F unereal music poured out of the wireless set on Brigadier Genera Clarence Potter’ s desk. For three
days, Confederate stations had played nothing but somber tunes and even more somber commentaries
praising the courage of the army whose survivors had just surrendered in Pittsburgh.

Potter’ s mouth twisted. Behind stedl-rimmed spectacles, his cold gray eyesflashed. That army should
have taken Pittsburgh away from the damnyankees. With their great industrial center gone, the USA
should have had to make peace. From everything the Intelligence officer knew, Pittsburgh was awreck.
That would hurt the United States. But the army that should have conquered it was gone, every man a
casudty or aprisoner. That would hurt the Confederate States even more.

Thelatest dirge-tempo march ended. An announcer came on the air. “ Courage, self-denial, modesty, and
the willingness to make every sacrifice are the highest virtues of the Confederate soldier,” he said. “It was
not the lust for conquest which caused the Confederacy to take up arms. Thiswar was forced upon us
by the destructive aims of our enemies”

Wéll, what else could the man say? I he came right out and announced that Jake Featherston wanted to
go to war long before he became President of the CSA, it wouldn't look good. Potter knew perfectly
well that it wastrue. He a so knew that what was true and what made good propaganda often had not
even anodding acquaintance with each other.

“Our soldiers are completely imbued with the importance and the va ue of the ideas now championed by
the Freedom Party,” the announcer said. For better and for worse, Potter knew how true that was. The
announcer went on, “The Confederate soldier is convinced of them to the very depths of hisinnermost
being, and that iswhy the Confederate armed forces form an invincible bloc having asits spiritua
foundetion the sublime ethics of asoldierly tradition. It is, moreover, ingpired by belief initshigh misson
of protecting the Confederate States against the longtime enemy to the north, the enemy who would
gladly deny our great nation itsvery right to exist.”

Again, hewasn't wrong. Thiswas the fourth war between the USA and the CSA in the past eighty years.
But if the Confederates were so bloody invincible, what went wrong in Pennsylvania? Potter, aconfirmed
cynic, would think of something like that. Would the average Confederate who was listening? Maybe not.

“We see the most magnificent example of thisin the sacrifice of the troopsfighting at Rittsourgh,” the
announcer went on. “That let our armies farther west build up new damsto hold back theraging Y ankee
torrent and continue to preserve the Confederacy from the annihilating rule of the USA. Cut off from dl
possibility of receiving reinforcements, surrounded by implacable foes, they fought on with bayonets and
entrenching tools after their ammunition was exhaugted. Truly their courage and devotion will live
forever.”

The music swelled once more: yet another sorrowful tune. Potter Sighed. Putting agood face on disaster
was dways hard. He wondered why he kept listening. Knowing what the rest of the country was going
through was useful. That had something to do with it. The rest was akin to picking at ascab. The pain
held a perverse attraction.

He started alittle when the telephone rang. Turning down the music, he picked up the handset. “ Potter
here.” If anybody needed to know what he did, that person had got hold of him by mistake.

“Héllo, Potter there.” The voice on the other end of the line was a harsh rasp every Confederate citizen
recognized at once. “1 need you to be Potter here, soon asyou can get on over.”



“Yes, Mr. President. On my way.” Potter hung up. He turned off the wireless. When Jake Fesatherston
said he wanted to see you as soon as you could come, you needed to get to the Gray Housein ahurry.

Potter went upstairs. The door by which he came out on the ground floor had something innocuous
painted on the frosted-glass window. Y ou would never open it unless you already knew whereit led.

Workmen labored to repair bomb damage. The damnyankees hit the War Department as often as they
could. More and more of the business here went on underground—how far underground, even Potter
wasn't sure any more. The men who bossed the work parties were whites too old or too crippled to help
the war effort. Some of the men in the crews were colored, though alot of Negroes had aready been
removed from Richmond. M ore workmen were Mexicans, up from Francisco Jos€ s ramshackle empire
to find better-paying work in the CSA.

Some offices on the ground floor were gtill usable. The officers and clerks who worked in them took a
sour pride in staying at those battered desks aslong asthey could. Severd men waved to Potter as he
walked past. He nodded in return.

