of sovereignty. Had the dice rolled another
way, hethinks, it might be"Agile Adla," the "fighting perfesser,” out there exacerbating the Situation
while"Senator Richard" desperately seeksto bring the factions together.

Y oung Elvis comes dashing back in, breathless with news of the battle. Stevenson stops him and
hands him the message. "Take thisto Rommel. Quick. | forgot to tell him something eerlier.”

But the lad is not to be deflected. "I gottatell the Man," he says. "Y ou shoulda seenit! OI' Wallace,
hetook adug right in the spine. Y ou shoulda seen him twist and shout before the Dutchiestied himinto a
sretcher and carried him out. That poor sumbitch'll be in awheelchair for sure—if the Dutchies don't
hang him first." And with that, he ran into the barroom to tell Tricky Dick.

And Stevenson runsinto the lavatory, where he pukes his gutsinto astained and smelly toilet. One
rolling heave follows another until heisdry and his somach isa shriveed cramp within him. Afterward he
leans on the sink to steady himsdlf, taking long, dow breeths. He stares at the reflection in the mirror,
wondering who the bastard staring back isto have so calmly written other men's death warrants.

It'sthetimes, hetells himself. Had the Situation not happened, he would have been a different man;
just asKing or Walace or Tricky Dick. A better man, he hopes, something more than ahireling of Boss
Ddey. The Party needs a strong leader, who can tame both the machines and the Southern families.
Franklin had had that dream—aof welding the Party into asingle, coordinated, nationa force. But the
Gresat Panic had put paid to those dreams; and shortly after, the polio made running for office
unthinkable.

Nuts. Y ou play the hand you're dedlt. Stevenson turns on the faucet and cups the water in his hands
to rinse his mouth. He spitsinto the sink severd times, but the sour taste does not leave histongue.

Returning to the barroom, he seesthat the boy has gone to run his errand. Shortly, the Germans will
be coming to seize Tricky Dick. Best not to be here when that happens. "I'm calling it anight,” he says,
but the barman waves him over.



"Not without signing your tab, you're not." He shoves a paper at Stevenson and Stevenson scrawls
his signature at the bottom. As he turnsto go, the music on theradio cuts off abruptly and afaint,
scratchy voice beginsto spesk.

"Thisjust off our wire services: A mgor gun battle has developed in the town of Sema, Alabama,
between aright-wing militiagroup apparently led by the state's attorney general, George Wallace, and
the German peacekeepers. Details are not yet clear, but casudties are said to be heavy. More news as it
develops. On apersonal note, let me say that never have two combatants so deserved each other.
Sdf-gppointed partisansimpatient with the considered wisdom of our leadersin Washington versus
merciless militarists who came to bring justice to the oppressed, but did so with such calous brutality that
people are gpt to forget the true victims. All | can say is, Therethey go again.’ Thisis Dutch Reagan for
CBS NewsRadio."

Themusic returnsand Tricky Dick laughs as he turns the knob off. "I get ahoot out of that guy.

Y ou ever catch hisam. TV show,Morning in America ? Someone hasto uphold liberdisminthis
country against the corrupt machines, the racists, the goose-steppers. . . . Hey . . . " Helooks down at
his feet, puzzlement on hisface. "I'll be. . . Come back here a second and look at this. What do you
meke of it?"

Stevenson grimaces and staggers around the end of the bar. "What?' Tricky Dick pointsto the sink,
but when Stevenson leans his hands againgt the edge he suddenly finds them bound by handcuffs. "What
the hell 7' He yanks and pulls, but the cuffs are fastened to solid brackets. They clack and rattle. "What is
this?" Puzzlement has not yet given way to irritation. His mind, awash in bourbon, has not yet grasped the
gtugion.

"There hegoes." Tricky Dick pointsto the outside window and Stevenson looks up to see
Romme's car speed by. "Going off to round up King, | suppose.”

Stevenson jerks his head around to look at the man, who is now untying his gpron. "How do you
know that?'

Dick'ssmileis pure venom. "Because you sold him out just to have amartyr, you expletive deleted.
Y ou don't think my boyswill carry messages without showing them to mefirgt, do you? Or that you can
say anything in your room that | don't tape record? | keep tapes of everything. | know what you
discussed with Sparkman, and with W lace, and even out back in the alley with King. And it'sal for
nothing. When people see how you sold everyone out to everyone e se, any hope of Democrat unity will
vanish for ageneration.”

"How would they know |—"

"Y our noteto Romme, you foal."

"l didntggnit.”

Tricky Dick holds up a sheet of paper. "Y ou just did, right here, afew minutes ago. We copied
your note and kept the origind. Just the sort of thing to send Dutch, so he can show the whole country on
TV. They may join forces, like you thought. It'salong shot, but if they do, they'll join with us. They'll join
with the progressive party of Lincoln and TR and LaFollette and Warren, not the Party of their betrayer.”
He steps behind Stevenson and decks the gpron over him, tying it up in back. Then he tucksthe bar rag
inthe cord. "There," he saysin satisfied tones. "Now you look like agenuine bartender.” He opensa
cabinet underneath the liquor rack and mirror. Stevenson feelsa cool draft and, twisting to look over his
shoulder, seesthat the cabinet isredly astairwell to the storage basement.

The Dick looks at hiswatch. "Y ou thought you could come down here," he says with some hest,
"and meet with me and manipulate melike you did the others. Y ou thought you could kick me around.
Wéll, when the going gets tough, the tough get going. Y ou won't have ol' Dick to kick around much
longer."

An explosion rattles the entire barroom. Stevenson feelsthe floor beneath him shrug. The window
on the street cracks. Thereisamoment of total silence, then the screams begin. A man runs past the
window. His shirt istorn and his glasses are shattered. Blood runs from cuts on his scalp. Stevenson turns



horrified eyes on his captor.

"That was the bomb we planted under a manhole cover,” The Dick says. "My boy Elvis st it off by
radio when Rommel's car passed over it."

"Rommd .. ." Stevenson's soul turnsto ice. The man isahero of the Second Reich, idolized by his
troops. Hetriesto imagine what retribution the Germanswill take over thislatest atrocity. His eyeslock
again on Tricky Dick, who has climbed hafway down the [adder to the basement.

"Youl" Stevenson gropesfor truth, finds ashard of it. "Y ou're no better than me. Y ou talk about
betrayd . . . But you passed my note on to Romme. Y ou're asresponsible as| am. And your manhole
bomb must have killed bystanders. And Rommd . . . How many hostages will they round up and shoot
over this?'

The guerillaleader laughs. "Enough," he predicts, "that the British and French will turn againgt them.”
He grasps the door handle, ready to pull it down over him. ™Y ou think too small, Stevenson. Y ou want
martyrsto unite the country? The Germanswill oblige." Then the door closes and the latch turnsfrom the
other sde.

Tricky Dick isthe bartender at the Stonewa | Hotdl.

Frantic, Stevenson rehearses what he will say when they comefor him. "Freunde! Freunde! Nicht
shief3e! Ich heil3e Stevenson; nicht der Tricky Dick!™ And yet, it was a note from Stevenson that lured
Rommd into hisfatd ride. It isdiabolica, the way the Dick has boxed himin.

There are two fascinating detail s he notices when the storm troopers burst into the barroom
screaming, "Hande hoch! Hande hoch!™

Thefirg isthat these tough, pitiless men, whose boothed s have pressed the streets of Moscow and
Tokyo, have tears streaming down their cheeks.

The second isthat, when he tries to raise his hands, the rattle of his chains sounds remarkably like
the cocking of apistol.

Uncle Alf

Harry Turtledove

7 May 1929
My very dear Angela,

Y ou will have seen, | am sure, from the ssamp and the postmark that | am now in Lille. | have not
seen this place for dmost fifteen years, but | well remember the pounding we gave it when we drove out
the damned Englishmen. They fought hard, but they could not hold back the All-Highest's victorious
soldiers. And evento thisday, | find, the lazy Frenchmen have not bothered to repair dl the damage the
town suffered a that time.

But the Frenchmen, of course, are never too lazy to make trouble for the Kaiser and for the
German Empire. That iswhy theFeldgendar merie sent me here. When they want results, what do they
do? They cal on your uncle, that iswhat. They know | get the job done, come what may. And | amto
do it here, too, though I do not think it will be easy. Of coursg, if it were easy, they would send an
ordinary fool.

Herein Lille, they cal Feldgendar merie mendiables verts —green devils—on account of thetall
green collarson our uniform tunics. | tell you for afact, darling, | intend to send some of them straight to
hell. They deserve nothing less. They lost the war, which proves how naturdly inferior they areto good
German men, but now they think they can reverse the inescapable verdict of history with tricks and plots
and foolery. | am here to show them how wrong they are.



Y ou can write to me at the address on thisenvelope. | hope al goeswell for you, and that you
never haveto trouble your lovely little head about the schemes of these degenerate Frenchmen. | send
you many kisses, and wish | could give them to you in person. With much love, | remain your—

UndeAlf

* % %

9 May 1929

My dearest sweet Angela,

It isworse herethan | imagined. No wonder they sent for me. Lilleis one of the most backward
citiesin France. Dazzling riches and loathsome poverty dternate sharply. Side by side with commercid
wedth dwell the homeessin gloom and mud. And, though it shames meto do so, | must tell you that at
least half theFFel dgendar merie men here are as corrupt as any Frenchman.

| supposeit isinevitable that this should be so. Many of these men have beenintheir placesin Lille
sncethe days of thewar. | am not lying or exaggerating abit when | say they have become more French
than German themselves. They live off thefat of the land. They have taken French mistressesand
forgotten the good German wivesthey |eft back home.

Such degeneracy should be punished. Such degeneracy must be punished! | have made my views
on thissubject very clear. If only | held rank higher thanFeldwebel , something might be done. But a
small, ruthless clique of officers has shameesdy held back my advancement. When | think | turned forty
last month with no more to show for my life than this, | know how unjust theworldis. If only | had been
allowed to show what | might do, everyone would hold his bregth and make no comment. Of that you
may be certain!

Stll, | serve the German Empire with aloya and honest heart. It isthe last and best hope of
mankind. French revanchism must be, shdl be, mercilesdy samped out. Heads will rall herein Lille, and
| shdl rgjoiceto seeit.

Meanwhile, | hope your own pretty head back therein Munich is happy and content. | send you
kisses and hugs, and | will try to send you and your mother some smoked duck aswell. Y ou would be
hedlthier without it, though. This| truly believe. It isone of my cardina principles, and | shal go ontrying
to persuade you till the day | die. Meanwhile, inthisasin dl things, my honor remainstrue. | am, fondly,
your—

UndeAlf

* % %

11 May 1929

Sweset darling Angela,

| hopeto hear from you. In this miserable place, aletter would mean avery great deal indeed. Y our
love and kisses and the thought of you in my embrace could help meforget what ahole Lilleis and what
apathetic lot of bunglersthe loca Fel dgendarmerie men have proved to be.

They look ever so impressive asthey strut through the town with big, fierce Alsatianson aleash at
their sde. But hereisthetruth: the dogs are braver than dl of them and smarter than most of them. They
see nothing. They want to see nothing, to know nothing. So long asthey can get through the day without
noticing anything, they are content. Then in the evening they settle down to cigars and to wine or foul
apple brandy from one of the loca estaminets , of which, believe mewhen | tell you, there are agreat
many. Men with more disgusting habits would be difficult to imagine.

Y et these are the ones who are supposed to root out treason! 1t would be laughable if it were not
S0 dreadful. No wonder they had to call in someone whose belly does not hang out half akilometer over



hisbdt! Gott mit uns, our belt buckles say. With these men, their bulging bellies hide God from the
world, and surdly the Lord on high does not much careto look at them, either.

With them all so fat and duggish and usdless, it isup to meto go into the workers districts and sniff
out the treason growing here. And Iwill sniff it out, and wewill cut it out, and the Second Reichwill go on
ruling Europe, asit was destined to do.

And when | have done my duty, how | look forward to seeing you again, to hugging you against me,
to running my hands through your golden hair. Truly the reward of the soldier for doing what he must is
swest. The thought of coming home to you makes me struggle dl the harder here, so | may speed the
day.

Also tell your mother | remain her affectionate haf brother, and that | will writeto her as soon as|
find time. Asaways, | am your loving—

UndeAlf

* % %

14 May 1929

My darling and beloved Angdla,

By now | had hoped to receive at least oneletter from you, yet the field post brings me nothing.
Without word that you gtill fed kindly towards me, life seems very empty indeed. | do my duty—I dways
do my duty, for the enemies of the German Empire must be rooted out wherever they are found—but it
is, | must tell you, with aheavy heart.

The French, though . . . Gott im Himmel , they are and shal dways be our most implacable foes.
The hatred on their faces when they see us go by! They may act polite when we are in earshot, but how
they wish they had another chanceto fight us! Y ou can tell by the looksthey give usthat they believe the
result would be different in a second match. The essence of German policy hereisto make sure that
second match never comes.

How | thank God that Generadl von Schlieffen was so resolute during the war, and kept the right
wing of our advance through Belgium and France strong, stronger, strongest despite the unexpectedly
quick Russian invasion of our eastern provinces. Once we whedled behind Paris, knocked the English out
of the war, and made the mongrel Third Republic sue for peace, we easily regained the bits of territory
the Czar's hordes stole from us. Soon enough we bundled the Slavic subhumans out of the Fatherland
and back to the steppes where they belong! We till have not exploited Russiaso fully as we should, but
that day too will come. I have no doubt of it; those Cossack hordes must not be allowed to threaten
civilized Europe ever again.

But to return to the French. Herein Lille, as esewhere in this country, endless schemes of revenge
bubble and trickle and fume. | must get to the bottom of them before they grow too poisonous. | shall not
find much help here—that seems plain. But | am confident regardless. The superior man carrieson to
victory, doneif necessary, and lets nothing obstruct him in the dightest. Thisshal bemy plan herein Lille

| wish | would hear from you. Knowing that you feel towards me as| do towards you would stedl
my resolve in the death struggle againgt the enemies of theVolk and of the Kaiser. May we soon see each
other again. | would like to take you out to a quiet supper and wak with you in the moonlight and kiss
you until weboth are dizzy. | shall ook forward to my hero's homecoming while holding off Redsand
Jews and otherswho so vilely plot againgt the Fatherland here on foreign soil. With al my love and
patriotic duty, | remain your—

UndeAlf

* % %

17 May 1929



Dear lovely Gdli,

So good to hear from you at last! When | got your letter, | first and foremost kissed the postage
stamp, knowing it had touched your sweet lips but two days before. | anglad al iswell in Munich,
athough | do not know that | ought to be glad you sang in acafé. This does not strike me as being
completely respectable, even if it might have been, asyou say, "fun." Duty and discipline and order firdt,
aways. The people lacking them is surely doomed. These Frenchmen were frivolous before the war.
Now they pay the pricefor their folly, and they deserveto pay it.

Which isnot to say they are much less frivolous now. Wak into any of dozens of clubsand cafés
herein Lille and you will seethingsthat would never be alowed—would never beimagined!—in
Germany. | shdl say no more, drawing instead amerciful vell of silence over brazen French degeneracy.

But | do begin to make progress. In one of these smoky dens, while saxophones brayed out
American music sraight from the jungle and while dancers cavorted in ways | shal not—I dare
not—discuss further, | heard two Frenchmen speaking of a certain Jacques Doriot, who has cometo visit
thistown.

Heistheman | principally seek, for he has been schooled by the vile Russian Reds who tried to
overthrow Czar Nicholasin 1916. Had the Kaiser not swiftly sent soldiersto his cousin'sad, those
devils might have succeeded in their criminal scheming, and then who knows what amessthis sorry
world would find itself in now. But awhiff of grapeshot isdwaysthe best answer to such vermin. If the
Czar had hanged afew hundred more of them after the troubles of 1905, he would have been spared his
later difficulties, but he was and is only awooly-headed fool of aRussan.

Meanwhile| listened as never before. | cannot speak French without showing myself aforeigner,
but | understand it quite well. | had better, after so long tracking down enemies of the Kaiser! At any
rate, | heard hisname, so now | know heisindeed herein Lille spreading hisfilth. If | have anything to do
with it—and | do—he will not spread it long. Good riddance to bad rubbish, | say.

After | return to Munich, perhaps you will sng for me—just for me. And who knows, my darling,
what | might do for you? | am ayoung man yet. Anyone who saysforty isold, forty isnot vigorous, is
nothing but aliar. I will show you what aman of forty can do, you may rest assured ofthat . My hair is
gill dark, my heart istill full of love and resolve, and | am ill, and shal aways be, your loving—

UndeAlf

20 May 1929

Dear sweet kindly lovey Gdli,

Still only one letter from you, and now | have beenin Lille amost two weeks. It makes me sad. It
makes meterribly sad. | would have hoped for so much more. A lonely soldier needsdl the help from
those behind the front he can possibly get. And | am, | must tell you, alonely soldier indeed.

There are those who call me awhite crow, amonkey in ajacket, because | do not fit in well with
the other men of theFeldgendarmerie . They let 0o many things get in the way of their duty: their hunger
for gross food and tobacco and strong drink, their coarse lust for the Frenchwomen with whom they
defile their pure and vita German manhood, and sometimes—too often, | fear!—their vena appetite for
money in exchangefor dlence.

None of these digtractions holds the least appedl for me. Y ou may be sure of that, darling! | live and
work only to do harm to the foes of the German Empire. The othersin this service, the worthless and
shiftless ones, know it and envy me my dedication. They resent me because | do not care to pollute
mysdlf asthey have polluted themselves. They resent me, yes, and they envy me, too. | am sure of that.

| went to the commandant. Brigadier Engelhardt and | go back some years now. When he was
making observations a the front in 1914, afellow named Bachmann and | stood in front of him to shield
him from British machine-gun bullets (he was but alieutenant-colone then). None struck us, but thet is



the sort of thing aman of honor will remember. And so he saw mein his office, though | am but an
underofficer.

| spoke my mind. | left nothing out, not asinglething. | told him exactly what | think of the sad State
of affairsnow obtaining in Lille. We might have been two brothersresting side by sidein atrench during
the Great War. And he listened to me. He heard every word | said, as though our respective ranks meant
nothing. And they did not, not for thet little while.

When | wasthrough, he looked at me for along time without saying anything. At last, he muttered,
"Ade, Ade, Ade, what shall | do with you?"'

"Hear me!" | said. "Do what needs doing! Drive the money changersfrom the Temple! Beathornin
the eyes of those who would stand againgt the Kaiser. Not just Frenchmen, sir—theFeldgendarmerie ,
too!"

"They are men, Ade. They have the failings of men. They do good work, teken dl indl," he said.

"They consort with Frenchmen. They consort with Frenchwomen. They take money to look the
other way when the French want to smuggle. They ignored dmost every regulation ever drafted.” | grew
more furious by the moment.

Brigadier Engelhardt saw as much. Hetried to calm me down. "Don't chew the carpet at me, Ade,"
hesad. "l tdl you again, they mostly do good work. They don't have to follow every jot and tittle of the
rulesto manage that."

"But they should! They must!" | said. "We must have order in the ranks, obedience and order!
Obedience and order are the pillars of the Second Reich! Without them, we perish!”

"We do have them here—enough of them," Engelhardt replied. Can he be corrupt, too? It makes
me sad, terribly sad, even to imagineit. Shaking hishead asif he were the font of righteousness, he went
on, "Ade, you can't expect to bring the conditions of the front, where everything was an emergency, to an
occupation that has gone on for fifteen years and may go on for another fifty."

Corrupt! So corrupt! A whited sepulcher of aman! Rage and indignation rose up in me. Only fools,
liars, and criminas can hope for mercy from the enemy. Endless plans chased one another through my
head. Furioudy, | demanded, "If your precious men are as wonderful asyou say, why was| sent for?
Couldn't you track down this Red devil of aDoriot with your own green devils?!

Heflushed. | knew | had struck home with adeadly shot. Then, with what might have been asigh,
he answered, "For specia purposes, we need a pecid man.” A special man! Even though, at that
moment, hewas far from my friend—was, in fact, much closer to being not only my enemy but an enemy
of theKai serreich —he named me a speciad man! Recognizing my qudities, he continued, " This Doriot
has astrong stresk of fanaticism in him. It could be you are the right one to hunt him."

"Weadl need to befanaticsin serviceto the Kaiser," | declared: an obvioustruth. "Moderation in
the pursuit of Germany's enemy isno virtue, while iron determination to see the Fatherland thriveisno
vice"

"All right, Ade," Brigadier Engelhardt said with asigh. He did not like having an enlisted man
outargue him. But, no doubt for old times sake, he did not shout a me for insubordination, as he might
have done. "Bring me Jacques Doriot. Y ou may say whatever you like then, for you will have earned the
right. Meanwhile, you are dismissed.”

"Yes, ar!" | said, and saluted, and | eft. That isthe superior's privilege: to end adiscussion when he
isnot having the better of it.

Give methe chance, my dear, when | come hometo Munich, and | will show you just what a
gpecid manisyour loving—

UndeAlf

23 May 1929



My sweet beloved Angela,

It poursrain herein Lille. And thereisrainin my spirit aswell, for | have still had no new letter from
you. | hopethat dl iswell, and that you will bring me up to date on what you have been doing back in the
civilized and racidly pure and unpolluted Fatherland.

Here, everyoneisgloomy: Feldgendarmerie , Frenchmen, Flemings. There are more Flemings—of
excdlent Germanic sock—herein the northeast of France than one might think. Regardless of whether
they speak the Flemish tongue, al those whose names begin withvan orde show by thisinfdliblesign
their ancient Germanic lineage. A priest hereabout, I'abbé Gantois, has some excellent views on this
subject. Few, though, seem to wish to lose their French and reacquire the Flemish of their long-ago
forebears. It isagrest pity.

Few people out and about today—certainly few of the so-caleddiables verts , who might catch
cold, poor darlings, if they went out in therain! So you would think, at any rate, to hear them talk. But |
tell you, and you may takeit asafact, that rain in acity, even asullen French indugtrid city, isas nothing
beside rainin amuddy trench, such as| endured without complaint during the Greaet War.

And s0 | sdly forth as usud, with an umbrelaand with the collar of my greatcoat turned up. Itisa
civilian coat. | am not such afool asto go out into Lille dressed as a GermanFel dgendar merie man. One
does not hunt ducks by dressing asazebral Thisisanother truth some of my comrades have trouble
grasping. They are fools, men unworthy of the trust the Kaiser has placed in them.

| sallied forth, | say, into aworking-classdigtrict of Lille. It isin such placesthat Doriot spews his
poison, hislies, his hateful danders againgt the Kaiser, the Crown Prince, and the Second Reich. There
are, no doubt, aso French agents pursuing thisindividua, but how can the German Empirerely on
Frenchmen?Will they truly go after the likes of Doriot with dl their hearts? Or will they, asismorelikely,
go through the motions of the chase with no real hope or intention of capturing him?

| have nothing to do with them. | reckon them more likely to betray me than to do me any good. |
fed the same way about theFeldgendarmerie in Lille, | must say, but | have no choice except working
with them to some degree. Thus ordinary folk try to tie the hands of the superior man!

What asmoky, grimy, filthy city Lilleisl Soot everywhere. A good steam cleaning might work
wonders. Or, on the other hand, the place might smply fall to piecesin the absence of the dirt holding
everything together. In any case, steaming these Augean stables will not happen soon.

| can look like aman of the working class. It isnot even difficult for me. | wander the streets with
my nose to the ground, listening like abloodhound. | order coffeein anestaminet . My accent for the one
word does not betray me. | stop. | Sip. | listen.

| find. . . nothing. Have | been betrayed? Does Doriot know | am here? Has my presence been
reveded to him?Isthat why heislying low? Has someone on my own side stabbed mein the back?1
would give such avile subhuman anoose of piano wire, if ever hefell into my hands, and smileand
gpplaud as | watched him dowly die.

Hoping to hear again from you soon, | kiss your hands, your neck, your cheek, your mouth, and the
very tip of your . . . nose. With much love from—

UndeAlf

* % %

25 May 1929

Dearest adorable Gdli,

What a gpecia man, what asuperior man, your uncleisl Despite having to carry on in the face of
your disgppointing silence, | rentlesdy pursue the Red crimind, Doriot. And | have found alead that will
infdlibly betray himinto my hands.

Onething you must know isthat the folk of Lille are most fond of pigeons. During the early days of
the war, we rightly confiscated these birds, for fear of their aiding enemy espionage. (Some of these



pigeons, | amtold, ended up on soldiers tables. While | hold no brief for meat-eating, better our men
should enjoy them than the French.)

Now, though, we havein France what is called peace. The Frenchmen are once more permitted to
havetheir birds.La Societé colombophile lilloise —the Lille Society of Pigeon-fanciers—islarge and
active, with hundreds, it could even be thousands, of members, and with severa meeting hdlsin the
proletarian digtricts of the city. And could not these pigeons till be used for spying and the conveying of
intelligence? Of coursethey could!

| know something of these birds. | had better—as arunner in the war, did | not often enough see
my messages written down and sent off by pigeon?1 should say | did! And so | have been paying visits
to the pigeon-fanciers clubhouses. There | am Menheer Koppensteiner—agood family name for
usl—from Antwerp, a pigeon-lover in Lille on business. My accent will never let me passfor a
Frenchman, but aFHeming? Y es, that is easy enough for them to believe.

"Thingsare dill hard in Antwerp,” | tdl them. "The green devilswill take away aman's birds on any
excuse or none."

Thiswinsme sympathy. "It isnot so bad here," one of them answers. "TheBoches "—thisiswhat
they cdl us, the pigdogs—"are very stupid.”

Nodsal around. Chuckles, too. They think they are so clever! Another Frenchman says, "The
things you can get away with, right under their nosed™

But then there are coughs. A couple of fellows shake their heads. Thisgoestoo far. | am astranger,
after al, and what sounds like a Flemish accent could be German, too. | am too clever to push hard. |
just say, "Well, you are lucky, then—luckier than we. With us, if abird is caught carrying amessage, for
instance, no matter how innocent it may be, thisisamatter for the firing squad.”

They make sympathetic noises. Things must be hard there, they murmur. By the way a couple of
them wink, | am sure they deserve ablindfold and a cigarette, the traitors! And maybe they will get one,
too! But not yet. | St and bide my time. They talk about their birds. Meinheer Koppensteiner saysa
couple of things, enough to show he knows a pigeon from a goose. Not too much. Heisastranger, a
foreigner. He does not need to show off. He needs only to be accepted. And heis. Oh, yes—heis.

Beforelong, Meinheer Koppensteiner will appear a other clubhouses, too. Hewill not ask many
questions. He will not say much. But hewill listen. Oh, my, yes, hewill listen. If | were back in Munich, |
would rather listen to you. But then, after dl, | am not Meinheer Koppengteiner. Thinking of the kisses|
shdl giveyou when | seeyou again, | am, infact, your loving—

UndeAlf

* % %

28 May 1929

Dear sweset adorablelovely Angela,

Threeweeksnow in Lille and only two lettersfrom you! Thisisnot theway | wish it would be, not
theway it should be, not theway it must be! Y ou must immediately write again and let me know dl your
doings, how you pass your days—and your nights. You must, | say. | wait eagerly and impatiently for
yOour response.

Meanwhile, waiting, | visit the other pigeon-fanciers clubhouses. And | make sureto return to the
first one, too, so people can see Meinheer Koppengteiner istruly interested in these birds. And so heis,
though not for the reasons he advertises.

The workers babble on about the pigeons. They drink wine and beer and sometimes apple brandy.
AsaFleming, Meinheer Koppensteiner is expected to drink beer, too. And so | do, sacrificing even my
hedlth in the service of the Kaiser. At one of the clubs, | hear—overhear, actudly—quiet talk of acertain
Jacques. Isit Doriot? 1 am not sure. Why isthis pegtilentia Frenchman not named Jean-Hérold or
Pascd? Every third manin Lilleis called Jacques! It is so frudtrating, it truly does make me want to chew



the carpet!

And then someone complained aboutles Boches —the charming name the Frenchmen have for us,
as| toldyouinmy last letter. A sort of slence ensued, in which more than afew eyeswent my way. |
pretended to pay no particular attention. If | had shouted from the rafters,| am Belgian, not German, so
say whatever you please! —wadll, such noise only makes the wary man more 0. A pose of indifference
is better.

It worked here. Indeed, it could not have worked better. Quietly, sympathetically, someone said,
"Don't worry about him. He's from Antwerp, poor fellow.” In fact, he said something stronger thanfellow
, Something not suited to the ears of a delicate, well-brought-up German maiden.

"Antwerp?' someone else replied. "They've been getting it in the neck from theBoches even longer
than we have, and there aren't many who can say that."

Thissdly produced soft laughter and much agreement. | memorized faces, but for many of them |
dill have no names. Still, with the hep of theimmorta and kindlyHerr Gott , they too will be caught, and
suffer the torments such wretches so richly deserve.

Seeing me make little response—seeing me hardly seem to understand—made them grow bolder.
Says one of them, "If you want to hear something about theBoches , my friends. . . Do you know the
house of Madame Lég, in the Rue des Sarrasins, by the church of Sts. Peter and Paul ?*

| sugpected thiswas ahouse of ill repute, but | proved mistaken. This happens even to me, though
not often. ™Y ou mean the clairvoyant?' says another, and the first fellow nods. Madame Léathe
clarvoyant?There isapicturefor you, eh, my dear? Imagine afat, mustachioed, greasy Jewess, telling
her liesto earn her francs! Better such people should be exterminated, | say.

But to return. After thefirgt pigeon-fancier agreesthisisindeed the Madame Léahe hasin
mind—heaven only knows how many shady kikes operate under the same surdly fse namein Lillel—he
says, "Wdl, cometomorrow at half past nine, then. She gives readings Friday, Saturday, Sunday,
Monday. Other days, other things." He chuckles knowingly.

Tomorrow, of course, is Wednesday. Who knows what sort of treachery boils and bubblesin
Madame L éa's house on the days when she does not give readings? No one—no one German—knows
now. But after tomorrow, she will be exposed to the world for what sheis, for a purveyor and panderer
tofilth of the vilest and most anti-German sort. Such is ever the way of the Jew. But it shall be stopped!
Whatever it is, it shall be stopped! | take my holy oath that this be so.

Maybe it will not be Doriot. | hopeit will be. I think it will be. No, it must be! It cannot be anyone,
anything, dse. On this| will stake my reputation. On this| will stake my honor. Onthis| will stiake my
vaylife!

When the mothers of ancient Greece sent their sonsinto bettle, they told them, "With your shield or
onit!" Soit shal befor meas| sorm into the struggle againgt the enemies of the German Empire! | shal
neither flag nor fail, but shall emerge triumphant or abandon al hope of future greatness. Hail victory!

Give meyour prayers, give meyour heart, give me the reward of the conquering hero when | come
home covered in glory, as| cannot help but do. | pause here only to kiss your letters once more and wish
they were you. Tomorrow—into the fray! Hail victory! for your iron-willed—

UndeAlf

29 May 1929
My dear and most beloved Gdli,

Himmel herrgottkreuzmillionendonnerwetter! Theidiocy of these men! The agninity! The fatuity!
How did we win the war? Were the Frenchmen and the English even more cretinous than we? It beggars
theimagination, but it must be so.

When | returned toFel dgendar merie headquarters after shaking off whatever tails the suspicious



pigeon-fanciers might have put on me, | first wrote to you, then at once demanded force enough to dedl
with the mad and vicious Frenchmen who will surely be congregating at Madame L édstonight.

| madethis entirely reasonable and logical demand—madeit andhad it refused ! "Oh, no, we can't
dothat," saysthefat, stupid sergeant in charge of such things. "Not important enough for the fussyou're
meaking about it."

Not important enough! "Do you care nothing about serving the Reich?' | say, in avery storm of
passion. "Do you care nothing about helping your country?* | shake afinger in hisface and watch his
jowlswaobble. ™Y ou are worse than a Frenchman, you arel” | cry. "A Frenchman, however racialy
degenerate he may be, has areason for being Germany's enemy. But what of you?Why do you hate
your own Fatherland? "

Heturned red asaholly berry, red as aripe tomato. "Y ou are insubordinate!" he booms. And so |
am, when to be otherwise isto betray theKaiserreich . "I shal report you to the commandant. HEIl put a
fleain your eear—you wait and see."

"Go ahead!" | jeer. "Brigadier Engelhardt isabrave man, atruewarrior . . . unlike some| could
name." Thefa sergeant went redder than ever.

The hour by then being after €leven, the brigadier was snug in hisbed, so my being haled before him
had to wait until the following morning. Y ou may be certain | reported toFel dgendar merie headquarters
as soon as might be. Y ou may aso be certain | wore uniform, with everything in accordance with
regulations: no more shabby cap and tweed greatcoat, such as| had had on the previous night for
purposes of disguise.

Of course, the other sergeant was il snoring away somewhere. Did you expect anything different?
| should hope not! Such men are dwaysindolent, even when they should be most zed ous—especidly
when they should be most zealous, | had better say.

Sotherel s, dl my buttons gleaming—for | had paid them specid attention—when the
commandant camein. | sprang to my feet, took my stiffest brace—my back creaked like atreein the
wind—and tore off a salute every training sergeant in the Imperia Army would have admired and used as
an examplefor hisfoolish, fecklessrecruits. "Reporting as ordered, sir!™ | rapped out.

"Hello, Sergeant,” Brigadier Engelhardt replied in the forthright, manly way that made him so much
admired—so much loved, it would not go too far to say—Dby his soldiers during the Great War. | ill
tried to think well of him, you see, even though he had thwarted my will before. He returned my salute
with grave military courtesy, and then inquired, "But what isdl thisin aid of 7'

Having only just arrived, he would not yet have seen whatever denunciation that swine-fat fool of a
sergeant had written out againgt me. | had to strike while the sun was hot. "1 believe | have run this
polecat of aDoriot to earth, Sir," | said, "and now | need theFeldgendarmerie to help me make the
pinch."

"Well, wel," hesad. "Thisisnewsindeed, Ade. Why don't you comeinto my office and tell meall
about it?'

"Yesdr !" | said. Everything was right with the world again. Far from being corrupt, the brigadier,
as | have known since my days at the fighting front, isaman of honor and integrity. Once | explained the
undoubted factsto him, how could he possibly fail to draw the same conclusonsfrom them as| had
mysalf? He could not. | was certain of it.

And, again without adoubt, he would a once have drawn those proper conclusions had he not
chosen to look at the papers he found on hisdesk. | stood to attention while he flipped through
them—and found, at the very top, the false, lying, and moronic accusations that that jackass of aloca
Feldgendarmerie sergeant had lodged against me. As he read this fantastic farrago of falsehoods, his
eyebrows rose higher and higher. He clicked his tongue between histeeth—tch, tch, tch—theway a
mother will when confronting awayward child.

"Well, well, Ade," he said when at last he had gone through the whole sordid pack of lies—for such
it had to be, when it was aimed againgt me and againgt the manifest truth. Brigadier Engelhardt sadly



shook hishead. "Wdll, well," he repeated. "Y ouhave been abusy boy, haven't you?'

"Sir, | have been doing my duty, asis expected and required of asoldier of theKaiserreich ," | sad
gdiffly.

"Do you think abusing your fellow soldiersfor no good causeis part of thisduty?' he asked, doing
his best to sound severe.

"Sir, | do, when they refuseto dotheir duty,” | said, and the entire story of the previous evening
poured from my lips. | utterly confuted and exploded and made into nothingness the absurd danders that
villan of aFeldwebel , that wolf in sheep's clothing, that hidden enemy of the German Empire, spewed
forth againgt me.

Brigadier Engelhardt seemed more than alittle surprised a my vehemence. "Y ou are very sure” he
remarks.

"Assureasof my hope of heaven, gir," | reply.

"And yet," sayshe, "your evidence for what you believe strikes me as being on the flimsy side. Why
should we lay on so many men for what looks likely to prove afdse darm? Answer metha, if you
please”

"Sr," | say, "why did theFeldgendarmerie bring me hereto Lille, if not to solve a problem thelocal
men had proved themsalves incapable of dedling with? Here now | have the answer, | have the problem
as good as solved, and what do | find? That no one—no one, not even you, sirl—will take me serioudly.
| might aswell have stayed in Munich, where | could have visted my lovely and charming niece.” You
see, my darling, evenin my serviceto the kingdom you are aways uppermost in my mind.

Brigadier Engelhardt frowns like a schoolmaster when you give him an answer he does not expect.
It may be aright answer—if you are clever enough to think of an answer the schoolmaster does not
expect, it probablywill be aright answer, as mine was obvioudy right here—but he hasto pause to take
itin. Sometimes he will begt you merely for having the nerveto think better and more quickly than he can.
Brigadier Engelhardt, | will say, has not been one of that sort.

At lagt, he says, "But Ade, do you not see? No one has spoken Doriot's name. Y ou do notknow
that hewill be at Madame Légs"

"I know there will be some sort of subverson there” | say. "And with Doriot in the city to spread
his Red filth, what else could it be?'

"Practically anything," hereplies. "Lilleis not atown that loves the German Empire. It never has
been. It never will be

"ItisDoriot!" | say—loudly. "It must be Doriot!" | lean forward. | pound my fist on the desk. His
papers jump. So does avase holding asinglered rose.

Brigadier Engelhardt catchesit beforeit tips over. Helooks at me for along time. Then he says,

"Y ou go too far, Sergeant. Y ou go much too far, as a matter of fact.”

| say nothing. He wants meto say | am sorry. | am not sorry. | amright . [know | amright. My
soiritisfull of certainty.

He drums hisfingers on the desktop. Another pause follows. Hesighs. "All right, Ade," he says. "l
will give you exactly what you say you want.”

| springto my feet! | sdlutel "Thank you, Brigadier! Hail victory!"

"Wait." Heisdark, brooding. He might dmost be a Frenchman, al so-called intellect, and not a
proper German, aman of will, of action, of deed, at al. He pointsafinger a me. "1 will give you exactly
what you say you want," he repeats. ™Y ou can take these men to thisfortuneteller's place. If you bring
back Jacques Doriot, well and good. If you do not bring back Jacques Doriot . . . If you do not bring
him back, | will make you very, very sorry for the trouble you have caused here. Do you understand
me?"

"Yes, gr!" Thisisit! Victory or desth! With my shield or onit!

"Do you wish to change your mind?"



"No, sr! Not inthe dightest!" | fear nothing. My heart isfirm. It pounds only with eagernessto
vanquish the foes of the Reich, the foes of the Kaiser. Not atrace of fear. Nowhere at al atrace of fear,
| swear it. Into battle | shall go.

Hesdghsagan. "Very well. Dismissed, Feldwebel "

Now | have merely to wait until the evening, to prepare theFFel dgendar merie men who shal
surround Madame L éal's establishment, and then to—to net my fish! Y ou shal see. By thistime
tomorrow, Doriot will bein my pocket and | will be afamous man, or as famous as a man whose work
must necessarily for the most part be donein secret can become.

And oncel am famous, what shal | do? Why, come home to my family—most especidly to my
loving and beloved niecel—and celebrate just as | hope. Y ou are the perfect oneto give aproper Hail
victory! for your proud, your stern, your resolute—

UndeAlf

* % %

30 May 1929

My very dearest and most beloved sweet Geli,

Hail victory! | kissyou and caressyou herein my mind, as | bask in the triumph of my will! Strength
and success, as| have dways said, lie not in defense but in attack. Just as a hundred fools cannot replace
awise man, aheroic decison like minewill never come from ahundred cowards. If aplanisrightin
itsdlf, and if thusarmed it sets out on Strugglein thisworld, itisinvincible. Every persecution will only
makeit sronger. So it iswith me today.

After fifteen years of thework | have accomplished, as a common German soldier and merely with
my fanatica willpower, | achieved last night avictory that confounded not only my superiorswho
summoned meto Lille but aso the arrogant little manikins who, because they did not know what | could
do or with whom they were dedling, anticipated my failure. All of them are today laughing out of the other
sde of their mouths, and you had best believeit!

Let metdl you exactly how it happened.

That fat and revolting sergeant had findly reached his post when | came out of Brigedier
Engehardt's office. Laughing in my face, the swine, he says, "I bet the commandant told you where to
head in—and just what you deserve, too."

"Not me" | say. "Theraidison for tonight. | amin charge of it. After that, well seewho gloats.”

He gaped a me, gross and disgustingly foolish. SuchUnter menschen , even though alegedly
German, are worse foes to theKaiserreich than the French, perhaps even worse than the Jews
themsdlves. They show theVolk can dso poison itsef and drown in asewer tide of mediocrity. But | will
not let that happen. | will not! 1t must not!

Would you bdieveit, thatlumpen -sergeant had the infernd and damnable gall to ask Brigadier
Enge hardt—Brigadier Engdhardt, whom | protected with my own body during the war!—if | wastelling
the truth. That shameless badger!

He came back looking crestfallen and exultant at the sametime. "All right—well play your stupid
game" says he. "WEell play it—and then you'l get it in the neck. Don't come crying to me afterwards,
ether. It'll do you no good."

"Just do your job," | say. "That'sal | want from you. Just do your job.”

"Don't worry about it," he says gruffly. Asthough he hadn't given me cause enough for worry, God
knows. But | only nodded. | would give him and his men the necessary orders. They had but to obey me.
If they did as| commanded, al would be well. | could not be everywhere at once, however much |
wanted to. | had discovered the foul Red plot; others would have to hel p snuff it out.

When the time came that evening, | set out for Madame Léa's. The LilleFeldgendarmerie would
follow, | hoped not too noisily and not too obvioudy. That stinking sergeant could ruin the game Ssmply



by letting the vile Marxist conspirators spot him. I hoped he would not, but he could—and, because he
was S0 disgustingly round, there was a great dedl of him to spot.

The church of Sts. Peter and Paul islackluster architecturaly; the house Madame Léainfests even
more s0. A signin her window announced her as a Liseuse De Pensées, a thought-reader—and, for the
benefit of German troops benighted enough to seek out her services, also asaWahrsagerin, alady
soothsayer. Lies! Foolishness! To say nothing of espionage and treason!

| knocked on the door. A chdlenge from within: "Who are you? What do you want?'

"I'm here for thelecture," | answered.

"Y ou sound funny," said the man behind the door—my accent proved aproblem, asit doestoo
oftenin France.

"I'm from Antwerp,” | said, as| had at the pigeon-fanciers clubs.

And then Lady Luck, who watched out for me on the battlefields of the war, reached out to protect
me once again. If one's destiny isto save the beloved Fatherland, one will not be alowed tofail. | was
starting to explain how | had heard of the lecture atLa Societé colombophile lilloise when one of the
men with whom | had spoken there came up and said, "This Koppengteiner felow's all right. Knows his
pigeons, he does. And if you think theBoches don't screw over the Flemings, too, you're daft.”

That got them to open the door for me. | doffed my cap to the man who had vouched for me. "
Merci beaucoup,” | said, resolving to thank him as he truly deserved once he was under arrest. But that
could—would have to—wait.

To my disgppointment, | did not see Madame Léathere. Well, no matter. We can round her upin
due course. But let me go on with the story. Her living room, where | suppose she normaly spins her
web of falsehood and deceit, is quite large. The wages of sin may be death, but the wages of deceit, by
all appearances, are very good. Twenty, perhaps even thirty, folding chairs of cheap
manufacture—without a doubt produced in factories run by pestilentia Jews, who care only for profit,
not for quaity—had been crammed into it for the evening's festivities. About haf were taken when |
camein.

And there, by the far wall, under adingy print of apainting | suppose intended to be occult, stood
Jacques Doriat. | recognized him immediatdly, from the photographs on file with theFeldgendarmerie .
HeisaFrenchman of the worst racia type, squat and swarthy, with thick spectacles perched on a
pointed nose. His hair is crisp and curly and black, and shines with some strong-smelling grease | noticed
from halfway acrosstheroom. | wasright al aong, you see. | had known it, and now | had proof. |
wanted to shout for joy, but knew | had to keep silent.

Severad men, some of whom | had seen at one pigeon-fanciers club or another, went up to chat
with him. | marked them in particular: they werelikely to be the most dangerous customersin the room.
Doriot took no specia notice, though, of those who hung back, of whom | was one. Why should he
have? Not everyoneisaleader. Most men would sooner go behind, like so many sheep. It istrue even
among us Germans—how much more so amongst the mongrelized, degenerate French!

More would-be rebel s and traitors continued to come in, until the place wasfull. We dl squeezed
together, tight as sardinesin atin. One of theloca men did not St down right away. He said, "Hereis
Comrade Jacques, who will speak of some ways to get our own back against theBoches "

"Thank you, my friend,” Doriot said, and hisvoice startled me. By hislooks, he seemed atypica
French ball of suet, and | had expected nothing much from him as a speaker. But as soon as he went on,
"We can lick these German bastards,” | understood exactly why he has caused theKaiserreich so much
trouble over the years. Not only are his tones deegp and resonant, demanding and deserving of attention,
but he has the common touch that distinguishes the palitician from the theoretician.

No ivory-tower egghead he! He wasted no time on ideology. Every man has one, but how many
care about it? It islike the spleen, necessary but undramatic. Theoreticians alwaysfail to grasp this. Not
Doriot! "We can make theBoche 'slife hell,” he said with awicked grin, "and I'll show you just how to do
it. Listen! Whenever you do something for those damned stiff-necked sons of bitches,do it wrong ! If



you drive acab, let them off at the wrong address and drive away before they notice. If you wait tables,
bring them something they didn't order, then be very sorry—and bring them something € se they didn't
ask for. If you work in afactory, let your machine get out of order and stand around like anidiot till it's
fixed. If it's not working, what can you do? Not athing, of course. If you'rein afoundry . . . But youre
al clever fdlows. Y ou get the picture, en?'

He grinned again. So did the Frenchmen listening to him. They got the picture, dl right. The picture
was treason and rebellion, pure and smple. | had plenty to arrest him right there for spouting such tripe,
and themfor listening to it. But | waited. | wanted more.

And Doriot gaveit to me. He went on, "The workers revolution dmost came off in Russia after the
war, but the forces of reaction, the forces of oppression, were too strong.It can come here . With
councils of workers and peasantsin the saddle, | tell you France can be agreat nation once more.
Francewill be agrest nation once more!

"And when sheis'—theatricdly, he lowered hisvoice—"when sheis, | say, then wetruly pay back
theBoches . Then we don't haveto play stupid games with them any more. Then we rebuild our army, we
rebuild our navy, we send swarms of airplanesinto the sky, and we put revolution on the march all
through Europe! Vive la France! "

"Vive la France! " the audience cried.

"Vivelarévolution!" Doriot shouted.

"Vivelarévolution!" they echoed.

"Viveladragpeau rouge!" heyelled.

They cdled out for the red flag, too. They sporang to their feet. They beat their palms together. They
werein aperfect frenzy of excitement. | aso sprang to my feet. | aso beat my pamstogether. | too was
in aperfect frenzy of excitement. | drew forth my pistol and fired ashot into the celling.

Men to either side of me sprang aside. There was no one behind me. | had made sure of that. To
make sure no one couldget behind me, | put my back againgt the wal, meanwhile pointing the pistol at
Doriot. He has courage, | say so much for him. "Here, my friend, my comrade, what doesthismean?' he
asked me.

| clicked my heds. "This means you are under arrest. This means | am the forces of reaction, the
forces of oppression.A votre service, monsieur ." | gave him abow a Parisian headwaiter would have
envied, but the pistol never wavered from his chest.

Indeed, Doriot has very considerable courage. | watched him thinking about whether to rush me,
whether to order hisfellow traitorsto rush me. As| watched, | waited for the men of the Lille
Feldgendarmerie post to break down the doors and storm in to seize those Frenchmen. My pistol shot
should have brought them on the run. It should have, but where were they, the lazy swine?

So | wondered. And | could see Doriot nerving himself to order that charge. | gestured with the
pistol, saying, Y ou think,monsieur , thisisan ordinary Luger, and that, if you tell your men to rush me, |
can shoot a the most eight—seven, now—and the rest will drag me down and day me. | regret to inform
you, that isamigtake. | have here aLuger Parabellum,Artilleriemodel 08. It has a thirty-two-round
drum. | may not get dl of you, but it will be more than seven, | promise. And | will enjoy every bit of
it—I promiseyou that, too." | shifted the pistol's barrdl, just by ahair. "So—who will befirst?'

And, my sweet, do you want to hear the most deliciousthing of dl?l waslying! | held only an
ordinary Luger. Thereissuch athing astheArtilleriemode ; it was developed after the war to give
artillerymen alittle extra firepower if by some mischance they should find they had to defend themselves
a close quarters againgt infantry. | have seen the wegpon. The drum below the butt is quite
prominent—as it must be, to accommodate thirty-two rounds of pistol anmunition.

A close look—even a cursory look—would have shown the Frenchmen | was lying. But they stood
frozen like mammothsin theice of Russia, believing every word | said. Why?1 will tell youwhy. The
great masses of the people will more easily fall victim to abig liethan to asmall one, that iswhy. And |
told the biggest lie | could possibly tell just then.



Nevertheless, | was beginning to wonder if more lies—or more gunshots—would be necessary
when at last | heard the so-welcome sound of doors crashing down at the front and rear of Madame
L éa's establishment. In swarmed theFeldgendarmerie men! Now, now that | had done al the work,
faced dl the danger, they were asfierce astigers. Their Alsatians bayed like the hounds of hell. They
took the French criminas and plotters out into the night.

That fat, arrogant Fel dwebel stayed behind. Hisjowlsjiggled like caves-foot jelly as he asked me,
"How did you know this? How did you hold them dl, you done, until we came?’

"A man of iron will can do anything,” | declared, and he did not dare argue with me, for the result
had proved meright. He walked away instead, shaking his stupid, empty head.

And, when | returnto Munich, | will show you exactly what aman with ironin hiswill—and
elsawhere! oh, yes, and dsawherel—can do. In the meantime, | remain, most fondly, your loving—

UndeAlf

* % %

31 May 1929

To my sweet and most ddlicious Geli,

Hello, my darling. | wonder whether thisletter will get to Munich ahead of me, for | have earned
leave following the end of duty today. Nevertheless| must write, so full of triumpham .

Today | saw Brigadier Engelhardt once more. | wondered if | would. In fact, he made a point of
summoning meto his office. He proved himsdf atrue gentleman, | must admit.

When | camein, he made a production of lighting up hispipe. Only after he hasit going to his
satisfaction doeshe say, "Well, Ade, you wereright dl dong." A true gentleman, as| told you!