All the motorcars outside the War Department were ordinary civilian models. Every so often, U.S.
fighters streaked low over Richmond in broad daylight, shooting up whatever they could. No point giving
them any specid targets. Asif at acab stand, Potter got into the forward-most auto. “ The Gray House,”
hetold the driver.

“Yes, dr.” The soldier sarted the engine and put the Birmingham in gear.

Morework crews repaired streets and gas lines and water mains and eectric lines and telephone wires
and...anything e se that could be damaged when bombsfell on it or near it. Hardly any glasswindows
faced the world these days. Plywood and cardboard covered even the ones the damnyankees hadn't
blown to smithereens.

Again, Mexicansdid alot of the work Negroes would have handled before. The Confederate States
would be adifferent country when the war was through. Whites had anxioudy watched blacks for much
too long. Well, soon there' d be far fewer blacks to need watching. Potter had long opposed the
Freedom Party, but he didn’t mind its taking a shot at the Negro problem. He didn’t know any white
man who did.

As he d expected, the driver had to detour several times before he got to the presidential mansion.
Craters made some streets impassable. One block had sawhorses and warning signs al around.
DANGER! UNEXPLODED BOMB ! the signs shouted in big red |etters. Maybe the bomb was a dud.
Maybe atime fuse ticked indgdeit. Either way, Potter didn’t envy the men who worked to get the
ordnance out of there. They were skilled technicians. No matter how skilled they were, their averagelife
expectancy was measured in weeks.

The snouts of sandbagged antiaircraft guns poked up from the Gray House grounds. Not much of the
building was | eft above ground. The damnyankees kept doing their best to levd it. They wanted Jake
Featherston dead, not only because losing him would take the wind out of the Confederacy’ s sails, but
a 0 because Confederate bombs had killed U.S. President Al Smith.

“Hereyou are, dr.” Thedriver pulled to astop in front of the rubble pile.
“Thanks.” Clarence Potter got out of the Birmingham. With aclash of gears, it rolled awvay.

Guards waited in among the wreckage. “Let’ s see your papers, Sr,” one of them said.



No one got anywherein the CSA without proper papers these days. Potter displayed his. Oncethe
guards were satisfied about who he was, one of them used atelephone. That done, he nodded to his pal.
Together, they opened aheavy stedl trap door.

Potter went down the stairs. They bent several timesto foil blast that might penetrate the door above. In
due course, he got to another door, this one even thicker. He pressed the button next to it. It swung open
from theinsde. More guards nodded to him. “Come with us, Sir,” one of them said.

“1 know thedrill,” Potter said.

They ignored him. He' d figured they would. All of what went on &t the Gray House went on underground
these days. People who spent alot of time down there were as pale and pasty as...people who spent a
lot of time underground at the War Department. Potter looked at the backs of his own hands, and at the
veins clearly visblethere. He wasn't avampire, to whom the sun was deeth, but he often behaved asiif
he were.

Lulu, Jake Featherston’ s longtime secretary, nodded to him. “He |l be with you in amoment, Generd,”
hesad.

“Thank you, ma am,” Potter answered. Y ou treated L ulu with respect or you were sorry. No one ever
talked about the authority secretaries and other such people had, which didn’'t makeit any lessredl.

The moment stretched to about five minutes. Featherston wasn't in the habit of making people cool their
hedlsjust to be sitting. Something had to be going on. And something was. Nathan Bedford Forrest 111,
the head of the Confederate General Staff, came out of the President’ s office. He didn’t look happy.

He looked even less happy when he saw Potter in the waiting room. Potter wasn't happy to see him,
ether. They weren't quite conspirators. If it looked asif Jake Featherston was dragging the CSA down
to ruin, someone would haveto try to dispose of him. If that worked, someone would haveto try to run
the country afterwards. Asfar as Potter could see, Nathan Bedford Forrest |11 made far and away the
best candidate.

Forrest wanted the job as much as he wanted another head. That didn’t mean hewouldn’t try to do
it—he had a strong sense of duty. It meant he hoped everything would turn out al right, even though he
was the one who' d first wondered whether Jake Featherston was going round the bend.

Did Festherston know about those wary discussons? If he did, would Nathan Bedford Forrest 111 till be
free? Potter didn’t think so.

“You cangoinnow, Generd,” Lulu said.

“Thank you very much,” Potter said. From most Confederates, that would have been, Thank you
kindly. He d never lost the more than half-Y ankee way of speaking he picked up tofit in while hewas at
Yde

“Héllo, Potter,” Jake Featherston said. The President of the CSA wasin hisearly fifties, tal and
rawboned, his close-cropped brown hair going gray. His eyes had dark pouches under them that hadn’t
been there afew years before. They still blazed, though. If ruthless determination could pull the CSA
through, Featherston wasthe manto giveit.

“What'sup, Sir?” Potter asked, hoping it had nothing to do with Nathan Bedford Forrest 111.

“I need you to light afire under Professor FitzBelmont. | don't careif you promise him prime pussy or
promiseyou |l shoot hiskidsif he doesn’t get hisassin gear, but get him moving. Weredly need that



uranium bomb,” Featherston said.

The Confederate uranium program had got off to adow start because the President didn’t believeinit a
first. Potter couldn’t blame him for that; who in hisright mind would have believed it? But when the
Confederates|learned the United States were going after uranium explosives as hard asthey could, they’ d
hed to follow suit.

“If lighting afirewill do anything, I'll doit.” Potter wasn't sure it would. Separating U-235 from U-238
was proving fiendishly hard and fiendishly expensgive. “ They could use more money and more men, too.”

“Whatever they need, we'll giveit to them,” Festherston vowed. “If the damnyankees are ahead of uson
this one, we' re screwed. If we beat *em to the punch, we win. Even Pittsburgh won't matter at dl. It's
about that smple. Or will you tdl mel’mwrong?’ He glared achdlenge a Potter.

“No, sr.” Potter meant it. He might despise Jake Featherston the man, but Jake Featherston the leader
was dead right here.

M gor Jonathan Moss became aflier at the start of the Great War because he thought it would prove a
cleaner, more chivarousway of fighting than the mess on the ground. And he was right—for awhile.

After acareer asalawyer in occupied Canada, he came back to flying not long before the new—the
greater>—war broke out. With hiswife and daughter killed by a Canuck bomber, he threw himself into
aviation as much to stay sane asfor any other reason. And he got shot down over Virginiaand spent a
while languishing in the Confederates’ Andersonville POW camp. If not for atornado that flung barbed
wireindl directions, he would have been there yet.

Now he was afoot soldier, not because he wanted to be one but because he had no choice. The Negro
guerrillaswho found him would have killed him if hedidn’t join their band.

Chickens and chunks of pork roasted over campfiresin the pine woods of southwestern Georgia The
white man from whose farm they’ d been taken didn’t need to worry about his livestock any more.
Neither did hisfamily. The USA and the CSA followed the Geneva Convention when they fought each
other. The USA and the Mormon rebelsin Utah played by the rules, too; the Mormons were, if anything,
more scrupulous than their U.S. foes about keeping them. Between black guerrillas and Confederates,
rules went out the window. It was war to the knife.

“Smells goddamn good,” Captain Nick Cantarellasaid. The infantry officer, much younger than Moss,
had escaped from Andersonville with him. With his knowledge of how to fight on the ground, Cantarella
had to be more valuable to the Negroes than Moss was.

“Beready soon.” The black who led the guerrillas called himsdlf Spartacus. Hewasn't far from Moss
age. He' d fought for the CSA in the Great War, and reminded Moss of a career noncominthe U.S.
Army. Jake Featherston didn’t want any Negroes fighting on his side. Spartacus used everything he'd
learned fighting for the Confederacy to fight againgt it now.

After Moss got outside of some hot, greasy pork and atin cup of chicory-laced coffee, he asked, “What
do you am to do next?’ He had no trouble treating Spartacus as his CO, and it wasn't just because the
black man could kill him with aword. Like most whitesin the USA, Moss hadn’t had much to do with
Negroes. There weren't many in the United States, and most whites were happy to keep it that way.

He' d aways thought of Negroes asinferior; he hadn’t had much reason to think otherwise. But
Spartacus would have commanded respect asaman if he were green with blue polka dots.