"Yes, gr," | reply. "l knew it from the start.”

Heblows out acloud of smoke, then sighs. "Well, | will certainly write you aletter of
commendation, for you've earned it. But | want to say one thing to you, man to man, under four eyes and
no more."

"Yes, gr," | say again. When dedling with officers, least said isaways safest.

Hesighsagain. "One of these days, Ade, that damned arrogance of yourswill trip you up and let
you down as badly asit's helped you up till now. | don't know where and | don't know how, but it will.

Y ou'd do best to be more careful. Do you understand what 1I'm telling you? Do you understand even one
word?'

"No, gr," | say, with dl thetruth in my heart.

Y et another sgh from him. "Wadll, | didn't think you would, but I knew | ought to make the effort.
Today you're ahero, no doubt about it. Enjoy the moment. But, as the dave used to whisper at a Roman
triumph, '‘Remember, thou art mortd.' Dismissed, Ade."

| saluted. | went out. | sat down to write this|etter. | will be home soon. Wear a skirt that flips up
easly, for | intend to show you just what a hero, just what a conqueror, isyour iron-hard—

UndeAlf

Horizon

Noreen Doyle

... hegranted the request of the Lady and concerned himsdf with the matter of a son.
—Deeds of Suppililiuma, King of Haite,
recorded by his son, Mursili



Nomads bring word of the Hittite prince's progress, nomads who not long ago laid themselves
seven times on the belly and seven times on the back before the Great King of Egypt, whose widow has
bade the Hittites come. "Through Kizzuwadnawe tracked them," they tell Horemheb, Generd of the
Army. "Make ready, because the prince, he comes.”

Hearing this, soldiers put away their games of twenty-squares and lay aside letters written home.
They have been & war with the Hittitesfor avery long time. "How soon?' they ask. "Tomorrow? The
next day?'

"Soon enough,” Horemheb says, wondering if it can be soon enough, for heisafraid. Will the
Queen betray Egypt, betray him who was her hushand? He does not know. When heis certain of the
Queen'swill, then hewill act.

The Egyptian army, camped dong the Syrian frontier, waitsin eager anticipation.

* * *

| shall makeit asthe horizon for the Aten, my father.
—Speech by Akhenaten, King of Egypt,
on aboundary stelaat Akhet-Aten

Nebmaatre Son-of-Re Amenhotep was, no denying, an old man. It seemed impossible that once he
had sailed to Shat-meru and there, in the span of dawn to dusk, dain fifty-five wild bulls, or that he could
have dispatched any of the lions credited to hisarrows. When he sat upon the throne, rolls of fat
obscured hisbelt. Now, illuminated by a broken pattern of sunset passing through astone grille, they
merely spread like half-melted wax across the wooden bed.

It was awaste, Akhenaten thought. Indolence. O, but here was hisfather, his god, the Dazzling
Sun, spoilt by such common pleasures as even peasants might have: bread and beer and the pleasures of
the bed. But even the peasant tempered himsdlf with labor.

Not weskness, Akhenaten thought. 1t could not be weskness. It was the fading colors of dusk.
What appeared to be softness and indolence was the inevitable bloating of the disk at sunset.

The Great Queen Tiye sat beside him, grim and patient, indulgently suckling her newborn
Tutankhaten. But even s, she was no longer an image of youth. " Amenhotep will never see your new
city again. Heisdying."

"Doesit truly please him, mother, what he has seen?’

"The god told you to build the Horizon of the Aten. How could anything so created fail to please
him?'

Neferkheprure-Sole-One-of-Re Son-of-Re Akhenaten longed to return to his new city, to
Akhet-Aten. For seven years now he had overseen its congtruction on avirgin plain to which the
self-created Aten had directed him, following the dictates of the one god and none other. Herein Thebes
Akhenaten felt smothered beneath the long shadow of Amon, the Hidden One, whose priesthood had
long ago eclipsed Righteousness. At Akhet-Aten Egypt was being born anew, purged of the darkness
and the weakness of falsehood.

Akhenaten replied, "The Aten rises from the eastern horizon and fills every land with hisbeauty. His
Righteousness demands to be recognized.”

"The Atenissrong in Akhet-Aten.”

Akhenaten knew what Tiye wasthinking: if Tushratta, Great King of Mitanni, sent Ishtar of Nineveh
to Egypt again, perhaps Nebmaatre might raly. But that statue had not cured the King'sillness, nor had
the hundreds of statues of the lion goddess Sekhmet that his father had erected throughout Egypt. That
had proven that there was no power in such things. Power emanated only from the disk of the sun, the
Aten, cregtor of life.

What had been radiant would become black. There would be anight. Then therewould be a
tomorrow. There would aways be atomorrow, for so long asit wasthe will of the Atentorise.



Nebmaatre died as Akhenaten knew he would: in the hours of darkness, when lions came forth
from their densand dl serpents bit.

In the roofless temple ambassadors waited while Akhenaten, Nefertiti, and their daughters sang
hymns before scores of atarsladen with fruit and flowers. Beyond the walls could be heard the sounds of
block did upon block, of bronze struck againgt stone, of men laboring to expand Akhet-Aten. Some
years ago Nefertiti had asked Akhenaten when the Horizon of the Aten would be wide enough. "1t will
never be," was hisreply. "Too long has Righteousness been neglected on the earth.”

When at last they gathered beneath the Window of Appearance, whereawal might provide alittle
shade, the ambassadors complained amongst themselves that for too long hadthey been neglected. From
the Window, with Nefertiti at his side and the little princesses at hisfeet, Akhenaten could see their robes
were soaked in swest, their faces reddened, their tongues grown thick in their mouths.

Had they no endurance? No, they too were soft, like those graven images of wax once used in the
falsetemples. Arrayed aongside the ambassadors, the courtiers, soldiers, Egyptian princes and foreign
hostages of the Roya Academy displayed no such weakness, not anymore. The rays of the sun annealed
the Egyptians.

Tutu the chamberlain read aletter from Ribaddi of Byblos, who complained, as he had for years,
about Aziru, the new ruler of Amurru. The city of Sumurahad fallen to Aziru's Siege, and Byblos might be
next. Send archers and ships, Ribaddi begged. Why had Egypt let Sumurafal?

"Thisisonly asit should be" Tutu said a theend. "Aziru ismerely reclaming his patrimony. He has
your anointing. Aziru aso writesto you and promisesto rebuild Sumura.”

Akhenaten remembered Aziru. Y ears ago they had stood shoulder to shoulder in Thebes among the
youths of the Roya Academy while Nebmaatre held court. Akhenaten remembered aquiet, crafty boy,
good at games of chance. Like Aziru, many of the rulersin Nubia, Canaan and Syriahad grown up like
brothersto Akhenaten, hostage princesin Egypt. Fight anongst themselves though they did, they dl
swore loydty to Egypt. It was best thisway, Nebmaatre had said: afragmented Syriaand Canaan could
not effectively rebd.

But how each fragment warred with the other, overwatched by the Aten! How could thisbe
pleasing to the god who had given life to each in the womb?

"Everyone wants troops from metoday," Akhenaten said, "just asthey wanted them from my father
yesterday. |sthere even one among you who does not want soldiers?!

Of dl the men assembled below, only one came forward. Akhenaten knew him well: Keliya,
Tushrattas trusted ambassador. "The Great King of Mitanni asksfor no troops, your magjesty."

Tutu snorted. "No, not troops!”

"Y ears ago, your mgesty,” said Keliya, "your father promised Tushratta—who loves you as he
loved Nebmaatre—two statues of solid gold. | saw them before your father died. They arevery fine"

Tutu sad, "My lord, it isawaysthe same from Tushratta, with you or with your father: 'Goldislike
dirt in your country, as plentiful asdust,' he says, and it isl But ahouse may be swept clean.”

Keliyaimplored, "Y our father himsalf promised thisgold! How has Tushratta, my lord, failed you,
O King of Egypt, to cause you to deny him thisgift? Tell us, for we know of nothing!”

"How has hefalled?' Akhenaten pointed theroyd flail a Keliyaand shook it soit rattled. "Keliya,
you are no fool. Y ou know that Nebmaatre became unhappy with Tushratta and withheld those statues
for good cause. Tushratta cannot even hold together his own country. Y our vassals rebel and make
peace with the vile Hittites. It was because of Tushratta that the Hittites captured my father's vassa
Shutarna of Kadesh and his son Aitakamaand brought them as hostages to Hatte. For ten years
Tushrattahas dept like alion in his den while dogs scavenge Syrial™

Keliyapressed hisforehead to the floor. "Have there never been troublesin Egypt? Has your
maesty never sent soldiers out into your own countryside to make thingsright?”

"Dont listen to the man of Mitanni!" A Canaanite man flanked by two Nubian spearmen broke from



theranks of Asatics. "l am llumilku and | speak for Abimilki of Tyrewhoisyour loya servant! | kept my
tongue, your mgesty, because like everyone else here | have cometo beg for soldiers. I'll not deny it, but
listen to me, your magjesty. Y ou wroteto Abimilki asking what he has heard. He himsdlf would have
come hereto tell you, but Zimreda of Sidon covets our mainland and plots against uswith Aziru. Y our
good servant Horemheb saved us from Zimreda and dispatched Nubians from his garrison to guard my
caravan, so important iswhat Abimilki sent meto tell you." lumilku dropped to hiskneesbut raised his
voice: "Hdlf of the palace in Ugarit was burned by Hittite troops! And Aitakama has become prince of
Kadesh."

A shadow passed over the Window, asif darkness hovered before its gppointed hour. Aitakama,
long a hostage of the Hittites, had returned to Syria? Akhenaten remembered Aitakamain the Royal
Academy, too.

Tutu stood over the prostrate Keliya. " Aitakamain Kadesh! The Hittites at Ugarit! And to think that
Tushrattawould claim to guard our interestsin Syriaagaingt the Hittites! He has brought them to our
threshold!"

Agang thisKdiyasad nothing.

The King asked, "And who would do better, Chamberlain?'

"Aziru of Amurru, your mgesty. His capture of Sumuraand the other cities speskswell for his
competence. He pledgesloyalty to you and will rebuild the city.”

Kediyasat back on hisheds. "The goodwill of Mitanni goesforth to every loya vassal of Egypt,
may they prosper from your generosity. Even as Tushratta sent the statue of 1shtar of Nineveh with
blessings for Nebmaatre, would it not be in the spirit of goodwill and kindness for Nebmaatre's son to
send these two gold statues to bless Tushratta?”

Akhenaten said, "Y our king made agesture without substance. There are no blessings but from the
Aten."

"And do giftsfrom the King's hands account for nothing?' Keliya pressed his belly hard to the floor.
Herolled over onto hisback, arms outstretched. "May the Son of the Sun grant blessings upon Mitanni!"

Blessings, indeed. The statueswould pay for Tushrattals chariotry and infantry. They would inspire
fear in the hearts of Mitanni'srestless vassds. Such a gift from Egypt would renew Mitanni's standing in
the world, but what good would it do Egypt? Gold had gone to Tushratta before, and what did Egypt get
in return? Hittitesin Syria.

"1 will take the matter under advisement.”

The King stood, Nefertiti and their daughters following. The crowd prostrated itself.

"L et usgivethanksto the cause of al being, and let us pray for Righteousness.”

And he brought them dl out into the sun.

* * %

But my brother has not sent the statues of solid gold. . . . Y ou have sent ones of gilded wood.
—L etter from Tushrattato Tiye

Akhenaten presented two statuesto Kdiyafor hislord Tushratta. Findly gilded cedar they were,
well appointed with colored stone, rock crystal, and glass, but they were wood nonetheless. Kdliya,
under Egyptian guard, accepted them. He had no choice.

"The statues that your father had made," Nefertiti asked, "what have you done with the gold?’

"In the beginning of time, Re said that gold was hisflesh. Gold isasdust in Egypt, my beloved,”
Akhenaten replied. "The world will see”

May the King come forth as his ancestors did!



—L etter from Ribaddi,
ruler of Byblosto Akhenaten

Akhenaten did not deny the truth of what Kdiyahad said: the army was everywhere in Egypt. Since
the death of Nebmaatre, temples had been stripped of gold and silver and every precious thing, their
estates had been saized, their ships had been confiscated. Everything now belonged to the Aten and to
the King. Everywhere the name of the Hidden One occurred, wherever gods were written of, such was
hacked out. Even in the birth-name of Nebmaatre it was not spared.

Asif pursuing some lingering shadow of the Hidden One, Akhenaten drove every weakness from
the backs and limbs of his soldiers, hardened them with [abor, sparing neither prince born to the chariot
nor conscripted peasant boy.

Dalily they quarried stone and trimmed it and expanded Akhet-Aten. Under the watchful gaze of
Ay, Master of the Horse, Akhenaten's young brother Smenkhkare and the other youths of the Roya
Academy—noble Egyptian boys and hostage sons from Asiaand Nubia alike—drilled to perfectionin
their chariots. Soldiers paraded and wrestled and fenced before their commanders. Under the scorching
sun they stood to worship the Aten, the King, and the Queen.

In time, commanders, standard-bearers, the chariotry, the infantry and al the army scribes
converged at harbors and riverbanks, in Upper and Lower Egypt alike.

Since the days of Akhenaten's grandfather, somefifty years ago, aking had not stirred from Egypt
into Asia But that was yesterday.

Thiswastoday.

And soon tomorrow would dawn a Byblos.

Horemheb remembers his astonishment when he learned that the King wasin Byblos at the head of
anarmy. At last, the King of Egypt was doing what his father never properly did! The army would be
effective. How Horemheb had prayed for that.

Today he knows that his prayer was granted. Today the army is strong and ready for the Hittites
approaching at the Queen'srequest.

At dusk Hapiru scouts come into camp with new word of the Hittite prince's progress: Hani, the
Queen's messenger, travels with him as guarantee of safety through the kingdom of Kizzuwadna

The Hapiru dso say: "And we met the Ignorant dong theway." That isthe word the nomads use for
those who have not pledged loydty to Egypt. They hold out a bag, which Horemheb instructs ascribe to
weigh. Shortly thereisthe sharp ting of small bits of metal being dumped onto the ground.

Horemheb aso remembersthe first time he heard exactly this sound.

lanhamu, the highest commissioner in Syria, was leading him through Byblosto meet with the King.
They passed a native smith working under the direction of an Egyptian soldier. People passed by,
dropping before him little statuettes and amulets of bronze. Horemheb used to see vast quantities of such
things offered for sdein the markets. The amith was mdting them again, casting images of gods, of
Reshef, Baal, and Badat, into tipsfor arrows, blades for daggers and axes, and scalesfor armored
shirts.

What pleasure that sound gave him, assurance that the troops would be well armed. lanhamu
assigned him reinforcements, abureaucracy of scribes and workmen under the direction of Hotep, whose
father had been commissioner of Sumura. Despite his promises, lanhamu said, Aziru had not rebuilt
Sumura. Hotep would correct that oversight.

The efficiency of it dl, the promise of arms, acompetent bureaucracy, blinded Horemheb.

He seeswell enough now, even though darkness hovers over the land and the Hittite prince comes
closer yet. Sumura opened Horemheb's eyes very wide, and he must pray that it likewise opened the
Queen's.



* * %

Y ou know that the King does not fail when he rages againgt al of Canaan.

—L etter from Akhenaten
to Aziru, ruler of Amurru

Sumuraindeed remained in ruins.

The siege had been hard. The surrounding plain, once fertile cropland and pasture, had been
churned up by horses and charred by flames, and was only now coming to life again under the
half-hearted efforts of farmers and herdsmen. Much of the city had burned. Plague had claimed many.
Those who remained shuffled dong, their faces dack, their hearts as broken astheir city. The sky itsdlf
wept for Sumura,

Amurrite chariots and foot soldiers swarmed through the ruined ramparts to meet Horemheb.
Among the chariots Horemheb recognized none of Hittite make, which gave him small comfort. Ribaddi
and Abimilki had claimed that Aziru honored atreaty with the Hittites.

Horemheb demanded: "Whereis Aziru?'

"In Tunip," said an Amurrite. Thiswas one of Aziru's brothers, Pubahla. "The Hittites are near
Ugarit, whichisnot far from there."

"Would Aziru prefer to be near the King of Hatte or the King of Egypt?"

Pubahlablanched. "Near . . . ?We had heard such athing but did not believe."

"Did not believe or did not want to believe?"

Horemheb struck Pubahlawith his staff and had him tied behind his chariot. Pubahlatrotted along
wretchedly, ordering the Amurritesto lay down arms and to dismount. "Aziru your lord is an anointed
vassa of Egypt and these areroya troops! Obey!"

The Amurrites obeyed, warily. Horemheb led histroopsin, dragging Pubahla aong when hefell.

The people of Sumura stared. They who formerly cooked in ovens now made open fireslike
nomads. Those who had lived under timber roofs now dept beneath tents of uncured hides of animals
butchered prematurely for food during the siege. Women cried and wexpt, tears of joy for the presence of
the Egyptian army commingled with tears of anger that they had not come sooner. Why, they asked, O
why had Sumura been handed to the Amurrites? Why had Egypt abandoned them?

Horemheb had his officers round up the Amurrite troops, who had little choice but to cooperate as
Pubahlalay bleeding and shackled benesth Horemheb'sfoot. By nightfall the Amurrites had been evicted
and encamped outside the ramparts, corralled by Egyptian soldiers, while Nubians roamed the city so
that the destitute did not loot each other. Soldiers and masons cleared rubble from the streets and
brought baskets of earth to begin repairs on the ruined ramparts.

Thetroops of Hotep, the ones with writing-boxes tucked under their arms and rolls of papyrusin
their hands, waked through the city like tax assessors. Everything that they could find for bread and beer,
all the butchered flesh and fowl, they brought to an atar Hotep had constructed from stones dragged
from thetemple.

There Hotep summoned the city elders, who received amulets of gold, bright disks hung on braided
gold chains.

One of thearmy officers, Troop Commander Sety, spoke with Horemheb that evening while they
ate gtting in the shadow of the half-ruined temple. "Hotep's men carry gold as one Grest King might give
to another. I've seen the likes of thisonly when | brought roya caravans from Egypt to Babylon, and the
Babylonian King was pleased indeed.”

"Much gold for one Great King, or many little ones. Sumurawill not be the end of our labors,"
Horemheb said, and Sety could only agree.

Asthey watched, Hotep redistributed the offerings from the dtar to al the households of Sumura.
"Ah, grain." Horemheb bit off amouthful of bread. "Now that is the poor man's gold. And Amon goes
hungry, even if the commonest lad of Sumuranever does." He made asilent prayer to Amon now. What



good, Horemheb wondered, was a common man's prayer without the rituals of the temples? What
srength had an army without the blessings of the gods? Hewas afraid to learn.

"Hey, now," sad Sety, "what'sthis?"

To each household in which aman or hiswife could read, Hotep's men passed aclay tablet. This
was something neither Horemheb nor Sety had ever seen before. Horemheb would ask Hotep about this,
comemorning.

Sety roused Horemheb before dawn. " There has been bloodshed.”

Horemheb rolled from his camp bed, cursing. "How dare you engage in action without consulting
ma"

When he emerged from histent, it at once became apparent that neither Sety nor any of hismen
had shed this blood.

Bodies hung from thewall of the temple. Bodies not of Pubahlas men, nor even Egyptians or
Nubians. Farmers and potters these were, housewives and priests, fourteen citizens of Sumura.

Horemheb raged: "The Amurriteswill pay for thiswith their lives, and every Egyptian or Nubian lax
a hisguard shdl lose hishand!"

Sety stayed Horemheb's hand and pointed to another wall.

The sun had emerged from the eastern horizon from which it drove away the clouds. Long rays of
dawn reached over the hills to embrace the men who stood atop and below the wall with ropes, stringing
up afifteenth corpse by itsfeet.

At the ropes were men dressed in white linen. They were scribes and masons. Hotep's men.

To the eders of Sumura Hotep explained that Sumura had been abandoned to Aziru because the
gods to whom they prayed were fase. To Horemheb Hotep said, "They were vessals of treachery. This
isthewill of theKing."

Citizens came forward, begging the Egyptians, but not for the bodies of their loved ones; they were
afraid, Horemheb suspected, to admit kinship to the dead. Nor did they beg for gold, nor for their share
of the morning's offerings of bread. The literate begged for tablets, the rest for spoken words.

By thetime the King of Egypt arrived from Byblos with Prince Smenkhkare and alarge retinue,
none in Sumurawanted for shelter or for food. These had been provided in the name of the god the
Egyptians worshipped and their King.

God, they had learned, was good. God provided all.

God, they had learned, was the Aten, and Neferkheprure-Sole-One-of-Re Akhenaten was his only
on.

All eyes observeyou in rdationship
to themsdlves.

—Hymn to the Aten

At lagt, at the direct command of the King, Aziru came south from Tunip. He bowed low and lower
before the King, and never did Horemheb's archerslose their sght on him. Horemheb himsalf never
ventured farther from Aziru than arm'sreach, and his dagger was dways near to hand. From the citieshe
had seized, the Amurrite chief brought gifts and, by the King's demand, his own young son as another
hostage for the Royal Academy.

Akhenaten received him in the palace of Sumura. In exchangefor Aziru's gifts, Akhenaten
presented alarge offering table bearing asingle loaf of bread.

"I have heard,” Akhenaten said, "that you have shared food and strong drink with Aitakama of



Kadesh."

Aziruraised hishandsin supplication. "O, but | am like ason to hismgjesty of Egypt. We were
youthstogether in the Roya Academy.”

"Aswas Aitakama. Then the Hittitestook himin."

"O, but | am avassd anointed by his magjesty of Egypt,” Aziru protested, touching hisforehead to
the ground & theKing'sfeet. "l anloyd."

"Aitakama says the same, and Aitakamais an enemy. He and hisfather were captured years ago by
Suppililiuma, King of Hatte, and now Aitakamais as a son of Hatte'sroyal academy. While protesting his
loyaty to me he honors atreaty with the Hittites. Ribaddi and Abimilki and others say that Aziru doesthe
same. They beg meto ded with him, just asthey begged meto dedl with hisfather. Remind Aziru of his
father, Horemheb."

Horemheb, who remembered how Abdi-Ashirtahad died, grabbed up Aziru by the shoulder. His
dagger touched Aziru in exactly the same place it had pierced hisfather, near theliver.

Aziru shook with fear, but fear was not loyalty.

At the King's nod, Horemheb released the Amurrite, but not before pressing hisblade alittleinto
Aziru'sflesh. Aziru cast himsdf at the King's feet, seven times on the belly and seven times on the back.
"It has been so0 long since your maesty's forefathers came forth into Asial Aitakama has firsthand seen
the strength of Hatte and forgets the might of Egypt!"

"Thesuniseverywhere" Akhenaten said. "He created the earth according to hisown desire,
Without the Aten we would not exist. How can Aitakama doubt the Sole-One-of-Re?"

"Heisan ignorant dog, my lord."

"And Hatte holds hislead. Y ou will bregk bread with him again.”

"My lord! | would not break your trust, not even give the appearance.”

TheKing held out theloaf of bread. "Y ou have percaived the Aten, Aziru."

"Itisthe sun, my lord, your god, the creator of life."

"Y ou observe the Aten in relationship to yoursdlf. Every man does.” The King dropped the loaf to
the ground and crushed it benegath his hed. "When the Aten is gone, nothing can exist. Thereisno
perception, for thereisno thing."

The King dismissed everyone from the hdl but Aziru. Horemheb began to protest—thiswasthe
bandit chief of Amurru'—but what could he say againgt the King's command? Obedient, Horemheb
made hisway back to histent that night, keenly aware of his own hunger, and keenly aware of the dark.

Aziru'stroops departed Sumurawith Horemheb's, heading for Kadesh. They displayed no
knowledge of military discipline in the Egyptian fashion, but Horemheb did not underestimeate their
effectiveness. They had, after dl, seized agreat ded of territory under Aziru's command, and some had
served Aziru'sfather equdly well. Their proficiency, in fact, caused him some concern, which he made
known to his officers. The Amurrites were not prisonersin tow. They were fighting men, properly armed,
to be treated as such.

Six daysthey marched, sx daysin which the sky was as dull astarnished slver. "Isthisthe strength
of your Aten, that he cannot even shinein summer?' Aziru said. "For along time Syria has been likethis,
cool and damp. Thereisillness afoot, too many rats."

Horemheb said, "Too many Amurrites.”

Each night they camped with the Amurritesin the midst of the Egyptians. Aziru dined with
Horemheb and his officers, hostage as much as guest, and dept under Nubian guard. Without Aziru the
Amurrite army was like abrick without straw, and the Amurrites themsdaves knew this.

Three hours travel from Kadesh, the army made camp for the night. Again Horemheb dined with
Aziru, for perhapsthe last time. Didike the King's command though he did, Horemheb was about to cut
Azrusleash.



"Wewill be an hour's ride behind you; scoutswill be even closer.”

"l rely onthat," Aziru replied. "Aitakamamay have Hittite troopswith him."

"And do you rely upon that too?"

Aziru smiled around the mesat in hismouth. "Genera, do you doubt my intentionsto do the King's
will?*

"y es"

Azirussmilefaded. "The King of Egypt resdesin Sumuraand | am to defy him? He spesks of the
oneness of god, rebuilds acity nearly overnight, and | am to disobey? He is the Son of the Sun. | do not
doubt him."

"He haspaid you."

Aziru shrugged and laid asde hismed unfinished. "What is gold compared to Righteousness?”

That evening Horemheb prayed that the King was right, that the Aten alone was god, becauseif the
other gods were not fase, then the Hittites, the Amurrites, none of them were hindered by heresy.

* * %

The King had instructed Aziru to lay atrap, and indeed he was doing just 0. But, Horemheb
wondered, for whom?

The Egyptians|ay beneath cover in the passthat led through the hillsto Kadesh. Like so many
beforeit, this day too dawned cool and damp, the sky veiled by clouds asit dmost never wasin Egypt.
On the plain before them, west of the River Orontes, Aziru and Aitakama had joined their troops and
exercised together like brother princes. As brothers they once might have been in Egypt, but they were
no longer sons of the Royal Academy. Aitakamahad among histroops Hittite chariotry.

Horemheb ordered Sety forward with alight force, the sort that would pursue aflesing enemy on
the road. Aitakamas men saw Sety at once. Troopsfell into adefensive formation about Aitakamawith
dartling precison.

"In the name of the King of Egypt, Neferkheprure, | comefor Aziru son of Abdi-Ashirtal” Sety
cdled. "Aitakama, you swore loyalty to the King of Egypt. Aziru isadog who has dipped hislead.
Return him to prove your loyalty to the King in deeds rather than words."

The audacity of this chalenge—in the face of Hittite troops a Aitakamas flank—amused the prince
of Kadesh. Not, however, Aziru, who fervently begged Aitakamas protection.

Horemheb admired how well Aziruwas playing hisrole, if indeed it wasarole at al. Suspecting
nothing, Aitakamamoved his troops between Sety and the Amurrites. "1t would viol ate the laws of
hospitdity to surrender one who is as my brother. Would you take him by force?"

Sety'stroops—six chariots, twelve menin adl—fanned out in aline. As Sety raised hishand, his
archersraised their bows. When his hand dropped—

Horses of Aitakamas guard fell or bolted as arrows struck them. Confusion seized the enemy, who
had not expected so small aforceto attack. Aitakama quickly restored order and commanded the Hittite
chariots to swing abott.

The heavy Hittite chariots charged the light Egyptian ones, raining arrows before them. They came
around wide and drove eastward, forcing the Egyptians toward the Orontes, where Aziru's troops
blocked the ford. If Aziru's men did not give them quarter at the riverbank, Sety would have to make a
stand, and with such numbers a stand would be brief and fatal.

But now Aitakama's forces had turned their backs on Horemheb.

At Horemheb's command, the Egyptian troops abandoned their cover. Asatic foot soldiers
staggered with Egyptian arrows pinning their backs. At first these losses went unnoticed by the
charioteers, the cries of the wounded logt in the thunder of wheels and hoofs. But soon shieldmen began
to shift their positions to guard the backs of their archers and drivers, who did not understand what was
happening until adingstone picked off someone nearby or an arrow stung their shoulders. Enraged by
this blatant trickery, Aitakama's officers bellowed ordersto reverse! reverse! but the heavy Hittite
chariots needed room to turn. More perished as the Egyptian chariots, built for the hunt as much asfor



battle, darted through the enemy ranks and cut commanders from soldiers, severed chariotry from
infantry.

New infantry poured from Kadesh, men with dings and bows and daggers, and fresh arrows for the
charioteers. The balance was swiftly tipping back to Aitakama, who had what Horemheb redized he
himsdlf lacked: reserves and reinforcements at hand, for Aziru remained passive a theriver.

So thefighting fell into two battles: an outer of chariots and arrows, of which Horemheb struggled to
retain the upper hand; and an inner, near theriver, in which Sety's dwindling force fought to stay dive
againg the crush of Aitakamastroops. Sety himself had logt his chariot.

Aitakama bore down upon him.

Asthe sun was now high and strong, itsrays at last pierced the thick cloud cover. A flash of
light—the glint of the sun from Sety's gilded shield, perhaps, or the bronze scale of hisarmor—dtartled
Aitakamas horses, which reared and bolted. Aitakamafell and, asif tied to his shoulders, the clouds
cleared away to the horizon, burned off by the sun. Horemheb lost sight of Sety and Aitakamaasthe
battle surged in again.

Now through the din came another sound, faint but unmistakable in its cadence. As Horemheb
drove nearer to theriver, smiting chariot runners and daying horses and driversin his path, he could hear
it

Y ou are beautiful, great, dazzling,
and high above every land,
And your rays embrace the landsto
thelimitsof dl you have cresated,
For you are Re, having reached the limits and
subdued them for your beloved son,
For dthough you are distant, your rays are
upon the earth and you are perceived. . . .

TheKing'swords. Aziru'svoice.
And the Amurrites fought.

Hotep has come, bringing the gracious and sweet words of the King.
—L etter from Aziru
to Tutu, Chamberlain

Kadesh surrendered, its people begging for the installment of Aitakamals brother, Biriawaza, who
was ever loyd to Egypt. Aitakamathey declared to be acrimina and atraitor who had destroyed much
of the city when he returned from Hatte. He now sat with hiswrists thrust through awooden shackle
strung from his neck. Aziru asked to cut off Aitakamas hand for the King, but Horemheb refused him the
honor. Hewished it for himself: histrusted Sety was dead. The sun had inspired Aziru's determination too
late.

"The King will decide what to do with thetraitor of Kadesh. Even,” Horemheb said, "as he decided
what to do with you."

"Aitakamayou spare, yet me you would have dain when | entered Sumura.”

"I would have dan you when | dew your father."

"And now?'

"The King declared you to be aloya vassdl. | did not believe him then. But asthe King speaks, so



the world becomes.”
Before nightfall, more Egyptians approached Kadesh in chariots and on foot.
Hotep and hismen.
Horemheb let them in, and by dawn blood ran down the walls of Kadesh.

* % %

* % %

The Aten causes him to plunder every foreign land on which he shines.
—Hymn to the Aten

Throughout Canaan and Syriacitiesfdll before Akhenaten's army and the Amurriteswho had joined
him. Cities whose ramparts were damaged, whose homes and workshops were burned, whose fields
were ruined, these Akhenaten renewed. He sent physiciansto treat those ravaged by war and hunger and
disease. At his command scribestook stock of livestock, food, copper, daves, everything, and restored
order. Histroops weretireless, enduring, generous, for thiswasthewill of the Aten who rose from the
horizon every morning for the sake of al humanity.

True, old men, youths, and suckling mothers, tanners, smiths, and glassmakers sometimes died in
the night with knivesin their backs, arrows through their throats, amul ets ripped from their fingersand
necks. Akhenaten deeply regretted that this had to be. But those who abandoned these little bits of
bronze and clay and wood and falsehood received greater things. By the grace of the Sole-One-of-Re,
they received the flesh and the prayers of the sun, Righteousness, and they aso received their lives.

* k%

TheKing of Egypt and hisarmy met the King of Hatte and hisarmy outside the city of Ugarit,
invited there by King Nigmandu and his Egyptian wife. Nigmandu spread offerings between them, fish,
flesh, fruit and wine for the troops, gold and ivory and other precious things for the Great Kings. Their
war had much disrupted commerce, the lifeblood of Ugarit. Nigmandu begged Egypt and Hatte for
peace.

Thismesting did not please Horemheb, but Nigmandu King of Ugarit was afaithful dly of Egypt, no
friend of the Hittites who had burned haf of his palace. Moreover, Akhenaten had long wished to see his
enemy Suppililiumaof Hatte.

Horemheb and his men kept close watch on the Hittites, he permitted the soldiersto drink none of
the wine offered by Nigmandu's servants and to est none of thefish or fruit, lest they become sated and
dow.

To honor their host's hospitality, like brothers the Kings spoke about their wives at home, the sons
and brothers who sat beside them here today.

"Thereisagod you favor abovedl others, | hear,” Suppililiumasaid through hisinterpreter.

"Heisthe only god, my brother," Akhenaten said. "He isthe creator, mine aswell asyours. He
gppointed your skin and your tongue.”

"And my kingdom?'

"The Aten has appointed every man his place.”

"Then| likethisgod of yours, my brother!" And Suppililiumalaughed. "All isfrom the Aten, then?"

"Everything."

"Induding this?"

Suppililiumagave asignad with his hand, and as he did so, Horemheb's men, who had been waiting
for such athing, rose up with spears and daggers and axes and rushed to shield their King. Nigmandu's
servants dropped their jugs of wine and platters of food and withdrew behind the Egyptian line. The
Hittites stood behind their shields, motionless,

"What isthis?' Akhenaten demanded. "Y ou would defy the hospitdity of Nigmandu, my loyd dly?*



"We destroyed half of Nigmandu's pdace,” Suppililiumasaid. "The other haf we did not destroy.
Wemadeit ours. This, then, isthewill of your god, my brother.”

A great pain seized Horemheb's side. The cupbearer beside him held abloody knife. Horemheb
shouted, "Kadesh!" and his men understood. As Aitakama had falen, so were the Egyptiansto fal,
impaled on the blades of their dlies. The Hittites withdrew from the banquet.

Horemheb was struck again, and he fell upon the body of another. On hisback helay, blinded by
blood, while above him the Egyptians and Amurritesrallied around the King and butchered Ugarit'sarmy
of servants. Then an arrow struck Horemheb's thigh. Horemheb shouted for all to fall back. Hittite
archers had come up to finish the battle.

Someone pulled him to hisfeet and thrust ashoulder benesth hisarm. Horemheb wiped an arm
across hisfaceto clear away the blood, and found Aziru a hisside. And at hisfeet, in apool of crimson
that spread from his neck like the Nilein flood, lay Prince Smenkhkare.

The Hittites retreated from Ugarit, scarcely beaten but it was late in the season, time to head home.
They would return.

Wheress the Hittites had burned half the palace, Akhenaten burned the entire city. Everything in the
treasury, al the copper and tin and glass, was put aboard ships seized at the harbor and sent
draightaway to Egypt. The bodies of Nigmandu and his Egyptian wife, of dl theroya family and dl the
servantsand al the servants families, hung from the city walls.

And then the King beat Aitakamawith hisown hands, Aitakamals blood spreading like sacred ol
upon his skin. When would thiswar end? His brother! His beloved brother!

"It will not end,” Aitakamasaid. "The Hittiteswill dwaysreturn. In Hatte they are strengthened and
refreshed. Thereisno reief.”

"No night iseternal. Dawn always comes to the horizon."

"Likewise dusk."

The King broke Aitakamain the end. To do it he removed both hands and one ear, and pinned
Aitakamas severed noseto awal. "In the city of Hattusa, their capitd," Aitakama said with the tongue
Akhenaten had left him, "thereisatunne leading to the south, to safety, for Suppililiumagreetly fears
what liesto the north.”

And hetold Akhenaten of Kaska, of the tribes there who harried shepherds and merchants and
burned Hittite crops, and how they had ever been the bane of Hatte. In the days of Suppililiumasfather,
the Kaska-tribes had destroyed the kingdom of Hatte. "Don't you remember that once your father called
for them? But the Kaska-tribes never came, my brother. Not for Nebmaatre Amenhotep.”

At that ingtant Akhenaten killed him.

He hung Aitakamas body in acage suspended from the rudder of hisroya ship and sailed north
and then south again, so that dl from Kizzuwadnato Libya might see the wrath of the King of Egypt, and
that word of it might travel to Nubiaand the Idesin the Midst of the Sea. Then he returned to
Akhet-Aten to bury his brother Smenkhkare in the hills from which the Aten rose every day.

* % %

Send me the Kaska-tribes!
—L etter from Nebmaatre Amenhotep

The Hittites delayed the next campaign in Syria. Akhenaten remained in Egypt, learning from
Horemheb's | etters that the Hittite Upper Lands had been overrun from Kaska, and that Tushratta of
Mitanni had at last reclaimed hisrebd vassa's. Akhenaten dispatched messengers through the lands of
Mitanni. They rodetirelesdy to Kaska and back again, bringing with them the flesh of Re stripped from
the false temples of Canaan and Syria



Hittite troops came into Syriathat summer and severd summers thereafter. Harried from Kaska,
they could do little more than burn fields before Horemheb's chariots and infantry fell upon them and cut
them up. In thewake of destruction, asaways, camerenewd: Hotep, tirelessy at work, establishing
Righteousnessin the name of the Sole-One-of-Re. Seated beside Nefertiti, with the princesses at their
feet, Akhenaten heard of dl of thisfrom Tutu. It pleased him, asit pleased the Aten.

Then one campaign season was not delayed. It did not come at al. Tutu announced that the
Kaskatribes had destroyed a holy city and wrecked a number of outposts. Lands to the west had
rebelled. Kizzuwadna joined its border with Mitanni, so now if the Hittiteswished to enter Syria, they
would have to fight through every pass, do battle on every plain, and risk leaving their homes open to
attack. And there was, too, the plague.

It struck Egypt no lessthan Hatte, carried in the breath or the sweat of supplicants, messengers, and
prisoners. The youngest princesses died, and soon theresfter Tiye aswell. Akhenaten himsalf took ill
throughout his entire body, and today, seated at the Window of Appearance, shivered with cold as
though the warmth of the Aten could no longer reach him.

"| fed enveloped by night, but it isnot yet noon," he whispered to Nefertiti, who held him and
fondled him as she had always done.

Below, the hostage sons and royd princes of the Royal Academy paraded before the ambassadors
to present the newly orphaned prince, Tutankhaten. The three remaining princesses |eaned over the ledge
of the Window, curiousto see the youths whom they might someday marry. Already they looked to
tomorrow.

TheKing said, "It istoo soon for this. O my father who gives bregth to all you creste, it isnot yet
noon!™

The next day he died, collapsed upon an dtar, thin and wasted before the ambassadors of Asig, as
the sun descended to the horizon on the shortest day of the year, never to know whether there would be
another tomorrow.

* * %

Encamped outsde Aleppo, where Hotep had strung more bodies from the wall, Horemheb
received news of the King's death. Hiswidow had shed her old name and, as
Ankhetkheprure-Bel oved-of -the-Sole-One-of -Re Neferneferuaten, sat done upon the throne of Egypt.

"Thewar that you have waged isto end," Ankhetkheprure wrote to Horemheb. "I have written to
Suppililiuma, King of Hatte, to send ason.”

At the hour of dawn, one of Horemheb's aides, Paramessu son of Sety, comesto him. "Generd,
they are here. Shdl | go out to meet them?”

Horemheb studies Paramessu. He is much like hisfather, hawk-nosed and tdll. "No. Thistime let
the Hittites come to us." He orders histroopsinto formation, a show of strength and precision.

Into the camp Hani, the Queen's messenger, leads a caravan of laden carts and asses, chariots and
horsesfinely arrayed. Riding in aheavy chariot of the sort defeated at Kadesh, the prince, scarcely inthe
flush of adolescence, wears wegpons tucked in his belt, but it isthe gold amulet around his neck, a
pendant in the form of some Hittite god, that most worries Horemheb. The length of Canaan and the
breadth of Syriaare the horizon of the Aten. What will become of it without the Sole-One-of-Re on the
throne? What isthe Queen's will?

Horemheb greets the prince in the names of Ankhetkheprure and of the Aten. "Which son of
Suppililiumaareyou?"

"Mursili, hissecond,” repliesthe boy inavoice il high and fine.

Hani reaches out and snaps the amulet from around Mursili's neck. In two hands he holdsit high, to
the east, and, uttering the name of Ankhetkheprure-Beloved-of-the-Sole-One-of-Re, rolls his knuckles
together. The soft gold bends in his hands before he dropsit to the ground, where it glittersin the dawn.
Mursli stares at it, broken-hearted.



But Horemheb's heart rises with the sun into the expanse of clear sky. The Horizon established by
the Sole-One-of-Re shall indeed be preserved by his Beloved. The Atenisgod.

"Y our coming isagreat occasion for me," Horemheb saysto Mursili asthe soldiers break camp. "l
have not been hometo Egypt in avery long time."

"Bring me hometo Hattusa"

"My prince, now your homeis Akhet-Aten."

Asthe sun risestoward its height, Horemheb directs the soldiers and the caravan and the prince
southward.

Hewill obey Mursili, but not yet. Not until the tutors of the Royal Academy have taught the prince
to pray to the Aten and hisonly bodily son. Not until heis returned to Hatte asaloyal vassa duly
anointed by the Queen of Egypt.

* % %

| looked thisway and that way and there
was no light. Then | looked towards the King,
my lord, and there was light.

—L etter to Akhenaten, King of Egypt

Devil's Bargain
Judith Tarr

Richard Coeur de Lion, King of the English, Duke of Normandy, Count of Anjou, and numerous
other titlesthat his clerks exercised themsdves to remember, was enjoying agreet rarity in this country: a
day without one of hisendlessfevers. His new physician was taking the credit, but he rather thought that
the thing had smply run its course. This man, however, was remarkable in prescribing, not noxious
potions, but cups of sherbet cooled with snow.

The snow came from Mount Hermon, and the Saracens imported greet quantities of it, seled in
straw; one of hisraiding companies had brought in enough to keep him in sherbet for agood month. He
was not at al averse to the regimen. Cold sweetened nectar of lemon or orange or citron was more than
pleasant in the hills near Jerusdem in June.

He sat in the shade of acanopy, Spping his medicine and watching aknight from Burgundy and a
knight from Poitou settle a dispute by combat. The Burgundian was getting the worst of it: he was not as
young or by any means asthin as his adversary, and the heet, even thisearly in the morning, wastaking
itstall. Richard watched with professiond interest, because the Poitevin was ajouster of some renown;
but when helaid awager, he laid it on the Burgundian. The lesser fighter had the better horse, lighter and
quicker and, though it sweated copioudly, lessvisbly wilted by the heat. The Poitevin's charger was
enormous even by the standard of the great horses of Flanders, and athough it lumbered and strained
through the turns and charges of the joust, no sweat darkened its heavy neck.

Having handed his gold bezant to Blondel the singer, who was keeping track of the wagers, Richard
let hismind wander even as his eye took in the strokes of thefight. He liked to do that: it helped him
think. And there was much to think abouit.

Hewould not camp in sight of Jerusdem. If it happened he must ride where he could seeit, he had
asquire hold up ashield in front of his eyes. He had sworn an oath: he would not look on those wallsand
towers or the golden flame of the Dome of the Rock, until he had cometo takeit for God and the armies
of Christendom. But scouts who kept the city in Sight said that it had been boiling like an anthill since
shortly after sunset the evening before.

None of hisspies had comein with reliable news. They did know that al the Saracen raiding parties



had begun to swarm back toward the city, and messengers—all of whom, damn them, had escaped
pursuit—had ridden out at aflat gallop on the roads to the north and east. Rumorswereflying. The
Sultan Saladin was preparing akilling stroke againgt the Franks; I1dam was under sege from some
hitherto unforeseen enemy; Jerusalem had been invaded in the night by an army of jinn and spirits of the
air. There was even arumor that no one credited: Sdadin himself wasill or wounded or dead.

Richard had prayed for that. He was not fool enough to expect that it was true. The Old Man of the
Mountain had sent his Assassins against Conrad of Monferrat the month before last and thrown the
succession of the Frankish Kingdom of Jerusalem into gresat disorder, but if anyone was to be thought of
asthe Assassins next target, that was Richard himsdlf. He refused to live in fear because of it; that was
not hisway. But he did not turn hisback on the possibility, either.

The Poitevin's horse collapsed abruptly, just asthe Burgundian flailed desperately at therider's
head. The heavy broadsword struck the great casque of the helm with asound like a hammer on an anvil.
The Poitevin dropped like astone.

The horse was dead—Dboiled in its own skin, without the relief of sweat to cooal it. The knight was
aive but unconscious. The unexpected victor sat motionless on the back of his heaving and
sweat-streaming dedtrier, until his squire came running to get him out of the stifling confinement of the
helm and lead him dazedly off thefield. Hisfacein itsframe of mail wasaroya shade of crimson.

Asmen from the cooks tents hauled the dead horse off to the stewpots, a different disturbance
caught Richard's attention. "Seewhét that is" he said a random, waving off Blondd and the winnings of
hiswager. Severd of the knights and squires nearby sprang up to obey, but Blondd was quickest on his
feet.

Richard's eyes followed him as he went. He had the grace of agazelle.

He came back so swiftly that he seemed to fly, and with such an expression on hisface that Richard
rosein darm, haf-drawing hissword. "Sire" he said. "Lord king, come. Please come.”

Richard only paused to order his attendants to stay where they were. They did not like the order,
but they obeyed it. With Blondel for guide and escort, Richard strode swiftly toward the camp's edge.

One of his scouting parties had come in with acaptive: adender man in desert robes, with the vell
drawn over hisface. He seemed not to care where he was or who had caught him. He sat on the rocky
ground, cross-legged in theinfidel fashion; his head was bent, his shoulders bowed. He had the look of a
man on the raw edge of endurance.

"He was headed here, Sire," the sergeant said. "He didn't resst us at al, except to stick aknifein
Bernard when hetried to pull off the face-vell."

Bernard nursed a bandaged hand, but Richard could see that he would live. Of theinfiddl, Richard
was not so sure. He reached out; his men tensed, on the alert, but the infidel made no move to attack.

Hedrew the veil asde from aface he knew very well. It belonged to aman he trusted more than
most Franks, aloya and diligent servant whom he had thought safe in thisvery camp, serving as
interpreter for the clerks and the quartermasters. Although, cometo think of it, Richard had not seen him
for aday or two. Days? A week? The damned fever had taken Richard out of time.

"Moudafal" Richard said sharply.

At the sound of hisname, Moustafacame alittle to himself. His skin had the waxy look of aman
who had lost too much blood; there was wethess on the dark robes, and the stiffness of drying blood.
His eyeswere blank, blind. Hewas not truly conscious; al that held him up was the warrior'straining that
let him deep inthe saddle.

Richard caled for his men to fetch alitter. While they did that, he sent Blondel to fetch the
physician. "Tdl him to attend mein my tent. And be quiet about it."

Blondd barely remembered to bow before he turned and ran. Thistime Richard did not pause to
watch him. The litter wastaking too long. Richard lifted Mougtafain hisarms, finding him no great weight:
he was adender man as so many infidels were, compact and wiry-strong, without the muscular bulk of a
Frank.



Richard sought histent quickly, amost at arun. Even so, Judah bar-Samud the physician was
waiting for him, with abed made and abath waiting and al made ready for the care of awounded man.
Moustafawas dl but bled out; Judah scowled at the wound in his side that had bled through the rough
bandages beneath his robe, and the others here and there that might have been little in themselves, but all
together had weakened him severely.

Moustafa began to struggle, asif swimming up through deep water. Thistime when hiseyes
opened, they saw Richard. They saw preciouslittle ese, but they fixed on hisface with feverish clarity. "
Malik Ric," hesaid. "Lord king. The Sultan of Damascusis dead.”

How peculiar, Richard thought with the cool remoteness of shock. The one rumor everyone had
discounted, and it wastrue. "Assassns?'

Moustafa nodded.

Richard drew a breath, then let it out. He sat beside the bed, leaning toward Moustafa. The infidel
groped for hishand and clutched with strength enough to bruise. With that for alifeline, he said, "Lord
king, | pray you will pardon me. I left my place. | abandoned my duty. | went spying in Jerusalem.”

"So | gather," Richard said dryly. "What possessed you to do that?"

Moustafa sighed, catching his breath on an edge of pain. Judah scowled, but Richard was proof
againg the disgpprova of physcians and nursemaids. "L ord king, it wasfoolish. Y ou weresick, and |
was bored. Nobody knew what was going on insde the city. | decided to see for mysdf.”

"What did you see?'

"l visted d-Mdik a-Adil—thelord Sgphadin. He was glad to see me. He sends you his greetings,
and saysthat he hopes you won't mind that he doesn't dso wish you good fortune in your war againgt his
brother.”

Richard'slips twitched in spite of themsalves. "Y ou know," he said, "that | should have you
executed as a deserter and aspy.”

Moustafadid not even blink. "Y ou probably should, my lord," he said. "I stayed with thelord
Saphadin, and | watched Saadin's caravansfill the city. It's provisioned for agreat sege.

Y esterday—Yyesterday | stood with the Sultan while the last of the supply-trains camein, and afterwards
| followed him as he went with his brother to pray in the Dome of the Rock. And in the hour of the
evening prayer, whilewe al performed the prostrations toward Mecca, two of the Sultan's mamluks, the
mogt trusted of his servants, whom he had loved like sons, rose up and killed him.

"l wasthere beside him, my lord. | killed one of the Assassins. The other amost killed me, but the
lord Saphadin cut him down.”

"Y ou weren't paid well for the service, from the look of you," Richard observed.

Moustafa shook his head, perhaps moreto clear it than to shake off the chill of Richard'swords. "I
didn't give anyonetimeto be grateful. | left assoon as| could. The city wasin terrible disorder. Thelord
Saphadin was doing what he could, but it was like amadness. People were running wild, shrieking and
griking at one another—crying out that every man was an Assassn. They et fireto a street of houses
near the Wailing Wall, and tried to oot the storehouses, but the garrisons were able to stop that. |
escaped when the messengers went out to summon the Sultan's emirs and his son and the rest of his
brothers from Damascus. | cameto you asfast as| could. | would have been fagter, but my horse was
shot from under me, and it took awhile to sted another.”