He tossed a chicken bone back into thefire. “Wdll, | wasthinkin’ o' comin” down on Plainsagain.” His
voice was asmooth, rich baritone.

Moss stared. The band had raided the smal town the autumn before. “Y ou don’t think they’ |l be laying
for us?’

“Reckon not.” When Spartacus grinned, histeeth gleamed whitein hisdark face. “ Reckon the ofays
don’t think even anigger’ d be dumb enough to come back so soon.”

Nick Cantardlalaughed out loud. “I likeit. Fuck meif | don’t.” He'd grown up in New Y ork City, and
sounded like it. Sometimes he and Spartacus had trouble understanding each other. For that matter,
sometimes Mass, who was from Chicago, had trouble understanding Cantarella. He rarely did with
Spartacus. The Negro might drawl and dur, but at least he spoke dowly. Cantarella s harsh consonants
and clotted vowels came at machine-gun speed.

“Got me acouple peoplelookin’ the place over,” Spartacus said. “Don’t seem like nobody doin’ nothin’
specid there. They reckon they done got hit once, o they’ simmune now.” He grinned again. “It don't
work dat way.”

“All right by me” Mosssaid.

But the raid didn’t come off. Spartacus didn’t want to movetill he had everything just the way he wanted
it. From aRegular Army commander, Moss might have thought that too cautious. But Regular Army
commanders had men to spare, and regularly proved it. Spartacus didn’t. He needed to be careful not to
walk into atrap.

While he was waiting and getting ready, the Situation changed. Two companies of soldierswho wore
ydlowish khaki uniforms and hemets of unfamiliar shape cameinto the area “Mexicand” Nick
Cantarellasaid in disgust. “ Goddamn bean-eating greasers! Wonder how the hell Featherston pried’em
outa Francisco Jose.”

“Screw that.” Spartacus didn’t let the Mexican soldiersfaze him. “What | wonder is, can them fuckers
fight?’

“When the U.S. Army broke through in Pennsylvanialast fal, it broke through against the Mexicans,”
Cantarellasaid.

“Uh-huh, but y’ dl got barrelsan’ arplanesan’ dl that good shit.” Spartacus was nobody’ sfoal. “All we
gotisus, an’ wean't got so many of us.” He frowned in concentration. “Make them come at us, mebbe,
an’ see how good they is”

“Always better to meet them where you want to, not where they want to,” Moss said.

“Make sense,” Spartacus agreed. “Now we got to cipher out how them greasers can reckon they is
doin’ what they wantswhen they isredly doin’ jus what we amsto have’em do.”

Arranging to have aletter intercepted in Plainsturned out to be the easiest thing in the world. Moss' only
worry was that the Mexicanswould decide it wastoo obvioudy afraud. It told afictitious comrade in the
town where Spartacus' band would be and what they planned to do for the next four days. One of the
blacks sneaked into Plains at night and dropped the envelope that held the letter not far from thelittle
hotel where Francisco Josg s soldiers were garrisoned. Another black, one who lived in town, brought
word the envelope had been found.

As Spartacus hoped, the Mexicans moved down the road from Plains toward Preston, the next town



farther west. They marched in good order, with scouts well forward and with men out to either sdeto
make sure they didn’t get hit from the flank. But the scouts saw nothing the guerrillas didn’t want them to,
and the flank guards weren't out far enough.

Spartacus gpproached field fortifications with the eye of aman who' d seen plenty of trench warfare. He
had eight or ten riflemen dug in a the top of atiny swell of ground. Jonathan Moss was one of them. He
clutched his Tredegar with sweaty pams and hoped none of the blacksin the trench with him noticed
how nervous he was.

The one thing he felt he could tell them was “ Don't open up too soon. We want to make the Mexicans
bunch up infront of us, remember.” The Negroes nodded. Some of them till automatically acted
deferentid toward whites when they weren't trying to kill them. That was afunny business.

Moss had only afew minutesto wonder about it before the Mexicans scouts cameinto sight. Their pale
khaki might make good camouflage in northern Mexico, but it didn’t do so well against the green woods
and red dirt of Georgia. The guerrillaswaited till the scouts got close, then shot al three of them down.
Moss thought he hit one of them, and aso thought they went down before they were sure where the
killing fire camefrom.