Moustafafell slent. He had run out of strength; he was unconscious again—and none too soon, said
Judah's glare. Richard rubbed an old scar that ran dong his jaw under his beard, letting that narrow dark
facefill hisvison whilethetdefilled hismind.

Blondd was il there, crouched in acorner, watching and listening. The round blue eyeswere
narrowed alittle, thefull mouth tight, but then they always were when he saw Richard with Moustafa. It
was apity, Richard thought, that two of the people he trusted most in the world were so intractably
jedlous of one another.

"Blondd," Richard said in atone that he knew would catch and hold the singer's attention. "Go to



Hubert Wdter. Tdl him what you heard here. Have him call the war-council, and quickly. Therésno
timetowage."

For an ingtant he thought Blondel would refuse to move, but the boy was a good enough soldier, for
alute-player. He nodded, bowed just alittle too low, and ran.

Richard set guards over the wounded man, sturdy English yeomen whom he trusted implicitly. Then
he went to order the attack on Jerusalem. He wastoo old asoldier to skip like achild, but his heart was
aslight asair.

They would move toward evening and march by night, taking advantage of the cooler air and the
cover of darkness. In the meantime the watchersin the hills reported that the city's gates were shut, but
there were ample signs of disarray: sentries missng from their usua wak on thewals, sounds of fighting,
and smoke and flames from more than the snglefire that Moustafa had spoken of .

Richard found that encouraging, but he was not about to rely on it. Sgphadin was awise and canny
man. Whoever, whatever had roused and sustained the uproar in the city, he would devote his every
resource to restoring order. Jerusalem was too vitd, too sacred, and much too well prepared for asiege.
No generd worth the name would let it go.

Timewas short and Richard's resources thin, but if he moved quickly enough, he would win acity
filled to the brim with provisions. It was agamble, but onewell worth taking.

It did not take overly long to inform the war-council of hisplan, and give them their orders. Not al
or even most of them were overly eager for afight, but Richard had not asked them for their opinionsin
the matter. Judging from the aacrity with which the army itsalf moved into position, the troops were of
Richard's mind: now or never. Strike fast or give up thewar.

Richard took an hour in the worst hesat of the day to rest: soldier'swisdom, and he had seen agood
number of his men taking the same opportunity. Judah was still occupied with Moustafa, but the canopied
porchin front of Richard's tent was both cooler and airier. Blondel, apparently recovered from hisfit of
the sulks, had lowered the vells of gauze that kept out the flies and some of the heat, and brought in afan
and afan-bearer to cool Richard while he dozed.

Richard dept for awhile with his head in Blondd'slap. He did not know exactly what woke him:
whether it was the sound of afootstep or Blondd's sudden, perfect and rigid stillness.

Hetook stock before he opened his eyes. One person—no, two, but the second was of no
account. Under cover of hisbody, he let hishand dip toward the dagger at hisbdt. Hisfingers closed
round its hilt as he opened his eyes.

There were two strangers Sitting under his canopy, as cdm asif they had every right to be there,
and never asign that his guards or sentries had marked their coming. They were both dressed dl in white.
Onewas very young and surprisingly fair-skinned, dmost asfair as Blondd, with grey eyesfull of
dreams. The other was white-bearded and old, and might have seemed frail, except that he was Sitting
herein the heart of Richard's camp, watching Richard with adark and steady stare. Hislips smiled, but
his eyes had the cold glitter of a snake's.

By that Richard knew him. Richard judged it wise not to move, but to remain where he was, hand
on the dagger's hilt, ready to attack or to defend if the moment presented itself.

The Old Man of the Mountain spoke, and his companion rendered the words into fluent French.
The young Assassin's accent, Richard noticed, had astrong flavor of Provence. A good day to you, king
of the Franks," he said.

"I anthe king of the English," Richard said.

"You aredl| Franks" the Old Man said mildly. He seemed a harmless creature, no more strength in
him than abundle of sticks. And yet, like a spider crouched in the center of itsweb, he kept watch over
al the strands of power in this part of theworld.

Hedid not frighten Richard. If death had been on the Old Man's mind, he would have sent a party
of hisFaithful, armed with daggers. He had come himsalf—which was haf agesture of contempt for the



strength and vigilance of Richard'sarmy, and haf asigna honor. For the Old Man to leave hismountain
was arare and dgnificant thing.

Richard settled more comfortably, yawned and stretched and said, "1 see you're kegping mein
reserve

"That isaway of putting it,” the Old Man said dryly. "I see you're taking advantage of the opening |
gaveyou."

"Did you expect that | wouldn't?"

"Franks are sometimes hard to predict,” the Old Man said. "I've cometo offer you abargain.”

Richard raised abrow. "Oh, have you? And what would that be? Pack up and go away and you
wont kill me?'

"If I had wanted that, | would have left the Sultan dive.”

Richard sat up. He was not amaster of nuance—that was his mother's gift—but thiswas obvious
enough. "Y ou think he would have defeated me."

"I know he would have kept Jerusalem. And you would have left with your Crusade unfinished.”

Richard fdt the swift rush of hesat, the temper that, if helet it, could rip this monstrous old man apart.
But he was not ready to do that, not yet. "So now he's gone—and I'm going to mourn him. Hewas my
enemy and it serves me well that he's dead, but he was aworthy adversary.”

"Surdly,” the Old Man said. "Hereisyour bargain. | can give you Jerusalem: wegken its
commanders, lure off itstroops, and open its gates at your coming. As an earnest of my good faith, I've
aready begun to act on my promise. Theriots are my doing, and the disturbances that refuse to be
quieted for anything the emirs and the princes can do. Inreturn, | ask asmplefavor.”

"Isany favor ample?' Richard demanded.

"They'redl smple: | profit you, you profit me. | give you the city you prayed towin. You givemea
samplething: freedom. Take al of this country that pleases you, except those territories and castles that
aremine. Leave mefreeto do my duty to Allah and my Faith."

"Andif that duty isto destroy everything | build?"

The Old Man shrugged, afluid roll of the shoulders. For an instant Richard saw not afeeble old
man but aveteran warrior, al cunning and whipcord strength. "I can give you what you want most.
Whether | later takeit away . . . that isin the hands of God, and your own conduct toward me and mine.
It'sagamble. But what in thislifeisnot?'

"Y ou bargain like the Devil," Richard said, but he laughed. "And thisisadevil's bargain—but I'll
takeit. For Jerusdem I'll takeit."

"So beit," said the Old Man of the Mountain. "Wait as you planned, march as you planned. When
you cometo the city, digpose your troops as you intended, but wait for asignd.”

"And what will that Sgnal be?' asked Richard.

"It will be unmistakable,” the Old Man said. "Go with God, king of Franks. And may God give you
al you pray for."

Richard could swesar that he only blinked; that no one moved. But one moment the Old Man and his
interpreter were there, and the next they had vanished into the heatstruck air.

Richard's army came to Jerusalem by starlight. They had met only one troop of defenders on the
way, a party of Turkish archerswho must have been late in recelving word of the sultan's deeth. Richard
loosed the Templars on them; the warrior monks cut them apart with holy glee,

He had told no one of the bargain he had made. That there was treachery in the city, yes; but not
whose doing it was. None of them would understand. None of them was aking.

Philip of France, that supple snake—he would have understood. But he had called this Crusade a
fool's errand and taken himself back to France. Barbarossa of the Germans was dead. There was no
clearly acknowledged King of Jerusalem, now that the Assassins had taken Conrad. There was only



Richard here, on this march, digposing histroops aong the barren hills and through valeys so holy that
they could barely support theweight of living green.

Herodeladt, leading the rearguard, asif to thrust himsdlf to the front would turn al thisto mist and
dream: he would wake and find himsdlf prostrate with another fever, and Sdadin still dive, and no honest
hope of winning the prize he had dreamed of for so long. But even asdowly asherode, in theend he
topped the stony summit of the hill and looked on the Holy City.

It was a darkness on darkness, shot with stresks of fire. When he looked down, he found hisarmy
more by fed than sight. There was no moon; the stars were hazed with dust and heat. His skin prickled
with it under theweight of padding and mail.

His horse snorted softly, pawing with impatience. Its steel-shod hoof sent up a shower of sparks.

In dmost the same moment, acomet of fire arched up over Jerusalem. Then at last he saw the
outline of walls and towers, and the golden flame of the Dome. And more to the point, he saw David's
Gate open below theloom of the tower. There were no lights visible in the tower, no sign of guardson
thewadll or in the gate. Torchlight gleamed within, casting agolden glow across the meeting of roads that
led up to the gate.

It could be atrap. Richard was ready for that. He had focused his attack on the gate, though the
ramswould not be needed after all; in their place he sent acompany of crossbowmen. They took their
positions out of ordinary bowshot, and sent a barrage of boltsinto the open gate.

Nothing moved insde it. No hidden troopsfell screaming from the towers. The gate was empty,
open and inviting.

Richard gambled as he had with the Old Man: he ordered the first wave into the city. With acry of
trumpets and athunder of drums, they swarmed out of the hillsand fell upon Jerusalem.

Richard had intended to go in with the rearguard, but as the vanguard swarmed toward the gate, he
could not bear it. He clapped spursto hisdestrier's Sdes. He bardly cared if anyone went with him; dl his
heart and soul were fixed on thet flicker of torchlight.

He was not thefirst to pass benegath that echoing gate, but he was far from the last. Although he had
never been in the city, he knew itsways asif he had been born to them. He had committed them to heart
againg just such aday, praying every night and every morning that it would cometo pass.

Thiswas David's Gate, the gate of the north and west, guarded by the Tower of David in which the
kings of Jerusalem had lived and ruled and fought. The Tower seemed deserted, empty of troopsand
even of noncombatants. The street of David that ran inward from it, nearly straight through the middle of
the city till it reached the Beautiful Gate of the Temple on the other side, was as empty as the Tower, but
for crumpled shapes that proved to be bits of abandoned baggage: an empty sack, aheap of broken
pots, achest with its lid wrenched off and nothing within but a scent of sandawood.

He was deeply, dmost painfully aware of the holiness of this place, the sanctity of every stone. But
in this hour he was afighting man, and there was afight ahead—that, he was sure of. But where? Not, he
hoped, in every street and dley of this ancient and convoluted place.

The Old Man had woven thisweb and, Richard had no doubt, cleared this sector of the city for the
invasion. Both he and M oustafa had spoken more than once of the Dome of the Rock. That wasthe
Mudims great holy place, therock from which their Prophet had been taken up to heaven. Likethe Holy
Sepulcher for the Chrigtians, it was the heart and soul of their faith.

It was dso agreat fortress and storehouse, built as amosque and then transformed into the
stronghold of the Knights Templar: the Templum Domini, the Temple of the Lord. Saladin had died under
its splendid dome. It would be like the Old Man's humor to drive Sephadin's troops there and pen them
like sheep for Richard to daughter. Sgphadin might even hope to withstand asiege, until hordes of
reinforcements could come from hiskinsmen in Damascus,

Richard gathered hisvanguard and the second wave of forces behind it, ordered the lanternslit to
guide them, and led them into the city. Thethird rank would go in after a pause, and sweep the city
behind them, taking it Street by street if need be.



Beyond the gate, at last, they met opposition: a barricade across the broad street, and turbaned
Saracens manning it. The Norman destriers ran right over them. It cost ahorse, gut-dit by an infidd who
died under the hooves of the beast he dew, but none of Richard's men fell, even when the archers began
to shoot from the rooftops. They were ready for that: shields up, interlocked as they pressed forward.

There were two more barricades between David's Tower and the Latin Exchange, where haf a
dozen skeins of streets met and mingled. One barricade they broke as they had thefirst, but a higher
cost: there were more men here, and more archers. They lost a man-at-arms there, arrow-shot in the
eye. The other barricade was broken when they cameto it, al its defenders dead—A ssassins work,
quite likely. Past that, as they marched warily round the looming bulk of the Khan a-Sultan, they found
the way clear, and only dead men to bar it. Walls on ether side rose high and blank, windows shuttered,
gates shut and barred.

Richard was preternaturaly aware of theforce heled, asif it had been apart of his own body. He
felt as much as heard the troop of Germans who ventured to creep off and begin the sack before the city
waswon. An English voice cdled ahdt to them, and English troops barred their way. They snarled likea
pack of dogs, but they were quelled, for the moment.

Morning was coming. The sky was growing lighter. He could see the Dome of the Rock floating
abovethewalls, seeming no part of earth at all.

No timefor awe. Not yet. It was as he had expected: the Beautiful Gate was heavily manned. There
were turbaned helmets dl along thewall, archers with bows bent and aimed downward at Richard's
amy.
He had siege engines. He had the city. He could take the bait the infidel s offered, and be snapped
up in turn by the massed armies of Damascus.

"No," he said to no onein particular. He had been promised Jerusdlem. This, to an infidel, wasthe
heart of it.

Herolled the dice one last time. He sent for the rams—but when that messenger had gone at a
gdlop, he brought up the heaviest of his heavy cavary, the German and Flemish knights on their massve
chargers. The beasts were as fresh as they could be on this side of the sea, with the cool of the dawn and
the downess of their progress through the city.

Richard addressed them in avoice that was low but pitched to carry. "I've heard that acharge of
armored knights could break down the walls of Babylon, and those are three lance-lengths thick. This
gate's not near asthick asthat. There's not much room to get going, but well give you al we can, and
welll cover you with crosshow fire. Just bregk that gate for me.”

"Deuslo volt," they replied: thewar cry of the Crusade. "God willsit."

The rest of the army drew back as much asit could. It must have looked like aretreat: Richard
heard whooping and jeering on the wall. So much the better. The charge prepared itself behind ashield
of English and Norman knights.

When it was ready, the crossbowmen in place, Richard raised his sword. Asit swept down, the
knights lumbered into motion. Their shield melted away, then came together behind them.

Crosshow bolts picked off the Saracen archers with neat precision. The knights beneath them were
moving faster now, building speed from walk to an earth-shaking trot. Lances that had been in rest now
lowered. Thefew arrowsthat fell among them did no damage, diding off the knights armor or the horses
caparisons, or faling harmless, to be trampled under the heavy hooves.

The Saracens above the gate were brave or desperate: they hung on, though more and more of their
number fell dead or wounded. The charge struck the gate with force like amountain falling. Lances
splintered. The destriersin the lead, close pressed behind, reared and smote the gate with their hooves.
The knights maces and morningstars whirled and struck, whirled and struck.

They broke down that gate of gold and forged sted asif it had been made of straw, trampled over
it and plunged through. The second, less massive but still powerful charge thundered behind them,
Richard's English and his Normans chanting in unison: " Deuslo volt! Deuslo volt!"



There was a battle waiting for them in the court of the Temple; mounted and afoot, the dead
Sultan's gathered forces under command of a prince in agolden helmet. That helmet had been Sdadin's,
and the armor had been his, too; but he had never ridden that tall bay stallion, Richard's gift to the grest
knight and prince of theinfidels, d-Mdik a-Adil, the lord Saphadin. Thefirst light of the sun caught the
peak of hishemet and crowned him with flame.

Richard's knights plunged deep into the waiting army of infidels. Hislighter cavary, hisarchers, his
foot soldiers were close behind them. The court could not hold them dl. Over haf waited in reserve
outside, or had gone up on the walls and dealt with the archers whom the crossbowmen had not
disposed of.

It was a hot fight. The enemy had been herded and trapped here, but they had not been robbed of
ether their courage or their fighting skill. They contested every inch of that ancient paving, right up to the
gate of the golden mosque.

Richard faced Saphadin there, the Saracen prince with his back to the barred door, and Richard
too on foot, man to man and sword to sword. Richard was taller, broader, stronger; his reach was
longer, his sword heavier. But Saphadin was quicker, and he had far moreto lose. He drove Richard
back with aflashing attack. He was smiling, a soft, dmost drowsy smile, deep with contentment.

It was the smile of aman who had decided to die, and had chosen the manner of his death. Hewas
wearing himsdlf into swift exhaustion. It was agrand and foolish gesture, showing off dl his
swordsmanship; he would know, none better, that Richard would smply wait him out.

Richard waited, keeping sword and shield raised to defend againgt the whirling stedl. He was
aware, while hewaited, of the battle raging around him. His men were gaining the upper hand, but they
were paying for it. There were too many of them in too small a space, and their heavier horses, their
heavier armor and wegpons, were beginning to tell on them asthe sun climbed the sky.

It had to end quickly. Richard did two thingsamost a once: he firmed hisgrip on hissword as
Saphadin's swirl of stedl began to flag, found the opening he had been waiting for, and clipped the
Saracen prince negtly above the ear; then, not even waiting for the man to fal, he spun and bellowed, "
Now! "

They had al been playing the waiting game. Now they struck in earnest, ashisreserves charged in
through the Beautiful Gate, svarming over the enemy, surrounding him and bringing him down.

By noon it was done. The Temple of the Lord was taken. The defenders paid the price that the
knights of the Kingdom of Jerusalem had paid at the daughter of Hattin, where the kingdom fell and the
Crusade was born: the high ones died or were held for ransom; the ordinary troops were chained and led
away to be sold into davery.

Saphadin was dive; Judah the physician had taken him in hand. Richard did not intend to let him go,
not while he had value as ahostage. For the moment he was safe, and heavily guarded; Richard did not
fear for the prince's safety among his own men, but the Old Man of the Mountain was another matter.

When Richard was certain that his army was under control, the packs of looters caught and hanged
wherethey stood, and the cleansing of the city and particularly the Temple well begun, hewent at last to
the place he had dreamed of . He entered the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, that he had won back for
Christendom, and laid his sword on the tomb in which the Lord Christ had risen from the dead.

It was near dark when he emerged. A flock of people waited for him, but he only took notice of the
squire who knew where he could find a bath, dinner, and abed for an hour or two before he went back
to securing the city.

Those werein the Tower of David, in what might have been the king'slodgings. rooms both wide
and airy for acastle, fastidioudy clean, and about them still ahint of eastern perfumes. Richard cared only
that the basin for the bath was full and the water hot, and dinner was waiting, and the bed was ready,
clean and fresh with herbs.

The bath was bliss on his aching bones, his bruises and the few small wounds. The servantswere



deft and quiet; one of them was adept at soothing away aches and the raw strain of exhaustion. He
sighed and closed hiseyes.

"So, king of Franks," said asoft voicein his ear, speaking Latin with an eastern accent, "areyou
satisfied with your bargain?'

Richard was abruptly and completely awake. He kept his eyes shut, hisbody dack. Hewas
completely vulnerable here, naked in the bronze basin, and no wegpon in the room, not even aknife for
cutting mest.

The Old Man of the Mountain went on bathing him with a servant's skill. He shuddered in his skin,
but he would never, for hislife's sake, let thisman see him flinch. "Did | not do well”? Have you
complaints of the gift | gave you?'

"I have no complaints," Richard said, deep and dow, asif half in adream. So, he thought: the Old
Man had never needed an interpreter at dl. It was dl part of the game he played, deceit upon delusion
upon deception.

"Now you will do your part,” the Old Man said.

"Yes" sad Richard; along sigh.

"Truly," said the Old Man. Richard fdlt a cold soft kiss at histhroat, and the faintest, barely
perceptible sting of the dagger's edge. "Remember. | can follow you wherever you go, find you wherever
you hide. Keep your bargain, and your lifeis sacred to me. Break it, and you die."

"l understand,” Richard said. He gathered himself insde, ill in the dark of closed eyes, vividly
aware of the stedl pressed to histhroat.

Intheingtant that it yielded, he struck: up, round, in awhirl of water. The dagger flew wide. The
Old Man fell headlong into the basin. He was fully as strong as Richard had expected, but Richard was
sronger. Bardly; he was near to drowning himsdlf when the thrashing dowed and mercifully stopped. He
held the old monster underwater for along while, not trusting even the letting go of the bowelsthat wasa
clear, and redolent, mark of degth.

When his hands began to shake with weariness and the water began to grow chill, helet go, and
caled hisguards and squires. They stumbled at the door: the servants bodies were there, one stabbed to
the heart, one strangled. "Bury them with honor,” Richard said, "'but hang this carrion from the wall."

They did hisbidding, nor did he care what they thought, or what they said once they were out of his
presence. Let them think what they pleased, aslong asthey rid him of the Old Man's bodly.

The Old Man's presence lingered long after his earthly remains were taken away, the basin emptied
and scoured, and the room blessed by the nearest convenient prelate, who happened to be the Patriarch
of Jerusalem. When dl that was done, at last Richard could liein the bed that had been prepared for him.
Guards stood at the four corners of it; Moustafa, recovered, armed to the teeth, and grimly determined,
lay acrossthe foot.

Richard had not tried to dissuade them. It soothed their guilt, and let them fed that they were doing
their duty after he had doneit for them. He let deep take him, even knowing who stood on the other side
of it.

The Old Man of the Mountain was Sitting as Richard had first seen him, under a screened canopy.
In dream or in death he spoke all the tongues of living men; Richard heard him in good Norman French,
with afine grasp of ironic nuance. He sounded, in fact, agreet ded like Richard's mother. " So, king of
Franks. What of our bargain?'

"I kept to theletter of it," Richard said. "Y ou asked meto et you free. | did exactly that."

The Old Man's mouth twisted. "And you said that | bargained like the Devil."

"Soyou did," said Richard, "and | bargained like agood Chrigtian. We Franks are smple men. We
do aswe say wewill do."

"Except when it suits you to do the opposite.”

Richard shrugged. "The Devil isthe Father of Lies" hesaid. "Y ou didn't honestly think 1'd let you
runwild in thiskingdom, did you? Y ou gave me Jerusdem, and for that you have my perpetud gratitude.



Inreturn | gave you what al your Faithful yearn for: a swift desth, and a speedy ascent into Paradise.”

"Malik Ric," said the Old Man, shaking hishead. "O king of Christian devils. Savor your victory; it's
well earned. But watch your back. | may be dead, but my Faithful survive—and thereisthe whole of
Idam waiting to descend upon you. Did you hope to see your England again before thisyear is out?'

"l will seeit when God wishesmeto seeit,” Richard said camly. "It'sagood war, old man, and a
grand victory. I'll remember youin my prayers.”

The Old Man'sbrow arched. "Y ou'd pray for me?"

"I'd pray for the Devil himsdlf if héd given me Jerusdlem,” Richard said.

The Old Man's smile held for amoment the hint of afang; and the foot beneath the white robe, for a
moment, had the shape of acloven hoof. But he was, after al, only adream. Richard was waking
aready, roused by the sound of bellsin the tower of Holy Sepulcher, and clear voices greeting the dawn.
For thefirg time since Jerusdem fell to Sdadin, Christians chanted the Psdmsin the holy places, and in
place of the muezzin's cry, Richard heard the morning hymn in the sonorous cadences of Rome.

Herose only to kned, and crossed himsdlf and began to pray. He thanked his God for this gift of
Jerusalem, for this splendor of victory. And he prayed for the soul of Sinan ibn Salman, lord of Assassins,
Old Man of the Mountain, who had given him his heart's desire. "'For even the Devil may do good,” he
sad to the numinous Presence in his heart, "and even the Devil'sfamiliar may serve Y our will."

He drew adeep breath, drinking in thisair that was most holy in theworld, and let it out againina
long and blessed sigh. "God willsit," he said.

Editorial Note: George Patton was dydexic, and did not learn to read until he wastwelve. His bad
spelling was notorious, and is preserved in this chronicle.

Geor ge Patton Slept Here

Roland J. Green



Sicily, 1943

Patton's Diary, July 27:

All roads don't lead to Messing, or at least they shouldn't. Ought to be just enough for Seventh
Army to get therefirst. Two roadsfor usand two for Monty meansit's still anybody's fox.

If the British get to Messinafirg, it will ill be as hard as ever to convince them that Americansare
worth adamn asfighters. That will mean we go on fighting the war with the British tail trying to wag the
American dog.

Divine Destiny [Eisenhower] may likethis. It surely getshim alot of bootlick from the British. |
don't.

Just heard that Mussolini has"resigned.” Be happier to hear that he's been arrested and shot, or
even better turned over to the Krauts. (They don't like losers)) We gtill have to push the Itdians so hard
that, running away, they'll block dl the roads and keep the Germans from bringing up reinforcements.

The ballroom in the Royd Palaceislarge enough to maneuver jegps. My bedroom could hangar a
couple of fighters and the bed has four mattresses, al mildooed. What awaste to have abed that sze dll
to mysdf.

Patton's Diary, July 28:

Sept badly. Even if we have the roads to reach Messinafirst, do we have the guts? Our veterans
are about as good as the Germans. Our reinforcements are about as green as ever. | hear stories about
more cases of "combat exhaustion.” Somebody needs to knock some gutsinto men like that, if they can
be caled men.

Al Stiller [junior aide] says no wonder | couldn't deep in this paace. He claims he's seen muskitos
ashig asthe onesin Texas, and cockroaches the size of jegps. He wants to find me anice clean modern
boarding house down by the harbor. | told him that he has no sense of history.

Will try no booze and only one cigar before bedtime, aso some Swedish exercises. The best kind
of exercisefor an old married man can't be had when you'rein Sicily and your wifeisin Massachusetts.

Patton's Diary, July 29:

Sept done again in the same bed, but alot better. After breakfast, inspected the salvage and repair
work going on down by the harbor. | would fed sorry for the Siciliansliving with al that noiseif | hadn't
seen everything dsethey live with. They are down at the level of the Arabs, whichis pretty damned low.

Seeing the port gave me someidesas. | had amix of Army and Navy engineersin for agood dinner
and decent liquor. Asked them afew questions about how fast the port will be back in shape. Right now
we are tied to the roads up from the south for most of what we need, and the ammo expenditures are
dready going up. 1¢and 45"Divisons are both coming up againgt Germansin rugged territory. Will tak to
the Air Force tomorrow, but that's probably still going to be like teaching apig to Sing.

Patton's Diary, July 30:

Slept fine until the air-raid Srens went off. Turned out to be a German snooper, who was shot down
by the antiaircraft. Crashed down by the harbor, and wrecked three gpartment buildings. No loss, except
to the people living there. Will ask the Cardinal about ajoint effort, us and the Church, to find roofsfor
the people and arrange afuneral for the dead.

The engineerstel me we should be able to stage afairly big shore-to-shore operation out of



Pdermo within afew days, if the Navy can provide the ships. The Navy engineers wouldn't promise
anything. | told themthey didn't need to promise anything; it wastheir bosses | wanted. Did promise the
engineers Distinguished Unit Citationsif we brought it off.

Turns out that a colored supply battalion helped rescue the people from the wrecked buildings,
including the one that was on fire. Some of the colored boys were hurt because they wouldn't leave some
people to be burned. That took guts.

| visited them and some of the Siciliansin the hospital. One colored boy had gone on moving rubble
with abroken arm. He said that after picking sugar beetsin Louisiana since he was eight, there wasn't
anything the Army or the Krauts could do to make him swest. | gave him a Bronze Star.

That colored boy should talk to some of the "combat exhaustion” cases.

Tomorrow | talk to the admirals.

Patton's Diary, July 31.

Another good night'sdeep. Just aswdll. | talked to the admirasuntil | nearly lost my voice. Then |
kissed their assesuntil | have asore lip and will probably get some sort of mouth fungusaswell. | think it
paid off, though. They're promising enough for areinforced battaion. | want to makeit two battdions,
oneinfantry and one tank, but they think the best they can do isacompany of tanks and sometowed AT
guns.

The Navy isn't what it wasin the days of Stephen Decatur. They talked about the sykological effect
of having even asmdl forcein the German rear. | told them without using too many rough words that you
can't do anything to the Germans with sykology (?). None of the ones I've fought scare easily. Y ou need
aphysicd effect, like shooting the sons-of-bitchesin the guts or running over them with tanks.

Totopit dl off, somebody must have read my mind. They're going to cdl the landing
OPERATION DECATUR!

Maybe his ghost will haunt them.

Patton's Diary, August 1:

No chance today to beg and plead with the admiras. Flew to 1*Armored Division for aquick
ingpection. They are not much dirtier than | had expected, and they are doing afinejob on vehicle
maintenance under very bad conditions.

Back by way of 3Infantry Divison. Lucian [ Truscott] lookstired, even though | would sill call him
the best divison commander in Seventh Army. | asked him if he was getting enough deep, and if he
lacked confidencein his staff and regimental commanders. He said he had complete confidencein his
divison—and aso in the Germans ability to require atotal effort by everybody iniit!

Even if the British say it, "He who has not fought the Germans, does not know war," may be true.
What's completely trueisthat the British screwed up their early campaigns as badly aswe did ours, and
they got their "greater experience’ by killing alot of their own men. But try to tdll Ike that.

Wewill just haveto kick the Germansin the pants so hard that even the British will notice when
they seealot of bare-assed Germans running for their lives, crying for their mothers and their goddamned
Fuehrer!

Warned Lucian to get more deep, since helll be the senior ground commander for Operation
Decatur. No problemslikely with Clarence [Huebner, commanding 1¢Infantry Divison] tomorrow. He's
astough as Black Jack [Pershing].

Patton's Diary, August 2:
| haven't fdt so good in months. The planning for Operation Decatur is going forward a agdlop.



Lucian may not be getting the extra deep he needs, though. | hope he won't wear himsdlf down to the
point of being cautious.L'audace, I'audace, toujours I'audace! [boldness, boldness, always boldness!]
has to be our motto. Give the Germans five extraminutes and they'll counterattack. Give the Navy ten
minutes, and they'll find excusesfor not doing something.

Vigted 1¢Infantry Divison. Clarence iswhat they need, even though | suspect it will beawhile
before they know it and along time before they likeit. Y ou could sum up his Generd Ordersin two
sentences. you will look like soldiers and you will stop feding sorry for yoursdf. | till want to go over my
indorsement to Terry'sand Ted's[Terry Allen and Theodore Roosevet Jr., former commander and
assistant commander of the 1sInfantry Divison] relief, to make sure therésnothing in it that might
preudice their getting new commands. The Big Red One hit the Torch beaches ready to fight, and itis
about the only goddamned division we had that you can say this aboui.

Went to afield hospitd after lunch with Clarence. They had severd new admissions, onewith aleg
just ampotated, another blinded. | pinned Purple Hearts on both of them. | added for the blind boy that
he had one consolation—he didn't haveto look at my ugly old mug while | was decorating him.

One of those "combat exhaustion” caseswas Sitting on the last cot. At least that's what he |ooked
like. No wounds and when | asked him what he was herefor, he said, "I guess| just can't tekeit.”

| glared a him, and he started crying. | looked at him a second time, and it looked to melike he
might bereally sick. Maariaor cat fever or the runs can turn aimost anybody into somebody who thinks
he can't take it which isexactly what | told him. | lso asked him if held been examined, loud enough so
that all the medical people should have heard me.

Then| told Al to bring in the emergency supplies, because if an American soldier crying because he
thinks he'sa coward isn't an emergency then what the hell is? | gpolegized to the nursesfor the language
and aso for prescribing without alicense but | told the combat exhausted boy (I never did get his name)
that he shouldn't drink any of what | was giving him until he'd seen the doctors and had agood meal and
maybe some deep.

Then | told him that everything looks different after anight'sdeep or afew. Evenif it was something
like seeing your buddy blown to pieces, after you degp you remember that you have other buddies who
might liveif you go back and be there. It's not being a coward to be scared sometimes, when you're sick
or hurt or you've redly been in the shit (another gpology) and in fact there aren't any cowardsin the
American Army. | ordered him to never think of himself asacoward and he stood up at atention and
sduted.

Then he looked more like he was going to laugh than cry, and | thought | was going to get carried
away and start crying, and that would have been ahell of athing to happen to ageneral. | remembered
al the boys|'d led in the Argonne, where just me and Joe Di Angelo came out dive. | handed over the
whiskey and got out of there.

| felt dmogt dl right by the time we got back to Permo. | felt completely al right after | heard that
the Navy was borrowing back some landing craft from the British for Operation Decatur. If the Germans
do bomb Palermo or any of the other assembly ports, we gill go on time and with everything we need.

L etter,
Lt. Cal. Perrin H. Long, Medica Corps,
to the Surgeon, NATOUSA,
August 4, 1943
subject: Vigit to Patientsin Receiving Tent of the 15th Evacuation Hospital by Lt. Gen. George S. Patton:

Exhibit #1—Pvt. Joseph L. Shrieber, K Company, 26" Infantry, 1*Divison— . . . concluded vist by
saying that there are no cowardsin the American Army and that he ordered Pvt. Shrieber never to think
of himsdf asone.



Subyj. pvt. stood to attention and saluted Gen. Patton, and so did al other ambulatory patients and
medica personnd. Gen. Patton gppeared extremely moved by this and becameinarticulate. 1¢Lt. Gayle
Hadley asked if he needed any help, but he smiled and shook his head, then |eft the tent.

Lt. Hadley immediately asked meif Gen. Patton might require medica attention.

Then she said that she had been trying to find something to say to combat fatigue cases, because very
few of them seemed to be happy about getting out of the lines. Subj. pvt. had been ordered back three
times with adiagnosis of combat fatigue and each time asked to return to unit. He had been in the Army
eght months and with the 1¢Divison since June 1943.

Private Shrieber's diagnosis was acute dysentery, possibly amoebic, with atemperature of 102.5
degrees, frequent headaches and stools, and severe dehydration. His stool test was negative for maaria
parasites. Bed rest and fluids were recommended.

| have advised dl personnd present during Gen. Patton'svigt to treat hiswords as entirely confidential. |
also sincerely hopethat it will be possible for Gen. Patton to grant permission for hiswordsto be
circulated, if not generdly then at least among medica personnel. He may have found amuch more
effective way of telling combat fatigue casesthat they are till soldiers than any the Medical Corps hasyet
devel oped.

Interview with Captain Gayle Hadley Jorgensen, U. S. Army Nurse Corps (Ret.),
November 25, 1963:

| suppose you'd haveto say | wasthe guilty party in letting what Genera Patton said get out. Many of us
who heard him were almost in tears when he left, and some of us did break down afterwards. | think his
aide, Mgor Stiller, knew that, because he left two bottles of whiskey, not one, even if the second was
something from Texas and pretty awful.

But anyway, | wasn't quite mysalf when | got off duty, or when | got to my boyfriend for our date. He
was married, so | won't tell you his name. It was just one of those things that happen in wartime, when
you're both done along way from home. | was aso thinking of how after one Luftwaffe raid it might have
been me sitting on a cot shaking and crying, and nobody to tell me that being scared wasn't the same as
being acoward.

So | told my friend, and he said he was glad to hear that some high brass understood what it could be
like, when you had to fly straight and level on the last ten miles of abombing run with fighterscoming in
from al sides except the one that the flak was using, and sometimes even that. He a so promised not to
tell.

That'swhy we broke up, incidentally. He redlly didn't keep the promise. Like alot of Air Force officers,
he knew areporter. He talked to the reporter, the reporter decided that this was too good a story to sit
on, and it wound up embarrassing General Patton, or so I've heard.

It'stoo late to apologize to Old Georgie. But | hope he'll understand that ever since that day, al of us
who heard him are just alittle prouder of having worn the same uniform as he did.

FromThe New Y ork Times,August 6, 1943:
Patton Strikes Blow for Morale



Says" No Cowards' in American Army
Cheered at Press Conferencein Palermo

L etter to Beatrice Patton, August 7, 1943:

Don't worry about the old "death wish" coming back, but right now | would rather lead the first wave of
Operation Decatur ashore than give another speech or answer another question from areporter. Anyone
would think | was running for office (when | retire after thewar | am more likely to run from office) and
the reporters say they are on our sde but | don't think al of them are telling the truth.

Of course, neither am 1, in public. Y ou arethe only one I'm going to tell about the wholething. | wasdll
ready to chew Private Shriver's ass up one side and down the other, and maybe kick him right out of the
tent. But | had aticklein my throat, and | knew that if | started shouting | would cough mysdlf sly.

So | put on my fighting face, which looked asif it was going to scare the poor little SOB right off his cot.
| started to raise my riding crop, and | could see people flinching.

Then something grabbed my wrist. It was as solid agrab as| ever felt from you. It pulled my wrist back
to my side and then | heard avoice whisper, "Wait." It was the same voice | heard when | was wounded
inthe Argonne.

| looked over Pvt. Shreever's head, and saw Papa standing there. He was about the age you remember
him when we met, but he waswearing hisVMI [VirginiaMilitary Ingtitute] cadet's uniform.

"Look a me, son," he said. | hoped nobody e se could hear him, and that | could reply without anybody
else hearing me. Right then, | didn't want anybody thinking | was crazy.

"I worethisuniform alot longer than that young man hasworn his;" Papawent on. "But | never set foot
on abattlefield. | never smelled powder smoke. | never had asingle man die beside me. Y ou honor my
name, but let metell you that Private Shrieber is braver than | ever was.”

"But Pgpa—your own father died because hisbrigade—" | didn't redly careif theliving heard me.

"Was running away?' That was another voice, not asfamiliar. | looked beyond Papa, and saw my
grandfather standing there. He was the one who'd wondered out loud if it wastime for another Patton to
die, a the Meuse-Argonne. The same asthe other time, he was wearing his Confederate uniform like in
the pictures my grandmother left us.

| didn't know what to say. My grandfather grinned. ""Oh, some of them were running. Most of them were
trying to find somewhere behind afence or wall, instead of standing out thereto betargitsfor the Y ankee
artillery. Even the ones who were running away, they've gpologized and asked meto forgive them.

"| did just that. Thisboy hasn't even run away. Nobody's died because he was sick, and nobody will. If
you send him back to his regiment with his pride intact. And if you go back to your post so asto make us
prouder ill. Y ou've aready done honor to the Patton name, grandson. Go and do more."

He sdluted. So did Papa. Then they were both gone.

That isexactly what | remember, no more and no less. It must have happened in some way outside of



time, because it was only afew seconds according to my watch.

Thank God nobody else heard or saw anything. Or maybe they did, and they are too afraid of everybody
thinking their crazy to say anything.

Anyway, that's Grandpa, Papa, and you who al think I'm a pretty good soldier. We shall see what
happens with Operation Decatur.
Y our George

PS—The British seem to be reading the papers.

All of asudden, Monty wants a meeting tomorrow, to coordinate Operation Decatur with alanding
on the east coast of Sicily. | hope there's enough air cover for two, and that the Limeys move out of the
beachhead fast. They will be closer to Messinathan we will be, and they might get therefirgt, but that
does not bother me as much asalot of British soldiers getting killed because they squatted long enough
for the Germansto bring up artillery or even counterattack. Oh well, if nothing €se movesthem, the
Roya Navy will givethem akick in the ass. They've been trying to get Monty to try an end-run for
weeks.

PPS—Don't show thisto anybody ese.

From The New York Times, August 11, 1943:

A Pincer for the Panzers

Double Allied L andings Cut Off
Germansin Northern Sicily

Ferocious L uftwaffe Counter attacks

Patton's Diary, August 12, 1943:

So far, so0 good. Lucian has gone ashore at Brolo to personaly supervise the three-ring circus they
have there. If the Germans weren't so convinced that we still have a second wave or awhole second
landing force in Palermo and weren't trying to bomb the city flat, we might bein trouble.

It did help that the first companies ashore moved right out and up on to the high ground around the
beaches. Right away they had good observation for the Navy and the mortars, and good fields of fire for
everythingdse.

Between the AA [antiaircraft] we've landed and the fighter cover the Air Forceis actudly providing,
not just promesing, the boys ashore don't have to look up too often. They have one road blocked and
the other under fire, and German prisoners say the 29" Panzer Grenadiersis redeploying to clear their
rear. They think weve landed an armored divison.

The Navy hasn't been so lucky. They've lost two transports, the light cruiser Savannah , and a
destroyer, plus some landing craft and PT boats. Savannah blew up and went down with most of her
crew. I'm endorsing arecommendation for the Medal of Honor for her captain.

The British only went ashore with one battalion, near Taorminanorth of Mount Etna. They've
aready lost amonitor,Erebus , and a destroyer escort. Hope they don't have to evacuate. That sort of
thing drawsthe L uftwaffe like shit drawsflies, and if Monty is blamed for another Dieppe he may be out
on his skinny ass before you can say "Dunkirk."



Patton's Diary, August 14:

Department of Utter Goddamned Confusion. Fortunately, both sides have one. Also, | don't think
the Italian aliance with the Germansis going to last much longer.

Theair raids of the last three days have redly hurt Paermo. They've aso wrecked the
Luftwaffe—nearly ahundred planes |ost—and kept it off the backs of our landing forces. The Krauts
even tried a parachute drop of commandos againgt harbor facilities and ammunition dumps.

Didn't work. Our base troops hid behind the rubble and shot back with everything they had. This
included some of thefirst tanks to be unloaded directly a Paermo. They may aso bethelast for awhile.
The port is pretty well wrecked dl over again. But the Germans lost five hundred crack troops and nearly
al the trangportsthey sentin.

Rumors running around that some of the colored supply boys did redly good fighting. Did they
accidentdly ship the 10"Cavalry over here by mistake? If they did, | am damned well going to have them
orginize amounted column for when we cross the Straits into the Italian mainland. The French are
aready supposed to be sending over some of thelr mountain gunswith amuletran.

And I've recommended the Presidentia Unit Citation for the two DECATUR battalions and oak
leavesto his DSC and athird star for Lucian Truscott. Damn, but we're getting good!

Patton's Diary, August 15, 1943:

Remind me not to play poker with Monty. He keeps an ace up hisdeeve.

When we met to plan the DECATUR/BROKE landings, | noticed alot of airfield congtruction
going on near Monty's HQ. They'd even put a couple of new infantry battalionsto work lengthening
runways.

It turns out that BROKE force (named after aBritish navy captain of the War of 1812, not because
it'sgoing to end up that way) faced nothing but Italians around Taormina, and they surrendered faster
than the Brits could haul up the rationsto feed them. So pretty soon there was|ots of elbow room, with
the Germans not doing anything except long-range artillery shoots and afew patrols.

Insdethear perimeter was a partly finished airfield. They filled in craters, hauled wrecked enemy
planes away, and got a bumpy runway long enough to land gliders and fighters. Then last night fifty
Wllington bombersflew over, towing gliders with troops and antitank guns. As soon asthe runways
were clear, the RAF started landing P-40 Kittyhawks.

Meanwhile, the Wellingtons flew back to the just-extended runways, landed, bombed and fueled
up, and took off for amaximum-effort raid on Messina They hit the port facilities so damned hard |
doubt if well be able to use them to jump the Straits. Just maybe, though, the Germanswon't be ableto
usethem to evacuate Sicily!

So now we have stuck our fingers dl the way down the Krauts throat. So they'll haveto either
choke to desth or bite back hard!

Patton's Diary, August 16, 1943:

Germans definitely trying to evacuate. They've broken contact dong at least haf of the Allied line,
stopped raiding the BROK E and DECATUR beachheads, and aren't trying to give air cover to anything
much south of Messna

Reports coming in, from Itadian prisoners, that the Germans have been keeping Itaians off German
vehicles a gunpoint and even confiscating Itdian vehicles. They've dso started blowing up heavy



equipment.

Rumors going around that some Paermo Communists stole guns from Itaian Army depots and
hel ped round up the German paratroops. | am giving orders to squash those rumors. Right now the
Germans haveto treat Ity as some kind of dly. If they learn that even some Italians have changed Sdes,
they'll retdiate dl up and down the penensula, occupy everything they can, and wreck everything they
can't.

Not asworried about squashing the Plermo Communists. Right now, anybody who wantsto fight
Germansis doing more good than harm. We can sort them out after the Germans are down for the count.

Don't know what the politicians are doing. At least the PAlermo Communists have the gutsto come
out shooting. But if the politicianswon't give us orders, Ike and Alex [Fidd Marshd Sir Harold
Alexander] and Monty and | are dl going to haveto sit down and make up our own.

Decorated severa Air Force pilots today. One of them had been with Eagle Squadron during the
Battle of Britain. Said that he felt held earned this Digtinguished FHlying Cross even more than thefirst one.
Theair fighting wasjust as heavy and you couldn't be sure of landing in friendly territory!

Patton's Diary, August 17, 1943:

Mass surrenders of the Italians. Surviving Germans are going to be lucky if they escape with their
clothes and persona weapons. The British aren't ready to send heavy shipsinto range of the big shore
batteries at the Straits of Messina. But they are bombing the ports on both sides every night, and have
sunk quite abunch of the lighters and coastd freighters the Germanswill need to evacuate artillery and
vehicles.

Already beginning to capture German supply dumps before the rearguards can destroy them. Not
S0 many ltalian supplies, but the Italians may not have much |eft to capture!

Note from Monty—we should meet to suggest modificationsin the existing plan for knocking Italy
out of thewar on August 20. | have asked the engineersif we can mountanything out of Palermo before
the middle of September. It would be agood ded easier if the Italians would surrender now. Then we
could enligt al the POWSsinto the Royd Itdian Army Engineers and watch the dust fly.

From The New Y ork Times, August 19, 1943:
Sicily Fallsto Allies
25,000 German, 150,000 Italian POWs
Rumorsof Crisisin Rome

From Field Marshal the Viscount Montgomery's M editerranean Campaigns:

—triumpha entrance into Messinawas Smply not on, because there was hardly any Messinaleft to
enter, triumphantly or in any other manner. It ismore than alittle difficult to maintain a conqueror's pose
when one stumbles over rubble at every step and coughs on the smoke of burning buildings a every third
bregth, if onewishestodo so at dl.

None of the Allied commanderswished it. It seemed avulgar display worthy of the formerDuce , and not
of liberators. Had we known at the time the debates among Italian and German leaders (each keeping
their debates secret from the other), we might have taken even further measures to adopt a conciliatory
position toward the Itdians.

If I had known &t the time how little diplomatic intelligence Eisenhower was receiving, | would have been



lesshogtile to his gpparent obliviousnessto political considerations. | now think better of him, and rather
lesswell of those parties responsible for hisignorance. One would almost think they were prepared to
sabotage any American support for ajoint Mediterranean strategy, lest it thresten the primary emphasis
on the cross-channel attack.

Fortunately Eisenhower also seemed willing to find excuses to continue the pressure on Italy, at least until
the country surrendered and remaining Germans were expelled or neutrdized. Possibly thiswasthe
beginning of an awakening sense of field strategy, or perhaps he was as lacking in initiative as ever, but
even more willing to listen to Generas Patton, Bradley, and Clark.

| was least surprised at Patton's commitment to forcing Italy out of the war. Since Operation Torch, he
had exhibited asingular ingtinct for seeking and severing the opponent'sjugular vein, evenif heaso
wished to adopt methods for doing so that enlarged his own role. We had fewer objectionsto alarger
rolefor Patton now than ayear ago, when Alan Brooke [Chief of the British Imperia Genera Staff] said
that the American could only be useful in a situation requiring boldness, even rashness. From appearing to
befit for no larger command than aregiment of cavary, he had developed higher military qualitiesin
abundance. He was adso noticeably more agreeable in person than he had been previoudy. The burdens
of command over the previous month seemed to sit lightly, even gracefully, on his shoulders, and he was
firmand fair in his praises of the British share in the greatest Anglo-American victory of the war to date. |
began to see him as one who would return in full measure dl the respect shown to him—and to his
officers and men, toward whom hisloyalty was, then and ever afterward, utterly unswerving.

To bebrief about Genera Clark, on the principle of nihil nisi bonum: since his recently activated Fifth
Army would include al the American and some of the British ground forces assigned to the invasion of
the Itdian mainland, it was clearly in hisinterests to execute that invasion. The hitter fighting in Sicily had
also put us somewhat behind schedule for the next operation, and used anumber of transports, landing
craft, and warshipsintended for that operation, so both suitable weather and suitable sea trangport might
be lacking. Findly, one can only conjecture at this date, but Clark might well have possessed more
information than the rest of us about the political circumstancesin Italy.

Lagt, Omar Bradley, aman who might fail in genius but never in diligence and seldom in diplomacy.
Loyalty to his superiors was written on his heart, and he also had no reason to wish to be trandated to
the remote northern mists of the British Idesto plan a cross-Channd invasion when he could continue
fighting in asunnier Mediterranean clime. Furthermore, sooner or later Patton or Clark would be devated
to the command of an Army Group, and &t that point Bradley would sure

Letter from Beatrice Patton, September 2, 1943:

| hope you are too busy planning theinvasion of Italy to read the papers. It might not be good for
you, to learn just how highly everybody else thinks of you. But of course you are the outstanding
American field commander of thewar so far, and | think that the same will be said when the war isover.

| also hope that you will continueto let enemy fire seek but fail to find you, rather than "chasing the
bubble reputation at the cannon's mouth.” These days, | think your reputation is made of cast iron, and as
firmly fixed in place as Grant's Tomb. | have dso recelved aletter from Generd Eisenhower, warning that
hewill haveto pull rank if you do become a casuaty, and does not guarantee that he will leave enough of
you for meto do anything with or to.

Please do not try to walk across any of the bodies of water that you have to pass over to reach your
objectives. There are sharks and minefields in the Mediterranean, and meeting elther onewould at the



very least ruin your boots. Sergeant Meeks has been faithful at repairing your boots al these years, and
now that you are no longer putting your foot in your mouth quite so often he deserves ares.

| hope you fedl wonderful, being &t last (or again) the happy warrior. | know it feds dightly wonderful to
be married to him.

L etter to Beatrice Patton, September 7, 1943:

If you read this|etter, it will be the last one you read from me, for the usua reasons that cause the
writing of "last letters.” However, | don't think thistime being "aconqueror or acorpse’ are mutaudly
exclusive. We are conducting parts of this operation on a shoestring, but eveniif | fall, before | dowe
should have the shoestring pulled tight around the throats of the Germansin Italy, aswell asany Itdians
stupid enough to get in the way.

| could never embrace the better angels of my nature, because they weren't very damned good. So
embraced you instead. That has worked. Without you, | think | would be known only through the
footnotesin biographies of other men.

If I dofdl, | want to be buried beside the men | led. There my mortal remains can crumble away without
bothering anybody. My immortal part will wait somewhere ese, for you to join me so that we can take
morning rides together once again.

From The New Y ork Times, September 11, 1943:
AmericansLand in Sardinia
Naval Guns, Paratroopers Support Amphibiansat Cagliari
Heavy Air Raids Strike Northern Italy

Patton's Diary, September 11, 1943:

AboardU.SS Augusta : It looks like the gamble on using paratroops again so soon has paid off.
Thistime we were careful to have the trangports gpproach and leave well clear of the landing beaches,
and we borrowed |lead navigators from the bomber boys, one for each flight of transports. The only
gamble was on the paratroops morae and the possibility of the Germans having moved in some extra
AA.

But Jm Gavinisthe kind of generd most men redlly will follow to Hell. | think the jump boys might
have followed Ambrose P. Burnsde if the dternative was Stting out the war or going back to what they
cal "sraght-leg” infantry. Rather like cavary being dismounted, | suppose.

Anyway, the 82™boys are keeping the engineers secure while they work on the airfields. We should
have two ready for fighters tomorrow, or at least ready to stage through on the way north. After that we
need at least one strip good for C-47s and B-25s. Then we start on the roads and bridges out to the
edge of our planned peremeter.

We could never have risked Operation MINETAUR if we'd needed to take the whole idand from
the Germans. But we only have to take enough of Sardiniafor the air bases, and that mostly from the
Italianswho are ready to hand over just about anything and gift-wrap it too!

Sofar, anyway. Theltdians are certainly surrendering rather than retresting, which smellsto me as
if they want to stay away from the Germans. So far the Germans and the Italians haven't come to open
shooting yet. | wouldn't mind if they wait afew days. By then, any German south of Rome will have his
goddamned head in amest grinder, and the Allieswill have hold of the handle!



From The New Y ork Times, September 13, 1943:
Italy Surrenders
Italian Fleet Sailsto Malta, U-Boats Sink One Cruiser
Allied Fightersfrom Sardinia Strike Rome

Patton's Diary, September 14, 1943:

Moved ashore into the old Bishop's Palace in Cagliari. Parts of it go back to the seventeenth
century and look asif they haven't been cleaned or painted since then. At least the Itdian staff iswilling
and trying to look eager. | got them all together and talked to them through atrandator who | told to not
soften anything | said, or he would be the first one shot!

| told them that no doubt some of them were Fascists. | didn't care. Fascism was dead, whatever
they thought. The Germans had dways treated Italians like dirt, and were now too busy to reward
anyone who tried something stupid, like shooting me.

Besides, | added, anybody who tries to shoot me probably won't even live to be hanged. These
pistolsaren't for show. | think the trandator got everything through the way | wanted it.

Thefirst A-20 landed today. Emergency landing—ypilot got off course after the flak shot him up and
holed afud tank, didn't have enough gasto make it back south, so flew out our way and landed safely
with no brakes and damned little fudl. | think that proves our runwayswork. | won't really be happy until
we can land a B-17—or even better, launch araid of B-24s dll the way to southern Germany.

| still keep hearing people fuss about the Foggia Plain around Naples. Fogg the Foggiaplain! We
canrun anicelittlear force out of Sardinia, another one out of Corsica (if we can keep the Corsicans
from stedling everything that isn't nailed down), and then wait for the rest of Italy to get ripe and be ours.

| hope, for their sakes, that al the Germansin southern Italy who want to see the Fatherland again
are on their best behavior. For our sakes, they can run wild with thevino and thesignorinas so that they
end up with their bals decorating the gates of al the local houses.

| think the Italians redly wouldn't mind fighting the Germans, if they could do so without much
danger. But there's no way you can fight the Germans without danger. The next best thing for them would
be some modern equipment, which | understand, seeing what they were fighting with (or without). But all
their factories are till in German hands, and we're fill going for the Mediterranean knockout on atight
budget.

Note from Ike saysthat Marshdl is beginning to worry about the expindeture of landing craft that
well need in the Channel. Have to do up avery careful reply, not telling Marshdl or Ike their business,
but God knows somebody hasto! We're going for aknockout in the Med not to put off the Channel
crossing, but because we've got agood grip on awhole lot of Germans and can kill them more
conveniently now rather than later.

Every German wekill hereinItaly isonelesswe have to worry about facing somewhere elsein
Europe. Territory doesn't matter. Burying Germansin it does.

Evening—Beedle[Lt. Gen. Wadlter Beddl Smith, Eisenhower's Chief of Staff] flew in aboard a
B-25. Runway turned out to be just about long enough for asafe landing, if you don't mind having a heart
attack. Beedle looked rather shaken when he climbed down. Maybe his ulcer aswell asthe flight?1 wish
he would either get better and not snarl at everybody, or get worse and have to go home.

Showed meaMOST SECRET (it was British) map about where everybody is.

The Germans are definitely moving south. But they don't have more than s divisons south of
Rome. The air forces are keeping those fairly busy, so they haven't occupied too many key points. Itaian
units being disarmed where it's safe, but some are supposed to be just hiding their weapons and going
home. Germans don't have enough strength to hunt runaways through every village.

Situation north of Rome turning nasty. The Germans are definitely holding on to industria northern
Italy, and being pretty rough about disarming ltaians and arresting resistance. The SS has beenin action.



Tota up thereisabout ten divisions, three of them panzers.

Beedle said hefavorsalanding a Salerno, in fighter range of Sicily. | said we'd have fighter cover
over Civitavecchiaal the way south to Naples by the time we needed it. He said we'd damned well
better, or wed lose three divisons and haf the Navy.

The Sderno/Civitavecchialanding forceis at seaout of Bizerte. The British are ready to crossthe
Straits of Messinaand dso land near Taranto tomorrow. | hope they move out fast again, because they'll
need Italiansupport . The Italians obvioudy won't support anything or anybody who doesn't stand
between them and the Germans, and | told Beedle as much.

He accused me of "defeatism.” | did not say what he was doing, when he moaned about needing to
land at Sdlerno. Going ashore north of Rome might put us up against strong German forces, but the Navy
can hold thering until we get air cover from Sardiniaover them. The Luftwaffe has had it and anybody
who thinks otherwise hasn't looked up lately.

North of Rome, we are squarely in the rear of more than twice as many more Germans aswe
bagged in Sicily. We are dso north of several mountain ranges where the Germans could hold until winter
just by ralling rocks downhill. Then nobody would go anywhere.

Sdernoissouth of dl these places you don't want to visit and enough Germansto hold on to them
until hell froze over.

If Beedle was as good a gtaff officer as hethinks heis, hed know this. But he's mostly just Ike's
hatchetman rather than ared staff officer. One of many reasons | hope we continue to wipe up the floor
inltaly isthat if wedo that, | will swing asbig ahatchet as Beedle.

So to bed—a one, in case anybody who shouldn't readsthis diary after awhile.

From The New Y ork Times, September 15, 1943:
British Land on Italian Mainland

OneCorpsin Calabria; Second Near Taranto

A New Allied Pincers Movement?

Will Rome Be An Open City? Pope, Germans Silent.

Patton's Diary, September 16, 1943:

Al Stiller wants to shoot afew reporters. | told him that any German who can read amap has
probably figured out where the nutcracker is going to squeeze. If he can't get hisnutsout in time, that's
his problem.

Cod [Colond Charles Codman, Patton's senior aide] arrived this afternoon with the first PT boats
to be based a Cagliari. HE'slooking well. | told him that he doesn't need to worry about us running out
of war.

Dinner of C-rations and coffee, while we watched the first Sardinia-based air strikes take off.
Heaviest is A-20s, but we're supposed to have a B-25 group as soon as they finish paving Runway Q.

Word s landing a Civitavecchia. Next word: convoy with French divisiond task force for Corsica
coming in tonight. Told Navy to be sure swept channels stay swept. Fina word: Bradley going ashore
with earliest possible wave. Good for him. Fifth Army (or any other) does not need two headquarters
operators. Hope heisn't sticking his head into abuzz saw!

From The New Y ork Times, September 17, 1943:
AlliesLand North of Rome

Heavy L uftwaffe Raids on Beaches
Will Rome Be Defended?



Patton's Diary, September 17, 1943:

The Luftwaffe has not shot itself dry. | should have remembered that Kessdring used to bein it, and
was damned good. They seem to have pulled back to airfields safe from anything shorter-ranged than a
B-17, risking us going ashore unopposed at Salerno. But we went ashore right up by Rome at
Civitavecchia, and they are now dl over uslike what you might expect.

Germans probing hard at Sardinian perimeters and raided two airfieldsin broad daylight. Only
seven planes destroyed, five of them A-36s; we can't afford losing even that many very often. Need to
clear the rest of Sardinia sooner rather than later.

Paced FrenchDeuxieme Division Coloniale under Lucian, with their first misson to secure
Sardinia. Lucian asked permission to arm rel eased Italian POWsto help. Okay, aslong as he keeps
them and the French well separated.

French thoroughly pissed at not being alowed to land in Corscaimmediately. Understand their
frustration, but no hope. We need to keep every spare ton of amphibious lift available, to reinforce
Civitavecchia

Sent Cod over to sweet-talk the Frogs. He knows dl the fancy French, plusall the plain French
needed to get mules, French generds, and other stubborn types moving. Drafted amessage for the
French, pointing out that they will have the honor of being thefirst French North African troopsinto
actionand the honor of liberating the first French soil. (Foreign Legion has abattaion with the British at
Taranto, I've heard, but I've also heard that the Germans are hauling ass out of the Italian hedl asfast as
they can.)

Message from Forward HQ, Fifth Army, Lt. Gen. Omar N. Bradley, Acting CG, toHQ,
Seventh Army, Lt. Gen. George S. Patton, CG, September 18, 1943:

HEAVY LUFTWAFFE ATTACKSHAVE SUNK COMMAND SHIPANCON WITH
HEAVY CASUALTIES INCLUDING GEN. CLARK, TWO TRANSPORTS, ONE DESTROYER,
NUMEROUS LANDING CRAFT. CASUALTIES ON SHORE PRINCIPALLY FROM SNIPERS,
BOOBYTRAPS, AND ARTILLERY. WILL ATTACK AS SOON AS POSSIBLE TO EXPAND
PERIMETER TO PERMIT LANDING OF FIRST ARMORED DIVISION ASSOON ASAIR
SITUATION ALLOWS. ITALIAN CIVILIAN SENTIMENT STRONGLY ANTI-GERMAN.

COPIESTO: CG EIGHTH ARMY

CG FIFTEENTH ARMY GROUP

HQMTO

From Charles Codman, Audacity (Boston, 1961):
"Not standard form, isit?" Genera Patton asked.

| had now been with Patton long enough to know arhetorica question when | heard it. "It conveysal the
necessary information to everybody who needsit,” seemed aneutra and accurate reply.

"So it does. But | remember a Brad who would rather be court-martialed than send an irregular
message." He frowned. "But then, hésin irregular circumstances. At least for him.”

| thought that was aso neutral and accurate. Bradley's message certainly didn't sound like acry for help.
Of course, hewould know that we could reinforce him faster than the Germans could reinforce their



Rome garrison, once we regained complete command of the air, and that was ajob for somebody else.

"Cod," the genera said, "I'm going to hitch aride over to Civitavecchiaand get Brad's shopping list. As
far as1'm concerned, supporting him is now Seventh Army'stop priority. I'm taking Al Stiller and a
couple of enlisted bodyguards.”

| must have looked disappointed. "Cod," he said, "if the Luftwaffe starts hitting here, you'll have your
handsfull. Even if they don't, once the French move out Lucian will need a French-speaking liaison
officer. Y ou have just been volunteered for that post. Whileyou're &t it, seeif you can trade a couple of
jeeps for some good brandy. I've never known any French outfit larger than a platoon to go to war
without afew bottlesin reserve.”

| gave him aparticularly crigp sdute. Neither of uswanted to admit the possibility that he might not come
back from this particular excursion.

Patton's Diary, September 19, 1943:

Getting over to the mainland was along hundred miles.

No way to fly, because nothing fast enough to avoid the German flyboys could land on the one
emergency grip they had in the Civitavecchia perimeter. The maps showed a couple of fighter fields, but
| guessed they'd be too cratered and too close to German artillery to be safe.

So | rode aPT boat, one of four with adestroyer escort carrying medica personnel. They were
going to have to go ashorein DUKWs or even rafts, but that didn't seem to be bothering them.

Don't know if we were escorting the DE or it was escorting us. The skipper said that the Germans
weretrying to ether reinforce or evacuate Corgica by night, while our air isdl tied up supporting the
landings. They escorted the convoys with E-boats, and sometimes the E-boats swung south to teke a
crack at our routesto Civitavecchia

| told him that | wastoo old to enjoy midnight swims and that 1'd aready been in one nava battle,
off Casablanca, o if the E-boats stayed home | wasn't going to complain to Admira Doenitz. The
skipper said he wasn't going to complain to Doenitz ether, but he would have abeef with Marshal
Kessdring if the Germans hauled out before his squadron could get in at least one good fight.

He aso said that he was a Catholic, but he still wished the Pope would piss or get off the pot asfar
as Rome being declared an open city. | said that we'd probably confused both Pius and Kessdlring,
practicaly landing in their bedrooms, and neither of them had been dropped on their heads as babies,
from what I'd heard. Neither of them would want to go down in history as the man who got Rome
burned down for the first time since somewhere around 1500, so they'd probably do the right thing.

The skipper agreed, aslong as they damned well did it soon!

| asked him if he couldn't move dong faster. He said he didn't want to outrun the DE, and anyway,
over twenty-five knots the boats gizzled fuel and made abig white wake that the L uftwaffe could pick out
even at night. And our own flyboys weren't much better at target recognition. . . .

From Richard Tregaskis, " Campaigning in the Campagna,” Baltimore Sun,
September 20, 1943:

Thetourist guides say that Civitavecchia, the main port of Rome, ison the Tyrrhenian Sea, and is
the mgor ferry port for Sardinia. By the time they alowed reportersinto the beachhead, most of the city
wasin the Tyrrhenian Sea—or the harbor, or the rivers and cana s that fed the port. What our air force



and the bombardment supporting the landings hadn't wrecked, the German artillery was finishing off. No
ferrieswere running to Sardiniaeither, partly because it wasin Allied hands and partly because most of
them were stting on the bottom of the harbor.

Generd Bradley had made his headquartersin the basement of a half-wrecked warehouse. The
rubble was just as good a hiding place for our machine guns asit wasfor the Germans, and we had
smoke pots, booby traps, and afew strings of barbed wire laid out. The basement aso had severa
entrances, S0 that if the Germans decided to come in one, we could leave through one of the
others—and, asthe generd said:

"If there aren't too many of them, we can dip around behind them and—ah, dispose of them, then
get back to work. Thisisn't the Old West. Nobody will complain about us shooting them in the back.”

Bradley looked ready to help that project dong. He carried an issue .45 and a couple of spare
magazinesfor it, and he had a carbine and another pile of spare magazines on one corner of the Itaian
worktable he was using for adesk. He adso looked more like acompany commander than an army
commander, and even alittle like amilitarized and clean-shaven Abraham Lincoln. Hedidn't have Old
Abeswit, but he certainly had a knack for making everyone around him fed that it would be
insubordinate to get excited when the generd was so cam.

The only time | saw him upset during those three days was when Genera Patton visited. | don't
know if it was wondering if Patton had cometo relieve or at least criticize him, or worrying about keeping
Petton dive. The German snipers kept trying to infiltrate, we had logt battalion commanders and hospital
personnd, and Patton wore dl hisribbons, three stars everyplace they would fit, a polished helmet and
boots, and ariding crop and two ivory-handled pistols. It was dl alittle messy from his PT boat ride, but
it ill made him atarget visible three hundred yards away in the light of the firesand flare bursts.

Patton grinned. "Brad, you owe the Relief Fund about a hundred dollarsin fines. Boots dirty, notie,
no helmet, and when did you last shave?'

"When | went down to the evacuation hospital yesterday. My own razor didn't makeit ashore.
Most of the rest went in ashell burdt. If the shell had been five yards closer, you'd be talking to Troy
Middleton.”

Bradley was smiling, but there was also an edge in his voice. He probably was not in amood for
Patton'sjokes. After degping maybefive hoursin the last three days, my sense of humor wouldn't have
been in particularly good shape either.

Patton blinked, then actualy apologized. " Sorry, Brad. | didn't cometo tell you how to do your job.
| cameto find out how we could help you do it better."

"Wel, wedid havealittleligt,” Bradley said. "Let's pull it out and see what we till need.”

The bodyguards chased dl the reporters and juniors out, to let the two generdstalk. | learned
afterward that Bradley only asked that a bomb line be drawn far enough forward so that the heavy
bombers could strike the German artillery, if necessary. Patton was concerned about civilian casudties,
particularly since the Italians were beginning organized assistance to the Allies. Civilian opinionin Rome
was sure to influence whether it was declared an open city or not.

It was while we were trying to stay hidden from snipers and in jumping distance of aditch or
foxhole that we heard ragged cheering from down toward the waterfront. Then we heard the squed and
grumble of tanks, growing steadily louder, and the first of aline of Shermans nosed around the corner,
knocking loose ashower of bricksfrom astub of wall.

A sergeant scrambled down from the turret of the lead tank. "Company C, 3“Battalion, 66"
Armored Regiment reporting for—Oh, you're acivilian." Helooked around. "Anyone| can report to?"

"Y ou can report to me,” came ahigh-pitched gravelly voice from the shadows. "It's good newsto
see you gentlemen. We hadn't expected you for another twenty-four hours.”

A tank lieutenant stepped forward and saluted. "We decided that we might be safer—" Patton
glared "—and more useful ashore, than bobbing around, getting salt in the transmissions and wondering
when the L uftwaffe was going to get lucky."



"Get some hot food and a couple of hours deep,” Patton said. Y ou'll have abusy day tomorrow,
because we want to push out the perimeter far enough to get rid of the German artillery and bring in some
ar support.”

"What about Itdian civilians?'

Patton's grin got wider, which | wouldn't have thought was possible. "Wejust heard. The ltdians
have risen againgt the Germansin Naples, Salerno, Ravenna, Cassino, and several townsin Apuliathat
the operator couldn't spell and | can't pronounce. | don't think we have much to worry about with Itaian
civilians—except hitting them by accident. They may not be Allies yet, but they damned sure aren't
enemiesany morel"”

There must have been alot of Itaians within earshot, and some of them knowing English. The
cheering from al around us sounded like afootbal crowd just after the home team scored the winning
touchdown. Then we heard:

"Vive Americal Vive Generde Patton!"

Patton cupped both hands over his mouth, " Vive Generale Bradley!"

We went on cheering the Allies and their generas until the whole tank company had rolled off to
their bivouac. We might gill have been out there cheering, if aplane hadn't buzzed the warehouse, too
fast tolet usidentify it.

"Could be one of ours, or it could be a German out of bombs," Patton said. "But I'll take asmall bet
from anyone who cares. In another forty-eight hours, if you hear a plane overheed, it will be ours.”

From The New Y ork Times, September 21, 1943:

Rome Declared Open City
Allies Break Out of Civitavecchia Beachhead
Wild Greetingsfor Italians Liberators

* * %

Excerptsfrom Patton's Press Conference, Rome, September 28, 1943:

Q: How did the Germans end up leaving a corridor between Rome and the seathat let us attack
themintherear?

A: | think they had it in mind to do the sameto us. Remembser, if aterritory is"open,” neither sde can
conduct military operationsinit or againg it. The Germans are good soldiers; aslong asthey have one
man and one bullet |eft they'll be thinking of attacking. But we were doing the same, and we had more
tanks, the Allied navies offshore, and air superiority.

So we struck south before they could strike north, and that's how we ended up encircling them at Anzio.
Q: Didn't we take heavy naval |osses?

A: Wedid lossAugusta, two more destroyers, an ammunition ship, and quite afew landing craft. But the
British were ready with reinforcements by the time we started south, and let metell you, battleships make
damned good tank destroyers.War spite ‘s aready drydocked in Mdta, and shell fight again.

Q: Haveyou found Marsha Kessdring yet?

A: No, and | suspect that when we do the only thing we can offer himisamilitary funerd. In hisstuation,

| wouldn't be alive by now. Well mark his grave and hope to be able to return his body to hisfamily after
thewar.



Q: | don't suppose—

A: That I'd be willing to predict when that would be? That getsinto palitics, and so many peopletel me
that | don't know anything about politicsthat I'm ready to believe them.

All | can say isthat well have to win severad more campaigns bigger and bloodier than this one before the
Germans are beaten, and welll need all the men and weapons we have and dl the strength of our dliesto
win those victories. Thewar isalong way from over, and anybody who says otherwiseis even crazier
than| am!

Q: What about the Meda of Honor for Generd Gavin?

A: | can't comment on awards that haven't been officialy recommended. | can say that he certainly did a
heroic job completing the Anzio encirclement with hislink up to the British. | can aso say that if he
doesn't receiveit for the Anzio jump, hewill have other chances. His wounds were serious, but they
won't keep him off jump duty. Just aswell, for the sake of the doctor who would be stuck with the job of
teling him otherwis!

Q: What's next for you, General Petton?

A: That hasthe ultimate secret classfication—nobody knows. There are going to be enough Germansto
go around, though, so I'm not worried. (Looks at watch) Our timeisjust about up, so rather than take
any more questions, I'd like to call for aminute of silence, in memory of the dead of the Italian campaign,
garting with Lieutenant Generd Mark Clark.

(Slence)

Letter to Beatrice Patton, October 10, 1943:

... &tudly assgned me aplane and crew to start my trip home, soit'sjust possible | may be
cdling on you only alittlewhile after thisletter does. If they send me home by way of England, it may be
quite awhile, but they won't dare risk my using up dl the parades and other goodies that M ontgomery
will want them to save for him. (Get right down to it—I think thelittle weasel deserves most of them. |
think we puny piffling coloniastaught him afew things about wer.)

They havetold Bradley that he can keep Fifth Army, which smellsto me of hishaving an Army Group for
routing the Germans out of the industriad North or doing some other things | can't talk about. That in turn
implies something fairly imposing for your old cavaryman. Y ou know what | want, but if the decisonisto
giveme Army Ground Forces, it won't kill me.

One request—congder it an order, if you wish. Reserve a nice comfortable hotdl suite, someplace hard
for reportersto get to but with good room service. Don't pack alot of clothes. Do pack some extra
money, SO we can bribe the staff to silence instead of my having to get out of bed and shoot them.

Y our affectionate Georgie

P.S. | expect to be well-armed enough, even without apistal.

Tarnished Glory:



Custer and the Waffen SS

ChrisBunch

More than fifty years have passed since the death of Lieutenant General George Armstrong Custer
at the height of the Battle of the Bulge, yet the endless array of books and essays continue, andyzing his
life, hisflaws, and hisdownfdll.

| think I've read them dl, and find none exactly delineate the man the press sometimes caled
"Gloryhound George."

| think | can say that for | was Cugter's chief aide from my discharge from an English hospital in
early 1944 until his death, and spent many hours with him, both on and off duty.

Those who actudly knew Custer seem to fdl into one of two camps—those who think he was one
of the greet tactica geniuses of the Second World War, whose death was an dmost-crippling blow to
the postwar United States Army; and those who think he was as dangerous an egomaniac and
cold-blooded politician as ever held an officer's commission, and his death was a great blessing that
should have come years earlier.

So thereis no misunderstanding, | will admit | fall into the latter group, even though | also remember
Cugter as one of the most charming and charismatic officers've ever known, let aone served under.

Hisfatal flawsreach far back into the past, which iswhere, I'm afraid, most of our virtues and vices
are rooted.

Beginnings

| can skip over Custer's early years as asmall-town farmer's son, born in 1885, for these are dll
wel known, and how he fought hard for an gppointment to West Point, personally gppedling to one of his
date senators, even though the Custer family was staunchly Republican to the point of leafleting during
campaigns, and the senator was a Democrat; and how hisfather sold their farm to give Custer money to
attend the Academy.

Cugter's gradesin high school weren't particularly prepossessing, and his athletic performance was
not that remarkable, athough hisfootbal | team wasfairly successful. It's been noted that Custer's
quarterbacking was frequently at direct odds from his coach's orders, so George's willingnessto follow
orders he found convenient and to disobey others came early.

Regardless of politica affiliations, Custer was given the choice gppointment to the class of 1909.
Cudter said later that he did very well in certain classes, chose to deep through others, which gave him his
gtanding near the bottom of hisclass. Thisisuntrue—all of Custer's grades were uniformly low. He
preferred hisfriends and pranksto his sudies, and was generdly popular.

At this point, he met what | congder the biggest influencein hislife, the now utterly forgotten
George Smith Patton, Jr.

Patton, four years older than Custer, was everything George was not. He was from an enormously
rich Cdiforniafamily, and seemed half centaur, with his string of polo ponies and race horses. He was
also most reserved, again the opposite of Custer.

It was said that Patton aready had the chill eye of agenera, aman who could dispatch men to
death without a quam. Such might have been the case but, like many other officers who die young, that
qudity was never to be shown.

Cugter and Patton made an ideal partnership, each having virtues the other did not, although book
studies couldn't be considered a prime virtue for either of them. When they chose to work hard at
something, they did very well. But mostly they did not, at least not in what the Academy considered
productive. One such time-waster was their siwearing competition, each trying to come up with the most



colorful and obscene set of oaths. Custer told me that before that began, "I was one of the
cleanest-mouthed boysin America. Afterwards. . . " He shook his head, then brightened. "But it surely
stood me in good stead when | was dealing with those mule skinners when we were after Pancho Villa™

Patton had dready been dropped a classfor failling mathematicsin his plebe year. But somehow the
pair struggled through the Academy, and were given their lieutenants barsin 1909. They were both
commissioned into the glamorous cavary, in spite of their low standings. Neither, in spite of accusations
and sometimes boasts, was the lowest graduate, the so-called "goat.”

They were posted to different regiments, but kept their correspondence fresh. Both men wrote long
letters, to each other and, later, to their fiancées and then wives.

Custer took |eave twice in Washington, seeking a better assignment than the dusty Western posts
he was sent to.

Patton also took leaves, to play polo and, in 1912, to compete in the Stockholm Olympics, inthe
modern pentathlon, placing a very respectable fourth.

World War |

The beginning of the Grest War found both of them, like most career soldiers, champing to see
combat, worried that somehow the Allieswould defeat Germany before they would have a chance at
action.

But then revol utionary Mexico surprised everyone. Genera John J. Pershing, after assorted border
outrages by the sometimes-bandit, sometimes-soldier Pancho Villa, took 10,000 men, mostly cavalry,
across the border.

Patton's unit managed to trgp one of Villas main generas, General Julio Cérdenas, and Patton
supposedly killed Cardenas. Or so the story hasit.

Cudter, on the other hand, claimed that a column heled came"close, very damned close” to Villa
himsdlf, even though none of the reports from Pershing's expedition mention it. In any event, Pershing
retired back into the United Statesin abit under ayear, the Mexicans probably chastened abit if hardly
defeated in detail.

Then camethe real war, and both men went to France. Patton was an aide to Pershing, commander
of the American Expeditionary Force, while Custer was assigned to atroop of the Second US Cavalry.
Patton asked Pershing for a combat assignment, and was put in charge of the first American tank
brigade, asalieutenant colonel.

Helooked up hisfriend, and told him that horses were doomed. Unless Custer wanted to spend his
war like the British cavdry, eternaly waiting for a breakthrough in the trenches, hed go with Patton.

Cugter refused.

Hetold methreetimes, late, in his quarters, after he'd been drinking, that this was "the biggest
damned fool mistake | ever made, and thank God he gave me a chance to change things.”

This, by the way, brings up another of Custer's meaningless prevarications. He claimed that he'd
gotten drunk once, when a young lieutenant, made an ass of himsalf, and never touched acohol again. He
was, indeed, pioudy temperate among civilians and politicians, but would have three or four
whiskey-and-watersin the officer's club, athough | never saw him more than mildly intoxicated. Why he
bothered to tell thislie, other than to further set himsdlf gpart in ahard-drinking Army, isbeyond me,

At any rate, Patton went on to have"ahell of awar," as Custer described it, gaining respect, medas
and recognition. He was badly wounded in the battle of Meuse-Argonne. Custer claimed he visited him
in the hospita, just as the grest influenza epidemic was beginning.

Patton redlized he was dying and, again according to Custer, made him swear to pick up thetorch
of the newly invented tanks and bring the Army into the Twentieth Century.

Cugter, like mogt liars, couldn't leave well enough aone, and told me he was one of the casket



bearers at Patton's funeral. Some years after the Second World War, | happened to seean old
photograph of the pallbearers asthey carried Patton's casket onto the transport that would take his
corpse back to the United States. George Armstrong Custer was not one of them.

His oath to Patton is aso suspect because, with the war's end, the tanks were given to the infantry,
and Cugter, rather than go with them, chose to return to the horse cavalry.

After theWar

Custer's service between the wars was somewhat undistinguished, athough he gained areputation
for not suffering fools gladly. Unfortunately, all too often the fools he wouldn't suffer were his
commanding officers or post commanders, and he was congtantly in trouble.

However, he saved his career by becoming an intensdy politica officer, making close friendswith
high-ranking Republican politicians, or at least as much asasoldier and a politician can befriends.

Needlessto say, thisdid not endear him greetly to hisfellow officers. But in thetiny peacetime
Army, one learned to keep one's mouth shut, particularly as the Depression roared around the gates of
the camps, and the advantages of acivilian career looked very bleak.

Then Custer was chosen for hisfirst staff post, and his behavior changed. Now there was no one
smoother, more ready with acolorful story of what it waslike "out in thefield,” or to agreewith a
superior's opinions. Custer was now considered a man who was headed for the top.

There were dso murmurs from his conservative politicd friends that anyone this handsome and
well-spoken might, in time, make an interesting senator or representative.

He married well, to the beautiful and flamboyant Reynol ds-tobacco widow Libby Holman. But she
was hardly the perfect Army wife, especialy in those days, with her loud espousal of such causes, radical
to the military, ascivil rights, black music and the arts. Their rel ationship has been written about
extensvdy, particularly consdering Holman's suicidein the late 1940s, and | feel no need to invade their
privacy, in my speculations, snce | never met Libby. | do wonder, if Custer had lived through the war, if
the marriage would have survived, given the different directionstheir liveswould amost certainly have
taken.

Inlate 1939, with war again ravaging Europe, Colonel Custer was given abattalion of tanks,
athough haf of them were no more than trucks with signs proclaming their tracked status.

Then came the huge 1940 war games, in Louisiana, that ended some officers careers and made
others. Custer had been commanded to hold aflanking position for an infantry division's attack. Instead,
heled his"tanks' in along, looping maneuver around the "enemy," and romped through the rear lines,
bringing havoc.

The blitzkrieg and the destruction of the Polish army by the Wehrmacht was much in the heedlines,
and George Armstrong Custer became a bit of ahero, enough so those who muttered about his
disobedience or behaving asif he were leading a saber charge did so quietly, especidly after Custer was
summoned to the White House, congratulated by President Roosevet, and given hisfirs dar.

Africaand Sicily

Two days after Pearl Harbor, Custer was ordered to form the Second "Hell on Wheedls' Armored
Division, and given his second star.

He took the Second into combat in North Africa. Where other generals hemmed and stumbled,
Cusgter and firebrands like Terry Allen, Lucian Truscott, Ernie Harmon and others smashed into combat
asif it was what they'd been born for.

Custer loudly thought just that. He was beginning to become areporter's darling, always ready with



acontroversia quote or interesting perspective.

He said he believed in reincarnation (as, interestingly enough, had George Peatton). Custer thought
he'd been first a caveman, defending histribe; an infantry commander in ancient Atlantis; acenturion at
Cannae; a Crusader in the Holy Land with the Knights Templar; and most recently asubdternin the
Indian Wars, dying when the Seventh Cavalry, under Mgor Marcus Reno, was wiped out by the Sioux
at the Battle of the Little Big Horn.

Custer fought the Second Armored like it was a cavary squadron, hitting the Germans when and
where they least expected it. The vastly more experienced German Panzer soldiers were impressed by
Cugter, dubbed him the" Cava ryman From Hell."

Custer became the best-known genera of the African campaign, athough there were whispers that
he was too ready to fight, taking his tanks and men into head-on assaults when he could have saved
many lives by waiting until aflank opened, or until the enemy'sintentions were more clear before he
attacked.

But he won every battle he fought, and people spoke of "Custer's L uck.”

He and Generd Eisenhower had afew disagreements during that campaign, but nothing serious.
Eisenhower made him Commander of the Western Landing Force for the Sicily invasion.

Cugter took his Seventh Army north and west, and the Germans and Itaians retreated steadily east,
toward the Straits of Messinaand the short passage acrossto Itay.

Then Custer dmost ruined his career again. He had aways been alittle loose with his mouth,
particularly as hisfame grew, and now was more than willing to comment on what he thought of the
British Allies—"Our Brit brothers seem to have two speeds, dow and stop.”

He and British Genera Montgomery became bitter enemies when the British forces became stdled
at Catania. Custer said, "The only thing good about Genera Montgomery isthat he had the ballsto stand
up againgt Churchill a El Alamein until Winnie gave him enough troopsto have ten-to-one odds when he
findly attacked Rommel. Frankly, he doesn't gppear to me to be the bravest of men when he doesn't
have those kind of oddson hisside.”

Eisenhower told him to hold histongue and attack west, giving him various unitsfor small
amphibious landings dong the north coast.

Inalittle over amonth, the Seventh Army took Messina. However, dmost dl the Axisforces
managed to escape to the Itaian mainland.

Now Custer made hisfirst large-scale rewrite of history. He claimed that he hadn't been able to
stop the Germans becauise Montgomery was moving so dowly, and he knew better than to leave aflank
exposed to the Germans.

Also to blame were the new divisons arriving from America—"There's nothing wrong with our
fighting boys," hesaid in aninterview. "l just wish their damned generaswould get some of their pirit.”

Infact, Custer split hisforces, trying to not only hold to the coastal route as ordered, but to clear
the mountainsto the south, the same mountains holding up the British.

The Germans, dways masterful in the defense, would fal back, counterattack again and again,
ridgecrest by ridgecrest, and Custer's units were badly battered, even as the advance s owed.

But findly the campaign was over, and plans were made for the Itdian invasion. Eisenhower, newly
named Supreme Commander of Allied Expeditionary Forces, decided he would have enough prima
donnasin the Mediterranean, between Mark Clark, Montgomery, other British Generds like Alexander
and Leese, New Zealanderslike Freyberg, and took Custer with him to England, to prepare for the
Normandy Invasion.

In Britain Custer busied himsdlf, building what he called "An Army that's the way it's supposed to
be"—Third Army.

Asfor me, Captain James Casadly . . .

I'd graduated from the Point in 1942 and ended up as atank platoon commander in the muddy
nightmare aswe dogged up the Itdian Peninsulatoward Rome, in acampaign noted for not just the



bravery of the soldiers, but the stupidity of the Allied Commanders.

| had three tanks left when | was ordered to support the Fifth Army's crossing of the Volturno River
in October of 1943. Clark and his staff, luxuriating in their villas, never considered that it wasrainingin
the mountains, and dl the Itdian riverswere flooding.

The Germans held the far bank of the Volturno, and were committed to keeping it. We attacked
and attacked again, each time being driven back.

| went forward with my tracks to support aretreating company pinned down in the muddy swamps
by a German machine-gun nest. My Shermans 75mmstook care of the Spandaus, and then the Germans
unmasked two of their deadly 88mm cannon.

Before | could order apullback, two of my tanks were hit. | stayed in the open, bringing fire on the
88s, long enough for the infantry and my surviving tankersto get out. | thought I'd gotten away withit,
and then the world exploded. The aviation-fuel burning M4 waswell, and correctly, known asa"Ronson
lighter,” lighting up every time.

| was burned badly enough to be evacuated by hospitd ship to Britain, where the best burn
pecidigsin theworld were. They laborioudy rebuilt the skin of my chest, arm and the right side of my
face, made meamajor and said | could go back to combat duty if | wished.

| did wish. Therewere still Germansfighting, and | figured | owed them. But instead of being given
acompany of tracks, | was offered the chance to become one of Lieutenant General George Armstrong
Cudter'saides. It was, frankly, less of an offer than a command.

A soldier follows orders and so, somewhat dreading things, | reported to Custer's headquartersin
April of 1944.

The Invasion of France

When | met Cugter, he was just short of fifty-five years. He was a it taller than the average, of
good build, which he didn't seem to have to work at. Y ears before, hed been known for hiscurly hair,
which hewore alittle longer than cusomary in the Army, morelike officers of an earlier age. Now, his
hair had darkened from blond, and was receding, and he was a bit sensitive about it. He wore aunique
hair ail that smdt highly of cinnamon.

Hewas most friendly and outgoing, and | relaxed abit, fedling that this assgnment might not be as
onerousas|'d feared.

| found it odd that Custer kept two pictures of generals on his office wall—one was of Douglas
MacArthur, who held made friends with through his politica friends, the other of himsdlf. But then, most
generdsare abit egotistical. Custer was just more so than the others. Therewas dso athird, very small,
very battered, sepia-tone print, dimly showing two lieutenantsin campaign hats, one grinning at the
camera, the other looking most solemn. It was, of course, Custer and George Patton.

Cuger drove himsdf and his men hard, preparing for theinvasion. They loved him, with some
judtification, for he was very solicitous of their welfare, dways ingpecting mess halls and the tent citieswe
lived in. Hewas a holy terror with higher-echelon supply officers, wanting the latest and the best in arms
and equipment, and accepting NO eXCUSES.

Another reason Custer was popular with the enlisted men was he was hardly a spit-and-polish
soldier, unlike some othersin the European Thesater of Operations. He required only that his men be
clean and in good fighting order. Beyond that he cared little what they wore or the armsthey carried. The
only exception was no one was permitted German uniforms or helmets, for obvious reasons.

He himsdf, inthefield, dwayswore an old douch hat, such asthe cavdry wore on the border, and
aleather belt with the cavalry emblem and an old-fashioned .45 Colt Peacemaker.

Hisenemies. . . beyond other, possibly jed ous, generals, the British and some Democratic
politicians. . . were all commissioned. | noted, with interest, that some of his bitterest foeswere those



who'd served under him since the landingsin Africa, and took good note of that fact.

One of hisdivisons, the Fourth Armored, was scheduled for the second wave at Omaha Beach,
backing the 28" Infantry.

Some of Custer's tanks had been modified to be amphibious, given extended exhausts and canvas
skirts extending from the hull to the turret, a British invention. Custer thought these tankswould be
unlikely to makeit to the beach, and cozened and bullied severd Landing Craft Tanks with conventiond
M4 Shermans and M 10 tank destroyers asfar forward in the landing order as possible. Behind them
were larger Landing Ship Tankswith more of the Fourth.

No one could ever dight Custer's courage. He should have stayed on a command ship, as most
other generas did, to keep the clarity of distance, at least until D-Day Plus One. Instead, he, and certain
eementsof his g&ff, including mysdlf, were aboard one of the LSTs.

Ashed predicted, the amphibious DD (Dud Drive) tanks were dmost useless, only a handful
making it ashore. The issue on Omaha Beach was very much in doubt, and Custer ordered histanksin,
ahead of the landing schedule.

The Germans had emplaced artillery behind the beaches, and the guns struck at our tanks hard. The
sand was littered with smoking, burning Shermans, their crews sprawled in death behind them, or pinned
down by the German machine guns.

The day was ablur of incoming artillery, screaming soldiers, chattering MGs, theflat blast of mines.
The Navy camein close, bringing direct fire on artillery positions, and the tanks kept pushing on. By
dusk, we held the plateau behind the beach, and were reforming to move inland. The casudlties, both in
tanks and men, were terrible and, later, there were mutterings about Custer's ambition. No one at
Normandy on that Sixth of June talked much, then or later, about "Custer's Luck."

Custer rode atank to the top of the ridge, with me standing on the back deck behind the .50 caliber
turret machine gun, watching for snipers. Helooked back at the beachhead and the troops swarming
ashore, and said in alow voice, "How's that, George?' | pretended | didn't hear.

The lead ements of the Fourth were decimated, almost destroyed, and it took severa weeks
before they were rebuilt and could join the rest of the Divison asit pushed on, into France. Their exploits
on D-Day and later gained them the nickname, from the Germans, of "Roosevelt's Butchers.”

Then the dow battering began, as we pushed the Germans out of Normandy. Custer seemed dmost
ddighted when Montgomery was handed a bloody nose at Caen, was angry when we went on the
defense to give Joe Callins and his Seventh Corps the supplies and reinforcements to take Cherbourg.

The Alliesregrouped and, while Omar Bradley's First Army took . Lo, Third Army wasfinaly
unleashed on theright of the Allied Line. We smashed through the Avranches Gap, cleaned Brittany out,
then headed south, to the Loire River. Somewhere in the blood and the mud, | got my silver leaves, and
Custer was made Lieutenant Generdl.

Generd von Kluge, under Hitler'sdirect orders, struck back hard, hoping to isolate the Third Army
and wipeit out. We fought them to astandstill, then, with the Canadian and Polish forces, sent them
stumbling back, trapping them near Argentan, the famous"Falaise Gap." Our tanks and fighters savaged
the cornered Germansin anightmare of sted and fire.

It wasimpossible to walk down any road in the area without stepping on German corpses. Allied
pilots flying hundreds of feet overhead could smell the stink of the corpses. The Statistics were numbing:
50,000 Germans captured, 10,000 dead, and those who survived left their tanks and vehicles behind and
walked out. But there were those who sniffed, and said it wasn't enough: "only" one German divison had
been completely wiped out. Of the twenty others, e even divisions had to be withdrawn to be rebuilt, and
the other nine, including the deadly SS Panzer Divisons, were held on the front and rebuilt as they fought.

There was aso our butcher's bill—we took 20,000 casudties, and acynicd journdist said, "asfar
as| cantdl, Generd Cudter iseven better than Hitler at killing young Americans.”

When Cugter heard this, he went into arage. "Goddamit, Jmmy (anickname I'd dways |oathed),
what do these shitheelswant? First they're pissed that | wasn't able to lock the Krauts up at Messina,



now |I'm supposed to win thisfrigging war by mysdf!

"Next time, the hdll with what they want meto do. I'll do it . . . and go another ten or fifty miles, and
there won't be any of these rear echel on second-guessersto pissin my ear.

"I'velearned my lesson, Jmmy, learned it well, dthough I'll bet they're still going to make me pay!

"Theway things are going, they probably won't even let me take Parid"

They didn't. For sensibly political reasons, Custer's Third was kept in pursuit of the retreating
Germans, while Free French Genera LeClerc's Second Armored Division, with the US Fifth Corpsin
support, was thefirst to rumble down the Champs Elysees.

Custer was even angrier when Eisenhower gave Montgomery permission to take Antwerp—we
were running beyond the range of the French ports we'd captured. That meant the gas that Custer felt
shouldve goneto histanks, that would've taken him to the Rhine River, went to the British.

Montgomery took Brussels, then Antwerp, but evidently didn't look a his maps and redize the
Belgian port was sixty milesfrom the ocean. That land wasfirmly held by the Germans, not to be taken
until thet winter.

Third Army crossed the Meuse River and sat there, out of gas, watching the Germans retreat and
then build up defendve pogitions.

Custer cloaked his bitterness with humor, or what he called humor, and was dways on the move,
from Command Post to Command Pogt, cheering his men, telling them they were the best, and the rest of
the Alliescouldn't, ashesaid, " . . . pour piss out of aboot with a 1:50,000 projection map printed on
the hed." | wondered how wise this sort of talk was, either for the men's morae or for his own good, but
kept Slent.

Custer got into the habit of having anightcap—a cup of strong coffee with cream—uwith me, and
telling mehisred thoughts.

He spoke alot about Patton: "Before | go into any battle, after | make my tentative plan, | dways
try to figure out what George would've done.

"Poor sorry bastard, to have to die so damned young, only having fought with those boiler-plate
tanksin pissyass quantities. | tell you, Jmmy, he would've been in hog heaven if held lived.

"Héell, he probably would be where I'm sitting right now if he had.”

"And," | once chanced, "where would you have been?"

Cugter grinned. "If | was unlucky, I'd be his Chief of Staff. If | waslucky . . . who the hell knows.
Maybe running Fifth Corps.

"Now, that would've made a combination, wouldn't it? Two generds with their eyeson the
bal . ..wed bein Berlin by now!"

All the Army knew Custer was ambitious, that he would have loved to see Eisenhower and Bradley
diein aplane crash and he picked to take over Supreme Headquarters, Allied Expeditionary Force.

But hisambition ran beyond that.

Severa times he sat staring at his picture of MacArthur, and musing what would come after the war:
"We beat the Krauts by the end of thisyear, then well go to the Pecific, invade Japan, and thewar'll be
over, except for mopping up, by late'46 or '47, | figure.

"MacArthur comes home covered with glory, and the Party (that always meant the Republicans)
will need somebody strong.

"Roosevet will bedead by then . . . my friendsin Washington say hel's hanging on by hisfingernails,
hoping to seethe end of thewar . . . and one of hisweak-ass Vice Presidentswill take over, and get run
for the Presidency in '48.

"Mac goesagaing him . . . and hell need arunning mate.”

| oncesad | thought Americamight be alittle sck of following military men around.

"Not achance, Jmmy," he said. "People get used to doing what they're told, and gtart liking it. You
think they're going to vote for some damned war profiteer if they've got a couple of war heroes on the



ticket?' He snorted laughter. "Plus well have people like Taft on our Side.

"Lifell beinteresting then, Immy. MacArthur's not exactly aspring chicken, and maybe 1952 will
be my year."

He had pronounced ideas on what the postwar world should look like.

"Another reason well need another strong man like Roosevelt . . . except Republican . . . inthe
White House is we're going to have to deal with the damned Bolsheviks sooner or later.

"Stalin's our buddy now, because he's killing more Krauts than we are. But the minute peace breaks
out, therelll be some hard looks at things.

"WEelIl haveto rebuild Germany and Poland to be able to sand againgt the Russiansfirst thing. Then
well have to step in and make sure Italy and France have strong governments.

"Britain? The goddamned Limeys are athing of the past, and we're going to haveto learn that, first
thing.

"Naturaly, were going to have to keep a strong Army, once the war's over. Anybody who thinks
weéll just go home and bury our headsin the sand like we did after thelast war isafodl.

"Just like well haveto deal with those damned Commiesweve got at home. Therell be enough
enemiesin the world without worrying about being stabbed in the back. We soldierswill know how to
give them ashort sharp shock. Send those who won't recant back to Russia, like Palmer tried to do, and
the muffleheads wouldn't let him."

Listening to Custer and his grandiose plans, | remembered what my father had said: "We should
thank the Good God that American soldiers mostly aren't paliticians. Politicsis nothing but shades of
gray, and no soldier worth a hang sees anything in colors other than black and white."

Perhaps being Irish and Catholic gave me a better perspective on Custer's ambitions. I'd grown up
hearing enough tales of having British soldiersin Ireland aways riding up your lane with their bayonets
and torchesto shiver a the notion of America putting any political authority in the hands of its military.

Idesslikethis, | think, are one reason that Custer has become an icon to the radical conservativesin
the Condtitutionalist Party. "If only hed lived . . ." is something I've heard again and again, and am most
tired of.

One thing Custer was not, which many of the racist Congtitutionalists would prefer not to hear, was
abigot. Hed never liked serving in the South, seeing the way African Americans were treated and, now,
despised the Germans for their trestment of the Jews.

"From what I've heard, the Krauts are trying to kill off al the Jews wherever they go. Assoon as
the Nazis run up the white flags, well haveto ded with them.

"I think the Commies have the right idea on what to do with the Nazi Party. We don't need any kind
of trias like some people are talking about. Walk ‘em dl, from Adolf down to the last goddamned SS
man, down acorridor, like the MV D does, and put abullet in the back of their necks and throw ‘emin
unmarked graves."

| asked if that might not leave Germany alittle short of politicians.

"Screw 'em,” Cudter said. "That's another reason we need a strong army. These AMG unitsthat are
hanging about back of thelines. . . well use them to run Krautland for twenty, thirty years, and let the
Army train the kids how to think right."

Eventudly Eisenhower redized Montgomery'd run his course, and unleashed the American armies.
But by then, summer was creaking past, and it was fall before we were closing on the German border.

And Hitler had one great surprise waiting.

The Battle of the Bulge
In October, we began operations against the Siegfried Line, on Germany's border, and in



November Eisenhower ordered the November Offensive, intended to smash all German unitswest of the
Rhine and then crossthe grest river into the heart of the Nazi homeland.

It was hitter going as the weather grew colder. Ninth and First Armies smashed themselves againgt
the Hurtgen Forest, and even battle-loving Custer told me he was very damned glad none of hisdivisions
had been sent into that frozen hell.

We pushed on, south of the Hurtgen, and by mid-December we'd taken Metz, not thirty milesfrom
the German border.

"Now," Custer rgjoiced. "Now, let Ike turn usloose, and we'll bust across the border and have the
Rhingland before Montgomery hastimeto pin his beanie emblems on and have acup of tea”

The next offensve would take us across the Saar River, into Germany.

And then Hitler moved first.

Twenty-four German divisions, ten of them armored, attacked to the west, through the supposedly
tank-impassable Ardennes, on 16 December. At their head was Sixth SS Panzer Army, under Hitler's
pet thug, Sepp Dietrich. Hitler'sinsane orders were to cross the Meuse, then continue on to take
Antwerp. Hitler thought this unexpected attack would shatter Allied cohesion, and in the confusion he
could find away to end thewar victorioudy.

It was nonsense, certainly, but the Germans, as they amost dways did, obeyed their orders.

They had utter surprise on their sde—Hitler somehow felt German codes were penetrated (they
were, of course, by ULTRA, but dmost no one knew that). Thefirst wave, eight Panzer divisions, broke
the Seventh Corps. The 106"Division was destroyed, and the 28", one of Custer'sformer units, broken.

Thewesther wasterrible, and our invincible fighter bombers couldn't get into the air.

The Panzers pushed on, past S. Vith, taking back most of Luxembourg.

Eisenhower threw in hisreserve divisons, including the 101¢Airborne, which took and held the road
hub of Bastogne.

In the meantime, Sixth SS Panzer moved steadily on to the west, killing civilians and US prisoners
asit went.

Eisenhower, after afew befuddled days, put Montgomery in charge of al troopsto the north of the
"Bulge' the Germans had created.

Eisenhower cdled aconference a Verdun on 19 December, giving Custer new orders: Take
charge of Seventh Corps, and relieve Bastogne.

Cugter smiled grimly, and said héd do it.

Ike appeared unshaken by the German surprise. "1 think thisis an opportunity for us, actually.”

"Exactly, gr," Custer said eagerly. "Let'slet them run usall the way back to the Atlantic, then dam
the door on the bastards and destroy them in detail. Assuming we've got the nerve.”

Eisenhower amiled, abit frodtily. "I have the nerve, and | know you do, aswell. But | doubt if
anyonein Paris, London or Washington would appreciateit if wedid that."