Those gunshots brought the rest of the Mexicans at atrot. They camein loose order, so nobody in front
of them could pick off too many men at once. They would soon have overwhelmed the Negroesin that
trench—if those were the only men Spartacus had. But their commanding officer did what the guerrilla
leader hoped he would: in concentrating on wheat lay ahead, he forgot al about what might might be
waiting off to the flank.

And he paid for it. What waited off to the flank was an artfully concedled machine gun. The Negroes
didn’t take it with them everywhere they went; it was heavy and clumsy to move. But when they could
st it up ahead of time...

When they could set it up ahead of time, it was the concentrated essence of infantry. The Mexicans
hurried forward to ded with the roadblock in front of them. The machine-gun crew couldn’'t have had a
better target for enfilading fireif they’ d set up the enemy themsdves.

When the machine gun started stuttering, the Mexicans toppled like tenpins. They were close enough to
let Moss hear their cries of fear and dismay and agony. Some of them tried to charge the machine-gun
position. That was brave, but it didn’t work. The gun itself might have held them at bay. In caseit didn't,
other blacks with rifles were there to help protect it.

Redlizing they’ d run into atrap helped break the Mexicans. When they took heavy casudties without
taking the machine gun, they fled east, back toward Plains. Some of them threw away their wegponsto
run faster. The guerrillas galed them with gunfiretill they got out of range.

After the Negroes emerged from cover, they methodically finished off the wounded Mexicans. Some of
the guerrillas carried shotguns or smdl-caiber hunting rifles. They replaced them with bolt-action
Tredegars taken from Francisco Jos€ smen. A handful of the Mexicans carried submachine guns. Those
also went into the blacks arsena. None of the dead men had the automatic rifles that gave Confederate
soldiers so much firepower. Maoss wasn't much surprised; the Confederates didn’t have enough of those
potent wegponsfor al their own front-line troops.

Nick Cantarellawent up to Spartacus, who was pulling clips of ammunition from the equipment pouches
on adead man' s belt. “We better haul ass outa here, and | mean now,” the U.S. officer said. “ Those
greasers || be back, ether by themsalves or with theloca Freedom Party stalwarts. Ain't gonnamake
the same trick work twice, not here.”



“Y ou don’'t reckon so?” The guerrillaleader didn’t sound convinced. “Them Mexicansain't smart, an’
the ofayswho yell, ‘ Freedom!” dl the goddamn time, they’ s dumber.”

“Quickest way to end up dead isto think the guy you'refighting isadamn fool,” Cantarellasaid.
“Second quickest way isto get greedy. Y ou try both at once, you're askin® for it, you hear what I'm

syin'?’

Spartacus looked at him. Jonathan M oss thought another quick way to end up dead was by pushing the
Negro too far. Spartacus didn’t take kindly to listening to whites. But Cantarella had the certainty that
went with knowing what he was doing. He wasn't trying to show Spartacus up, just to give good advice.
And he wasn't much inclined to back down himself.

Muttering to himself, Spartacus |ooked aong the road toward Plains. “Reckon mebbe you'sright,” he
said unwillingly. “We done stuck " em pretty good, an’ that’ | have to do.” Heraised his voice to ashout:
“Let’sgit! Timeto move out!”

The Negroes and their white advisers streamed away from the ambush. Moss didn’t see how Spartacus
could have wanted much more. He wondered if the Mexicanswould push hard after the guerrillas again,
or if oneintroduction like this would show them that wasn't agood idea.

When he asked Nick Cantarella, the infantry officer only shrugged. “Haveto find out,” he said. “ Pretty
plain they never saw combat before. Whether they can’t stand up to it or whether they figure they’ ve got
something to prove now—wedl, we'll see before long, | figure.”

“Guerillasdid wdl,” Moss remarked.

“Yeah.” Cantarellalooked around, then spokein alow voice: “Wouldn't’ ve thought the spooks had it in
em. But if your assison theline, | guess you do what you gotta do, no matter who you are.”

“Wejust did,” Moss said. Nick Cantarella blinked, then nodded.