"The other option we could do," Custer went on, unfazed, "is have me keep pushing past Bastogne,
right on up until I runinto the limeys. Cut off thisdamned Bulge, and al the Krautheadsiniit, likeit wasa
bail."

"Generd," Eisenhower said, "remember your Shakespeare, and the lion hunter who kept thinking
about what held do with the lion's skin, when the anima was il dive. You just relieve McAuliffe at
Bastogne, and then welll worry about the next step. Understood?”

"Yes, gr," Custer said, but | noted his voice was grudging.

Cudter, hisassigtant Chief of Staff, Colonel Paul Harkins, and |, in the battered old staff car he
preferred to ajeep, went back to our headquarters and, the next day, visited seven of hisdivisons, and
told them we were changing the axis of their attack through 90 degrees, moving north againg the
Germansinstead of west.

Custer may have been abraggart, but there have been very few generals who could turn 350,000



men in asingle day without panic and utter confusion, which hed done.

"I wonder what Patton would think of that," he said, aswe pulled into his headquarters at Nancy. |
was bone-exhausted, but he seemed untouched by the day's freezing weather and the bouncing miles
over icy, rutted dirt roads.

"Now," he said glefully as he bounded up the steps toward his quarters, "now well see what we
shdl see about that famous next step.”

| managed a salute, told the driver we were through for the night, reported our return to one of his
saff officers, and fell into my deeping bag across acamp cot, knowing I'd have to be awake and dert
before dawn the next morning.

One of my unspoken duties was to keep Custer and the press separated, especialy when Custer
was ether bouncy or angry, for that was when he wasn't as careful with hiswords as he should be.

The next morning, | was getting Custer a cup of coffee and a croissant from a basket an old
Frenchwoman had brought to us. It was black outside, with flurries of snow tapping on the windows. |
thought of the poor bastards who were out there on the line, crouched in icy foxholes, looking for
movement, waiting for abush to turn into an SS man in awhite camouflage cape, aming aburp gun at
them.

| was gtarting out of the generd's mess with my tray when Colonel Harkins hurried in. He was angry
and upst.

"Good morning, Sr."

"I'm not sureif itisor not. | just got acdl from Beetle Smith, and he's pissed.”

| waited. Mgor Generd Walter Bedell Smith was Eisenhower's Chief of Staff.

"Last night our noble boss, after we thought he was headed for bed, ran into Ed Kennedy of
Asociated Press.”

"Uh-oh," | said.

"Uh-ohisright. Hetold Kennedy what he said to uslast night, about turning amost haf amillion
men around. And then he kept talking. He hopes that 1ke can hold the course, and not et hismind get
changed by the next generd hetalksto . . . good thing Omar the tentmaker Bradley didn't get this
assgnment, or it'd be spring before he started moving . . . Montgomery'sin the right spot, being the anvil
and gtting on his ass, rather than having to figure out how to maneuver.

"Naturaly, Kennedy called SHAEF to get comments on what General Custer said, and naturaly the
shit has hit the fan.

"Beetle said that 1ke's about as angry as held ever seen him, and told me that Custer had better pull
thisone off in roses, or hisassisliable to be running areplacement depot in Scotland somewhere.”

"Oh brother,” | managed.

"Now, the question I've got,” Harkinswent on, "is, do wetdll Custer?”’

| thought about it.

"l don't think so, sir,” | said. "I know Kennedy pretty well. He's agood man and won't hold back
his story, and theré's no way we can change what he said.”

"That'swhat | thought,” Harkins said. "And weve got a battle to fight, and our George needsto
have a clear head and not worry about other things. Go take the Generd his coffee.”

Custer was awake, and in his comfortable, if rather civilian, fur-lined pants and knee-top boots.
There were maps pinned on the walls, with arrows and markings. | glanced a one, which had Bastogne
inits center, and saw, with asinking fedling, that the arrows went on beyond the besieged city.

Custer saw my expression.

"Now's our chance, Jmmy. I'm tired of taking pissant chances, when theres awar to be won herel
Hitler'sgot hisass out therein the wind, wiggling a us, and we're going to run adivison or two right up
it, and see what hethinks of alittle blitzkrieg himsdif!"

"Yes, gr," | said neutrdly, thinking that, with what held told the reporter, this could either be the



icing on the cake, or ese Cugter's salvation. Oh well, | thought. I'd ways been curious to see thelochs
and if I'd look good in akilt.

"Look," Custer said, and took me to another map, very large-scae, that was alittle less scrawled
than the others. | decided this showed hisfind battle plan.

"Bastogne here," he said, pointing. | nodded. "And look at al theselittle roadsto the west. I'll bet a
good man, like Bill Roberts, could push CCB through them. All that he'd be facing are those punks of
Fifth Parachute Division, who haven't fought worth sour owl crud so far.”

"Littleroadsareright, Sr."

"If the goddamned Heinies could do it to start this mess, so canwe."

Weld fdlen into the practice of setting up Combat Commands within adivison, composed of
armored infantry, tanks, tank destroyers, engineers, and so forth, each able to fight independently.

"Yessr," | said kepticaly.

"We put Tenth Armored over here, to the west of Bastogne, heading up the road from
Neufchateau.

"Then you and | ride with CCR and CCA straight on up the Martelans road to Bastogne. We
relieve the Battlin' Bastards of Bastogne, link up with CCA and the Tenth north of the city, keep going
north and give the Sixth SSabig fat bitein the ass.

"They should be running low on gas, and if we hit 'em hard, immobilize 'em, then we can tell Iketo
get Monty off hisbutt and come on down to finish them off.

"Or maybe," Custer said, and helicked hislips, "well be able to hit them hard enough so there
won't be anything for Monty to police up.

"I'd likethat. I'd like that alot.

"Plus|'ve got alittle plan to keep anybody from screwing the ded up for us, like the Britsdid last
time around by hanging onto dl the gas."

| looked at the map carefully. | could see Custer'stemptation. If al went perfectly, therewasa
chance weld not only relieve Bastogne, but break the back of the German offensive. Without the SS
Panzers, the rest of the Germans, name-only paratroopers and volksgrenadier units made up of recruits
and middle-aged men for the most part, could well fal apart.

If everything went perfectly.

Inwar, nothing goes perfectly.

But lieutenant colonels, if they wish to stay at their present rank, aren't recommended to tell
lieutenant generdsthat they are, in the words of the popular song of the time, "Wishing on a Star.”

"Cdl the gtaff, Immy. | want the troopsin the saddle by noon."

Wewere, in adriving snowstorm, wheeled vehicles skidding in the dush and ice. At least no one
was afoot. Theinfantry was either in 6x6 trucks, halftracks or on the backs of tanks. That sounds grim,
but the rear deck of an M4 Sherman, with its gridded ventilation ducts, isalot warmer than alot of other
places.

Custer's secret was that held gotten every gasoline tanker that Third Army had filled to the brim,
and following usin aguarded convoy. If | felt sorry for the menin thefoxholes, | felt doubly so for those
incredibly brave driversin the thin-skinned tankers with no armor, thousands of gallons of explosive fudl
behind them, and no protection except an occasond ring-mounted antiaircraft machine gun above the
cab.

Custer's driver ditched the staff car after five miles, and we stopped an M20 armored car, and
sgueezed into the open troop compartment. Therest of the staff was, sengibly, aready riding haftracks
to our rear.

We were moving fast, dmost five miles an hour when we could, and the roadbl ocks the Germans
threw up were smashed aside.

The weather got worse, but we kept moving. It became a pattern: make contact, the infantry drop



off and move forward under covering tank or tank destroyer fire, smash the strong point, remount and
move on.

But each time, there were afew lessinfantrymen and tanks. The stink of burning men and tanks
pulled a my nogtrils aswed pass some motionless figuresin olive drab, blood staining the snow beside
them.

We went on until dusk, made crude laagers, ate half-frozen K rations, stayed on 50% dert, started
off again before dawn.

CCA and CCR were moving steadily, but Tenth Armor was running into trouble from the Panzer
Lehr division and, to our east, CCB was not only having trouble with theicy, narrow tracks, but Fifth
Parachute Division had suddenly changed their style, and were fighting like German paratroops had on
other fronts.

But, dowly but surely, we ground west, toward Bastogne.

To our north, the Sixth SS Panzer Army's offensive was bogging down against tough stands by
Custer's old commands, the Second Armored and the Fourth Infantry. Its genera, Sepp Dietrich, was
plaintively asking Hitler for permission to turn south, and find another way toward the Meuse and
Antwerp.

And the Panzerswere running low on fudl. . . .

I've made my didike for Custer clear, but I'll never forget, on Christmas Eve, hisgiving me atiny
bottle of schnapps someone had liberated in one of the villages we passed through. | tucked it in my
parka, determined to drink it when we relieved Bastogne.

On the day after Christmas, we broke through, and the 101¢and the other, less famous but equaly
hard-fighting units, were safe.

Cudter ordered usto stay the night and refuel and rearm. He hoped that CCB and the Tenth would
join usthe next day, but they were till being held back by stiff German resistance, the roads and the
westher.

Colonel Harkins asked if we shouldn't hold in Bastogne until the other two columns reached us.

Custer thought for amoment, then shook his head.

"We stooge around here, and sure as hdll 1kell hear about my plan and pull the plug.

"No, Paul. We move out a dawn."

"Theroadslook pretty terrible, General."

"I've got confidencein my boys," Custer said. "They've done okay so far on the cowpaths. The
Tenth and CCB should link upwith us.. . ." and he checked hismap " . . . a this place caled Houffaize,
if not sooner.”

Custer had gotten away with splitting hisforcesin Sicily and, so far, here. But luck only holdsfor so
long.

And so we were on theroad a dawn, Colond Creighton Abrams 37" Tank Battalion on point. |
drank my little bottle of schnapps before we moved. | wonder if | sensed something, and figured I'd
better drink it then, rather than not be ableto drink it at all.

That day, heading toward Foy and on north, was a horror as we moved past burned-out US
vehicles abandoned in the retreat toward Bastogne when the battle began, and saw the unburied bodies
of our soldiers scattered everywhere, and the destruction of the farms and villages on either Side.

I'll never forget seeing ajeep, parked beside the road. Its driver was turned to his passenger, a
colond, who held amap in hislap, possbly asking for ingtructions. But both of them were headless, the
Panzerfaust that had blown the jegp's engine out nestly guillotining the two.

German resistance was light, but determined, and we drove them back from the roadsinto the
snowy wasteland.

"Another two days, maybe three," Custer promised, "and welll be hanging some SS scalps on the
lodge pole.”



For thefirst time since Sepp Dietrich had joined the Nazi Party and the SS, in 1928, he disobeyed
an order of Hitler's. He ordered his Sixth Panzer Army to turn south, toward Bastogne.

Cudter'sfeared presence on the battlefield, and his reaching Bastogne and continuing his attack had
been reported by German scouts. Dietrich decided he couldn't chance having the mad cavarymanin his
rear. No one knowsif he heard of the pot-sweetening convoy of tankers trundling along behind CCA.

His decision, and disobedience, was reported to Hitler in Berlin. The Fuhrer went into one of his
typica screaming rages, then quieted, and examined the map.

"No," heisreported to have said. "Perhagps my Seppisright in this. Perhaps, when he smashesthe
American Third Army, takes whatever fuel they might have, and then renewsthe attack . . . perhapsthis
might be the red surprisethat turnsthetide.”

Of course, he didn't communicate his semi-gpprova to Dietrich. Hitler never admitted he might be
wrong.

The SSwas on the move—four armored divisions, about 30,000 men, First SS Panzer
"Liebgtandarte Adolf Hitler," Second SS Panzer "Das Reich,” Ninth SS Panzer "Hohenstauffen,” and
Twelfth SS Panzer "Hitler Jugend,” plus one divison of paratroopers, Third Parachute Divison.

They were heading south, toward us. . . and we didn't know it.

Thefirst Sgn of trouble wasin anameesslittle village. We took fire from well-positioned heavy
machine guns and some light cannon. The infantry came off the tanks, and started forward, using the
shattered building walsfor cover.

Then three Panthers ground into sight. They'd been hiding, hull down, in acovert just below the
village, ascattering of panzergrenadiers covering them. Two Shermans exploded as they opened fire,
then an M 10 blasted one and a second with its 90mm. The third German tank had time to reverse back
for cover, and somebody hit itsturret in the rear with abazooka round. The round exploded, doing little
damage, and the Panther was gone. The German soldiers were quickly gunned down by our machine
gunners, and scouts darted forward to check the bodies.

Inaminute, Custer's radio cracked.

"Curly Six, thisis Arrowhead Six."

Curly Six was Cugter's call sign, Arrowhead Six Abrams.

"ThisisCurly Sx," Cuder sad.

"Those troopswho just hit uswere SS;" Abrams said. "They've got the deeve tabs of the Twelfth
Divison."

Thetroops of Hitler Jugend Division were known for their ruthlessness, aswell assuicidd fanaticiam
in combat. And, asfar aswe knew, they were supposed to be miles away, to the northeast.

Custer looked worried, told Abrams to push on, then ordered his commo officer to make contact
with Tenth Armored and CCB. "Tell them hubba-hubba onetime," Cugter said. "The game's afoot.”

We went on, the road winding past small farms and fields. To show how memory istricky, |
remember it being deathly quiet, with the only sound the low rumble of engines and the ominous grinding
of treads on the frozen ground, but of course thisis absurd. There would have been shouts, the
occasiond blagt of gunfire as amachine gunner reconned some building he wasn't sure was empty by fire,
the crackle of radios and other sounds of an army on the move.

We gpproached another village, little more than adirt crossroads with a scattering of walled
farmhouses around it, trees not yet torn apart by shdlfire around the farmhouses.

The land opened on the other side, climbing through virgin snow to trees and a second group of
buildings that appeared abandoned.

Then German 88 shdlls exploded around us, too fast for usto hear their approach, greasy black
agang the snow.

"Son of abitch," Cugter said. "They're up there, in those buildings."

Foot soldiers were coming off the tanks, finding any cover available. More 88s camein, airburstsin



thetrees, and | saw men pirouette, go down, be scattered like bowling pins. Inexperienced soldiers went
flat, experienced ones stood close to the trees, giving a narrow target to the overhead burgts.

Abrams didn't need any orders. He put the 37"on line, and the M4s went up the hill, men ssumbling
through the deep snow behind the tanks.

There was another explosion . . . a75mm, | think . . . against the brick wall our armored car sat
beside. The driver stood up, turned back to us without aface, fell dead, and the engine died.

"Unassthispig,” Custer shouted, and the surviving crew obeyed.

A gaff haftrack rumbled toward us, Paul Harkins standing next to the driver. An 88 drilled through
its engine compartment, and Harkins vanished in the blast. Flames rose out of nowhere, and a Panther
rumbled from behind abarn, smashed over the haftrack toward us.

A sdf-propelled gun had aclear field of fire, and put a 105mm shdll into the Panther's belly, and it
exploded.

"They'rein adamn' minefield,” Custer shouted, and | looked updope, and saw explosions, men
faling, a Sherman'strack rolling, like ahuge rubber band, back downhill asthe tank flamed up.

There were men pushing, shoving, sometrying to get forward to fight, othersto get the hell out of
theway. A man screamed, the scream abruptly cut off, as atank backed over hislegs.

Custer ran for an M4, pulled himsalf up on the deck, grabbed the track commander's mike, got
through to the command net.

He gave swift orders—bring the road units up on line, and support Abrams.

"Get those damn’ SP guns up here," he ordered.

Cugter had atight smile on hisface, was clearly enjoying himsdif.

| would have thought there was nothing left to burn in this ruined village, but flames crackled, and
greasy smoke boiled down the lanes.

Another scream came, thisonein terror, and aKing Tiger, the Germans biggest tank, rumbled
dowly toward us, tearing the barn it'd hidden in gpart.

Its huge 88mm cannon dammed, and a Sherman blew up, turret spinning high into the air, then
crashing down on agroup of machinegunners.

| was on the Sherman's deck, beside Custer, as he ordered the tank commander to take the
Sherman behind a house, and come back in on the Tiger'srear.

The TC obeyed, and the front horns of our tank crashed into the ancient stone of the building,
pulling it toward us. | ducked behind the turret, saw, falling from an upstairs window, an old woman in
white. She was screaming, waving her arms, but the air wouldn't hold her, and shefdl in front of our
tank.

The Sherman ground over her, leaving a patch of blood and entrailsin the dush, and we were
around the corner and could see the Tiger's stern.

"Dont miss" Custer advised. Our tank fired its 75mm cannon, the shell going just over the Tiger's
turret. The gunner corrected, and his second shell hit the turret at its base. The Tiger lurched, then smoke
poured out. Machine-gun fire chattered from the street as our infantry took care of the crew.

"Good boy," Cugter shouted. "Now, let's go get those cannon that're giving Abrams ahard time."

We moved forward, into the open again, and | looked up the dope. The 88s up there weren't
cannon, or even SP guns, but more Tiger tanks.

A handful of Abrams tanks scuttled back toward us, through the smoldering ruin of ten, no, fifteen,
M4s on the dope, and the attacking infantry was tumbling back down the hill.

But we had bigger, closer problems. SS soldiers were streaming into the street, and the battle was
suddenly swarming hand-to-hand. There was no order, no organization, just aswirling mass of fighting,
killing, dying soldiers, Germans and Americansintermingled.

Two Americans sprawled, hit by submachine-gun fire, and an SS man running past them paused,
and put addiberate burst of Schmeisser fireinto them.



| was at the .50 on the tank, and cut the bastard in haf, siwung the big machine gun and dashed
through aformation of hisfelows.

There was another Tiger coming through the smoke behind the bodies, its commander in the open
hatch. Our gunner fired, and his cannon shell hit the solid forward plate of the Tiger, ricocheting off asthe
Tiger fired.

It took usin the bow, and | was flipped backward off the Sherman asit dewed to ahalt, smoke
wisping from its hatches.

| looked around for Custer, saw him as he jumped off the side of the destroyed tank, the tank
commander's Thompson gun in hand.

"Comeon, George," | heard him shout . . . | think.

The Tiger'sturret swung toward him as Custer fired, and the German tank commander dumped.
Custer staggered, and an SS officer came from behind the tank, submachine gun firing.

Cugter'stommy gun was empty, and he clawed out his antique .45 six-gun, and shot the German
down.

Anather bullet hit him, and heturned, lifting his pistol, as the monstrous Tiger turret swiveled on him.

Insane, goddamned insane, and he fired at the tank, completely unafraid, and the Tiger's coaxia
machine gun chattered, and Custer sprawled in the mud.

The turret swung, looking for another target. | saw a dead panzergrenadier in adoorway, his
Panzerfaust beside him.

| rantoit, not letting mysalf look, not letting mysdlf seethat huge turret am at me.

| had the Panzerfaudt, spun, didn't need to aim, pulled down on the firing lever, and nothing
happened. | was very calm, able to look down the 88mm barrel as| redlized the rocket launcher still had
the safety clip in, yanked it out, and pressed the lever down again.

Therocket hit the driver's dit, exploded into the Tiger'sinterior, and the blast knocked me back into
the ruined house. There was no smoke, no flame, only ablackened hole on the front of the Tiger, but it
was dead.

| ranto Custer's body. He was very dead, most of his upper body missing from the machine-gun
bullets. Rounds whistled past my head, and | grabbed his pistal, rolled twice, saw an M1 riflein the
street, had it and dropped the German who was busy reloading his Mauser for another shot at me.

Then | was up, limping, not knowing when or how 1'd been hit, moving back. | shoved Cusgter's
pistol in my belt, found a bandoleer of ammo, shoved dlipsinto the M1, fired when | saw afield gray
target.

We pulled back, out of that village, as more and more German tanks, SP guns, and halftracks
rumbled toward us aong the country lanes.

Cuder'sluck had finaly run dry.

Aftermath

More than Cugter's CCA and CCR took a beating that day and the next few. The Tenth Armored
Divison was bloodied by Second SS Panzer, and CCB was hit hard by First SS Panzer. We couldn't
hold, but fell back on Bastogne, Dietrich's Sixth Army on our hedls.

They captured our fuel tankersfor desperately needed gas, came on.

The 101¢Airborne and its alied units, the bravest of the brave, could only take so much after the
sege. The SShit them hard, and the Division shattered.

They were forced to break up, and escape and evade. There were about 15,000 men still in and
around Bastogne. Of those, 8,000 were captured, 3,000 were casualties, and the rest escaped in ones
and twos.



Most of the officers, including the acting commander, Genera McAuliffe, werekilled or captured.

In addition to Genera Custer, Third Army lost Generd Gaffey, Colond Abrams, Colond Harkins,
and other fine officers.

Other unitsin the Bulge were hit very hard, particularly Ninth Division. Its command post was
overrun, and the Divison Commander, Genera Craig, and the promising Chief of Staff, Colondl
Westmoreland, werekilled.

However, Custer's arrogance and disobedience may have actualy shortened the war.

Sixth SS Panzer, and other units around Bastogne, including Panzer Lehr and the Fifth Parachute
Division, turned northwest again, toward the Meuse, and there was dmost no one to stop them.

But then the westher broke, and the Roya Air Force Tempests and American Army Air Force
Mustangs went after the German supply linesaround &. Vith.

Custer was not the only one who remembered the "mistake” at Falaise. Montgomery noted the
extended German lines, and brought the 21¢Army Corps down, and other American units stopped the
SSinther tracks.

Now there would be no suggestion of escape. Tactica air swept the roads and forests, and almost
al of the German Panzers and their trangportation, support and artillery were destroyed.

Sepp Dietrich waskilled in one air raid, and his replacement, Herman Priess, ordered the remnants
of thearmy to fal back toward Germany, in spite of Hitler'sraving. But the soldiers trudging through the
snow dill fared badly.

There were fragments of the 101%in the forests, and they tore at the Nazis like wolves, getting the
last drop of bloody revenge. More than ten Germans moving in agroup were asking to be strafed.

Of the twenty-four German divisons ordered into the Watch On Rhine offensive of the Bulge, dll
were obliterated, and their names stricken from the German rolls. Only afew thousand of the Germans
who marched west ever came back to Germany. While not as disastrous as the collapse of Army Group
Center in Russig, this debacle definitely shortened the war.

German losses were over 120,000; American just under 100,000.

Other effects of Cugter'sdisaster arefairly well known.

Montgomery, who was amost asincautiousin hiswords as Custer, commented loudly and
repeatedly on how, once again, it took the few British divisonsinthe ETO to savethe Allies.

That wasthe find straw for Eisenhower. He declared it was either Monty or him. Roosevelt went to
Churchill, who reluctantly relieved Montgomery. However, Eisenhower was forced to resgn aswell, and
Omar Bradley became Supreme Commandey.

There are those historians, particularly recently, who see the effect of Custer's death ranging even
further.

They blame Custer for the 1948 Republican presidentia debacle, when Vice President Harry S.
Truman and his running mate, Omar Bradley, demolished Senator Dewey and Eisenhower.

Still further, they say this postioned Bradley to runin 1952, when he publicly shamed the
Republican candidate, Eisenhower, for not squelching the ultraconservative right for, among other things,
cdling Eisenhower's mentor, Generd Marshdl, a Communist.

This sparked Taft, McCarthy and others of their ilk to flee the party to form the Condtitutionalists,
and shatter the Republicans so badly that, from Roosevelt's erato the turn of the century, only one
Republican has gone to the White House, and that for asingle term.

Perhaps.

But | think not.

| don't think any single man can affect history that deeply. Even if Custer had not been in the
position he was, and, say, George Patton had lived to see the Second World War, and there had been
no disaster in the snow, | don't think matters would have been changed that much.

History, in spite of the popular phrase, is, in fact, arather constant jade.



Compadres

S.M. Stirling & Richard Foss

The man who would be President in haf an hour hopped into the open carriage with boyish energy
and eyed the il figure who sat waiting for him. The big, somberly dressed man was as quiet asacat, a
relaxation that was complicit of motion, reedy without tension.

"Areyou ready, Senator?'

"Can anybody ever be ready for something like this?' The soft accent of the southern desert was
gill strong in hisvoice. "Twenty thousand people staring at the son of amule driver while he takesthe
oath that means he is one heartbeat away from the Presidency?

The Vice Presdent flashed hisfamous grin, and the Senator noticed afew more gray hairsin his
bushy reddish mustache. "We faced nearly that many at San Juan Hill, or at least it seemed so at thetime.
The Spanish were better armed, and considering the acumen of Senator Bryan, | should say they were
also better led. Buck up, Francisco.”

The Senator smiled. ™Y ou know, Theodore, you are the only one who calls methat."

"And you are about the only one courteous enough to remember my Christian name aswell, no
matter how | may correct the others when they shorten it. Back when | was Police Commissioner a
pressman told methat as | was aways making news, printing my namein the briefest manner possible
saved paper and ink."

| have been called many things, Francisco thought. All the way back to the day at themine. . .

"Git yo' back into it, y'fuckin greaser!"

Theminer rose, dowly. Hewas adark young man of medium height, turned browner gtill by the
desert sun. The great open-pit mine around them rang with the sounds of pick and dedgehammer and
shovd, with the clang of ore thrown into stedl cocopans, with the voices of men and the hooves of mules.
Digantly, acrump! came as dynamite shattered stone; the air smelled of rock dust, hot stone, swest.
Harsh southwestern sunlight stresked swest through the white dust on the miner's face, bearing the bitter
taste of alkdi to hislips; hest reflected back from the white tonein an eye-squinting glare. Thoselips
quirked in the beginnings of a smile as he thought how it must sting the skin of the foreman, which had
turned boil-red and hung in strips despite the wide hat he wore. He was from Alabama, with acracker's
long, lanky build and pale, washed-out blue eyes.

"I cannot haul the cocopan myself, senor,” he pointed out reasonably. "And the mules need water
andrest."

Then his hand moved with blurring swiftness, up under the rear of the baggy, dirty peon blouse he
wore. Hisface broke into a smile, showing teeth nearly as bright as the stubby-bladed knife now resting
in the soft skin beneath the foreman'sthroat. Thetip was right next to the artery, just dimpling the surface,
and abead of swest curved asit ran past. The dark man's voice sounded as cam and patient as before.

" ... Andif you cal meafucking greaser again, hijo daputa, | will cut your throat. Do you
understand this?"

Hatred glared back at him, through the eyes of aman driven to the edge of madness by prickly heat
rash and fatigue. "Y ou're finished here—finished," the man croaked.

"l quit," the miner said succinctly. "And because you are a brave man to speak so, with aknife at
your throat, | will let you livethisonce."

He stepped back and lowered the weapon, looking around at the circle of silence that had fallen
among those who could see thelittle drama.

"Adiod" he caled, grinning at the cheersthat rang out; cheers from higpano and Anglo and the few



Chinese aswell. Then he cut the mule'straceswith afew swift jerks of the stedl, vaulted to its back (how
unfortunate that it was not afine salion with along sweeping mane) and flourished his sombrero.

"Gowith God! I'm going to Cubal" he called to the miners, and there were cheers as he clapped his
hedsinto the mulesflanks.

The Senator blinked at hisfriend, shaking off the memory. A long time. Much time, much change
sgncethen. The proverb he had heard so often asachild ran through hismind: Sn Novedad . May no
new thing arise.

But perhaps this should be discarded, this saying. For have not many new thingsarisen in my life,
and mogt of them fortunate?

One of the horses at the front of the carriage shied as a photographer's flash gun misfired, tossing
sparksin dl directions. The two men inside looked on approvingly asthe driver expertly camed histeam.

"That one would have been an asset at Santiago, when we lost our supplies thanksto bad
horsemanship,” observed the Senator. "We shadl have to see that the army can pay men as good asthis
oneto handletheir wagons."

* * %

"They just up and died," the young teamster whined, tearsin hiseyes. "They just up and died.”

The officer controlled his own mount with effortless skill, stroking ahand down its arched neck.
Swest lay heavy onitsskin, and on his.

Thiswas not like the mesquite country where he had been born. The land south of El Paso was hot,
yes, the very anvil of the sun, drying men to jerky and making women old before their time. But at least it
was dry. The air sucked the sweat off your skin, and if you drank much you would not die of the
un-fever.

Here. .. Helooked around. Here you fdlt that something was growing on you, likeamold on a
rawhide. The rank green growth around him gave shade that did not refresh; al the trees whose names he
did not know were overgrown with shaggy vines, sugarcane rippled in the fields at the height of a
mounted man's head, flowersin the ditches beside the rutted mud track flourished in great bursts of
purple and crimson.

Thear was heavy in hislungs, thick and wet and hat, full of the buzz of insects and therank smells
of lush growth, full of birdswith gaudy feethers. Only the houses of the villagein the distance had anything
familiar about them, tile roofs and whitewashed walls.

Unconscioudly, his hand touched the long machete strapped to the left Side of his Slver-studded
charro saddle. The guerilleros were pro-American and anti-Spanish, but they were also half-bandit, and
the supply train was atemptation to such sarvelings.

And my men are hungry! he thought angrily, and swung out of the saddle. A quick examination of
the foundered animal's brought his temper to aboil. There were degp weeping harness-galls on their gaunt
hides, and the hooves were splintered where the shoes had come off.

"Son of awhorel™ he shouted as the wagoneer shrank trembling againgt the datted boards of the
vehicle. "Don't you know enough to check for footrot? When was the last time you fed these poor
beasts?'

Hereined in hisfury; tongue-lashing the incompetent would not bring the animals back to usefulness.
Instead he turned to the patrol that had ridden in with him.

"Sergeant!”

A tal Montanan straightened in the saddle. "L 'tenet?" he asked, shifting his quid of tobacco to the
other cheek.

"Takefive men and go back to the haciendawe passed. There will be animals: horses, mules, oxen.
Round them up and bring them here. If there aren't enough, bring the workersin the ingenio; yes, and the
haciendado himsdlf. My men will get these supplies, on the Cubans backsif no other way!™

"Yessr!" the sergeant said, and pulled his Winchester from its saddle-scabbard. "Y ou heard the



man, boys! Yo!"

The officer drew his pistol and turned to the horse that lay in the mud before him, its eyes glassy and
blank. Some of the others might be saved, but this one he could give only the mercy of abullet.

The Vice President was speaking, in that high-pitched voice that went so strangely with his burly
chest and big-toothed grin:

"We shdll seeto the army and much more, Francisco, in the next few months. But we shal do none
of it if we do not get on our way to the Capitol."

He adjusted his glasses—two small lenses on the bridge of his nose, without earpieces—and
directed his attention forward to the driver. "We are ready, sr. Onward to the inauguration!”

Crowds lined the broad avenues of Washington. They cheered asthey saw the carriage approach,
with its mounted escort before and behind in aglitter of polished brass and stedl. The Vice President
acknowledged them solemnly, as befitted the occasion. He had gotten hisfirst term because McKinley
had falen to an n's bullet, but he had won his second fair and square, after proving that he could
indeed uphold the dignity of the office. On thisday in 1905, he was more restrained than his usua
ebullient saf, more forma and proper than anyone had ever seen him.

Y et his companion could sense the coiled eagernessthere, the will to command and the certainty of
what to command.

Theodore aways seems to be urging men forward, thought the Senator. And because heiswho he
is, they will follow him, even though the path he leadsis through Hell. Now heis urging awhole country
forward, and | pity the ones who do not want to go in the same direction. Luckily, | agree with him, a
least so far. We have ridden together along way since the Rough Riders. And now we ride to the White
House. If he had not needed an officer who spoke Spanish, where would | be riding now? Among the
mesquite and saguaro of home, perhaps fighting the bandit gangs, perhapsjoining them?

Theodore's voice broke in on histhoughts. "Thinking back, Francisco? Y ou have alook on your
face that reminds me of the night before the charge.”

"Yes, | wastherefor amoment,” the Senator replied. " Seven years ago, and sometimes it seems
like yesterday, sometimes another life entirely. We have come far indeed.”

"And we shal go farther still once we get to the dais, which | hope we shdl by Christmas,”
Theodore observed flatly. "Driver, your pardon, but what isthe reason for this ddlay?!

The coachman's deferentia answer wasin such alow tone that Theodore had to lean forward.
Francisco leaned back, studying the blustery gray sky. Whoever had suggested the Digtrict of Columbia
for acapitd city had been mad or malevolent, he decided. Too wet in pring, too humid in summer,
barely tolerablein fal and hdll in winter. It would be better to be fighting in Cubaagain than Stting under
ablustery March sky in Washington. It would amost be better to be working back at the mine
again . . . no, nothing was worse than that, or he wouldn't have l&ft to join the Rough Ridersin thefirst
place.

Such amadly assorted bunch of men those warriors were, roughnecks from the West, adventurers
from the East, Englishmen, Germans, Indians, Negroes from both Americaand Africa, even afew
Chinese who held their heads up and fought and cussed just like everybody else. He had cometo
Theodore's attention thanks to his horsemanship, stayed in his awvareness because he, Francisco, had that
something that made men follow. He had stayed because Theodore had that something that made even
leaders follow, made them glad and grateful to do so.

He had said as much the night before San Juan Hill, the Senator remembered. Francisco had been
bent over the hoof of a horse that a picket had found wandering loose when he heard someone coming
up behind him.

"Ingpecting the animals again, Lieutenant? Bully! Where do you think that one came from, an
American unit or Spanish?'

"Locd, Colond Roosevdt, and unfit for anything but pack work as he stands. Thereisn't a



well-shod horse or awell-maintained rifle on thiswholeidand, except the ones we brought with us. Or a
well-cooked medl, including the ones we brought with us."

"Blame the outfitters who sold the army that vile tinned beef, not the poor souls who havetried to
make something of it. Corporal Hang Ah has thrown away the stuff that came out of thetins green, and
he has done dl that can be done with the rest.”

"I have no doubt he works miracleswith what he has, and | will remember to compliment him on his
kill thenexttimel seehim.”

"Y ou will, Lieutenant, and he will take heart from it. Do you know, you are the only one of my
officerswho would think to do so. Though you first served me asan interpreter, | will have you know
that | consider you an able leader of men, onewhoseingtincts| trust. Y ou have the gift of command, and
| shdl rely on you to give the men courage tomorrow.”

"I will givedl that | have, Colond. | swear it on my honor,” Francisco said earnestly.

"That men such as you will take such an oath assures us of victory. It isthejob of acommander to
ingpire competent men, so that the whole army may be led with both valor and skill. God has given me
the gift of command, and God or Divine Providence has sent me aman such as you who will be my
strong right arm. 1t could not be otherwise."

"It could have been different, Colonel Roosevet. Remember, there were two drafts of the treaty
after thewar with Mexico in my grandfather'stime. If the commissioners had signed the other one, with
the borderline drawn to the north instead of to the south of Chihuahua, | would have been born on the
other sde. There are Mexicansfighting us here, you know, volunteers and irregulars. | found one of them
dying on the beach yesterday—he begged me for water in aVeracruz accent. Only a hundred miles from
where | was born, ahundred miles and aborder.”

"Y ou have no second thoughts? No fedling of kinship for those with whom your people shared a
language and culture?’

"You and | share alanguage aswell, one | have spoken since | was a child. The officers we capture
have the accent of Cadtille, of the grandees who have their position because of their birth, not the plain
Spanish my parents spoke in their stables and kitchens. Asfor culture, Chihuahua was never truly part of
Mexico. My father told me tales of the old days, the taxmen everywhere, the police so corrupt that we
feared them more than the banditsin the hills. No, I am with you. | will live or diewith you, and | will be
abletotdl my children that | had the honor of riding with Theodore Roosevelt, whom they will call Teddy
likeeveryonedse."

A grin gretched the Colond's red mustache, and he put out his hand. "And | will be honored to tell
minethat | have ridden with Lieutenant Pancho Villa, though tomorrow we shdl ride apart. Y ou shal
havetheleft flank, | theright, and | shall meet you atop San Juan Hill."

* * %

The carriage was moving dowly, to alow the maximum number of resdents and vigitorsto view the
newly elected President. The mgesty of the moment affected even the naturaly buoyant Roosevelt, who
sat erect and waved to the crowd with more restraint than usua. He perked up at the sight of apair of
boys 4till in the short pants of childhood who shrieked in excitement, evidently as much at seeing the
fancy coach and mounted guards as the occupants of the carriage. They ran between the militiawho
were trying to keep the crowd back, and Theodore laughed at the awkwardness of the police trying to
catch them.

"Those boys are as excitable asapair of freshly minted privates," he chuckled.

"And asmuch usein acharge," agreed Francisco.

He had expected fear, on the day of battle. He had not expected such confusion. Thetall grasson
the hill ahead waved in the breeze that blew the smoke of the Americans black-powder weaponsinto a
haze around the troops. All around him he heard the dow barking of single-shot carbines, the
ripping-canvas growl of the Gatlings, the occasiona bark of afieldpiece. The Spanish forces on theridge



above were returning firewith their smokeless-powder Mausers, invisbleto eyesor field glasses, the
high-ve ocity bullets passing with avicious flat whipcrack sound. Over it he could hear men shouting, the
horses neighing in terror asthey were led over the mushy ground toward territory suitablefor agalop. A
few American pickets who had been scouting the area withdrew from the field at something which
approached but wasn't quite adead run.

Theflight of the well-dressed soldiers was amarked contrast to the motley but disciplined Rough
Riders, who surged forward toward the hidden enemy.

"Forward! Arriba! " Francisco shouted.

Heraised hisvoicein ahigh yipping war-cry and waved his hat towards the Spanish positions.
There wasfear in hisown heart, but pride drove it out as he saw men take heart from his example and
surge up the hill behind him. Their eyes upon him did not banish fear, but they madeit so much easier to
overcome.

The Colond will not faill me, hethought. And | will not fail my men.

* * %

The dome of the Capitol cameinto view, and an ingtant later they saw the wooden platform which
had been erected for the occasion. The black robes of Chief Justice Fuller stood out among the morning
coats and striped trousers of the dignitaries and diplomeats, the contrast magnified by his shock of white
hair waving in the light breeze. Fuller wore his customary air of cool reserve, amarked contrast to the
celebratory air of most of the men around him.

One other expression was different—Mark Hanna, the Republican Senator who fancied himsdlf the
party's kingmaker, stared at the men in the carriage with unconcealed disgust. When Roosevelt met his
eyes, he turned abruptly and started talking to one of hisaides.

"Qur friend Senator Hanna seems to have eaten something which disagrees with him,” mused
Theodore happily.

"His hopes, perhaps,”" suggested Francisco. "He will be an old man in four years, too old to run for
President himsdlf, and you will have that time to change this country. Y ou will fight the big corporations
and trusts that are dear to him, the railroad baronswho are hisfriends. Y ou will take the country ina
direction he does not understand.”

"Wewill dothat,” exclaimed Theodore, clgpping acomradely hand on his shoulder. "Both of us" he
affirmed as the carriage came to a stop.

A crush of people surged forward, local dignitaries mixed with Pinkertons, military officers, and a
few garishly dressed men with notebooks. In amoment they were surrounded by the crowd. Most
converged on Theodore, but one singled out Francisco.

"Mr. Vice President . . ." he began.

"Not yet, but inawhile," replied Francisco.

The man stopped amoment, twisted hislong blond mustache thoughtfully, and continued. "Ah, yes,
that'sright. | ask your pardon. Well then, Senator Villa, I'm Ambrose Bierce of theSacramento Bee,
and I'd liketo ask you afew questions. . ."

Both men were distracted as a scuffle broke out nearby. The military police were taking no chances
after President McKinley's nation, and a squad was shoving the crowd back toward the sidewalk.

The reporter hesitated amoment, and Francisco took his hand. "Now is not the time, my friend.
Cometo my officethis afternoon, and | will talk to you then." The reporter nodded gratefully,then
hopped toward the sidewak as a sergeant brandished his baton.

"Making friends with the press?' asked Theodore as the two men walked toward the dais.

"He had good manners, and was the first person to call me Mr. Vice President,” answered
Francisco. "'l have just gotten used to being called Senator, and now | must get used to this new title.
Besides, he was aWesterner, and | like them better than the Eastern newspapermen, who are adways
too cynicd."

"Now Francisco, we are one people,” chided Theodore gently. "Evenif | do agree with you in



favoring Westerners, and would take a Colorado farmer or Montanaranch hand over twenty Mark
Hannas. Still, | would not have you judge even dl Democrats by him."

"There were good men from everywhere a San Juan Hill . . ." agreed Francisco as they ascended
to the platform.

"Now!" cried Theodore and the bugles blared. The Rough Riders started moving forward dowly,
gaining momentum with every step like atightly wound spring uncoiling. A tal dark Metis trapper who
wore ared sash over his uniform whooped as his horse picked up speed, and fired hisrevolver at the
distant Spanish, then jerked back in the saddle as abullet hit him in the chest. The wet dap of lead on
flesh was unpleasantly audible as blood gouted.

A wiry redhead who wore a green bandolier grabbed the reins of the trapper's horse, keeping the
anima under control and steadying the wounded man.

"Sure and | have him now, Pancho,” the smaller man caled in athick brogue. "Y ou'll have to shoot
two for me, then!”

Francisco grinned and waved his hat while deftly maneuvering his horse past ashell crater, then
spurred forward, hishorsefirst in the line by anose, racing toward the barbed wire at the base of San
Juan Hill. A bullet went over hishead with aflat, ugly crack, and he pulled hispistol and fired in the
generd direction of the Spanish redoubt without aiming, as agesture of defiance as much as anything.
More shots rang out around him, along with aragged cheer mixed with shouted dogans, wordless yelps,
and Apache war cries.

Hejoined in with hisown yells of "Viva Teddy Roosevdt! Vivalos Rough Riderd™ and was
surprised when the men around him took it up asacheer.

The House Chaplain had been unusudly brief at hisoration, a prayer sprinkled with classicd
referencesthat left afew people on the dais scratching their heads. Chief Justice Méeville Fuller was
gpeaking now, his nasal Maine accent making hisforma invocation sound like aforeign language. His
delivery was so flat that it took amoment after he had finished to redlize that his most recent words had
been:

" ... preserve, protect, and defend the constitution of the United States?”'

Roosevdt'sringing "'l shal!" was such a contrast that severa people jumped, startled despite the
inevitability of theresponse. . ..

"And furthermore,”" Roosevet continued, facing the crowd and projecting hisvoice in the eeger
strainswhich had carried over battlefields, "1 shal endeavor to bring about a continuance of the march to
greatness that was the misson of my predecessorsin the glorious office.

For the firg time the gpplause was more than palite, and the crowd standing below moved forward
to hear as he continued his speech. "No people on earth have more cause to be thankful than ours, and |
say that reverently, in no spirit of boastfulness of our own strength, but with gratitude to the Giver of
Good who has blessed us with so large a measure of well-being and happiness. . ."

He has them now, thought Villa, just as he did when we stood at the top of San Juan Hill amid the
gtink of blood and powder, and | cheered him with the rest of the men. This Easterner with the vigor of
the West is going to take this country and gtitch it together, from Alaskain the North to Sonoraand my
Chihuahuain the South, and he will make it one, and make it proud. He is going to take on the best of the
Democrats and the worst of his own party, and he will vanquish them both and they will never know why
or how, and the most able of them will follow him, will give up everything eseas| did, will make
themselves better men in the processas| did. When | retire to my haciendain Chihuahua, as1 will
someday, flattering men will say | was destined for grestness. The men who remember the miner with the
knife, the bandito | once was, they are dl dead now, and maybe nobody but mewill know that the
smooth-talking men arelying. | could have joined the onesin the hills, been their Teddy Roosevelt
perhaps, worked againgt al | now hold dear. Whatever | could have been, | am the man you trusted your



flank to a San Juan Hill, and | will defend you through shot and shell and congressional committees and
whatever elsetheworld sends. . .

The President finished his speech and paused for effect, hisfamous grin wide on hisface.

And I will hail you intheway of my tradition, so when the news gets back to Chihuahuathey will
know | have not become entirely a creature of thisfilthy Northern city of pale people.

Francisco seized Theodorée's hand in hisown and raised it high, shouting with al hismight the same
phrase that had rung out over the battlefield by the Santiago road.

"Viva Theodore Roosevet!”

And the Glory of Them

Susan Shwartz

Again, the devil taketh him up into an exceedingly high mountain, and showeth all the
kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them.

Matthew, Chapter 4:8

June 27, thisyear of Our Lord 1098

Bohemond stood with his knights near God'stable. In sad truth, the table was aramshackle bit of
carpentry rendered temporarily splendid by abolt of brocaded silk liberated after Antioch'sfdl from a
man-at-arms who wouldn't have appreciated it anyhow; and Bohemond didn't so much stand astry not
to lean on his nephew Tancred, but if that old death's head Count Raymond de Saint Gilles could get
through one of Adhemar's serviceswithout sitting down, Bohemond was damned if held show
weakness—even if hehad taken acut in the find battle for the city that damn near had made a Greek
officd of him.

Thewound hurt like Greek fire, which was, frankly, a subject he didn't like thinking of. It was one
thing to roast apy or two and make hismen ydl "Voici Mardi Gras." But that damnable clinging stuff
you didn't dare get close enough to cut avay—it would take a Greek to come up with such athing,
dishonor at long range, and a Greek like that fox Emperor Alexiusto useit.

Bohemond was hardly the only one to wobble through the mass. None of the peerswho'd taken
Antioch were particularly steady on their fedt.

The Papd Legate eevated the Host. It looked like agiant eye and smelled like bread. The men
tracked it with hollow eyes, more a case of hunger than piety.

His Grace Adhemar of Puy had imposed yet another of hisfavorite three-day fasts. So communion
would be thefirst food anyone had had for three days unless some dy bastard had sneaked off to gorge
on some of the spoil from the city. If Bohemond had had amoment alone since they raised his
banner—as purple as the Emperor's—near the citadel that had yet to fall, held probably havetried to
sneak alittle food himsdlf. Hed have bet his second sword his nephew Tancred's bely didn't growl with
emptiness. But, hetold himself, hole-in-corner gluttony was hardly the feast worthy of a Prince who had
won hiscity by the sword. Thetime for wine and fat roasts would come.

Areyou surprised, Father? Y ou told me, if | wanted an Empire, | would haveto fight for it.

Marcus Bohemondus, named after the giant in the folk tale, son of Robert, called the fox, crossed
himsalf, then swiped his hand over hisface. Sweet Jesu, he wastired. Fasts too damn often and scant
rationstherest of thetime wereahell of athing to heal on, let doneif aman had to fight four wars a
once.

He counted them out. One against Kerbogha, camped beneath the city walls right where Bohemond
had camped less than amonth ago. A second against those stubborn bastards who'd holed up in the



citaddl after therest of Antioch fell. A third, and a disgraceful one, againgt those pigeon-hearts among the
Franks who tried to escape the Sege by diding down the walls on ropes—by God, he/d make the next
cowarddance at theropesend! And finaly, asecret war against Alexius of Constantinople and
anyone—Ilike Raymond—who thought that the wily Emperor of the Greeks who'd deserted them had a
right to the city Bohemond had bled to take for himsdlf.

| wonder if thewinein that chaice—not that it's worth drinking—uwill set Adhemar reding. Now
that would be asight.

Just that day, Peter the Hermit and Herluin had ridden back through the gates with the
not-compl etel y-unexpected news that the emir Kerbogha had rejected peace terms. So, it al boiled
down, like last week's stew (assuming the plague of locusts Bohemond called his men hadhad mest to
stew last week) to afight. God willsit, God save the right, but Bohemond was glad he had sharp swords,
good armor, and some damn useful spiesto rely on.

He only hoped Kerbogha had bigger stones than Y aghi Siyan, whose head stank on a post above
the stinking city engulfed by stinking camps. When they'd arrived here over adamn nasty hill passage, the
plain before the city had looked like it wasfull of milk and honey. They'd esten dl the food, and now it
wasfull of carrion ingtead. Not even the stinking Tafurs could haul the bodies out fast enough, and when
Bohemond had tried to talk withle roi Tafur , who'd become in some strange fashion avassal of his, that
crazed death's head on legs had damn near raised his scytheto him.

Y aghi Siyan's son had tried to use the citaddl to retake the city and failed. So he'd been deposed by
Achmed ibn Merwine, another of those damned unpronounceable names. Son of a pagan whore could
fight, though.

Adhemar was gtill praying, which was no surprise. Bohemond let his eyes unfocus. Torchlight
glowed on the lance that Raymond de Saint Gilles dways kept near him, making it shimmer. Finding that
piece of scrap and caling it the Holy Lance that pierced Christ's side had been one of Raymond's better
ideas, much as Bohemond hated to admit it. To think it wasBohemond who called himsdlf the son of the
Fox! Crafty Raymond had set adozen men with more piety than senseto dig for the Holy Lance.

What if Raymond could outmatch him? Bohemond broke into a sweset. Thoughtslike that could
make aman defeat himsalf just when he siood on the threshold of the principdity held fought for dl his
life

Bless me, father. Bohemond crossed himsalf. At least, his hand didn't tremble. Y ou've got to keep
the men in heart. Hell, agood medl would do better than al these pious mutterings. Did anybody redly
think they could take Jerusalem and keep it anyways?

It wasn't asif he could chalenge Raymond on afake relic; there was dways the chance there really
had been amiracle, and there Bohemond would be—out of luck. Again.

Hed fought too hard for that. He didn't particularly like leaving Raymond, who had this supertitious
reverence for the oaths hed sworn His Imperid Mgesty Alexius Autokrator of the Romans, and
whatever other titles the man could hang around his overdecorated neck, behind in the city while herode
out yet again to fight, but my lord the Count of Toulouse was asick man and someone had to stay behind
to keep an eye on the citadd.

No man could fight like Adhemar and il claim to be amilky innocent, but Bohemond would have
bet half the bribes Alexius had lavished on him that the Papa L egate thought they wanted to receive the
Body of Chrigt, rather than around of bread. Evenif it did look like a very eye of God.

It was Bohemond's turn to limp forward and receive the Host. Chrigt, he could have swallowed the
wholeloaf without chewing!

Bohemond only saw bread, tasted bread, and not enough of it. What did Adhemar see?

Whatever, it was none of Bohemond's business, and if that's how he was thinking, he was taking
fever from hiswound and they'd have to burn it again tonight. If he had half the brainsthat had gotten him
from ayounger son'sfedty in Taranto to the point where he could claim to be Prince of thiscity and be
half believed, held take to his bed tonight alone, drinking little, and eating less.



But he knew held be out, prowling his city as hed done every night since the gates opened to him
and his banner went up.

Steady there. . . the peers were watching him. He might have wound-fever, but those
others—they'd taken the infection of plotting from the Greeks, even though Alexius pet Turkish generd
Taticius had long since abandoned the armies. Plots, nothing but plots. Give Bohemond an honest battle
any day.

Antioch at night, Bohemond thought. | lift up mine eyes unto the hills, whence cometh my help
—from the strength of my right arm and the valor of my knights. Hed pushed away ahost of knights
turned nursemaid and inssted that, yes, by Jesu, he was going to walk about his city, maybe up asfar as
the gpproach to the citadd, and who among them was man enough to stop him?

When they'd fallen back, murmuring among themselves, held flung a cloak about himself, picked up
his sword, and set out. And damned glad to have done so, he thought as he paused, breathing hard, to
look down at hiscity.

Surely not even Jerusalem could be more magnificent than his city with itswals, higher than
Jericho's, with their hundreds of towers; hiscity, lying in the lap of the mountains. The night winds had
blown the stink away. If you ignored the sections laid waste, the quarters burned by Bohemond himself
to force Frankish dackers out of their houses and into the streets where they could be put to the serious
work of fighting, his city was beatiful.

Do you see, Father?

Robert Guiscard had acknowledged Bohemond's quality. But he had chosen to make Roger Borsa,
Roger the Purse, hisheir. Wdll, my lord Roger shouldn't have one of those ungainly copper coinsthe
Greeks cdled afollis to put in his purse—much as Bohemond would like to watch him try.

He could see men going to and fro on the plain, Tafurs dragging bodies out of the city, his nephew
Tancred riding in acloud of knights and dust to whatever errand he had tonight. He didn't trust him, not
asfar ashe could throw him, fully armed, and his horse, assuming Tancred hadn't eaten it on the dy. His
nephew's pride was too hot and his Arabic too good. Not that Bohemond was above profiting fromiit. If
Tancred hadn't been able to spesk to that turncoat Firouz, who'd turned ablind eye to the knights who
climbed into the tower he commanded, they'd still be outside the city walls, and Kerbogha, coming down
from the hills, would have cracked them against the walls like eggs.

And he'd have had no new godson. Firouz, who'd opened the city to him, had agreed to receive
baptism and had taken Bohemond's name.

Bohemond looked up from the Orontesin its silvery flow to the greeter silver of the moon. Milk and
honey? The others could have Jerusalem and the hereafter, and he'd take this and the power and the
glory of thisworld.

The moon was making him dizzy, like one of those foolswho faints at Mass, mazed with sanctity.
Or maybeitwas thefever.

But the river Orontes running through the plain wasn't the only water for leagues, Antioch was acity
richinwater. That had helped it hold out under Y aghi Siyan and was hel ping them now.

A gream . . . two steps forward and held damn near have measured hislengthinit. Hekndlt, a
movement painful enough to force agrunt out of him now there was no one to see and to whisper he was
losing hissrength.

He scooped up apamful of water and dopped it down, dripping onto his cloak and armor: another,
and another; and it wasn't enough. Taking off hishelm, hefilled it and lifted it. A moment longer and hed
have duiced its contents over his head and maybe have quenched the firein him that seemed to be turning
hisface and hair ruddier hues. . . But theimage of the city, reflected in the water, beautiful as one of
those mosaicsin the Greeks churches, captured him, and he stared at the city, his city, while thewind
whipped up about him and he was done, truly aone, as he hadn't been since hisvigil before hisfather
knighted him. Knighted him and sent him off to make his own fortune while making Roger Borsa, Magter



Purse with hislittle puckered mouth, his heir.

Bohemond shivered in the moment. He supposed it ought to be shared with the men who'd fought
for him, with him: not to mention the oneswho'd never see dawn and those who'd aready died.

Bohemond didn't want to sharethis. Or hiscity. Damn, for once, he would have something,
something magnificent, something that wasonly his. All hislifelong, heéd dl but turned himsdf into coin.
He'd helped Tancred deck himself out like awarrior prince. HEd armed and horsed as big atroop as he
could borrow money to support, not that he'd been doing so well until Alexius had tossed him that
roomful of treasure with no more thought than held have thrown ams at abeggar. Damn the man, to have
so much and to rub Bohemond's nosein it, and dole out never acrumb ofreal power.

Before setting out for the Holy Land, held had little more than his sword, his horse, and hisarmor.
But held torn hisbest cloak into crosses the day he vowed to go on what his-holy-lordship Raymond,
who'd never had to worry where his gold would come from, called a pilgrimage and he knew, perfectly
well, it would be the struggle that would win him land and lordship or lose him hisrenown and hislife.

The man who should see you take seisin of thisland is dead. Take it for yourself. Ignoring the
now-familiar pain of hiswounded leg, Bohemond lowered himsdf to one knee and scooped up ahandful
of earth, which crumbled in his hand: rich, well-watered, his. He set it down gently, with more respect
than held been using for the spoils hed won, rubbed his hand on his cloak, then dipped it in the stream.
Thisdamnable fever made him thirsty, madehimdizzy . ..

... made him think he was seeing ghosts .. . . and what was that, creeping up stealthy asacat
behind him?

Dark-skinned, white-clad, the smell of fresh-baked bread about him, the man was fast but, even
faster, Bohemond ripped sword from sheath and hurled himsdf to the ground (and hafway into the
gream, if the truth be told). And when the pagan pounced with one of those bloodcurdling yelswith
Allahinit that dways meant al hell had broken loose again, Bohemond spitted him on his outthrust
sword.

Blood from the death wound spurted out, fresh stains against the othersthat stained hiscloak.Leroi
Tafur would cdl thisabaptism, butle roi Tafur was probably the craziest thing to come out of France,
notwithstanding the competition.

"What an emir you'd beif only you werent. . ."

Another voice.

Whirling, Bohemond tugged his sword free of the man held dain. Another pagan to be daughtered.
Next!

"Show yourself!" Bohemond ordered. Perhaps he should order themto get inline.

"If that will content you, Lord Bohemond," said thisnew enemy. " Dominus meus excellentissimus
ac gloriosus Boamundus inspiratus a Deo. Y ou will pardon, | hope, any errorsin direct address. Y our
own fellows stumblein your holy language, separate asit is from the common speech. Y our hair betrays
you. And your courage, to come out aone at night so close to your enemies.”

Sarcadtic, sneering bastard, making free with honest knights errors. They were warriors, not
scholars.

"| told you, show yoursdf!" he snarled, hand on hilt.

The stranger moved out from the shadows into the light. Clearly, he was no mean fighter;
Bohemond could see that from how the newcomer carried himsdlf. One hand rested dmost casualy near
the hilt of asword that could probably chop good Frankish stedl into diverswithout taking anick itself.
Clearly, the man was either sure enough of hisskill, or he had men in hiding (in which case Bohemond
was in deep trouble, if not neck deep in amidden). Or both.

There was aways the possibility that he was even crazier than the king of the Tafurs. But
Bohemond didn't think so.

Madmen didn't wear heavy robes of bronze-and-green sk, embroidered with those symbolsthe
pagans claimed were honest letters, that hung with the weight of the armor they concedled. Madmen



didn't watch mortal enemieswith steady eyes above amouth and chin and throat concealed by the same
glitteringslks.

And madmen didn't laugh like noblesin aquiet room, didn't move their hands away from their
wegpons, and above dl, didn't detach and unstopper richly chased flasks, silver and gold over legther,
hanging from their belts.

A sapphire glinted black on the stopper in the starlight as the man pulled down the scarf that
masked hisface, drank, then passed the flask to Bohemond.

Bohemond tasted, then downed alusty swalow. Wine, and good wine at that, not the combination
of horsepiss and vinegar that even Adhemar called wine these days. "I thought you pagansdidnt . . ."

"Virtueiswhat Allah poursinto your heart and mind, not down your throat,” said the stranger. He
was well-armed, well-dressed, if not with the elaboration of Y aghi-Siyan or his son. One was deed, the
other fled.

Incongruoudly, the man laughed, then went on in the blend of Frankish, Latin, and Arabic that had
become the common tongue of the pilgrimage, "Just because your lord turned water into wine doesn't
mean you're drunk dl thetime. Y ou couldn't fight like that if you were."

"Maybe wed fight better,” Bohemond said with a chuckle that startled him. He nudged the
assassin's body with one muddy boot. "Wouldhe have drunk?’

"l think not," said the stranger. "But then, | dso thought he would not fail me.”

Bohemond laughed and planted hisfists on hiships. "Let'swork that one out. Y ou had such faithin
this. .. this n of yoursthat you followed him to make sure he carried out your wishes. That
doesn't sound like faith tome."

Helooked down, found the flask in his hand, and had another gulp of the wine before, alittle
belatedly, handing it back to its owner.

"For that matter, whatwas his errand?’ Bohemond asked. "Or would it be safer to askwho ?*

"Hewasto seek the life of aman named Firouz, that filthy traitor with horns on his head.”

Bohemond barked laughter. "The man you seek's died to that name. Washed in the blood of the
Lamb or whatever. He's my godson Bohemond now. Y ou'll just have to give up your grudge,” he added
and held out his hand for the flask.

The man shook hishead. "Y ou are too trusting!" he chided. "How do you know | haven't poisoned
thewine?'

"You drank," Bohemond pointed out.

"And that isincontrovertible proof that | did not poison thewine?1 think not. I might be willing to
assure your desth with my own. Or, like the ancient King Mithridates, | might have accustomed mysdf to
poisons, alittle at atime, until what would kill you and your knights would affect me no morethan a
surfait of sherbet.”

Bohemond shrugged, trying to shift his position so he could get aglimpse of the face beneath the
glksand easethe achein hisleg. "Poison'sfor Greeks. If you'd wanted me dead, your assassin there
would have taken me out. Or tried. Y ou pagansfight like men. Look at you now, come down from up
there—" he gestured at the citaddl, "—rather than hide likeawoman . . ."

"Or like one of your—you cal them ropewakers, who run away?'

Bohemond hit hislip. Even in the East, they knew that red hair meant atemper of fire, and it would
help him not &t dl if thisshadowy emir provoked him into losing hisjudgment.

He heard aghost of achuckle, which improved histemper not at all.

"And what makesyou so sure," said the stranger, “that | am from.. . . up there, asyou say?"

The night wind erupted, whistling through the charred remnants of the trees on the ground here
between city and citaddl. Bohemond felt his cloak billow around him, but the other man's garments
scarcdly stirred. Good meta hidden within them: best not fight him. And afine mail scarf probably lay
beneath the silk that now concedled dl of the man's face except his eyes, exceptionally piercing, and so



paefor apagan that Bohemond thought he could practicaly peer within the fellow's skull.

The wind roared again. Bohemond shifted position, but his enemy moved not at all.

His mouth suddenly dry, Bohemond lifted the flask he till heldto drainiit.

That was when he saw theinterlocked triangles, above and below, forming the six-pointed stars
he'd seen in Jewish quarters before his men ran wild with fire and sword. Solomon's Sedl, it was called
hereabouts, and attributed to mages and to the demons caled djinn.

Bohemond let the flask drop from his hand, then crossed himself. It was a cogtly toy; ahuman man
would bend to retrieve it, and then Bohemond would have the advantage. A djinni . . . possibly adjinni
could beckon, and the flask would fly through the air to his hand and be miraculoudly filled.

"Such a conclusion you jump to," said the stranger. "'| offer you peace and wine. Y ou take the wine,
then let my flask fal on the ground, and make holy signsasif | were some cresture sent by Shaitan to
confound you, not an honest warrior."

The moonlight struck him, turning his burnished splendor al pale. Hislong eyes gleamed, and he
lowered the scarf over his mouth, reveding ajaw fully as stubborn as Bohemond's. He drew hissword, a
beautiful movement accompanied by the sweet sound of stedl, water patterns glistening down its deadly
length. Sowly extending it, he caught up the flask's strap, and held it, dangling from the point, out to
Bohemond again.

"Look within, | tell you. Thereare no djinnin my flask. And no wine."

Bohemond barked laughter. "Of course not. Y ou aready |eft your bottle" His heart sank about the
leve of therepairsto hisboots. If thisemir or whatever he was were sorcerer aswell aswarrior . . .

Then Adhemar would have been Bohemond's best defense this night, assuming the Legate werein
shape for so long awalk. Or Tancred, whose Arabic might have been good enough for afeeble curse or
two.

Bohemond leapt forward, though hisleg felt asthough it had been wounded dl over again, and
grabbed the stranger. What fdt like honest stedl and flesh lay beneath his gripping fingers. The man held
firm. Either he had a dagger—a deadly little final weapon, poisoned or not—tucked in among thosefolds
of costly robes, too clean for a proper man, or he realy was one of the unclean creatures known as
djinn.

"Have you cometo offer medl the kingdoms of the earth?' Bohemond demanded.

Thedjinni, if such hewas, twisted free.

"Wl asked, my lord Bohemond," he said. " So you read the Book of which you areachild, in
which the saint we call Issafastsin the wilderness and isvisited by Shaitan. Wak with me now, and let
me show you al these kingdoms of the earth.”

| am afool and the son of afool, Bohemond told himself, knowing both to be alie. Nevertheless, as
if he had been bespelled by the moon or—the wine! This son of Satan may not have poisoned it, but put
somedrug init to render me witless!

Chrigt, it would be hard to be Prince of Antioch and then cut down with no more of afight than
Y aghi Siyan put up, fleeing after he'd lost the city.

Or maybeit was just thefever, playing tricks with the light and hisjudgment. He heard himsdlf
murmuring, "Again, the devil taketh him up into an exceeding high mountain, and showeth him dl the
kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them, and saith unto him, al thesethingswill | givethee, if you
will fal down and worship me. Then saith Jesus unto him, Get thee hence, Satan, for it iswritten, Thou
shall worship the Lord thy God and him only shdt thou serve. Then the devil leaveth him and behold,
angd s came and ministered unto him."

But he found that he'd taken afew stepsto an outcropping of rock, built up with awal on whichiit
was possible to lean out and overlook the entire valey. Unsteady as he was, the djinni probably could
pick his moment to push him over. Well, he could try.

The djinni nodded.

"But you havent left.”



He gestured at the city lying at their feet. "What will you ask?" he demanded. "A princedom? The
Emperor's crown?' Hetook adeep breath. "The Holy City of Jerusalem itsaf? Will you beg for it?!

"Antioch ismine by right of conquest,” said Bohemond. "And | beg for nothing.”

Hewas Antioch dready, if he could hold fast, despite Godfrey and Adhemar's holiness and
Raymond's mewlings that Antioch belonged to the Emperor. And Jerusalem? A dream men had died for.
Bohemond preferred gold and honest stone to dreams.

"Y ou wouldn't care to step off thisheight and let me help you fly?" There was laughter in the
stranger's voice.

"Y ou offer me cities, honor, gold,” said Bohemond. "Emperors have done that, and I've taken what
| chose and only what | thought | could hold. Y ou offer me more than any man could guard, and for what
price? My soul? Poor scarred thing that it is, assuming | have one at dl. |1 would not bargain with you for
little”

"Thenif your soul means nothing to you," said the djinni, if such hewas, "why not clasp hands and
say 'don€ on our bargain?"

He held out his hand, scarred with battle, but long and fine. Would those fingers beice-cold or
warm as honest human flesh?

Knocking his hand away might make the djinni bring down the lightnings, or whatever weapons
besides sted that djinn used. Instead, Bohemond put his own hands behind his back. A boy's gesture,
and it would leave him vulnerable for a perilous second or two, but it went with what he was about to
sy.

"If Jesus Christ appeared on that rock over there right now and offered me Antioch, all unearned,
I'd say ‘thank you very much, my Lord, but I cannot accept honor | have not earned for mysdlf.' Do you
understand that?' Bohemond demanded. "I won this city with fire and sword and swesat and blood, and
no one, human, djinni, or God Himsdlf, isgoing to take it from me!™

He heard his voice echo off therock walls of the citadel. In the valley below, men raised acheer.
He had heard them cheering like that, "Bo-he-mond! Bo-he-mond !" a dawn when they looked down
from the city'swalls and redlized thet they'd won it, a least until Kerbogha could arrive. Screamed like
fugitives from the Pit, their faces black with smoke and sweat and rugt, their eyes red, and blood pouring
from unfelt wounds. He'd beggared himsdlf to bring them here, cursed them for gaping mouths, greedy
guts, and wesklings when their courage faltered; yet here they were, in Antioch, and he loved every one
of them.

Would anyone lower himsdf to win Antioch by magic or even the gift of God when he could have
thisferocious glory? Not Bohemond.

"Y ou poor, miserable bastard,” hedl but purred at hisadversary. "Let me explain it to you. Seethis
city? It'smine. Won by my hand,my sword, my men,my blood and my bone and the courage God gave
me asaknight. And you offer metrickery instead. Aswell offer mewater and call it wine, or aleather
glove and oil when | want awoman. Y ou know about the wine, at least. Do you damn djinn have any
bals, or areyou like Greeksthat way, al cut off?"

Those were fighting words. If the man drew, as he expected, hed have God's own bettle on his
hands. Roused as he was, he thought he could take him. And if not, it was better than wondering if hisleg
wound would rot.

Swest was bresking out al over him. His matted hair was drenched with it. Waves of hot and cold
rushed over him, but he managed not to reel until they subsided and he realized:I've got the turn. My
fever's broken, and I'm going to live. Live and rule Antioch .

He drew his sword and waited.

And waited longer.

His adversary laughed. "My lord, if you could see the expression on your face! | believe you're
actudly disappointed we won't be able to hack each other to pieces.”

Bohemond found himsdlf laughing, with relief among other things. "1t would be ashameto spoil that



pretty coat. Maybe, when we take the citadel, | can get me one as spoil.”

"l will remember that," said the other man and saluted him in the pagan fashion—touching heart, lips,
and brow with agrace that any perfumed courtier from the south of France might envy.

Hedrew in adeep bresth, looked up at the sky, flying the same bannersit had flown the night
Bohemond won his city, and veiled the lower part of hisface once more.

"l have found out what | wished to learn,” he said. " Are you well enough to walk down aoneto
where you're quartered?’

"Walk?' Bohemond replied, as he gazed down the way he had come along night before. "I could
fly!" Then, asthe other man laughed, he added hadtily, "But | won't!"

"I never expected it," he answered. "But | am pleased to hear you arewell. If you fed the need,
send amessenger to the citadd. Some physicians il survive. May God be with you.”

To Bohemond's surprise, he used the proper word, not "Allah.”

* * %

Tancred came riding toward Bohemond and the assembled lords with the sort of eagernessyou
beat out of pages and worked out of squires. His horse's hooves struck sparks from the city's stones, but
though it sumbled, it didn't fal.

"Hell of away to useagood horse," Bohemond muttered. Didn't Tancred redize thisidiocy
reflected badly on hisuncle?

"Uncle! My lord!™ he was shouting.

Splendid. Now, he was interrupting a council to which he hadn't been invited, and Raymond was
aready shooting Bohemond little "control-your-nephew" glaresthat Adhemar was bound to have to back
up.

Tancred reined in so suddenly that the horse reared, sending him into afall that only aknight's skill
turned into aform of dismount.

"They're surrendering up therel™ he shouted. "The citaddl! Theflag's up, not Raymond's but my lord
uncle'sl The gates are open, and the commander swears helll yield to Bohemond or no one.™

Adhemar rose, hisface transfigured.

Jesu,not another three-day fast , Bohemond thought and cast round for adistraction.

"Assemble our men, nephew.”

"They're coming,” Tancred said, his eyes ablaze. He, like Bohemond, knew what it was to be poor,
to want, and to hack and fight to win on€e's heart's desire.

Bohemond could hear heavy footsteps. He could see crowds approaching, faces he knew, voices
he recogni zed, and some he saw only in his heart.

"My lords, with your permission,” he began. Christ, he was aboy again, on hisfirst campaign, with
al hisdreams untarnished. Joy erupted in him. Generous enough to give the others grace, even the sour,
disappointed Raymond, Bohemond shouted, "Not by my hands, not by our hands. . . non nobis,
Domine.. .. sngit, you bastards Sing with dl your hearts!"

Asthe knights, any one of whom would have regarded the name of bastard as sufficient reason to
fight to the death, burst into song, Bohemond marched them up the battered streets of Antioch and didn't
halt before he reached the citadel. The hdll with the leg. HEd have time to collgpse later, and skilled
pagan physiciansto attend him.

Behind them rose the cheering of the host. For some, the cheer would be their last word—no bad
way to go.

Do you seethat, Father? Firgt, a princedom, and now this public glory.

Adhemar would counsdl him to avoid the sin of pride. He would try not to show just how proud he
was.

And please God he could manage not to burst out laughing.

The pagans formed up in adouble line from the citadd's gates. Even in surrender, they were



splendidly tricked out in fine slks and gleaming mail and swords the knights would make them surrender
unless Bohemond stepped in. The wailing of those weird pipesthey carried and the rapid besting of their
round drums erupted al about the citadel astheir commander walked through the gates.

So thiswas Achmed ibn Merwine: abronzed man, silk-robed, long-eyed, hisface haf-veiled. As
Bohemond waited, he unhelmed and removed the scarf that hid hisface.

"You!" Bohemond gavein to the great shout of laughter held felt building sSince Tancred dmost fell
off his horse and bounded forward.

"Some soldierstold me you were the true commander, the only leader, of the Franks. And then |
met you and saw for mysdlf that, truly, you would not be defested.”

"And they wereright,” Bohemond said. It wasn't hisfault if thisemir wanted to rub sat in Raymond
de Saint Gilles wounds, now, wasit?

"I cannot endure the destruction of more of my men. Or of thiscity. It iswritten that you shall rule
Antioch, and thus. . ." The man removed his sword from his belt, knelt, and offered it to Bohemond.

Hetook it, drew it and heard the sweet rush of fine stedl cutting air, then held it over the enemy
commander, who was certainly no djinni.

"So," he asked, "what shall it be? We can give you safe conduct out of here—no doubt Kerbogha
will recaeiveyou. Or will you stay with us and be baptized in the True Faith?"

Achmed ibn Merwine sduted Bohemond, heart, lips, and brow, the way he had the night before.
"My lord, | offer you another godson named Bohemond. If you are willing to stand with me before the
dtar.”

Heedless of Tancred's sudden watchfulness or Raymond's glare, Bohemond strode forward.

"I would be honored," he said.

He raised the emir, drew him into an embrace.

"My son," heintoned formally, and damned near broke his hand thumping him on the back, thanks

to thefine sted sewn into ibn Merwinesfancy coat. Despite the achein his hand, he could fed laughter
under thedlk and the stedl.

Another one fromwhom I'll have to guard my back, thought Bohemond, Prince of Antioch. The
sounds of rgjoicing rose dl around him. Thekilling would probably resume tomorrow.

Twelve Legions of Angels

R. M. Meluch

"What the hell am | reading here?' The Reichsmarschall turned back to the cover page of the
offendve manuscript. Twel ve Legions of Angels the damned thing wastitled. Smdl eyesglinted blue
tracer rounds at the Oberstleutnant who had brought it. "What isthisop?”

The Oberstleutnant blanched. May have made a mistake coming here. Still, he had drawn the short
straw. Nowhere to go but forward. "It isawork of—oh, what to call it?>—speculative fiction, |
Suppose.”

"It'ssedition! Why did you bring thisto me? Turn the swine over to the Gestapo! ™

"The swineisoneof ours."

The smal eyes grew aswide asthey could. "German?"

"No, Herr Reichamarschall. Air man."

Theflare of anger subsided to atroubled scowl. The Gestapo thugs were out of the question now.
The Luftwaffe took care of itsown problems. "English?'

The Obergtleutnant gave abrisk nod. "Former C in C of the RAF Fighter Command. Air Chief
Marsha Hugh Dowding—retired. The RAF sacked him directly after Dunkirk."



The scowl degpened. Dunkirk. Not Hermann Goering's finest hour. He had | et the British
Expeditionary Force escape across the Channd—even with the lack of British air cover.

That lack got the RAF flyboys rightly spat upon in their own streets, while al of England exalted the
miracle of the boats.

Always astonishing what the British will call amiracle. They had abandoned thousands of French
alies on the beach, and though they had managed to ferry aquarter million British soldiers acrossthe
Channdl, it was still abloody retreat! Those quarter million soldiers had not been enough to turn away
Goering's Eagle Attack! Nor that of the Sealion. Queer sort of miracle, that.

"Why was this Dowding relieved from command?' Goering demanded.

"The RAF forced him into retirement for refusing to send Spitfiresto France."

"Do you mean he had Spitfiresto send and he didn't? His best aircraft? Was he trying to help the
Rech?'

"No, Herr Reichsmarschal. The opposite according to this." The Oberstleutnant gave the
manuscript agingerly tap. "It was part of his Strategy.”

"Oh,strategy wasit."

"Fromwhat | could read. This seemsto be atreatise on how Herr Dowding would have run the
British ar campaign.”

"Ancther armchair expert.” Goering sniffed.

"Heflew in France," the Oberstleutnant advised quietly.

"Old enough to retire and he was il flying?”

"In the Great War, Herr Reichsmarschal.”

"Ah." Had dl of Hermann's attention now. A shared history there. The Blue Max gleamed under the
Reichsmarschall's chins. He could sense an instant warmth toward this brother under the cowling. An
addled, idiot brother on thewrong side, but abrother al the same, from atime when real men flew in
open cockpits, the wind and prop wash bitter in their faces, grit clattering against goggles, when your kite
could turn on athought, and there were no parachutes.

The Fat One became magnanimous. Victors could afford to be. He looked forward to marshaling a
combined force of Spitfires and Messerschmitts against the Bolshevik menace.

A clack of hedsin the doorway demanded attention. An adjutant: "It'stime, Herr Reichsmarschall.”
Further questions regarding angels, however many of them, must wait.

Out to the bal cony festooned with red, white, and black buntings, to take up a place flanking the
Fuhrer and the British king.

Crowds surged like the stormy ocean with thunderoussieg heils .

Down below, within the palace gates, asemicircle of VIPs stood up from their chairs.

Beyond that, the Mall stretched like arunway between fields of raised salutes. And here came the
arplanes.

The processon extended twenty-five milesfor the flyover at Buckingham Palace on this, thefirst
anniversary of the end of theKanalkampf , the conflict which thelosing side had cdled the Battle of
Britain.

Y ou saw them firgt, ablot upon the sky. Then their roar shook the ground, the kind that throttled
your throat, shook the heart in your chest.

Pride of place went to Hitler's bombers. The HE 111s cut-out wing roots gave them adistinctive
slhouette, unlike the JU 88s, looking from the ground unnervingly like British Blenheims. Their radid
engines clatter gave them their German accent.

Only then came the ME 109s, radiators whistling. Hard- lined, vicious shapes, ingeschwader
strength, they peppered the low cast sky for miles.

A lull, then, on the horizon with a signature purring you need only hear once to know immediately,
advanced British Rolls Royce engines—aschwarm of Hurricanesin Nazi colors. Stable gun platforms,



those. The Hurricanes had ddlivered a convincing punch to their erstwhile adversaries, and they could
take a beating. Shooting them was like shooting awicker basket. But the Hurri was not animble crate.
With Spitfires cleared from the sky, the ME 109s had chewed them up.

Next came the Spitfires, emblazoned with swastikas. A sngle surviving vic of them liberated from
the crushed RAF. The lead craft wore a Geshwadercommodore's stripes and a Micky Mouse emblem
on his cowling. That one broke formation and rolled.

Unexpected. Hermann growled disapproval, but his eyes gleamed. Boyswill be boys.

Elegant, agile crates. The Spitfire wasthe ME 109's graceful, Britannic twin.

"Pretty kites," someone said.

Apparently too pretty for Air Chief Marsha Dowding to use. The stingy man had only sent a
handful of them to Franceto aid hisdlies. True, he had only afew Spitfires at any onetime, but he
hoarded all he had. For what? A rainy day? The storm had come!

And this the man who wrote a book on how the battle for Britain should have been run?

Nothing, thought Hermann Goering, nothing could have stopped his L uftwaffe.

Unnoticed in the crowds, near abench in St. James's Park, adrab, forlorn gent watched Stukas
advance in plague swarms. They were not diving today, so the crowds would not hear their screamer
whistles. Not for terror this pass. Y et they terrified. The sky blackened with masses of crook-winged
mongders.

Sow. They were dow. But once England spent her Spitfires and Hurricanes, there had been
nothing to stop these dow mongtersfrom lining up their attack runs from up high. And once they bunted
over, nothing could hit aStukain adive. The dive-bombers had picked off the ships of the proud British
Navy a will, clearing the way for invasion.

All thefibresin hisbody quivered with pain as though he was burning dive a the utter horror of the
sght. The Stukas blotted out the meagre sun.

Someone who had seen an American cinemasaid, "Run Toto, run!" The Stukas became flying
monkeysin alittle girl'snightmare. Y es, that wasit. Thiswasdl unnaturd. Not right.Not right .

Stll trembling in the lull that followed the horrific Stukas, he had to acknowledge the logisticd feat
involved in this procession. There were airfields and assembly areasto organize, times aoft and varying
gpeeds and ranges of aircraft to be calculated. Timesrequired to reach dtitude. All the difficulties of Big
Wings

Of course, these pilots knew exactly where they were going, and no one was even shooting at them.

Next, perhaps most hideous of dl, came alopsided vic—one Lancaster, one Hurricane, and one
Spitfire—in red, white, and black.

The program called them the Fuhrer's Flight.

Vision blurred as he tried to watch them pass over the paace—Dblurred the swastikas from the
heroic shapes, blurred the colours back to those they had worn in defense of Britain.

Bleary gaze dropped to the ba cony.

He saw Union Jack buntingsin place of Nazi flags. And instead of that evil man, aqueenin agreen
dress. And in place of Reichsmarschal Goering, avery pretty princess.

And down below, within the palace gates in those chairs where Hitler's favored sat, abunch of old
men caled the Few.

He did not know what the Few were. The word just popped into his grief-addled head aong with
the thought that it wasfifty yearslater and he was dead.

He had become quietly unhinged.

Hefled, pushing through the crowds with barely audible requests for pardon.

His picture and his name had long since disappeared from the press, so he was not awidey known
figure anymore. He passed unrecognized and scarcely noticed. He was not the first grown man to leave



the aerid display intears.

Hermann Goering blew back into the palace with an energized swagger. Dashed the offending
manuscript off the table with his baton. Twel ve Legions of Angels strew the Persian carpet. "How did
you come by thiswork?" he demanded of the Oberstleutnant.

"The publisher turned it over to us, Herr Reichsmarschall.”

Stopped the big man mid-gtrut. "Heispublishing it!"

"Tryingto. Yes, Herr Reichsmarschall.”

"Would anyone take this Dowding serioudy?!

"Difficult to say. Herr Dowding is not a particularly lovable figure. Hismogt influentid
supporter—one Keith Park, very popular fellow—uwent down with his boysin the battle."

"So themanisnot lovable," Goering dismissed that. "Hiswords—are they dangerous or lunatic?

"l ... haven't the English to say."

"Then get English!" Goering bellowed. "Tell mewhat dl thissayd" Gestured about with his baton.
"Brigfly!"

The Oberstleutnant glanced sorrowfully at the scattered pages of angels. Noted with some small
relief that Herr Dowding was a detailed, exacting man and had the pages numbered and clearly typed.

"Tel meif what he saysin thisbook could make sense to anyone, or does Hugh Dowding come of f

the complete fool he seemsto me. No use shooting an old man unless we have to. Someone could
decide hewaslovablel™

Hugh Dowding moved without direction, obliviousto his surroundings until his soles crunched ona
pavement agllitter with glass shards.
Helifted his gaze to a storefront. Had been thisway before, yet was dow to recognize thejeweder's

shop where Sarah's young man had bought the ring with which he had asked for her hand. The shop was
dark within, dl chaosand ruin.

He stepped carefully through the gaping opening that should have been awindow. "Mr. Rose? Mr.
Rose?" Searched the shambles.

A curt bark from the street: "Here now! Y ou there! You there! " The slhouette of abobby at the
window. "I seeyou! Out with you now!"

Hugh Dowding picked hisway back through the glass and splintersto the window. Inquired, "Mr.
Rose. Whereis Mr. Rose?!

The bobby sized him up. Decided the older gent was not the looter he had first taken him for. "Here
now." Reached over the sl for Dowding's bow. "Mind the step.”

"Did Mr. Rose get out before this happened? Is he well ?*

"I wouldn't worry about that much, s, if | were you. Move dong now." He motioned with his
nightstick. The armband, de rigueur these days for men in uniform, waved aspidery cross.

Hugh Dowding hurried home.

Lightsin dl the windows welcomed him. The door opened to an oasisin the horror of the day, the
house warm and aive with gay feminine chatter. Sarah and her bridesmaids practiced hooking that
eternal train of satin onto Sarah's bustle.

Sarah turned at her father's entrance. Beamed, showing off her assemblage. "What do you think?"

Tearsagain. Found hiswife at hissde. Hisarm fit naturally around her waist. "Clarice, can this
vison possbly be mineg?’

She gave his chest atender dap. "No one else's.”

Their daughter wasradiant.

Clarice carried alot of sewing tuff under onearm. A work in progress. "What's al this?' Rather
|ate to be constructing another dress.



"Weve had abit of adisaster,” said Clarice. "My dress got burned at the cleaner.”

Hugh Dowding bristled. What had the clot been thinking to use that kind of hest on antique Silk?"|
shall have words with the bounder.”

But no. There were no words to be had with the proprietor.

The dress had burned aong with the rest of the cleaner's establishment.

Dowding drew the curtains closed. The world outside had goneto hell.

Dick Trafford, the British air attaché upon whom the task had been foisted, turned another tedious
page. Groaned. Ground histeeth at every self-righteous paragraph.

What made Stuffy Dowding think that anythinghe did could have made a difference? He would
have forced usinto adefensve battle. His strategy involved avoiding casudties rather than inflicting them
on the enemy. His plan wasto hold out until the Channel became too rough for the Germansto launch a
crossing. Not the sort of military objective that winswars.

Hefound fault with everything the RAF did. Especidly with the RAFsfinding fault with that Heath
Robinson defensive organization Dowding left behind him.

Trafford did not appreciate the accusatory tones with which Stuffy dressed down those who
sabotagedhis RDF system.

Sabotaged. He had the nerve to use that word!

The Radio Direction Finding system successfully detected enemy aircraft gpproaching England, but
that information had not arrived where it needed to go. The links of Dowding's complex communication
system broke down.Our fault .

He blames usfor lack of intercepts. Likens usto inept runnersin arelay race, bobbling the baton
pass.

Doesthis man not redlize how difficult it isto route information in times like that? There was no
time! Theinformation could change in amomernt.

The system would have needed to work like a clock, and Dowding certainly had a clocklike mind.
No fighting man here.

Had Dowding still beenin charge, he would have diminated standing patrols, and instead waited
until his RDF detected enemy craft on their way. This (he says) would lessen the chance of the Luftwaffe
catching us on the ground between patrols.

Kept harping on the harsh redlity that a Spitfire needed twenty minutesto climb to effective dtitude.
True. But might the humble air attaché point out to the esteemed ACM Dowding that the RDF apparatus
pointoutward ? Once the L uftwaffe crossed the coast, they were out of eectronic sight. What point
having the dtitude advantage over the enemy if you did not know whether he had turned?

To this problem, Dowding answered with his Observer Corps. A true scientific marvel there.
Involved men and women with binoculars going outside and looking up.

This Stone Age organization would have telephoned vectors to Ops who would track the plotson a
map. Ground Controllers would radio the course changesto fighter aircraft aready aoft.

Did the man not read his own words? Could he not see howstuffy he was? The whole concept ran
so counter to the RAF fighting spirit that one could not read more than apage of it without needing to get
up and wak off theinsult.

Dowding wrotein highly critical terms of the aggressive leadership that followed histepid reign. He
found fault with RAF attacks on the L uftwaffe basesin Normandy.

Wedl, Stuffy, if we had not hit their airfields, there would have been till more of them camping on
the French coast in still closer striking distance of our shores. We would have lostsooner .

Dowding's contention was that we should have preyed on the weakness of the ME 109, which the
Spitfire shared; itslack of range. A fighter going either direction had only minutes over enemy territory in
which to do battle before it must turn around, elserisk ditching in the Channd. A fighter over itsown



homeland could battle until it dropped out of the sky into friendly sail, the pilot free to fight again.

Dowding wrote that we need never have crossed the Channel to have won the conflict, but that the
Luftwaffe must. Said we should have letthem ditch in the Channe after tangling with our Spitfires. After
the Spitfires had sent the MEs packing, the Germans underpowered bombers would have been easy
fodder for the Hurricanes and the Ack Ack guns. Said we threw away our advantage.

Dowding would not even have dispatched interceptors for those German fighters who came over
two by two on free hunts. Just |et the pairs of MES come buzzing over for ajally, stitch up the tarmac,
and return to France. Those Dowding would have | eft to the sector guns. Said he would not have been
provoked into an aerid battle. Did not want to expend the aircraft.

"Stuffy, you wouldn't have spent them at al!" Dick Trafford shouted at the manuscript. Provoked.
"Aircraft are not adefensive weapon! The RDF facedout ! Y ou useit to guide bombers and fightersto
their target and home again, you pompous twit! The Hun knows how to use aircraft!”

Had come out of his chair. Sat back down. Glanced self-conscioudy about. Hoped his shouts had
not carried through thewalls.

Returned to hislabour, reading how we should have sat and let the Germans shoot us. Wait for the
bombers before we did anything.

Dowding criticized the RAF'slack of adherence to asingle coherent plan—his.

Hit nearly home with that one. Plans. The RAF had no want of plans. Everyone was an expert. Too
many plans and no commitment toone . That killed us.

But to say thatthis one, Hugh Dowding's, was the one that would have saved England was as
absurd as it was arrogant.

Stuffy hed particularly strong wordsfor the Big Wing approach, wherein vast numbers of enemy
arcraft were met with vast numbers of interceptors. A naturd plan of action. But Stuffy faulted thetimeit
took to muster aBig Wing, then to find the enemy without the help of an Observer Corps.

A Big Wing put dl one's resourcesin one place. When that place had been on the ground, refuding,
asecond huge wave of the Luftwaffe's limitless attackers had destroyed much of our Big Wing on the
ground.

Did not hindsight make any man gppear brilliant?

In what was surely the most bald stroke of impudence, he called Douglas Bader atruly heroic
young man of unquestioned courage and ardent patriotism with afaulty grasp of tactics and none of
drategy. A junior officer given too much credence.

Trafford snarled at the page: Douglas Bader died in defense of his country. How generous of you
not to question his courage.

In parting, this mother hen complained bitterly of the RAF's sending up untrained pilots. Did he think
he could have told the Hun to wait while we got enough ar under our pilots bumsto qualify? The battle
would have been lost by thetime Dowding let them fight!

Turned thelast page. The end, none too soon. The anger stayed. Fdt liketdling the
Reichsmarschall to shoot him.

They should have put Stuffy out to pasture long ago. The unmitigated conceit of thisold man that he
could be one of those rare souls upon whom events of the world pivot.

* * %

Dowding returned to the jeweler's shop. Like the tongue that probes a chipped tooth again and
again, making sure that nothing changed in the instant between visits, he could not stay away. He stood,
hel pless, before the gutted, blackened wound.

Sensed someone pass behind him on the pavement. Glanced after passerby.

A young man kitted up like aPilot Officer at dispersal, complete with yellow Mae West over his
wool jersey. No swastika on hisarm. He wore his second-best blue trousers and fleece-lined boots.

Wondered if the young man knew he was dead.



Dowding had never before seen aghost, but knew one when he saw him. A little startled that he
was not more darmed.

Followed the young man into a church. Took off his cap. Sid into the pew beside him. "Are you
log, son?"

The Pilot Officer nodded, gaze far away. "'l waslooking for heaven, actudly. It should be here.”

"Here?" Dowding asked.

The Pilot Officer nodded again. "Here. This. ThisEngland ." Depth of feding in the name. "But it's
not here”

"No," Dowding said sadly. "It isnot." Eyesto the cross, "How could He let this happen?’

"How could you?"

Dowding floundered. "How couldl 7'

The Rilot Officer looked at him at last. "It isyour fault.”

Deeper and deeper under water Dowding floundered. "How isthis my fault?'

"Y ou weren't herefor us."

"|—I wasretired." How very puny and unacceptable that sounded to hisown ears.

And deeper. "Areyou sure you did not ask for it?!

Dowding coughed, surprised. "1 never! Would never!”

"Did you not?" said the youth, then, in avoice not his, " "Almighty Father, anything but this. | cannot
bear it. Let this cup pass away from me.' Did you not? As the bombs fell and we flew to our deaths, with
only you piloting this ship through the worst storm of its existence. Did you not |et go thetiller, leave your
heavy burden to someone else, and go merrily to attend your pretty daughter's wedding and deep in your
warm wife's bed?’

"How dare—" Stopped himself. Thisboy had died for England. And he, he was preparing his pretty
daughter'swedding.

"Areyou sure you did not ask to get out of what needed to be done? Did not say 'It istoo much for

A searching moment. A croaking groan, "No. | didn't. | wouldn't. I would give anything for my
country. Anything."

"Would you, Abraham?'

"My nameis not—oh. Ohmy." Gave him pause. Felt the quiver in his chin. The sacrifice of
Abraham. "My family are dearer to methan life."

"Your lifeisnot what hung in the balance.”

"But. .. my son!"

"Y our son. Y our wife. Y our daughter. Y our happiness. Y our sanity.”

"Why them?Why my wife? Why my—" Could not talk. Was dangeroudy near to weeping again.

The Pilot Officer produced ashesf of papers from his boot. Dowding recognized his manuscript.
Part of it. "Y ou say you should have devoted more effort to organizing communications and to developing
the capabilities of the RDF. Y ou should have. But it was not the task for a hgppy man to be wholly
focused on the RDF, the links between the spotter corps and Ops and dispersa and the pilotsin the air.”
He bounced the pages. "This callsfor agtrict taskmaster. Detailed. Blunt. Undistracted.”

A manwith aloving family was not so disagreeable and difficult as the time demanded.

"Y ou weren't there, Hugh Dowding. And you were needed. And now youdare say you could have
made adifference.” He presented Twel ve Legions of Angels.

"I never had the chance! | fed there is no one e se who could fight as| do!™

"To make the hardest decisions ever demanded of aman, when God Himsdlf isslent? To Say the
course without knowing for surethat al would bewdl in the end? With only the conviction of your own
rightness and trust in what you cannot see”?'



"I would have. By God, | would have. I never asked to berelieved! | neverwould ask, had | the
chance"

"Your children will never have been born.”

Too many thoughts ramming together. Dizzy between hope and crashing despair. Drew breath with
difficulty. "Y ou're saying it can be done again!™

"It can be done the way you decided. Whatdid you decide?"

Would have jumped at the answer, but for the cost. "What of the souls of my children? If they are
never born, do | condemn them to the outer darkness?’

"None of us has the power to damn any soul but our own."

Sat slent, gazing at the stained glass windows.

The Rilot Officer sood up. "Be here Saturday at eleven o'clock if you did not ask to be spared.”

"Then what will happen?'

"Then you did not ask to be spared.”

"My daughter'swedding is at eeven o'clock.”

Met the Pilot Officer's silent stare. Not a surprised stare. Rather disparaging.

"l can't!" Dowding blurted.

"Then don't." The Filot Officer stalked out of the church.

Dowding ran out to the street after him, but of course he was not there.

When Dick Trafford had his report ready for ddivery, the Reichsmarschall wasto be found at a
hunt club.

The German airman who admitted the British air attaché to the hal found his name amusing—Dick.
Dick was German forfat . Dick Trafford, adight man, was notdick .

"Our Hermannisdick !" The German laughed, ushered Dick to the Presence.

The girth and breadth of Hermann Goering were encased in afoxhunter's bright red habit, complete
with black helmet and riding crop. A pack of cheerfully subservient English foxhounds fawned about his
black boots.

Surely hedid not mean to inflict that bulk upon some unhappy steed!

But no. The Reichsmarschdl stood regdly Hill, posing for an artist with two full tubes of red ailsin
hisarsend. In the adjoining chamber, exuberant young L uftwaffe pilots drank liberated brandy and talked
with their hands under acloud of aromatic cigar smoke.

Without breaking pose, Hermann'slittle eyes did Dick'sway. " So, Fat Trafford. Tell me about Herr
Air Chief Marsha Hugh Dowding. Would anyone take his stupid book serioudy? Y ou are hesitating.
That meansyes.”

"Not precisdly,” Trafford found histongue. "No one with any knowledge of the factswould. But to
alayman— Who knows? He bandies about technical terms and numbers with such authority, someone
might take him at hisword. What with hisrank.”

"He does not admit that you lost to German superiority?'

"No one ever questioned the superiority of German strength and numbers.”

"So hisplot to defeat my Luftwaffewasto . . . do what?"

"Rather alot of nothing, from what | gather. He would avoid fighting. Reserves everything he can.”

"Andthat was going to stop the Stukas!"

"The Spitfires and Hurricanes he reserved could have neutralized the Stukas. He says. Truthfully,
Mr. Goering, Stukasare dow."

"Not inadive." Goering'swide chest expanded in pride.

"Mr. Goering,you would be quick inadive.

Silence gripped the club. The pilots boasting from the next room, the clinking of glasses, even



breathing stopped.

The thump of taillswagging became very loud.

Until Goering's lusty laughter sounded the dl clear, scattered the dogs, and upset the painter.

Goering dropped his pose, shooed the painter away, and called for adrink.

Told Dick Trafford that the RAF must sillence Hugh Dowding. "Heisyours. Y ou take care of him."

And hewas off to join hisladswith asnap of hisriding crop. "Taly ho!"

Clarice turned over in the bed, shook her husband's shoulder. " Mister Dowding! Y ou are thrashing
and you'vegot al the coverd™

To hismumbled gpologies she offered to heat some milk. He told her that would be very nice, and
the two shuffled down the stairsto the kitchen.

In the mundanity of this place—of the motions of this beloved woman, no longer young, hesting
milk, of hisown dippers on his blue-veined fest—the demons with which hewrestled logt their redlity.

He had been agonizing: Did | do this? Did | sell England for my happiness?

And if | sell my happiness back for England, what of my Clarice? My Sarah? My John? Their
children?

Did | redly ask for the burden of command during England's darkest hour to lift from my shoulders?
Anditdid ?

Here, now, the ideathat he should yet hold the balance upon which the fate of the world hung
seemed weird, impossible.

Wéll, thereit is. | have gone completely starkers.

Caught between hideous dternatives, to livein guilt or to live in sorrow, he had discovered the
obvious third—that there was no choice. He was a deluded old man who could only embarrass his
daughter on her wedding day by chasing angels.

Hewasfreeto letit al go as God'swill. He could live with hisloving wife and dote on hiscoming
grandchildren with aclear conscience.

There was nothing he could do.

A package arrived from Germany for the bride. The father of the bride saw fit to take alook before
passng it on to his daughter.

A framed portrait of Adolph Hitler.

"It'sodioud" Clarice cried. "Who could have done this!"

"The German Air Ministry." Dowding read the card congratul eting Sarah on her wedding and
wishing her many heathy Aryan children.

"What can we do!" Clarice shrieked in awhisper. "We can't giveit to Sarah!”

"Certainly not," said Dowding.

"But someoneissureto cal on her! What can she say when they ask what she did withiit!"

"She shdl tell them it hangsin her father'sstudy. And so it shall." Hewhisked it away, out of Sght of
tender eyes.

Dowding was tapping anail into the wall when the cdlers entered his study like storm troopersin
RAF blue.

Onewore an Air Marsha'singignia, gpparently only hereto lend authority, for one of the other men
actualy led this sortie. That one shook afat pile of papers at Dowding, demanding, "Have you any other
copies of this?' While the other men ransacked the room.

"This" was Twelve Legionsof Angels.

Dowding advised hisvigitorsthat their lack of civility was uncaled for. They need not conduct
affarslike hooligans.

Theringleader grew purplein theface. "Don't get the rest of us shot because you can't face redlity!



Exactly what did you expect to gain from this—this gppaling treatise? The love of anation?' High
incredulity in that question. "Itisover! Itisdone . It cannot be undone! Y ou have nothing to gain except a
bullet for rehashing it! And may | say, Sir, you should be ashamed of this! What makes you think you
could have done better than better men than you! We gave all we had! "

Dowding, politely, "What | proposed was that amore careful, less glamorous man might have spent
al we had more efficiently.”

By then the henchmen had found the carbon. Crammed al the pages of both manuscriptsinto the
hearth and set amatch to them.

"Opentheflueif you don't mind awfully," said Dowding.

The calers stayed to see the manuscripts well and truly burned.

The Air Marshd, stone whitein mortal embarrassment, offered aprivate asde, weekly, "You are
taking thisrather well, Dowding."

"I shdl rewriteit,” Dowding said without excitement.

The Air Marshd found the courage to look the man in the eyes. "Don't. Dowding, you embarrass
yourself. You have acharmed life. Y ou got through thiswar unscathed. Y ou have alovely family. Dont
ruinit for yoursdlf. Get out of London. Go back to Moffat. Stay out of public life. For heaven's sake,
write a different book ."

"Write nothing!" the other shouted. "Y ou lost France for us! The world does not need atract from
you on how wars are to bewaged!" Looked to the guttering fire. "We can go now."

Dowding returned to hanging his picture. "When you see your magters, thank them for this gift.”

They found their own way out.

The day arrived on which Dowding wasto give his daughter awvay. He was rooting through the
desk in hisstudy after his best cuff links, when he glanced up to lock gazes with Adolph Hitler. Theimage
caught the melting madnessin the eyes.

That picture did not belong there. Not right. Not right. This should notbe.

The indecision returned. Adol ph and the clock ticking closer to eleven. The hour of decision.

What if he had actudly talked to an angel? Could he afford to toss away the chance—the most
remote, feeble and pitiful of chances—that it wastrue?

Perhaps remote, feeble and pitiful chanceswere dl one ever got when it came to changing history.

It wasinsane. He could not possibly fail his daughter on her day of days.

Daysthat would never exist for her at al were heto follow the angel. Were the dire promise to
provetrue.

Had he certainty, he might have steded himsdlf to the task. But the possibility, theprobability ,
remained that he was deluded. And grasping at afa se chance held consequences as dire asthose of
which the angdl spoke—no lessdirefor their lack of globa importance.

His daughter's confusion, anger, tears, humiliation in front of everyone. The questionwhy ? She
would never forgive him. The painin Clarice's eyes. She would carry the betrayd like awound for the
rest of her days. Walk in shame on hisarm. Shrink from the whispers behind hands—Did you hear
what hedid?Even his enemies could not spesk of it without wincing.Poor Sarah. Poor Clarice.

Fumbling fingersrattled the cuff linksin the drawer. He could not fasten them. Had to ask Clarice.

Shefit them tidily into his cuffs. Straightened his collar, while their son John went outside to bring the
car.

"Y ou look grand Mr. Dowding. But pae. You fed cold. Areyou well?’

Hetook her palm from his cheek, kissed it, pressed it back to his cheek. "I have all aman could
ever ask heavenfor. Ah, herésthe car.”

John bounded round the car to open the rear door for his parents. Snugged up the armband
required of meninuniformin public.



Hugh Dowding's throat congtricted. Sweet broke in pinpricks on his scalp. He drew his pocket
watch to check yet again the advancing hour. Clarice's hand touched his. "Do stop.”

Time dwindled asthey rode toward the church.
Needles of fear stung under histongue. Heartbeat shook histhroat.

An overturned lorry brought them to ahalt behind aline of cars. Progress continued by creeping
gtarts and stops. Even Clarice became anxious.

"Not to worry," John said, turning hard down aside Street. He negotiated afew more turnsto come
out on aparale avenue.

One block north of the angd's church.

"What timeisit?" Clarice asked. "Hugh? Hugh!"

Dowding was clawing at the back of his son's seat. Aryan grandchildren. "Let me out of thecar. |
cannot breathe.”

Was aready opening the door as John braked.

"Hugh! Where areyou going! We arelate "

Shutting the door after himsdlf: " John, take your mother ahead. I— Y ou won't even know I'm
gone.”

Tyres screeched. Stopped just short of the man who had stepped off the curb.

Heedless, he proceeded a an old man's fragile running gait, straight across the path of the Air
Marshal's motor car.

Dick Trafford sat up. "Good lord, isthat Dowding?"

"Can't be" The Air Marshal watched the huddled figure go, kitted up in hisbest, runningto a
church. "I thought his daughter was marrying today.”

"Sheis. He'sgone to the wrong ruddy church!”

Helooked terribly fragile. Seemed to have shrunk from the days when they had been adversaries.
The Air Marshal regretted the visitation. The words. The burning manuscript. "That was.. . . harsh.”

"Did he not deserveit!" Trafford cried. "Pompous coward! Old twit!" Angry at Dowding's
presumption. Angry that he should land the task of shutting him up.

"Do you think hewill stay quiet? Whet if he rewrites his book?*

"I don't care.” Trafford snarled the gears. "It isnot asif anyone of any importance will listen to him.”

The Air Marsha nodded, sat back. "Still. | cannot hel p thinking we treated him shabbily.”

In the Prison of His Days

Joel Richards

On Easter Monday, April 24, 1916 (abank holiday), aband of seven revolutionaries and perhaps
seven hundred men ignited an uprising in Dublin againg British rule. Doomed by nonsupport from the
Irish Volunteers and the country at large, the rebellion failed after aweek of bloody house-to-house
combat that leveled much of Dublin's center and resulted in 130 British soldiers dead.

The rebels had solicited German aid, and agunrunning ship, attempting alanding, was scuttled by its
crew outside Queenstown harbor to avoid capture. The British used this pretext to quickly try the leaders
by military courts-martial for treason and abetting the enemy. They were shat, rather than hanged, before
Irish or British public opinion could be mustered in their behalf.

* % %

Theiron chair leg scraped across the pitted floor.



The poet looked up from his notebook to his cellmate. MacBride's eyes were cam, the mustache
fierce. Perhapsill tended was a better word. Prison cells—these kind, without mirrors and with little
enough light—did not lend themsdlves to careful barbering or even routine maintenance of facia hair.

Y eats was clean shaven, or had been two days ago. His hand rubbed over his chin, feding the rasp
of hisown stubble. Hewas unused to this, deeping in unwashed Street clothes, the inability to shape his
outward image. He was unused to the larger implications of confinement and imminent death.

"How do you do it, MacBride?' he asked in alow voice, and got back a cocked eyebrow of
guestioning, no words. Y eats waved an arm about him.

"Does soldiering prepare you for this?!

"It does," MacBride said.

"And desth, too?"

"Ever at asoldier's back."

Y eats stood up, took a step or two to stretch out the kinks. A hangman's rope would do that as
well. But thiswas amilitary barracks, and the others had been shot.

" Sheehy-Skeffington, that harmless, fey man! Can one credit it? The man's apacifist and till they
shot him. Sowhy arewe dive?’

MacBride smiled thinly. "Y our literary reputation with these barracks types? | doubt it. Maud has
been agitating and gtirring up her contacts here and in London, I'm thinking."

Y eats nodded and tried to make sense of this. Maud Gonne had been and wasthe love of hislife.
She had offered Y eats spiritual love and friendship. She had married Mg or John (Sean) MacBride,
choosing the organizer and leader of the Irish Brigade of the Boer army over Y eats. Y eats had asked
Maud to marry him many times. MacBride had asked once—had it been with more decisiveness, less
diffidence?—and she had accepted. Though long separated, in the Church's eyes the two were still wed.

What the Church would not put asunder the Crown might, and probably would. Little good that
would do Y eats. He and MacBride would continue their link in desth.

What had it been? The crowds, duty, or alonely impulse? All these and the madness of what was
Ireland.

What had led him to this tumult?

* * %

Sunday was not aday for sdlling pipes and cigarettesin Dublin. Most felows might think afine
March afternoon the occasion for awak on Stephens Green with afavorite girl, or arougher time at it
with the lads on the soccer pitch. Tom Clarke was rather too old for either. Too frail, some might
say—hut not many. Certainly not the military and constabulary powers a Dublin Castle who knew him
wall.

Tom Clarke was anaturdized American citizen who played a harder game than soccer. In hisyouth
he had been convicted and imprisoned in London for bomb making. Now he was back in Dublin again,
doing businessin amodestly sized but highly aromatic tobacco shop on Great Britain Street that
announced itself in Gadlicasbeongingto T. S. O'Clerigh.

Another type of business altogether was being conducted this day. Present were seven rebels
comprising the Military Council of the Irish Republican Brotherhood who would later €ect one of their
number, Patrick Pearse, as President and Commandant-Genera of the Irish Republic. Pearsewasa
poet, playwright and headmaster of St. Endal’s Irish-Speaking School, himsalf possessed of amystica
but highly compelling vision of restoring Ireland to its days of splendor and heroism. In stark contrast was
the trade unioni<t, James Connolly—hard-nosed and amost equaly asociaist and an Irish revolutionary.
He had organized and commanded his own Citizen Army, apart from the Irish V olunteers who made up
thefar larger body of Irishmen covertly under arms. Also in the conclave was Thomas MacDonagh,
university lecturer and critic, and adynamo of talk and action. Othersincluded Joseph Plunkett, the
movement's battle tactician and aman about to undergo an operation for glandular tuberculosis, and Sean
McDermott, an upbeat but tough motivator of men.



There had been some good talk. Questions of military planning and logistics had been worked over
in good Irish fashion. No amount of words, however, had been able to talk away the inadequaciesin
manpower and armament of the insurgent forces. Unsaid till now but hanging over the meeting was the
papable fear that thisrisng would likely be another bloody Irish failure.

Pearse addressed the matter.

"The Volunteers as abody will not be with us. At most well get those who are dready IRB men,
perhaps afew more. We need to rouse a citizenry of irregulars and turn them into aforce of nature.”

He paused and looked about him. Some of his compatriots stared back, puzzled and
uncomprehending. Joe Plunkett opened his mouth in aroundfaced grin and spoke.

"Y ou and MacDonagh are our academics, Padraig. | sense something in your line.”

"Indeed,” Pearse said. "I think we can get Y eats.”

"The poet?' Clarke asked. "Are not the days gone when poets fought beside kings, devisngranns
whose powers could shatter battlements and break spears? Would that such days maintained! Irdand is
acrawl with poets—more of them than serpents before St. Paddy'stime.”

"And none better than Y eats,” MacDonagh said. "Heis not agreat orator, but hiswords and
reputation are power in their own right. He was one of our Brotherhood and arevolutionary in the days
of the Centenary riots—he exhorted the crowd—and could be one again.”

"A bit old, wouldn't you say?"' Clarke said with amischievous grin.

"Fifty-oneto your fifty-seven," Pearse laughed. "Aswdl you know."

"But are hisfires as hot as Tom's?" McDermott asked. "Banked, rather, I'd heard. What makesyou
think we can get him?'

"| spoketo himin the street yesterday. He's restless and anxious, asking himsdf the kind of
guestions aman doesin his middle years, without a cause—as yet—as ours to answer them. Y ou know
of hislovefor the actress Maud Gonne. It's shaped many of his poemsthese last twenty years.”

"She married Sean MacBride," Plunkett said.

"MacBride's back in town," Pearse went on. "And Y eats knowsit. Maud has|eft MacBride these
severd years, and Y eats still burnsto win her. Hefearsthat he must act rather than versify or play
consort to her nationalistic schemes. He told me so. We can marry the apped of hislovefor his country
and hislady."

Clarke smiled. "Y ou're a poet, too, Padraig. Very noble of you to bring aboard Ireland's best. HE's
bound to upstage you in that department.” His eyesturned deep. "But by al meanslet ushavewith usa
man whaose words and presence will raise the nation. And chronicle our fight. But can we get him?"

"I've asked himto join us." Pearselooked at the shop's walnut-and-brass sea captain's clock. "Hell
be herein ten minutes—2:30."

"Risky, Padraig,” Clarke said. "How much does he know?"

"Nothing concrete. But he'sfar from afooal. | think he has drawn the true conclusions.”

"Can he kegp hismouth shut if he doesn't buy in?* Plunkett asked.

"Yes" Pearsesad. "Butit'sour job to sdl him. Let metdl you how well doit.”

* * %

William Butler Y ests stood at the mirror in hisrooms at the Hotel Nassau on thisfine spring
afternoon and considered his appearance.

Augustus John had sketched him in 1908, giving him awild "gypsy" cas, or so Y ests had thought,
but rendering him dive and vigorous. Charles Shannon had painted him quite charmingly, resembling
Keats. Best of al had been the charcod drawing of John Singer Sargent, sharp-featured yet with a
sensitive mouth, looking passive but verging on adecisiveness Y eats seldom could rouse. His hair was
parted to a high and uncombed forelock that fell over one eye, lending a Byronic note overall. His body
then had been lean.

And now, eight yearslater? The hair was till there, but it framed aface of more fleshinessand care.



The eyes were more puffy than dark and deep set. What had George Moore said of him on hisreturn
from his American lecturetour?" . . . with apaunch, ahuge stick and an immense fur overcoat."

"You left out the intestinal troubles, George,” Y eats muttered, and turned toward the door.

Bright sunlight dappled the Dublin streets through shade trees and overhead wires. Open trams
trundled boater-topped men and their ladies to the parks. Single men on cycles whipped in and around
them and the occasional plodding horsecart. Y eats stood at the curb looking for a chance to step off.

William Butler Y eats did indeed have agood apprehension of what awaited himina
closed-for-bus ness tobacco shop on a Sunday afternoon. Particularly when it was the shop of Tom
Clarke and hisinvitation had come from Patrick Pearse. Pearse had ostensibly talked of literary matters,
referring pointedly to Y eats own poem, " September 1913," bemoaning the trading of Irish romanticism
and nationaism for moneygrubbing. Pearse had let Y eats know that not al Irishmen had made that
bargain.

Y eats had no illusons of the men held meet or of himsdlf, not this day. He had written amore recent
poem, "To aFriend Whose Work Has Come to Nothing." In adark moment he felt held written it of
himsdlf.

But the prospect of redemption was at hand.

With resolve and vigor Y eats stepped off the curb. Today he had no need of afur coat against the
March breeze nor a huge stick to support him.

"Gentlemen,” Yeatssad mildly.

"Mr. Yeats," murmured some of the assembly. "Willie," said MacDonagh and Pearse.

Y eats settled into the vacant chair, the only one in the room with arms, and clearly for him.

"I more than suspect that the IRB isplanning arising,” he said, and held up aforestaling hand.
"What do you want of me?'

"We have the shock troops to mount arising,” MacDonagh said. "We need the country behind usto
makeit stick. Otherwise the British will wear usdown.”

"Ah," Yeats said. Y ou want me to write your pamphlets, your addresses and exhortations. Odesto
therisng. Maud was dways after mefor that in the '90s, and | wouldn't. | was more idedlistic about the
uses of my art then. But | suspect you want more.”

"Wewant your pen, Willie, and your voice and your name," Pearse said, and smiled. "All three have
increased in value since then.”

"Y ou have severd jobs, it seems. Tel mein what specific capacity you want me, and convince me
that thisrisng has a chance for success."

"We don't have acabinet yet, Willie," MacDonagh said. "We shal once we declare arepublic, and
we can make you a cabinet minister. Minister of Information, perhaps. But for the moment we are a
military organization. Thisisthe Military Council of the IRB, and Pearse is Commandant-Generdl. |
propose a g&ff rank of generd for you, reflecting the eminence that poets of ancientEireann had to their
kings"

"A generd," Y eats repeated softly. "I've taken on roles, worn masks, but never one such asthat.”

He sat back in reflection. The others sensed hisinward casting and held silence.

What am |?Y ests considered. What have | truly donein thislife? What ismy legacy?1 am aminor
poet of narrative lyric work and plays. Verses and essays of aparochia Irish nature, written in the style
and tradition of Rossetti, Pater, Herrick and others of an earlier day. | have no wife, nor am | likely to
have one. Maud won't have mein that role. | leave no children. And in the modern, redl world emerging,
| have no credentials. Perhapsif | live through—and shape—thisrising | can find amore forward-looking
and expansive arenafor my poetry. For we will be dedling with life and death in our time, and not
Cuchulain's.

And—an inward chuckle bubbled up—per hapsthiswould win me Maud.



If thisisself delusion, well . . . perhaps I'm alowed an indulgence now and again.
Helooked up. Pearse met his eyes, and spoke:

"You'd cry 'somewoman'syelow hair
Has maddened every mother's son.’
They weighed o lightly wheat they gave.
But let them be, they're dead and gone
They'rewith OLeary inthegrave.

Y eats sat upright in hischair. "'l take the point, Padraig, even when you make it with my words.
Thereé'swork to be done, and we're not dead and gone. Not yet. So let me hear your plans for making
thisgrand thing work."

While much of Dublin was enjoying the quiet of abank holiday following Easter, abody of irregular
soldiers poured forth from Liberty Hall, alarge structure devoted to trade unionism on the banks of the
Liffey. Thiswas not the Irish VVolunteers, a broader based group which commanded the largest number
of armed and organized men in the country. Itsleader, Professor Eoin MacNelll, had ordered his 10,000
men to withdraw from Easter Day maneuvers once he knew that leaders of the IRB had planned to
escalate them into what he considered to be a disastrous and quixotic insurrection. Some of hismen
joined the rebel's nonethel ess.

Thiswasthe Citizen Army, headed by amoreradical, bolder (some might say more impetuous)
leadership. Patrick Pearse, James Connolly and Joseph Plunkett formed at the front of the HQ company,
al sdf-proclamed Commandant-Generals. Though not dl of the soldiers were uniformed, or even armed
with rifles, these three wore green uniforms crossed by Sam Browne belts and sheathed ceremonid
swords.

Four city battdions had mustered el sawhere and were occupying their positions around the center
of Dublin and Dublin Cadtle itse f—adminigtrative heedquarters of the British occupation and (a
complicating factor) also a Red Cross hospital. These city battalions were charged with impeding troops
from the British barracksin the outlying reaches of the city from pinching in on the rebel command pos,
which would be set up within the Generdl Post Office—once it was taken.

The generdsformed up their column of perhapsfifty men, backed up by acouple of trucks and
motorcycles and alate addition, Michadl O'Rahilly—known as The O'Rahilly, himself being the head of
that storied clan. Cofounder of the Irish Volunteers, he had arrived at the last minute in his green Ford
touring car, which he hel ped load with homemade bombs and spare ammunition. Though his organization
had attempted to abort this revolution, his addition to the force gave it ahuge lift. With asure touch for
the apt word, he had announced, "I helped wind this clock. I've cometo hear it ring."

At their leaders command the column set off for O'Connell Street, a broad boulevard flanked by a
few gatdy Georgian homes and an array of hotels, shops and public buildings. Dominating this scene was
Nelson's Pillar, 135 feet tall and capped by a statue of the naval hero. Ambitious view seekers could
climb itswinding steps for afine outlook over the city and, near to hand, the GPO.

Bemused and largely puzzled bystanders watched this bizarre and faintly ragtag processon oniits
progress along Abbey Street, then up O'Connell. A bunch of British officers watched from the
Metropole Hotel where they took rooms. They had seen such maneuvers, even mock battles, before,
and regarded them as comic opera turns that afforded them much amusement. It came asa surpriseto
many when Connally, in aloud, stentorian voice, brandished his unsheathed sword and ydlled, "The Post
Office—charge!"

Histroops, those with rifleswaving them and firing them in the air, poured through the main
entrance. They met no defending force; for al its neoclassica splendor, it was apost office, after dl.
Within minutes the building was taken. Only two personswithin Sght were of even vaguely military status.



Onewas aDublin policeman, the other a British lieutenant sending atelegram to hiswife. Pressing
onwards, the occupying force found seven British soldiersin the upstairs telegraph office, the post office
guard detail. They had been issued guns but no ammunition. They became the first prisoners of the
revolution.

Connolly looked out through apall of smoke toward the Liffey and hislongtime bailiwick, Liberty
Hall. A burning glow suffused the air, afase sunset to along Wednesday not ending well.

"The bastards have shdlled Liberty Hall. Well, that | expected, but never that the capitaist swine
would shell their own factories and public buildings. Hotels, even!™

"Y ou're thinking too much like asocidist revolutionary, Jm, and not enough like an Irishman. They
hate us and what we're doing more than they love their property.” Pearse nodded toward the Metropole,
late billet of British officers and now asniper's outpost of the revolution, and dso in flames. "They'll
destroy their property rather than have ususeit.”

The building shuddered from the shockwave of anearby hit.

"A lot of those fires are set by looters,” Connolly said, and shook his head. "I had hoped more of
my classwould have joined usthan pillaged and burned.”

Pearse wasn't interested in continuing thisideological discussion.

"That's an eighteen-pounder. They've brought a gunboat up the Liffey, too. Well, weve lasted three
days, more than Emmett'srising, but we can't last much longer digging in to positions that'll soon be
pulverized." He turned to the IRB's strategist. "What do you say, Joe?"

Plunkett looked up from his maps, looking every bit aman who was dying except for his piercing
eyes. His neck was bandaged from his recent surgery, and his face was wan asiif the bandages had
served instead to block the blood from his cheeks

"I'd hoped for better than this. Were in defensive positions and we don't have the guns or men to
mount asortie, much less take another building. We need the country to rise with us."

Pearse turned to Y ests. "Y ou can write usarann , Willie, but we need ameansto promulgateit.”

"A newspaper,” Yeatssad. 'l havefriendsat thelrish Times ."

"Reectionary rag," Connolly growled.

"The publishers, indeed,” Yeats sad. "Not my friends.”

Pearse gave him an intense look. Y egts had traded his billowing shirt and silk tie—the city clothes
that Pearse had known—for rough country tweeds and hobnailed boots. He looked very much aman
ready for hard and dirty work. His eyes had the raging look of aburning king of yore, fiercer than
Plunkett's. Pearse could hardly credit hiseyes.

"Forget their offices," Y eats continued. "Get meto their print shop and the type setters. If the
telephones till work I'll get the night editor there. Well publish your proclamation and my statement
and—yes—a poem. Get some copies out of the city to Cork, Limerick, Tralee. Let that be the spark to
firetheland!"

"Yes!" Pearse seized Y eats hand. "Well round up a squad.”

"Smaller isbetter, Pet," Plunkett said. "I'll seeif Ned Day can spare some men to reinforce them
oncethey've madeit.”

Pearse looked out over the abandoned street, raked by sniper fire of tommies and rebels dike at
any 9gn of movement.

"Dusk isbet," hesaid. "The smokeisbringing it sooner."”

* * %

Y eats looked out at the mass of rubble that was O'Connell Street. Some of it was the wreck of
gaping storefronts—shattered glass, occasiondly glinting orange in the reflection of flames, tattered
awnings, overturned counters and mannequins thrown out into the street. Horsecarts and trams lay on
their sdes. Two dead horses, killed thefirst day in asilly and bloody charge of mounted British lancers,



lay giff-legged and putrifying in the lee of Nelson's Pillar. Some of the rubble had been organized by the
insurgents into a barricade—huge rolls of newsprint, mattresses, dl or parts of draysand trams, furniture,
even bicycles, dl baled together by pulled-down tram wires and the oneroll of barbed wire the rebels
had rounded up.

Michael Carroll beckoned his men forward with aswing of hisarm, then motioned to Yeatsto fdl in
behind.

"Our men will cover usfrom the Metropole. There's aboltholein the barricade by that bakery
wagon." Hegrinned. "I dummy-wired it mysdf.”

The squad streamed out into the twilit haze. The streetlights had been shot out, but a couple of
snipers banged away nonetheless, their bullets skipping and whining off the cobblestonesin puffs of stone
dust. The rebels dodged their way to the barricade, and three of them flopped down in the cover of a
tram's stled whedls.

"None of that, Joyce," Carroll yelled, pulling the nearest man erect and pushing an upended shop
counter aside. He led his men through the gap. Y eats could hear the ring of his own nailed boots on stone
as heran hard to keep up. They burst through the barricade and veered for the corner of Abbey Street.
A machine gun stuttered. Y eats strained forward, toward the head of the zigzagging line of men, reaching
Carroll's shoulder. Carroll looked back over his shoulder and took abullet in the throat. His mouth
puckered to an "O" ashefdl to hisknees. Y eats moved to hold him from toppling over. Therest of the
men turned the corner without looking back.

"TheTimes !I" Carroll's voice was amouthed rasp protracted by the whistling of air through the hole
in histrachea. He held out hisrifleto Y eats. "Go!"

Y eatstook it, set Carroll down, then tore for the corner. Four remaining men waited there, winded
and indecigve. Y egts passed them on the run. "With mel" heyeled, and fired hisguninthearr. He
looked back. The men werewith him.

Y eats siwung around, facing forward again. Turning into Abbey Street, advancing in aline abreast
and at adow trot, was asquad of fusilliersled by aflorid-faced sergeant. There was no timefor either
ddetofire. Y eats hit the gap between two tommies, swinging hisrifle barrel across the cheekbone of the
man nearest him. He could hear it crack asthe man went down. Y eats was through with three of hismen
behind him. They were near the burned-out Liberty Hall now, and friendly fire covered them in their dash
totheTimes print shop. Lights blazed within. No low-country hearth had ever looked so beckoning.

"Good work with that rifle" Harry Joyce grinned at Y eats as Y eats pounded on the door with his
rifle stock. Joyce nodded approvingly. "That's al she's good for now, Generd, until you reload. She'sa
sngleshat.”

The place didn't fed like a newspaper office, but it was going to do for one. Print shop or no, there
were desksthere. Y eats had commandeered one and was writing away at white hest.

"What isit to be?' Doheny, the night editor asked, waiting patiently until Y ests had put down his
pen.

"Narrative poem,” Y eats said. "Not Wandering Aengus, Cuchulain, Cathleen ni Houlihan. A poem
of modern times and modern men. Here arethe first pages.”

Doheny scanned them, then looked up.

"'A terrible beauty isborn." Aye, but that'sa good line, and true.” He nodded. "Many finelines."

The sky waslightening, the ruddiness of the sun playing over the glass shards by their feet.

"Morelight for their gunners,” Doheny said gloomily.

The door below shook with heavy pounding. Joyce edged to the window, undinging hisrifle and
edging it out before him.

"ItsNed Day's men!" bellowed avoice below. "Let usin.”

"Reinforcements,” Joyce said. Y eats bent back to hiswriting. The sound of heavy boots broke his
concentration and adraft of cold dawn air caused him to look up for his coat. His eyes met the black



gare of ahard-featured, lean figure, erect in bearing and not the vainglorious lout Y eats wanted him to
be.

"MacBride" hesaid, and felt sick.

"Yeats"

Thiswastoo much. Y eats knew quite well that though it was Ireland that he was fighting for, it was
aso the shade of the professional soldier—personified in hislife by Sean MacBride—that he was fighting
againg. Or at least trying to outdo in his own head and perhaps in the affections of Maud Gonne.

But MacBride was no shade. He was here, very much adive and very much—so it seemed—a
comradein arms.

Y eats turned away to face the night editor.

"When can you go to press, Mr. Doheny?"

Doheny's answer was drowned in the explosion of an artillery shell'simmediate impact. Y eats
eardrums fdt like bursting as the explosion rocked the room. The shock knocked him to the floor, plaster
and lath caving down on him from the ceiling above. A wave of hest followed behind. Men screamed.

"The paper rolls! The bastards have hit the newsprint!"

"Everybody out!" MacBride ordered, hisbody outlined by the inferno behind him. The smoke was
roiling before the flames, turning the air black. Y eats crawled, then stumbled to the front door, MacBride
behind him.

Y eats looked up at asquad of soldiers, khaki clad not green, rifles ready and bayonets deployed
not six feet from him.

"Put up your hands," MacBride said softly behind him. "Or well be dead before your next breath.”

* * %

"A vigtor, Mgor," Banks said. His voice held a softer and even awed tone, onethat Y eats had not
heard before from the jailer. He looked toward the door.

A figurein black, taller than Banks, stood in the shadows by thejamb. A priest, perhaps?

"Maud!" MacBride whispered hoarsdly.

"Sean, Willie" Maud Gonne said, and strode into the room. A backwards glance from those
glittering eyes sent the jailer scuttling back, closing the cell door and locking it before tramping away.

"They let youin," MacBride sad. A slly remark, Y eats thought, saved from fatuity only by the
heaviness of the Situation.

"They'velet melittledse" Maud said, throwing her cape aside in acardess but graceful gesture.
Stage manners without thought. "' For once the Church is good for something. I'm your wife."

She moved between the two men and took the hand of each.

"Still your friend, Sean. And yours aways, Willie." She paused. "Y ou bold, foolish men.”

Y eats nodded. "That we are.”

"They're going to shoot you." Y eatsfelt Maud's grip tighten. She let drop her hands and turned
away.

"I expected no less, Maud," MacBride said. "Thisismy second go at them. They've not forgotten
thefirg.”

"That | know, Sean, and little could | do for you. And I tried for you, Willie. So did our friendsin
England—Wilde, Pound, Shaw. They've tried to get the Prime Minister's ear.”

"I'velunched with Asquith," Yeats said. "Little good that will do me."

"They fear the power of your pen, Willie. They'll take the heat of public indignation to your ongoing
threat toraly Eireann.”

"Bad news but expected. I'd rather hear it from your lips than any other's.”

Maud took a step back to better survey them. Dark hair ahelmet to that fairest of faces. Beautiful
dill and dways.

"I cometo ddiver more than news. Irdland'slove and mine. It'syours and dwayswill be." She



looked at Y eats. "And some words to water it down the years? Have you that for us?*
Y eats reached to the table behind him.

"Two poems.”

Maud took the papers, turned away to read.

"They're grand, Willie. 'Easter 1916." That will hold the day green. But this second one. And what
do you know of Irish armen?’

"Little enough. But I know something of foreseeing my degth. | learn more each minute.”
Maud looked at him. "Ah, Willie—the poems you might have written! What abargain you have
mede!”

Y eats focused on the pin at Maud's breast, Ireland's green and gold. He moved his eyes up to see
in hers arespect and regard he'd not seen before.

"A good bargain, Maud." He paused. "The best.”

L abor Relations

Esther M. Friesner

It wasin the Month Without Gods, in the third year of the great invasion of the three Korean
kingdoms, that Old One's great-great-granddaughter Snow Moon went out to fetch water and came
home with a Japanese soldier. She found him dumbering behind some thorn bushesthat grew on the
mountain where Old One's specid seeing-spring leaped forth from the rocks. He wore atanké over his
clothes—the short-bodied iron cuirass favored by the invaders—with his helmet and spear laid out on the
ground beside him. 1t would have been an easy thing for even a child to grab the spear and spit him
through the throat, then and there, but he was young and handsome and, since the war had begun, Snow
Moon had come to an age when such things mattered.

So it wasthat Old One looked up from her iron tripod through the open doorway of her hut to see
the child of her grandson's daughter come walking aong the village path, prodding a shamefaced
Japanese soldier dong before her with his own spear, his bronze shortsword thrust awkwardly into the
sash of her jacket.

"Now what?" she muttered. Sherose from her stool, shook the wrinkles from her seer's robes, and
came out into the sunlight, blinking like atoad.

The girl's route home from the mountainside took her and her prisoner through most of the village,
so that by the time they reached her great-great-grandmother's house their progress was attended by
every woman, child, gaffer, dog, pig, and chicken with time to spare and curiosity to waste. The young
man's face grew pale as he trod the narrow path between rows of hogtile faces. The war had gone on for
long enough to drain the village of al its able-bodied maes, leaving behind wives and sweethearts whose
patriotism had soured more and more with every winter's night when al they had to occupy their minds
was needlework. There was only so much embroidery awoman could do before she realized there were
someitchesthat adainty little needle wasinsufficient to scratch.

It was one such badly deprived lady who threw thefirst clod of pig manure. Others soon followed
her example.

To hiscredit, the young man did not flinch from that less-than-refreshing rain. Instead, heturnedin
hisassalants direction and dlowed hisface to mdt into the most charmingly regretful smile anyoneinthe
village had ever seen. On so handsome aface, such atender expression was utterly devastating. The
villagefilled with the echoing plops of manure balls dropping from nervel ess hands and of many women
crying out to the young man in pity, gpology, and invitation.

Old One saw dl thisand shook her head. "Idiots. First they threaten hislife one way, then another.
Can't they see hel's one of our enemies? He may know things that will prove pricelessto our own armies.”



She hagtened forward, bulling her way through the sea of clamoring femaes, dl the while shouting,
"Foolsl Headless chickens! Thismanisvauable! Will you kill him and waste what good he can do us?'

Most of the crowd stepped aside for Old One, but the blacksmith's wife—a woman as sturdy as
her husband's anvil and asfearless of his hammer—stood her ground. "Y ou don't have to tell me how
vauableheis" shereplied. "Just ook at that back, so strong and young! And those arms! And those
legsl He's hedlthy as a horse and twice as beautiful .

"And you'd be just the one to break him to the saddle, en?' Old One spat deftly, so that the gob
landed just an inch from the other woman'stoes. "Wait until your man comes homeand | tdll him that.”

"Ifmy man comes home." The blacksmith's wife glowered. "It's been amost three years Sncethe
war began and no sign that it will ever end. And if it does, will there beasingleman left divein dl the
three kingdoms?"

"Wl they're not dead yet," the young man spoke up.

Old One and the blacksmith's wife turned to stare. "What did you say?' Old One asked. The
Japanese soldier's grasp of thelocal tongue was serviceable but atrifle shaky and she wanted to be
certain she had not misunderstood.

"| said that no one'sdead,” he repeated. "It isthe will of our Empress, the serenelady Jngo, who
leads usinto glorious battle. Uh . . . more or lessglorious. And | suppose you couldn't technically cdll it
battle , but—"

"'Us, you say?' Old Oneinterrupted, regarding the young man closdly. "I see only one of you."

The young man lowered hiseyes. "l amin truth only one. | am called Masumoto Y oshi.”

"You are called worse things. Y ou're a deserter, aren't you?' The young man did not reply, and his
shamed silence was an e oquent confirmation. "1 thought so," Old One said with satisfaction. " Just what
thisvillage needs. A pretty coward.”

"l am not acoward!" Matsumoto Y oshi's eyes flashed angrily. "Ask anyone who knows me!™

Old One cocked her head to one side. "Here?"

The young man was not disposed to chop thelogic of hisdeclarations. "I did not leave our army
because | feared death,” he continued. "I left because | could no longer bear the insult to my manhood
that thiswar has become. Who ever heard of battles without bloodshed, campaigns without corpses?
How isawarrior to make his reputation without killingsomebody ? But such isthe will of our Empress.”
He scowled, agrimace which did nothing to diminish his beauty. The village women sighed and
murmured that it was very naughty of the Japanese Empress to deprive such afine young man of the
opportunity to advance his chosen career through applied daughter.

Old One turned to Snow Moon. "My stool and my pipe," she said. When these were brought, she
eitled down, lit the gummy nubbin in the Slver bowl, and inhaed the smoke deeply before addressing
the visitor once more.

"What agresat gift you have brought me, Matsumoto Y oshi,” shesaid. "If | liveto be two hundred |
shall never be able to thank you enough.”

"Gift?" the young man repested, confused. "What gift?'

"At my age, anything new isadgift, for | awaken each day with the dreadful conviction that | have
aready seen dl that thisworld hasto offer. Only by encountering something new do | manageto go on
living. Take your case, for example: Y ou have given me not one but threefine gifts. First, you bring me
word of awoman commanding troops. Thisiswonderful.”

"The Empressis only doing what her late husband, the Emperor Chuai, should have done while he
yet lived." Matsumoto Y oshi's tone was downright sulky. "He took avow before his divine ancestress,
the great sun-goddess Amaterasu, that he would subjugate this land, for such was her desire. But he kept
putting it off and putting it off—doubtless because he did not yet have an heir who might assume the
imperia throne—until it pleased the godsto take him into their company.”

"A man who would rather make love to hiswife than go out and stedl another man'sland?’ Old One
raised one tufty white eyebrow. "In that case, makeitfour giftsyouve brought. How munificent!"



"What are the remaining two?" A distinct chill had comeinto the young man's voice. He looked
down his nose at the old woman on her stool asif he had aready conquered the village and dl who
dwdled in it sngle-handed, soldy by the force of his having been born able to pee neatly while stlanding
up.

"Don' take that tone with me, sonny,” Old One said, chuckling. ™Y ou only enrich me. The other two
unheard-of things arethese: That awar isfought without killing and that aman isfool enough to think this
isacaamity. | would like to meet your Empress,; she sounds clever. Tell me, little fighting cock, howhas
she managed to keep awar going for three years without a single death?

"By thefavor of the goddess Amaterasy, of course,”" Matsumoto Y oshi said haughtily. "Thedivine
one gave the Empress apair of miraculous gems, the Tide Ebbing and the Tide Flowing Jewels. By these,
the serene lady Jingo was able to subdue the very waves of the seaand to bring our armies herein safety.
By these she continues to rule the waters, making seas and mighty riversdo her bidding.”

"Isthat s0?That would be asight worth seeing.”

"I've seenit,” Matsumoto Y oshi said dully. "1 have done nothing but seeit since we left home. Every
time we have had the chance for a good, settled, murderous battle, the Empress cals upon the power of
the Tide Ebbing and the Tide Flowing Jewel s and suddenly thereisagreat and unwelcome incursion of
water, preventing any combat. Y our people pursue ours or ours pursue yours, only to have the Empress
cdl ahdt to the chase time and time again by invoking Amaterasu's tokens."

"A drange strategy for agenerd intent on conquest,” Old One mused. "What can she havein
mind?' Rising from her seat, she motioned for Snow Moon to gpproach. " Pack food and clothing and the
apparatus of my professon. Wewill vigt this Empress Jingo.”

Soit wasthat Old One, Snow Moon, and Matsumoto Y oshi soon |eft the village behind, retracing
the path by which he had first reached them. The young soldier wasin afoul mood, one which became
fouler by the footstep.

"l don't know why I'm doing this," he grumbled as heled them aong.

"Y ou are doing this because you don't want to die,”" said Old One.

Matsumoto Y oshi gave ashort, bitter laugh. "A true warrior does not fear death.”

"A mad warrior does not fear death,” Old One corrected him. "A true warrior fears death but faces
it anyway. Asfor you, | seeyou areanidiot warrior, so | couldn't say what your attitude toward desth
would be."

"Oh! Grandmother!" Snow Moon gasped at such rudeness to one so young and strong and
handsome. "How can you spesk to him so? Isn't he doing your bidding willingly? Isn't he guiding us
where we want to go?"

"Willingly," Old One repeated. "Aslong asyou and | hold hiswegpons.” Her hand closed
comfortably around the hilt of his captive sword and she nodded &t the great spear now in Snow Moon's
keeping.

The girl seemed eager to take the handsome young man's part against her ancestress. "'Y ou know as
well as| that if hetried to escape, he would easily outdistance you and that sword. Asfor me, | am
intimidated by this powerful sheft; it's much too big for meto handle skillfully.”

"Youll learn,"” Old One said. She turned to their guide and added: "I ask your pardon, Matsumoto
Y oshi. By taking usto meet your Empress, you are indeed performing agrest servicefor us, but a
greater onefor your own people, for | mean to put an end to thisendlesswar."

"I don't see how you'l do that," he said sullenly. "When we reach the Empress encampment, you
will be taken prisoner. Asfor me, | can't even enter the precincts, for if I'm seen, I'll be arrested for
desertion and my fate will be adishonorable death.”

"Oh, | don't think so," Old One said. "But if you do make good your escape a second time, take a
miserable old woman's advice: Become arecluse and live done. On no account make your presence
knownin any village or townin al Koreafor, if you do, the women will get you, and then you will surely
die"



"Hal" Scorn contorted Matsumoto Y oshi'sface. "I don't think any of you women knows what to do
with aspear any more than this sweet maiden does.”

Snow Moon blushed at the compliment, but Old One hersdlf said, ™Y ou would not die by spear or
sword. We women have a secret wegpon. Like your precious Empress, we know that victory does not
always go to the side that can command sharp, sudden sorties and incursions, but to the side with the
most staying power. In other words, in aland where so many men are gone from home, you would be
sucked drier than an old persmmon rind in afortnight. Do you follow me, boy?*

Matsumoto Y oshi did. At first he leered, but the leer soon dwindled to aweak smile which quickly
faded to alook of badly controlled panic. ™Y ou—you think that if | rgjoin my troops, the Empresswon't
cdl for my death?'

"l promiseit,” said Old One. "For behold, have you not brought her a precious gift?'

"l have? What?'

"Me"

* % %

The Empress Jngo it in her hilltop pavillion, contemplating hertankd , itsiron shell adorned with a
riveted skirt, every rivet on skirt and cuirass capped with gold. It had been made to her exact
measurements, which gave her both comfort and protection, but absolutely no leeway when it cameto
gaining weight. It hung from alacquered rack, attended by her bow and quiver. Beneath these, in agreen
box with agold pattern of seawaves, resided the Tide Ebbing and Tide Flowing Jewd's, Amaterasu's
gracious gifts.

Twoof Amaterasu's gracious gifts. Despite the awesome power contained within the small green
box, there was il athird gift which the goddess had bestowed upon the Empressthat | eft the mastery of
wave and water |ooking dreadfully pathetic by comparison.

She rose and crossed the pavilion to where a polished bronze mirror on awooden stand awaited
her pleasure. She was not a vain woman, though her beauty gave her every right to be, and while her
roya husband lived she had spent scarcely any time at al sudying her own image.

"Three years changes much,” she murmured to her reflection. "And nothing." She stood sideways
and ran her hands down the front of her tightly cinched robe, over the perfect flatness of her belly.
Incredible. The marve of it &l never ceased to astonish her.

She was thus wrapped up in her own thoughts when they brought her the news. Matsumoto Y oshi
had returned with prisoners of war. For love of his Empress he had taken it upon himself to scout the
land in hopes of finding something that might help the war effort. The gods had blessed him and he had
found such athing. He begged the Empressto honor his miserable efforts on behdf of the imperia house
of Yamato by deigning to view his offerings.

The Empress Jingo sighed and called for her servants. They dressed her in her warrior'sgarb—a
servicesble tunic and wide-legged trouserstied below the knee, both with the gorgeous embel lishments
proper to her rank—helped her don hertanké for effect, and laced on her leather arm-guards. Only then
did she step outside.

"Women?' she exclaimed when she saw Matsumoto Y oshi's "offering.” Old One and Snow Moon
stood oneto either side of their supposed captor, each with asmall bundle of possessions at her feet.

"Y ou have capturedwomen ? Forthis | put on armor?”

"Mogt excdlent lady, thisisno ordinary woman," the young soldier said quickly, pushing Old One
to thefore. "Sheisagreat power among her people, aseer of inestimable taent. Sheisaso terribly,
awfully, extremely and acutdly old.”

"How old isshe?' the Empress asked, raising one mothlike eyebrow.

"l am so old that there are rocks who cal me grandmother,” Old One spoke up. "1 am so old that
the name my parents gave me a my hirth got tired of waiting for me to die and preceeded meto the
grave so that now | am known smply as Old One. | am so old that | remember when dragonswere
plentiful enough for housewivesto have to use broomsto chase the smaler onesout of their gardens. |



am so old that | recall the days when Japan was not the only land which the men of Chinacalled the
Queen Country." She stared meaningfully a the Empress.

"That'sold," the Empress Jingo admitted.

"Sheisatreasure," Matsumoto Y oshi went on. "If word reaches the Korean troops that we have
her, they will at last accede to a peace parley. Y our excellency will be able to set your own terms and
acheive your goa of hegemony over the Three Kingdoms. The war will be won, the godswill be
satisfied, and we can dl go home!™

Thelonger he spoke, the more Matsumoto Y oshi began to believe his own words and the greater
his enthusiasm grew until hewasjoyfully prophesying aswift and immediate victory. The Japanese
troops, al massed in their ranks before the Empress pavilion, took fire from him and began to cheer ina
mMOst raLcous manner.

The Empress Jingo made asmall mouth and gave Old One a sideways|ook that as good as said:
Men ! Old One shrugged and both women smiled.

"Honored guest in my land,” Old One said when she could &t last be heard above the soldiers
clamor. "If my age commands any respect &t al from you, | beg you to grant me a private audience.”

It was asmple request, innocent, and readily granted. Old One picked up her bundle and carried it
into the imperid pavilion while the Empress commended the care of Snow Moon to Matsumoto Y oshi.
Only when Jingo had been relieved of her armor, refreshments had been brought, and the last servant had
been dismissed did the women speak.

"You're not his prisoner, are you," the Empress stated.

Old One chuckled. "And you are not going to have him put to death for saying | was."

"l should. Hiswhole story is riddled with lies like ablock of rotten wood with wormholes. More
likely he was your prisoner—though how that cameto pass| can not say—and bringing you to me was
your ideadone. He didn't undertake an expedition to help uswin the war; he ran away."

"True. But he has come back, and with me, and | am in fact the treasure that he paints me. Y ou will
not call for hisdesath, O Empress.”

"Y ou sound sure of that."

"A war that drags on for three years with not asingle casudty, dl thanksto those Jewels of yours,
and you want me to believe you'd be capable of ordering an execution?”

Jngo'sbrow darkened. "Don't underestimate me. If it is necessary, | will command that alife be
taken. If needful | will takethat life myslf.”

"You are not acoward, O Empress,” Old One said, camly raising ateacup to her lipsand durping
contentedly. "Y ou don't fear deeth, but like al good housewives you despise wastefulness.”

"Y ou dareto call meahousewife?' Jingo sprang from her seet, bristling. "I am the Empress of dl
Japan!”

"Same job, bigger house." Old One drank moretea. "Y ou seeto it that everyone under your roof is
properly fed and clothed, you look to the future and provide for it, and you do your best to keep your
beloved children from harming themsdves or others.”

Jngo held onto her anger for afew heartbeats longer, then dowly sank back onto her stoal. "I see
your point.”

"Now if only I could see yours." Old One helped herself to some of the little |eaf-shaped cakes that
the Empress servants had |eft behind on atray. "A war without desths—very admirable, but to what
end?'

"Thesameend asdl wars: Victory."

"Yes, but victory to be acheived by what means? We chase you, you chase us, we all get ready for
afight, and before anyone can draw his sword—whoosh! —an uninvited river. Nothing is decided and
the chase resumes. Thisisawar with neither gain nor lossfor either side. Let it go. Pack up your
quarrelsome children and go home."



"l cant," the Empressreplied. "Such isnot thewill of the gods.”

"We have other godsin theselands. | have brought my tripod so that | may invoke our divinities.
When they appear I'll ask them to pay asocid cal upon your gods and settle the whole thing amongst
themsalves"

"That would befutile. Thisisthe Month Without Gods, the yearly time when the grestkami gether
a 1zumo. But even if our gods were here, your offer would be rgjected. Thiswar isthe will of
Amaterasu, benevolent ancestress of theimperid house. Shefirst entrusted it to my beloved husband—"

"—the Emperor Chual, yes. That nice young man told me. Isthat the only reason why you pursue
thiswar? Because you fear that if you disobey, the benevolent goddesswill kill you, too?"

All that Jngo replied to thiswas. "Bah."

"Y ou are o certain of her good will?"

"Naturally. She did not order thiswar for herself—what need does the grestkami of the sun have
for mere morta kingdoms?—but for the enrichment and advancement of her bel oved descendants, the
imperid house of Japan."

Old One'swrinkled face twisted into an expression compounded of disbelief, surprise, and
unconditiona regjection of every word she had just heard. " O wise Empress, with al due respect and
every honor dueto your position, | ask you: Areyou out of your mind?What descendants? Y our
husband is dead, and you may correct meif | err but as| understand ithe was Amaterasu's descendant,
not you."

"I will not correct wherethereisno error,” Jingo said. "Hewasin fact then thelast of her line."

"And he died three years ago.” Old Onefelt uneasy in her bones. Surely the Empress did not need
to have such things spelled out for her? Shel ooked sane enough.

"I know it well. | mourn him to thisday and will forever honor hismemory. All the more reason to
win these kingdoms for our son.”

Old One's mouth opened. No sound came out. She closed it again, then made another stab at
expressing hersdlf, but this one likewise came a cropper. Closing both her mouth and her eyes shetook a
deep breath, mentdly rattled through the names of her éleven husbands to center hersdlf, and findly was
ableto say, "Y our husband diedthree yearsago . Do they handle these mattersthat differently in Japan?’
She pointed definitely at the Empress flat belly.

Jngo laughed and placed her hands over her abdomen. "'In the natura course of things, we women
of Japan handle these matters much as do you women of Korea. | know | don't look like awoman with
child, but—"

"Threeyears ," Old Oneingisted. "He's been dead for threeyears not threemonths . Y ou, awoman
with child? By thistime, you should look like awoman with water buffao!"

"All thanksto Amaterasu. | fulfill her wishes and she permits me thusto carry her descendant, the
Emperor-to-be, until thiswar isover.”

Old Onelooked skeptical. She had had many years practice at it. "Now let me seeif | havethis
right," shesaid. "Y ou are enduring a pregnancy of three years duration, so far, that will not cometoiits
natural end until you win awar that you are waging without bloodshed?!

Jngo gracioudy acknowledged that thiswas so.

"Inthat case, O Empress, | don't need to set up my tripod to read your future: Y ou're going to be
pregnant along, long,long time"

"| disagree. Infact—" the Empress flashed Old One a playful smile "—the war isamost won. Y ou
see, | have within my power aweapon of such devadtating strength, such avesome might, such—"

"I know, | know: The Tide Ebbing and Tide Flowing Jewels."

Jingo lightly waved away Old One's mention of Amaterasu's miraculous gifts. "Besidethis , they are
nothing. For thisisaweapon that dowly but surely devoursfrom within, and againgt which thereis neither
protection nor remedy."



"Poison?'

"Boredom.”

The Empress stood up and began to pace the rice-straw mats that floored the imperid pavilion.

"Y ou havelived long, Old One; you know theway of things. A man beginsawar with his head befogged
by dreams of winning everlasting glory in battle. Soon enough he learnsthetruth, that every bettleisan
idand of rousing terror surrounded by a sea of spirit-drowning tedium. | have found the way to sink those
idands and cover dl theland with awar so dull, so inert, so uneventful, thet it isonly amatter of time
beforeeveryone desertsjust to escape the monotony!”

"If everyone desarts, how can anyonewin?' Old One demanded.

"By the old rule of the last man standing. Only in this case, he will be commanded by awoman.”

"What! Y ou think your forceswill triumph? They'll be as bored as ourdl”

"Y es, but when my men debate running away, they will remember that they have amuch longer
road home, over a seawhose tidesl control. Y our men, on the other hand, will think of their wivesand
sweethearts, the comforts of their homes which stand oh, so much closer at hand! And that'sto say
nothing of the lure of home-cooking over army food. Onefine day your kings and generdswill wake up
to face a sea of empty encampments. They will surrender out of pure embarrassment. All we need to do
isoutwalit that day. It isonly amatter of time."

Old One stared in awe at the Empress. Brilliant, she thought. She may be crazy—athree-year
pregnancy ?>—but she'sright. A war without battles can only endure for so long until even the most
glory-blinded man givesit up as abad bargain. And there are practical mattersto consider aswell: Our
kings can not feed their soldiers forever, not when those soldiers are the same men who must be hometo
till the fields. But the Japanese will be fed with suppliesfrom their own land, carried on ships sped across
the waters by those accursed Jewels. An empty belly swallows dreams of glory quickly. Itisonly a
matter of timeindeed, and then . . . defest.

Old One got down on hands and knees and pressed her forehead to the mats. "O Empress, who
can stand againgt the truth? | concede your eventud, inevitable victory and humbly offer you my
services." Sitting back on her haunches, she added: "I have seen the banners of our armiesraised on the
hillside opposite this one. Let me go there to speak with the kings and the generds, let me explain to them
the futility of prolonging thiswar. | am sure that we may reach an accord whose termswill satisfy both
our peoples.”

"Don't bedlly," said the Empress. "What terms? | win, | get Korea. Well, my son the
Emperor-to-be will get Korea, but I'll take care of it for him until he's old enough to appreciate it.”

Old One did not care to hear her country spoken of asif it were apiece of Chinese porcelain to be
kept out of reach of arambunctioustoddler. "Unconditional surrender?Isthat al you will accept?’

"It'sdl | need to accept."

Old One scowled. The Empress met her angry look with an expression of utter composure. Both
women knew that there was only truth behind Jingo's words, atruth that the Empress saw no need to
honey-coat in order to make it more paatable.

The Empress could not know that Old One was as fond of honey as any bear, and just asliableto
make reprisasif deprived of it.

Y ou are as arrogant as afortified town, O Empress, safe behind the walls of your goddess, and
your Jewels, and your indisputable strategy, Old One thought, closing her eyeslest the sght of Jingo's
complacent face should make her lose her temper at adiplomaticaly inadvisable juncture. | have never
cared for walls. | swear that | will be the one to bring them down around your ears. Have | lived this
long, mastered so much lore, learned so many spells, gathered so many memories and not one among
them al will save my homeand? May the gods close my eyeswith earth if that isso! The answer lies
within me. The question now isonly . . . where?

Old One retreated deep within herself, searching for the solution she knew she must find. With her
eyesthus closed and her breathing dowed by deep contemplation, shelost al track of time. Shewas



unaware that she had become the picture of an ancient woman who had grown weary of the world's
commotion, had settled her dignity around her like acloak, and smply had taken her leave. Her sudden
slence and immobility alarmed the Empress, who grabbed her by the shoulder and called out her namein
amost distracted manner.

"What?" Old One snapped like aturtle at thisimperid interference with her meditations.

The Empress had not expected the presumed corpse to speak. She gasped and tottered back afew
steps, her hands on her ssomach. "Oh! Praise dl the gods, youre still dive. For amoment, | thought—
Don't ever do that again. Whenever I'm scared, it goes Sraight to my belly, makes my insgdes shakelike
tofu . Bad enough I've had morning sickness three years running. Y ou should apologize.

Old One's eyebrows twitched just the smallest degree. The three silver hairsthat sprouted from the
wart on her chin quivered. It was dl the outward sign she gave to acknowledge that her prayers had been
answered: She had her weapon.

Swiftly she clapped alook of the utmaost concern over her face and shuffled forward on her knees
to seize the Empress hands. "A thousand pardons, august lady!" shewailed, swaying likeawillow ina
gae. "May the godsforgive me! What hideous harm have | perpetrated upon your roya beneficence?
Oh, what have | done? What have | done?"

"Whathave you done?' the Empress asked, yanking her hands free of Old One's grasp. Although
she had demanded an gpology, she hadn't expected anything on this scale. She still looked worried, not
so much for Old One's sake as for her own safety in the presence of ademented creature.

"The shock, my lady! The shock that | have inadvertently caused you. Do you not know how
dreadfully bad it isfor the unborn when the mother suffers any sort of emotiona upheava? 1 have lived
long; | could tell you stories. My great-aunt's neighbor's brother's third wife was frightened by awild
monkey, and her son was born with the longest arms you ever saw. Thenher father's nephew's
sgter-in-law was startled by arampaging stork, and so her son was born with the longest legs you ever
saw. Andher sster's husband's cousin's bride was surprised by arunaway rooster, so her son was born
with thelonges— Wadll, they're not al tragedies, but till, can any woman take achancewhenitisthe
very body of her child that may be undterably atered?!

The Empress eyes grew wide and wider as Old One'swords played upon her fears. The aged seer
contained her glee. Although she gtill could scarcely believe Jingo'stae of her amazingly extended
pregnancy was redl, the younger woman certainly was behaving like other first-time mothers: Shewas
crossing unfamiliar territory and she was afraid.

"The gods—" Jingo fdtered. "The gods would not allow any harm to cometo my son.”

Old One pressed her pdmstogether. "What do the gods consider to be 'harm'? Hedlth is one thing,
appearance another. Do they view matters of morta beauty aswe do? Aredl of them pleasing to the
human eye?'

"Raiden . . . Raiden, the god of thunder, hasfangs," the Empress admitted. "And Fujin, lord of the
winds, hasamogt . . . astonishing aspect. His skin isthe color of pitch, hisfeet and hands are taloned,
and hisface—hisfaceis— Ah!" She covered her eyes and moaned. "Oh, my child, my child!"

Slowly Old One got to her feet and patted the Empress back. "Do not fear, my lady. It has been
proven that the unborn is only marked according to the nature of the thing that frightened its mother. It's
not asif you were scared by the wind-god; just by me.”

Jngo's head jerked up. "What do you mean?'

"I mean that if any change has befalen your child, hewill enter the world looking no worse than
this" Old One spread her arms wide and gave the Empress her broadest smile. Every wrinkle, every
missing tooth, every bad patch, every brown spot and gnarled knucklebone and sag of dackened flesh
on her body stood out in dreadful relief. Jingo gaped, then groaned.

Hmph! Thank yousomuch , Old One thought. Think youlllook like a little plum blossom if you
live to be my age? Keeping her resentment to hersalf, she reassured the Empress, saying: "Gracious
lady, never fear! Y our caseisnot hopeless. | can help you."



The Empress|ooked suspicious. "Why should | trust you or your remedies?

"Think 1'd poison you? Leave your troops without the one leader willing and ableto fight a
bloodlesswar? They'd run wild, burning crops, destroying villages, taking indiscriminate vengeance for
your death on men, women, and children. Am | fool enough to make such abad bargain for my people?
The choiceisplain: Trust meor trust to luck for your child'sfate, O Empress.”

Jngo rubbed her chinin thought for awhile, then said, "Tell me what you need.”

The clay bowl nested amid the glowing charcod cakes, smoking and sputtering. Old One knelt
besideit, stirring it with an iron spoon. Seated on alow stool, attended by her captains and once again
wearing full armor for itsimposing effect, the Empress Jingo watched.

Her men watched too, but with more hostility than interest. Their Empress had explained the cause
of these uncanny doings. Some muttered that Old One ought to forfeit her lifefor having frightened the
Empress and perhapsimperiled her unborn son, but Jingo quickly silenced them.

"Perhaps no harm has been doneto him," shetold them. "That iswhat Old One seeksto learn firdt,
by summoning avison of the child. If dl iswell, why kill her? And if he has been affected, shewill create
apotion to set thingsright. Tokill her for that would be ungrateful.”

"No killing, no killing, that's her answer to everything,” one of the captains grumbled. He glowered
ferocioudy at the seething clay bowl and demanded: "What have you got stlewing in there?”

"A measure of vinegar, another of water, the skull of afieldmouse, powdered fine, fishbones and
scales, apinch of red earth, adribble of pine sap, and adiver of dragon'stoenail: Nothing fancy.” Old
Onegrinned.

"Andthat messwill let us see our Emperor-to-be?"

"That mess—" Old One sniffed the steam rising from the bowl, then let her long deevesdide
forward to cover her hands as she removed it from the tripod and set it at Jingo's feet. "—and you." She
bowed, then said, "O Empress, my lore can summon my gods, but your unborn babe is the descendant
of your own divinities. To invoke avison of the child, both companies of deitiesmust aid us.”

"But I'vetold you: Thisisthe Month Without Goddl Thekami arein faraway |zumo—"

"Then youll haveto cal upon themloudly , won't you?' Old One said. ™Y ou and al your troops
together. When | give the sign, shattering the clay bowl, raise your voices and shout: O great kami
Amatasa— Amarusa—"

"Amateraa.”

"That'sthe one. Thank you. So it must go: O great kami Amaterasu, with your blessing we beg to
behold this unborn child as hetruly is. Have you got that? It is vital that you speak these wordsexactly
—you know how it iswith magic—otherwise | couldn't be held responsible for the consequences.”

The Empress repeated the seer'sinvocation several times, to make sure she had it down pat, then
directed her captainsto relay the words and instructions attending them to her troops. Signalmen were
placed as the word ran through the length and breadth of the Japanese encampment. Old One watched it
al, and while the commotion was @ it's height she managed to sted aword with Snow Moon.

"Beloved child of my grandson's daughter,” she murmured. "Very shortly, asmall clay bowl will
smash into a hundred pieces at the Empress feet. When that happens—"

"—you want meto clean it up?'

"l want you to run."

Snow Moon was agood girl, biddable, raised to say yesfirst and to ask why twenty-third.
Satisfied, Old Onewaited for the Japanese encampment to settle down. Then she bowed again to Jingo
and smply sad, "Webegin."

It was avery impressive ceremony, one of Old One's best. She swayed and sang and made dll
sorts of fascinating gestures. She threw pinches of thisand that into the smoldering cods, raising little spits
of colored smoke. She chanted words in atongue so ancient and arcane that even those Japanese fluent
in Korean had no ideawnhat she was saying. Neither did she. She let down her hair and used the wooden



combsto trace strange patternsin the dirt, then danced over them. She carried on in this manner for a
long time, until she saw the glazed stares of the onlookers and knew beyond the shadow of adoubt that
when she gave the signdl, they would al cry out the words her plan demanded without hesitation, Smply
because they would shoutanything just to get this over with.

So she snatched up the bowl and smashed it at the Empress feet; shards went flying. And from the
uncounted multitude of troops, from the throats of theimperia captains, from the mouth of the Empress
Jngo hersdlf, there arose an obedient roar aimed for the ears of Amaterasu, demanding that the great
kami of the sun reved the child ashe truly was.

Izumo was very far away, but they werevery loud. Someone heard; someone who thought that so
importunate a prayer was very like adirect order; someone who thought that after al She had done for
Chuai'swidow, it was highly impolite of the lady to come demanding things, especidly during the Month
Without Gods; someone who was just annoyed enough to change Her mind about the whole Korean
expedition as quickly as a sunbeam darts from the Plains of Heaven to thefields of Earth.

Someone who thought that if She answered Jingo's prayer just asit was phrased, it would serve her
right.

The gilded rivets holding the plates of the Empresstankd exploded from their sestings with a sound
likethe crack of summer thunder. They whizzed in dl directions, faster than an arrow's flight, pinging of
the captainstankés and helmets. Theiron plates of the burst imperia cuirass hit the ground with an
emphatic clang, soon followed by the reluctant rending of sturdy cloth. Y et adl this uproar was no more
than the whisper of petalsfalling on water when compared to the Empress scream. It was not a scream
of agony, but of shock, and betrayal, and red-eyed rage. And it wasloud .

Old One heard it only asavery faint and distant sound at her back. She had taken to her heelsthe
instant after she'd smashed the clay pot to pieces. She was remarkably speedy for awoman of her age
and shedidn't stop running until she wasin the midst of the Korean forces.

She had dready cdlled for an audience with the ruler of the kingdom of Sillaby the time Snow
Moon caught up with her, accompanied by afamiliar third party.

"Who invitedyou ?' Old One snarled when she saw a breathless Matsumoto Y oshi clinging to Snow
Moon'sarm.

"Asan honorablewarrior, | fill consder mysdf to be this beautiful maiden's prisoner,” hereplied,
panting. "Besides, I'm not stupid enough to face the Empress now. Not after what you did to her. Not
until she forgetsthat | was the one who introduced her to you."

"That might take sometime,” Old Onesaid. "l Ieft her with rather alarge memento of my vist." She
shrugged. "1 don't know why she's so angry. She's the one who wanted to know how her unborn child
wasdoing."

" She thought she was asking Amaterasu for avision of the child,” Matsumoto Y oshi said. "The child
itself has had three whole years growth in the womb!"

"Still in there, too. And her unable to give birth to it until the war isover,” said Old One. "Tsk. You
know, for awoman, and an Empress, and ageneral, she really ought to pay closer attention to how she
words her commands.”

Theking of Sillaemerged from histent just then; Old One and the others bowed before him. "O
great ruler,” shesaid. "l amaseer and | bring you news. Thewar isending. | promise you that shortly,
word will come from the Japanese Empress hersdlf, suing for peace.”

The king had the haggard look of aman brought to the end of hisrope by frustration. Such men
mistrust good news, having been disgppointed many timesin the past. "Just likethat?* he asked. "After dl
thistime, dl that water,now she quits? Why? Has she suddenly lost her sscomach for war?'

"I wouldn't saythat ," said Old One. "In fact, | couldn't say that at dl."



Empire

William Sanders

"Higtory," the Emperor often said, "isalie agreed upon.”

"And who'd know better?" Captain Houston said, when | quoted the line to him. "About history,
and about lies. Having been responsible for such ahdl of alot of both, in hisday."

Hedid not say it loudly, though; hisusud dligator-bellow voice was for once adiscreet murmur,
though no one was nearby. Houston was a bold young man, even by the standards of hiskind; but
mocking the Emperor was a dangerous business, especialy during that find year.

Inany casel did not reply, and after amoment he chuckled and glanced at me. We were walking
down the swept gravel walk toward the front drive-way of the palace, the Emperor having told meto see
Captain Houston to his carriage. Captain Houston had just returned from asecret misson deegpin
Spanish territory, and had found his way back from Horidato New Orleans through hundreds of miles of
wilderness known only to hisIndian friends, so presumably he was capable of finding his own way ot;
but the Emperor was aways one for the courtesies.

"Y ou ought to write a history book yoursdlf," Houston said, grinning. " The things you've seen and
heard, it'd be worth reading."

"Savesdo not write higtories," | pointed out.

"l heard somewhere that there were daves who wrote books,” Houston said. "Back in Roman
times"

"Thisisnot the Roman Empire" | answered, and bit off the irreverent addendum, "However much
HisMgesty likesto think s0." | had no wish to match him for riskiness of wit; for mysdf | have dways
found bravery avulgar qudity, and those who possessit generdly tiresome—though | did like Sam
Houston, who had a keen sense of irony, no doubt acquired from living with the Cherokees.

"Well," he sad, "theresmy carriage, Albert,” giving my name the English pronunciation rather than
the proper one. "Good night.”

Three days |ater the British arrived.

| was there when the Emperor got the word; in fact | was the one who brought it to him, though
only in the sense of taking the sedled message from the dispatch rider—who was sweating, even though it
was a December day and quite cool for New Orleans—and carrying it on asilver tray into the Emperor's
private study. | did not, of course, know the contents, but | had my suspicions.

The Emperor read the message, smiled dightly, and tossed it onto hisdesk. "Well, Albert," he said,
"the ball would seem about to begin. His Britannic Mgesty'sforces have put in their long-awaited
appearance off our shores."

It was not, you understand, any great surprise. It was common knowledge, even in the streets of the
city, that alarge Royal Navy squadron, with a convoy of troop transports, had been working its
ponderous way across the Gulf, shadowed at a discreet distance by L afitte's people.

The Emperor got to hisfeet, dowly and clumsly, breathing loudly with the effort. | made no move
to assst him; His Maesty'sincreasing corpulence and deteriorating health were among the many things
onewas required not to notice.

Hewalked over to the great windows that overlooked the palace grounds. "Ah, Albert,” he said, his
back to me. "Do you know, at times | wish myself back in France.”

| said nothing, merely stood in respectful silence. | knew what was coming, having heard it so many
times before.

"I have not seen France since the year 1793," he mused, hisback to me. "Y et in some sense it will
aways be my second home. Strange; | have no such feglings, now, for Corsica.”



Heturned dightly, placing hisfacein profile. The morning light sharply silhouetted the famous
features; the body might have grown corrupted, but that incredible head was still as beautiful as ever.

"Perhaps," he said wigtfully, "I should have stayed. That was my intention, after dl, when thetraitor
Paoli drove the Buonapartes from Corsica. | had no thought but to return to France and resume my
military career. It was sheer chance that that American ship happened to bein the harbor, while | was
seeking passage to Marselllesto rgjoin the family, and that | fell to talking with the captain—and made a
sudden impulsive decison, and therest, asthey say, ishistory.”

Heturned and smiled a me. "Who knows? Had | followed my origind plan, surely | would by now
be an officer of rank in the forces of the Republic. Not that that would be such an enviable fate, now," he
added, "after the drubbing the British and their dlies have given the Republic'sarmies. But perhaps|
could have changed dl that, en? That fellow W lington might have found Generd Buonaparte a harder
adversary.”

"Asindeed he soon shdl, sire" | murmured.

"What? Oh, yes, of course. Excdlent, Albert!" Helaughed. "Yes, it would seem the Duke and | are
destined to do battle, in one possible world or another.”

His mouth twisted. "If, if. If not for Peoli'streachery, | could have been the liberator of my
homeland, and spent the rest of my days asruler of Corsica. Treachery isaterrible thing, Albert, to be
execrated above dl other human sins.”

| kept my mouth shut and my face blank, and tried to suppress the picture in my mind—of the late
Colond Burr, or rather hisghog, listening to that last little homily. The exquisite treachery by which the
Emperor had disposed of hisold partner would for sheer seamless detail have impressed aBorgia.

History, by theway, till seems silent on the question of just when and how the former Captain
Buonaparte, now anewly commissioned lieutenant in the tiny United States army, chanced to meet
then-Senator Burr. | have an impression it was at some sort of socia function in New Y ork, but | may be
mistaken; at thetime, after al, | was till a haf-grown servant boy in awedthy New Orleans household,
being educated above my station by a capricious and indulgent owner. (Interestingly, it is possible that the
Emperor and | were learning English & the sametime))

Whenever and wherever it happened, it was certainly one of the most fateful encounters of dl time.
| wonder if they recognized each other, in that first moment, as two of the same breed? Much astwo
sharksin the lightless depths of the ocean must apprehend their common species. . . .

"But then," the Emperor said with sudden jovidity, "in that case who would now reign over the
interior of North America? Perhaps your famous and talented rel ative Tecumseh, eh?!

"Tecumseh is Shawnee, gre" | said very diffidently. "My father's people were Choctaw.” Not that it
mattered; my mother having been quadroon, | was unequivocaly "black” under the laws of the Empire,

"Albert, Albert." He laughed softly and gave me afond look. "I tease you, but you know how highly
| esteemn you. See here." He adopted the manner of one who has just made an important decision. "Y ou
have been agood and faithful servant for many years. When this business with the English is concluded, |
intend to free you."

| bowed my head, asif overcome. "Sire," | said most humbly.

Hedid this, on the average, two or threetimes ayear. It meant nothing. As many men—and
women—had learned, the Emperor was too great aman to be bound by atrivid thing like a promise. But
one had to pretend.

The next day they had abig council in the pal ace war-room. Standing beside the door, awaiting
requests for drinks or whatever e se the military leaders of the Empire might require, | witnessed the
wholething.

"So," the Emperor said, looking down at the map that covered most of the great conference table,
"our guests have arrived, and we must make ready to welcome them. The question is, where?"

"No sign of any landings yet," Colond Crockett observed. "They're just sort of hanging around



offshore. Last message | got from Sam, he said he could just make out their sails, out in Chandeleur
Sound.”

He scratched absently beneath hisfringed buckskin jacket; a gross discourtesy in the roya
presence, but the Emperor tolerated much from the eccentric and extremely able chief of scouting
operations. Half the alligatorsin the swamps were in Crockett's pay and the other half his blood
relatives—or so it was said.

General Jackson snorted loudly. "By the Eternd, | don't suppose your 'boys could trouble
themselvesto give usamore detailed report?' He and Crockett hated each other; it was one of those
deadly persona enmities at which the Tennesseeans excel. "At least an estimate of the enemy's
numbers?'

"No need," the Emperor said mildly. "We have, after dl, afull roster of the enemy'sforces, and
have had for sometime.”

Thiswastrue. The Emperor's secret agents were everywhere, on both sides of the Atlantic, and
very good at their work. If he had wanted to look it up, he could probably have learned the name of the
trooper who watered Wellington's horse.

The Emperor was studying themap. "l confess” hesaid, "I am having trouble envisioning how they
planto dothis"

Even with my own utter lack of military knowledge, | could see the problem. New Orleansisan
oddly situated port; below the city, the river runs ahundred miles or so before reaching the sea—but it
does not flow through solid land, but down the middle of a strange narrow aluvia peninsulathat sticks
out far into the Gulf, akind of penis of the continent. The whole shorelineis a perfect mess of lakes, bays,
bayous, and cypress svamps, with hardly any firm ground. How the Duke of Wellington proposed to get
past dl that was more than | could understand.

"Can he come straight up theriver, do you think?' the Emperor suggested dubioudly.

"It would be difficult." Genera Latour, the chief of engineers, gestured at the map. "The passageis
not an easy one, after al. They would need locd pilots—"

"Not impossibleto get,” Captain Lafitte put in. "Many of the people dong theriver and the coast
are Spanish, and nonetoo loya to the Empire.”

"But they would still haveto get past our shore batteries,”" Latour went on. "Especidly here, at Fort
S. Philippe.”

"Yes" The Emperor nodded. "But how else? Land on the shores of Lake Borgne, or the
Ponchartrain?'

L afitte stepped forward. "Not so smple asthat, my Emperor. Lake Borgneis not deep enough for
big ships. They could crossit in shallow-draft boats, if they have them, and work their way up the
bayous, but it would be adifficult and risky business." He tapped the map with afingertip. "And the
Ponchartrain would be even harder.”

He grinned. "Now me, | know haf adozen waysto get at this city through the bayous above
BaratariaBay. But Wellington could never do it, not without my peopleto guide him.”

Nestly done, | had to admit; adiplomatic reminder of the service the Barataria pirates had done the
Emperor, by refusing British attemptsto buy their aid, and later by doing sterling work in keeping track of
the movements of Lord Nelson's ships.

Of courseit could have been pointed out that L afitte and his brigands were at least partly to blame
for thewhole stuation, snce the officid casus belli , according to the British, lay in their constant and
heavy depredations againgt British and Spanish shipping—under perfectly legd |etters of marque from the
government of Republican France—but that would have been specious; the British had long had designs
on the Mississppi, control of which would make them once again mastersin North America. Lé&fitte had
merely supplied ahandy pretext.

"By the great Jehovah!" Generd Jackson was given to such bombastic oaths; it was one of his many
annoying traits. "l ill can't believe they plan to attack New Orleans at dl. This Wdlington must beafoal.



He could land at Mobile—a bunch of Creek squaws could overwhem our defenses there—and march
overland, raising the Indian tribes againgt us. Thered devilswould be glad enough to join them—"

"They would," Colond Crockett assented grimly. "Thanksto the treatment they've had from people
likeyou."

The two men exchanged glares. The Emperor said pointedly, "The savages are not our present
problem. The Duke of Welingtonis. And, Genera Jackson, | assure you heisno fool."

It was hardly a secret that he detested Jackson as anill-bred lout—most civilized people did—and
distrusted him for his arrogant ambition. But however troublesome and even dangerous Jackson might
be, he was the one man who could control the fractious backwoodsmen who populated the interior of
the Empire and made up much of itsarmy. The Tennesseeans and Kentuckians and Indianans and the
rest had been happy to bresk away from the United States—the fledgling republic east of the mountains
had never meant much to them—and join in the "liberation” of the Spanish province of Louisana; but
their allegiances were persona rather than nationa, and the Emperor, for al his charm, had never
captured their hearts as had Colonel Burr.

Now Burr was gone, and only Jackson till held their childish loydties. And so the Emperor dared
not diminate him; and so Andrew Jackson, aone among the Emperor's origina co-conspirators,
remained obnoxioudy aive. There was no doubt, though, that he was a competent officer in hisway.

Now he gave Crockett afinal withering look and turned back to the map. His neck, above the high
gold-braided collar of hisuniform coat, was even redder than usud. " So what do we do, then?' he
asked, as always omitting even the most basic forms of respectful address.

The Emperor rubbed his face with one hand. "Thereis not agreat deal wecan do, until we havea
clearer idea of the direction of the attack. We must not spread oursalvesthin, trying to cover dl the
possible gpproaches. No," he said, "much asit goes against my instincts, for now we wait."

* k%

So we waited; everyone waited, while thelife of the city underwent dramatic changes. Troops
marched through the streets, volunteer units drilled in parks and fields, women made bandages againgt the
anticipated carnage; and the warehouses aong the river-front began to fill up with cotton and sugar, there
being no way to ship anything out now that the Roya Navy waited at the river's mouth.

Then one of Crockett's men brought word that aforce of warships had been seen on theriver,
working their way upstream. A few days later amessage arrived from Fort St. Philippe that the place
was under bombardment.

"Well, now we know," the Emperor said. "Wellington and Nelson have chosen the direct approach.
| had expected something less obvious."

"Begging the Emperor's pardon,” Generd Latour said, "but do wein fact know?"

"That'sright,” Generd Jackson agreed. "Could beafeint.”

"Quitetrue. We will wait abit longer before fully committing ourselves. However," the Emperor
sad, "we can make abeginning. Latour, | want the defensive works along the river
strengthened—requisition daves from the plantations hereabouts, you have my authority. Jackson, bring
me areport on what artillery we have available. If they are coming up the river, we will need every gun
we can lay handson.”

He glanced out the windows and sighed. "The greatest city on the North American continent,” he
said, "the beautiful, sophisticated capital of acountry of inexhaustible riches. Parks, opera houses,
ingtitutions of learning, finehomes. . . and," he dammed hisfist suddenly down on the table, "not one
God-damned cannon foundry! No one can be bothered with manufacture here, they are dl determined to
get rich from cotton and sugarcane.Merde! Right now | would trade half of thiscity for afew batteries of
heavy field guns™

Hefdl silent. No one ventured to speak. Even Jackson for once had sense enough to keep quiet.

Certainly no one offered to point out that the Imperia army had at one time possessed a superb
corpsof artillery, with modern wespons purchased from France and brought in despite the British



blockade—and had lost mogt of it, first in Mexico and then, two winters ago, in the dreadful retreat from
Canada. Especidly Canada. One definitely did not talk about Canada.

Redlly, there were somany things one did not talk about nowadays.

Over the next two weeks dl eyes, so to speak, were turned south, as the British bombardment of
Fort St. Philippe continued. Messages from the scene spoke of constant heavy fire from
bomb-ships—whatever they might be—while ardief party, sent overland, was ambushed by British
marines and al but wiped out.

The atmosphere in the city grew tense and strange, as news of these eventstrickled down to the
populace. The most absurd rumors began to circulate, and here and there citizens were attacked—a
couplefataly—on suspicion of being British spies.

Indeed the times seemed to bring out the demented. One day not long before Christmas, whilel
wasin the city on aminor errand, | was suddenly accosted on the street by the Mad Marquis. "Hey,
boy," he cried, and put hisface closeto mine. "Haven't seen you in along time. Come," he said, hooking
my amin his, "walk alittle with an old man. | have no oneto talk with, these days."

| glanced nervoudy about; | had no wish to be seen in the company of the Marquis, who managed
to cut anotorious figure even in hard-to-shock New Orleans.

He was not anative of Louisiana, but of France, where he had once been famous—or
infamous—for his scandaous writings and equaly scandalous persond life. He had been repeatedly
imprisoned, first by the roya government and then by the revolutionaries; but then the family contrived to
have him shipped off to America, where he could no longer embarrass them. The Emperor tolerated his
presence—afavor to certain friends with influence in Paris; anything to maintain the al-important French
dliance—on the condition that he refrain from publishing his outrageous writings within the Empire. (They
were, however, widely thoughillegdly circulated in the United States; former President Jefferson was
said to be quite adevotee.)

Heand | had met at a certain establishment, where he was aregular customer—too old for active
participation, he till paid to watch whippings—and where | occasiondly made abit of pocket-money,
without the Emperor's knowledge, playing the pianoforte. The proprietress had known my mother.

"Albert, Albert," he said now, "how does His Mg esty? Well, one hopes?’

| said that HisMgesty did quitewell. "Good," he said. "'l so admire the Emperor, you know. Ina
world of canting hypocrites, aman who knows how to take what he desires!”

He dug an ebow into my ribs. "The affair of Colond Burr, for example. Magnificent! | am dazed
with admiration!”

Again | looked about, thistimein red fear. No one was anywhere near, but still | tried to pull avay.
Hisgrip, however, was amazingly strong.

"Oh, not to worry," he added. "No one has been talking. Merely acynica old man's
speculation—but | see by your facethat | wasright. Hal Never fear, the secret is safe with me.”

Heleered conspiratoridly a me. "The public dl bdieve the story they have so often been told, and
why not?Itis, after al, amasterpiece of fiction—I say this asan author in my own right—and the
corroborative evidence! Theincriminating letters in Spanish, the drawings of the defenses of New
Orleansand Mobile, the bag of Spanish gold pieces, the find heart-rending note confessing al—my
friend, if | were not such an experienced creator of imaginative tales| would believeit too."

By now | wasfairly gibbering with horror, yet he kept his hold and continued: "But the crowning
gem, ah! That the smoking pistal clutched in hislifeess hand should be the very weapon with which he
had killed Monsieur Hamilton! Sheer poetry!"

| managed to wrench myself free, finaly, and | am not ashamed to admit | took to my hedls. | had
not redized how dangerous the old maniac was. Or what a shrewd intelligence functioned within that
deranged head.

(All the same, he was wrong about the pistol. Infact, as| once heard Colonel Burr tell the



Emperor, it was Hamilton who furnished the wegpons for the famous dudl. That detail was not part of the
origind package, asit were; the story smply arose somehow—ypossibly from some journdist of the
popular press—and was repested until it became widely accepted. Mr. Irving even put it in his history
book.)

Reaching the corner, till at arun, | dmost collided with acouple of buckskin-clad figures. A hand
grabbed my jacket and pulled meto astop, and | started to protest, but then | recognized the laughing
faces of Colonel Crockett and Captain Houston. "Here, now," Houston said, "what's the hurry?*

"Been talking to the old Mar-kee?' Crockett asked, grinning. "Boy, he'sa piss-cutter, ain't he?'

| wastoo breathless to speak. "Come on," Houston said. "We were just on our way to get usa
drink."

They pulled meinto adark and dingy little tavern, where afew idlers sat talking and playing cards.
A burly man in homespun clothing looked at me and said loudly, "No niggers dlowed in herel"—andin
less than a second found himself on his back on the floor, with Crockett's foot on his chest and Houston's
knifeat histhroat.

"Y ou got something to say," Crockett inquired gently, "about who we choose to drink with?"

A few minutes later we were seated in the rear of the room with ajug on the table before us. The
people at the nearby tables had considerately moved away and given us our privacy. The one who had
spoken first was nowhere to be seen.

"Drink up," Houston advised me. "Y ou look like you could useit.”

Theraw corn whiskey was quite the worst drink | had ever tasted, but | managed to get alittle
down, and my nerves did settle a bit. Crockett and Houston applied themsalves to the jug with gusto.
"Damn good booze," Crockett said gpprovingly. "Here'sto Andy Jackson, the son of abitch.”

"Better drink to crazy old King George," Houston suggested. " Could be we ought to get in
practice.”

"Isit that bad?' | asked.

"Half adozen years ago,” Crockett said, "I would have said well kick their asses back into the Gulf.
Now—" He shrugged. "Thisarmy ain't what it used to be."

"Oh, shit," Houston said dolefully. "Here he goes again, playing the old soldier.”

"Paying hdl. | beeninthisfrom the start, son. | wastoting arifle under Old Hickorynuts back when
we were just abunch of raggedy-assed rebels, didn't know what we were getting into except that Burr
made it sound good and his little French pard was the fightingest one human wed ever saw. | wasthere
when we marched into thistown for the first time and kicked the Dons out, when you were dtill just a
brat."

He paused to lubricate histhroat. "And | was there when we fought Mister President Jefferson's
pitiful little army—the onesthat didn't run away or change sdes—when the States tried to take
Tennessee and Kentucky back. | was there when we took West Florida from the Dons, too. By then we
had the best damn army, for itssize, in the world. Hell, the Prussians used to send officers over hereto
study old Nap's methods. But then—"

He spat on the dirt floor. "Then we couldn't quit. Spent ayear putting that fool Joseph on the throne
of Mexico and another two yearstrying to keep him there—quit looking at me like that, Albert, | don't
give acoon's ass whose brother he was, he was a God-damned fool and ending up in front of a'dobe
wall was no more than he deserved.”

| grabbed the jug and took another drink. Thistimeit went down amost easily.

"Used up abig piece of the army in Mexico,” Crockett continued, "specialy the cavary. Lost Pike
there, too, best damn officer we had, Jackson ain't ascratch on Zeb Pike's assas agenerd. Then before
we'd even started to recover—"

"Canada," Houston said. "He's going to tell about Canada.”



"What for? Ever'body in the whole world knows what happened. Shit." He made aface. "Oh, it
was gonnabe so easy. All them Catholic Frenchmen in Canada were so eager to rise up agin the King
and jine us. And France was gonna send ships and troops to invade up the St. Lawrence at the same
time. Only," he said, "turned out the French Canucks didn't like us no better than they did the redcoats,
and Nelson caught theinvasion fleet leaving France and made fishbait of the poor bastards, and the
wegther turned against us—Jesus H.Christ , you wouldn't believeit could get that cold!™

"And Tecumseh picking that time," Houston said, "while you were dl off up north, to set the tribes
on thewar path. | remember that."

"Y ep. So we had to fight our way through the Indians just to get back home. What there was | eft of
us," Crockett said bitterly.

Houston said, "But that was eighteen-twelve, Davy. They got the army built back up now, nearly to
drength.”

"They got abunch of men carrying weepons. Takes more than that to make an army. Them
white-trash boys jine up to get away from home, soljering looks easier than plowing and the uniform's
good to impressthe girls, but they never seen no red fighting. 'Cept now and then marching off with
Andy Jackson to burn out some village of peaceful Creeks, sure as hell never faced British regllars.
Neither have you, ether of you.”

"True," | said. "The Emperor never takes me on campaign.” For which God, if He exigts, be
thanked on bended knee.

"It an't like nothing you ever seen.” Crockett shuddered. "Theway they comeon, al in step, not
making asound, it'sskeery iswhat it is. And that was just Packenham's men in Canada, not even top
regiments. Wellington's boys are supposed to be even better. Can we stop 'em? Damniif | know."

Hefdl slent, hisface morose. Houston reached for the jug. "Don't pay Davy any mind,” he said.
"It1l bedl right."

A few dayslater Fort S. Philippefel.

"Never seen nothing likeit," Colonel Crockett told the Emperor and the others, at the
hatily-convened council that followed. " They bombarded that place steady, dl night and dl day and dll
the next night too. Must of throwed in every mortar shell in the Royal Navy. Then, the second morning
they stopped shelling, and here come the marines out of the woods and rushed the fort. Didn't take long,
there weren't no real defense left. Me and Sam watched the whole thing from acrosstheriver.”

"Thank you for the report, Colondl.” The Emperor's shoulders sagged. "Thisisterrible. Theriver is
now open, amost al the way to the city. Latour, can we put in more batteries downstream?

"No time, my Emperor. Moving and emplacing gunsin that terrain—" Generd Latour shook his
head. "Besdes, we have concentrated dl our available artillery at English Turn, on your Mgesty's orders.
Wewould have to take away—"

"No, no, you areright. We must not weaken the defenses there. Well." The Emperor sighed. "At
least now thereis no doubt where they will come.”

"Beg the Emperor's pardon, I'm not so sure.” Crockett was looking thoughtful. "They're on the
river, dl right, but not dl of them. Not nigh as many ships as we seen when they first showed up. And no
telling where the others are, now they got L &fitte's boys bottled up in the Barataria.”

"Holding back areserve," Jackson said, snorting. "Any fool can seethat, by the AImighty!"

"Maybe," Crockett said. "Guess well know the answers soon enough.”

* * %

But the British were dow in coming. Not an easy business, of course, working their way againg that
current and negotiating the tricky channdl; apparently there were several groundings. Still, it did seem they
weretaking their time.

Christmas came, and was duly celebrated by the French and Spanish Catholics of the city, though
ignored or scorned by the Protestant Americans. The Emperor attended mass at the great church, as



usua concedling his persona agnosticism beneeth acloak of public piety.

All other days, he rode down to the Site of the defensive works at the grest river bend caled English
Turn. There was afairly good road along the levee, so he went by carriage; and, for unclear reasons, |
was required to go dong. There was nothing much to see but alot of earthworks aong the river, and
black and white men laboring dike to reinforce them with sandbags, while others wrestled gunsinto
position. | stood by and shivered in the chilly wind—it was a cold winter for New Orleans—while the
Emperor bustled about, talking with officers and men, now and then personally supervising the placement
of acannon. The years seemed to drop from him at such times; he wasin his element. For mysdlf | was
happier when we returned to the palace, where | could be in mine.

Thusit wasthat | was with the Emperor the day it al came down.

It was adank and chilly morning, three days before year'send. A heavy gray fog had moved in of f
L ake Borgne during the previous evening, and now hung above the river and the eastern swamps, and
the plantation fields between, aswe rolled southward aong theriver road. Sitting up on the seet next to
the driver, | wrapped a blanket about myself and cursed through my chattering teeth. What aghastly day
to go out, but the Emperor was quite insstent. Nel son's ships had been sighted on the river the previous
afternoon, only afew miles south of English Turn; clearly thetime was dmost at hand.

Suddenly a horseman gppeared through the fog up ahead, riding hard toward us. Seeing us, he took
off hishat and began waving it frantically up and down.

Thedriver and | looked at each other. | shrugged and, after amoment, the driver pulled the horses
to astop.

Almost immediately awindow opened beneath us and the Emperor's voice came up to us,
demanding to know why we were stopping. But by that time the rider was upon us; asender handsome
young man, dressed, | saw now, in the bright uniform of an ensign in the LouisanaHussars.

"Please," he gasped, "sr—uh, y'r Mgesty—"

"Never mind," the Emperor said impatiently. "What do you want, lad?"

The boy—he redlly was not much more—took a deep breath and gathered himself visibly. "I have
to report, your Mgesty," he said with strained formdlity, “that the enemy are attacking our postionin
grength.”

The Emperor's head appeared through the carriage window. "What?' he cried, and then paused,
hearing, now that the horses hooves were silent, the distant rattle and pop of musket fire from
somewhere on down theriver.

"But the guns,” he said then, staring at the horseman. "I hear neither our artillery nor the ships gung!”

Thelad shook his head. "Not the ships, Sir. They came in from the east—Iooks like they crossed
Lake Borgne yesterday, in the fog, and moved up through the bayous, and then early this morning they
came up out of the swamp and across the plantation fields—one of Colonel Crockett's scouts spotted
them, but, uh, well, Generd Jackson didn't believe him at firs—" He stopped, looking appalled at his
own indiscretion. "Uh, that isto say—"

The Emperor said, "Name of God! They attacked from the landward sde?

"Yes, ar." The ensign nodded. "Where our defenses were weakest, and of course al the big guns
are emplaced to cover the river—"

"The English," the Emperor said, "do they have atillery?"

"Don't know, your Mgesty. Haven't brought them into play yet, if they do. Plenty of infantry,
though. Must be a thousand, maybe two thousand, hard to tell in thisfog. They just keep coming." The
ensgn'seyeswere blinking rapidly. "Genera Jackson sent meto warn you—"

"Yes, yes." The carriage door opened; the Emperor began clambering down, not waiting for meto
attend him. Before | could get down from the seat, he was dready standing in the road, snapping his
fingersat the young officer. "Your horse," he said. "Give me your horse."

"Sir?’Your Mgesty?' The endggn looked blank, but then he must have seen the Emperor's



expresson moreclearly. "Yes, gr," he sad hadtily, and svung down. "Uh, shdl I—"

"You shal get out of my way." The Emperor was dready hauling himself into the saddle, clumgly
and with obvious pain. "Driver, follow me. Let the ensgn ride with you."

Swinging the horse about, digging his dress boot hedsinto its flanks, the Emperor disappeared at a
gdlop into the fog, toward the growing noise of battle. After amoment the driver raised his eyebrows
and put the team in motion again, while the young ensgn scrambled aboard and pulled himself up beside
us

Already we could see the flashes of gunfire through the mist ahead, and now louder explosions
camerolling up the road to meet us. cannon getting into the action at last. | looked inquiringly at the young
hussar, but he shook hishead. "Noidea," he said hoarsely. "No telling whose—"

Then therewas ablast like dl the thunder in the world, and another right on its hedls, and hisface
went even paer. "Oh, my God," he whispered. "Warships firing broadsides. The bastards are hitting us
from theriver too."

It hardly required aforma military education to see the implications. the defenders caught between
advancing British infantry in one direction and the fire of the ships gunsraking them from the other.

The ensign was climbing down now. "Y ou better wait here," he called up to the driver.

The driver pulled the carriage to a stop, while the ensign dropped to the ground, just asthefirst
soldiers appeared through the fog coming the other way. Infantry, wearing the blue uniforms of the
Empire, and running very hard. . ..

Perched up on top of the carriage, | had afine view of the rout. They ran past us on either side,
hardly a man even seeming to notice us except as an obstacle; their eyes were enormous in their
smoke-blackened faces and their mouths mostly hung open. A few clutched at bloody wounds.

Horsemen appeared now, most of themin flight aswell, afew—officers, | supposed—evidently
trying, without success, to stop the retreat. Horse and foot, the hurrying tide jammed the road and spread
out over the open fields to our left, without order or discipline but with a splendid unity of direction: away
from the British, toward the city and safety, while behind them the guns till bellowed and muskets and
rifles cracked.

Our hussar ensign stood in the middle of the road, waving his sword, shouting at the fleeing men,
ordering them to turn back, till he tripped—or was tripped—and went down and disappeared under all
those running feet. | closed my eyesfor amoment in revulsion.

When | opened them | saw that the driver was pointing. "Look," he said, and after amoment | saw
them, the Emperor and Genera Jackson, charging their horsesthisway and that amid the hurrying throng,
dowly being forced back along the road by weight of numbers. Jackson was dashing thisway and that
with his sword, without apparent effect; the Emperor, who rarely wore side arms, wasin any case having
to use both hands to control the hussar's frightened horse.

And quite soon they went past us too, Jackson on the left—he turned and gave me afurious ook as
he passed, God knows why—and the Emperor on the right. The Emperor did not even glance our way.
Hisface wasterribleto see.

Findly they were dl past, leaving us aone on the levee-top road, though off across the open ground
afew sragglers il picked their way through the sugar-cane trash. And, afew minutes|ater, afresh
batch of men came out of the fog, moving less hurriedly and in afar more orderly manner. Eveninthe
misty light, their red coats looked very fine.

The driver's nerve broke, then; without aword he scrambled down from the seat and took off up
theroad, after the departing Imperia troops. Left alone, | took the reins and quieted the restive horses,
and afew minuteslater found mysdf surrounded by grinning red-coated infantrymen. "Wot's the meatter,
then, Uncle?' one called up to me. "Run off and leave you, did they?"

Another cried, "Look, boys! Burn my arseif thisain't Boney's carriage! Look here, on the doors!”

They dl gathered around, staring and chattering; then al fell silent as an degantly uniformed man
cameriding up onahorse. "You men!" he caled. "Who gave the order to break formation?' Then, seeing



the carriage, "Damme!™

Helooked a me. "Emperor'sdriver, areyou?"'

"Merdy amanservant,” | told him. "Sir."

"Mgor Grigshy, 7"Fusiliers.” He gave amocking little haf-saute. "Can you drive thisthing, then,
my man?'

"After afashion.”

"Then," he said, "be so good asto do o, until you reach apoint where you can turn off thisroad,
which you are now blocking, and which we need for the guns.” Heturned. " Sergeant, detail four men to
escort this vehicle, and guard it againgt the light-fingered. The commander will enjoy this, | should think."

A beefy-faced man said, "Sir, what about the nigger?'

"Guard him, too. The commander may want to question him." He turned hishorse. "The rest of you,
back in formation and resume your advance. Keep the damned rascals on the run.”

When they were gone one of my guards gave me a gap-toothed grin. "Y ou 'eard the Mgor," he
told me. "No tricks, now, and ook smart. Y ou're going to meet the Dook."

Sr Arthur Welledey, First Duke of Wdlington, wasatdl, lean, imposing man with along-nosed
aristocratic face that would not have looked out of place on a Roman Statue. By the time he got around
to meit waslate in the evening, and he must have put in avery long hard day indeed, yet he showed no
sgnsof fatigue. Or much elsg; | had theimpression of aman who, in Sam Houston's phrase, played his
cardscloseto hisvest.

Our interview was quite short; it did not take long for him to redlize that | was merely ahousehold
servant, who knew nothing of the Emperor's military plans and had never overheard anything of possible
vaue—or who, at any rate, was never going to admit otherwise.

"I havenoidea," hesaid at last, "whether you are as stupid as you pretend, or very clever indeed.
Some officers, inmy position, would issue ingtructions to seeif asound whipping would improve your
memory. But no fear." He dlowed himsdf avery dight smile. "It hardly matters. Thelines of battle, from
thispoint forward, areinevitable."

He paced back and forth a bit, looking at me. It was dark outside and the interior of the tent waslit
by asnglecandle.

"S0," hesaid, "what shdl | do with you? Strictly speaking, you are not a prisoner of war, Snhceyou
arenot asoldier or even afreeman . . . would you like to be?' Heraised an eyebrow. "My ordersareto
free any daveswho wish to join our forces"

"I would liketo befreg" | told him. "'l have, however, no wish to join your forces or any others.”

"Ah. Want to be your own man, eh? A worthy ambition, by God." He actually chuckled, very softly
and very briefly. "Wel, for the moment, | think you had best remain with us. Y ou have seen quite alat,
I'm sure, whilst waiting about.”

That wastrue; | had had nothing to but watch, while men and guns came ashore from the transports
and were formed up in order and sent marching northward aong the river road. It had been an
impressive sight, and not an encouraging one from the Imperia viewpoint.

"Y ou might,” Wellington added, "'be tempted to run back to your master. I'm sure held be interested
inwhat you could tell him. Better to keep you out of temptation's way."

And so | spent the next two days as a prisoner who was not quite a prisoner. The distinction was
largely ignored by the soldiers, who made me do various menid tasks about the camp, and occasiondly
kicked me for no particular reason.

It was from the British Sde, then, that | watched the final Battle of New Orleans. Not being a
soldier, | could make little sense of what | saw—not that | could see much anyway, from where | stood
near a battery of unreasonably loud cannon.



But | could see that the outcome was not much in doubt. The British obvioudy had an
overpowering superiority in artillery—the defenders having lost so many gunsat English Turn, and the
invaders having brought plenty of their own; achild could have seen the discrepancy at aglance, oncethe
battle was joined. Wl lington's gunners—joined by Nelson's seamen, who had brought heavy ships
cannon ashore to reinforce the army—turned a devastating storm of shot on the Imperid lines, answered
only by weak and scattered fire. Even standing to the rear, | was deafened and well-nigh blinded by the
steady and excruciating roar, and my bowelsfet very loose; | cannot imagine what it must have been like
for those who wereitstargets. | had had no ideathat war was such anoisy and messy business. It
looked so much neater in the paintings and engravings.

Then Wélington'sinfantry advanced in their implacable ranks, and after that | lost any real grasp of
what was going on. | could see the battle only as adistant indistinct dark line—one that soon began to
grow even more distant, moving first raggedly and dowly, then with much greater speed, to the north, in
the direction of the city.

"Buggersare running again,”" one of my guards observed. "That'sit, then. Be ajolly old time tonight
inNoo Orleens.”

* k%

At some point, late in the afternoon, my guards smply disappeared. Heading for the city, no doubt,
not wanting to miss out on the looting and generd sport.

After anirresolute pause, | set off in that direction mysdlf, walking along the river road. No one paid
me any mind; everyone was hurrying toward the city. Already plumes of smoke had begun to appear
above the rooftops, indicating that thiswas going to be along night.

Then suddenly therewas agtir of activity up ahead and | saw the Duke of Wellington stting on his
horse by the roadside, taking reports from dispatch riders and conferring with some officers. | started to
detour around the scene, only to be stopped short by Wellington's voice: Y ou there! The Emperor's
servant!”

| turned and walked back and looked up at the Duke. "Wdll," he said, "your master haslost the
hand. And, | believe, the game."

"Yes, gr," | said, blank-faced.

"He seemsto have given usthe dip," Wdlington said. "Would you know anything about that? Ever
hear anything to suggest what plans your Emperor might have made, for a.contingency such asthis?'

"No, gr. | do not believe," | said truthfully, "he ever serioudy envisoned such an event.”

"Ah, yes. Quite." A quick nod. "Wdll, well, no matter." To an officer at his Sde he added, "Boney's
donefor, no matter where he's gone. Now we hold New Orleans, the Empire can be strangled at our
pleasure.”

"And then," the officer said, "perhaps we shal see about the damned Y ankees and their so-cdled
United States of America.”

"Very possibly." The Duke shook his head. "Please God, not until after | have relinquished
command to some younger man. | grow tired. | wish to go home."

To me, then: "Go your way, then. Y ou are free—at least insofar as His Britannic Mgesty'sforces
are concerned. If you ever do see your master again, thank him for the carriage. | intend to rideiniit,
when | enter his city tomorrow."

"OnNew Year'sDay," another officer murmured.

"Why, yes. So it will be" the Duke said, sounding surprised. "Do you know, | had forgotten.”

* * %

It was dark by the time | made my way into the city. It was a dangerous time to walk the streets;
British soldiers were everywhere, helping themsalves to whatever struck their fancy—including any
women so foolish, or adventurous, asto be caught out-of-doors. From every direction came the sounds
of breaking glass, male shouts and female screams, and the odd gunshot.

A hand grabbed my arm and jerked me into the mouth of adark dley; another hand clamped itsalf



over my mouth. A familiar voice hissed in my ear, "Quiet, now, Albert!"

Released, | turned and said, "It's dl right. There's no one nearby.”

"Good," Houston said, and Crockett grunted agreement. "Where you been?’

"Y ou wouldn't believe me," | said, "What happened? Today, | mean?'

"Just like | was afeared,” Crockett said. "Our boys broke. Stood their ground pretty good at first,
but then they seen them redcoats coming on and on, never missing a step, never making a sound, sun
shining off them bayonets, it wastoo much.”

"The Tennessee militiabroke first," Houston added. " And then the Kentuckians, on the | eft. But then
everybody was taking off. Nearly, anyway. The ones who didn't mostly got bayonetted or captured, |
guess”

"Jackson's dead," Crockett said with a certain satisfaction. " Tried to stop the rout, started hitting out
with that God-damned sword of his, and somebody shot him right out of his saddle.”

| said, "They say the Emperor has disappeared.”

"He commandeered the St. Louis steamboet,” Houston told me. "Guess that's where he's bound.”

"Will you bejoining him?" | asked. "'If you can escape from the city?"

"No." Crockett spat. "Had enough of soljering. Me and Sam figure to head out west. Trap fursor
something.”

"Want to come dong?' Houston grinned. " See the wild frontier.”

"Thank you," | said, "but | think not. | believe | know where | can find employment. Once order has
been restored, Madame L etitias establishment should find itself doing agreat dedl of business. I'm sure
shewill need agood pianoforte player.”

"Then solong.” Crockett dapped me on the back. "And good luck."”

"Toyouaswdl," | said, meaning it; though | had full faith in their ability to survive and escape, if any
men dive could doit. "Bonne chance,” | added, asthey moved awvay down the dley.

"Yeah," Houston's voice drifted back through the darkness; and then, with a sardonic chuckle: "
Vive I'Empereur. . . ."

THE END