S cipio was dmost too far gone to notice when the train stopped. The Negro and hiswife and daughter
were scooped up in Augusta, Georgia, aweek earlier—he thought it was aweek, but he could have
been off by aday or two either way.

Along with so many others from the Terry—Augusta’ s colored district—they were herded into a boxcar
and the door locked from the outside. It was too crowded in there to sit down, let doneto lie down.
Scipio wasn't off hisfeet for aminutein al that time, however long it was. He couldn’t makeit to the
honey buckets that were the only sanitary facilities, so he fouled himsdlf when he couldn’t hold it any
more. He was't the only one—far fromit.

He got acouple of spsfrom adipper of water that went through the miserable throng, but nothing more.
If the boxcar held any food, he never saw it. By thetimethetrain finally got wherever it was going, his
nose told him the car held dead bodies.

Had they made thisjourney in high summer, everyone would have died. He was as sure of that as hewas
of hisown name—surer, since he' d gone by Xerxesfor many years. Scipio was still awanted manin
South Carolinafor hisrolein the Red Negro uprisings during the Great War.

But it was February, so heat and humidity didn’t add themsalves to starvation and overcrowding. What a
mercy, Scipio thought.



“Bathsheba?’ he croaked through adust-dry throat. “ Antoinette?’

He heard no answer from ether of them. Maybe they were dead. Maybe they were just too dry to talk.
Maybe they couldn’t hear his husk-filled voice. Or maybe the noise other people were making covered
their replies. His ears weren't what they had been once upon atime. He was getting close to seventy.
He d been born adave, back in the days before the Confederate States rel uctantly manumitted their
Negroes.

Therewas abitter joke! Technicaly free, blacks didn't have aprayer of equality with whitesevenin the
best of times. Herein theworst of times. .. Scipio wasn't worried about seeing another birthday now. He
wondered if he would see another day, period.

Then what seemed like amiracle happened. The door to the boxcar opened. A cold, biting wind blew in.
Fresh air hit Scipio dmost as hard as a dug of whiskey would have. His eyes opened very wide. He
thought his heart bezat alittle faster.

“Out!” White men’svoices, harsh asravens croaks, roared out the word. “Come on out o' there, you
goddamn shitty niggers! Form two lines! Men on the left, women and pickaninnies on the right! Movel!
Move! Move!”

A few people ssumbled out of the boxcar. A few corpsesfell out. That eased the pressure that had held
Scipio upright for so long. He started to sag to the planking of the floor. If he did, though, he didn’t think
he' d be able to get up again. And the way these ofays—guards; he could see they were guards—were
screaming at people to come out, he could guess what would happen to a man who couldn't rise.

He wanted to live. He wondered why. After what he’ d gone through, dying might have come asarelief.
But he ssumbled forward and avkwardly got down from the boxcar.

“Men on theleft! Women and pickaninnies on theright!” the guards yelled again. Then one of them
smacked a black man with aclub he pulled from hisbdt. “Y ou dumb fucking coon, don’'t you know
which one’ syour right and which one syour |eft? Get your lazy ass over where you belong!” Blood
pouring down his face, the Negro staggered into the proper line.

Somebody touched Scipio’s hand. There stood Bathsheba, with Antoinette beside her. They looked like
hell, or maybe alittle worse. Scipio tried not to think about what he looked like himsalf. It didn’t maiter.
Nothing mattered except that they weredl dive.

“Wegotsto get in our ling,” Bathsheba said in avoice like ashes. “ The good Lord keep you safe, darlin’.
We see you when we can.”

Hiswife had always been a churchgoing woman. She' d got Scipio to go with her agood many times.
They were captured in church, in fact. Education and Marxism had corroded Scipio’ sfaith. If they
hadn’t...Well, thetrip he' d just finished would have turned &. Thomas Aquinasinto an athel st
Somehow, though, it hadn’t shaken Bathsheba, not that way.

“Y ou move, old man.” The Mexican-looking guard who gave the order had three stripes on the left
deeve of hisgray uniform tunic. “Y ou move, or you be sorry.” He didn’t sound particularly mean. He just
sounded like aman doing hisjob—and aman who would do it, whatever that took. Wasit better that he
didn’t seem to enjoy tormenting his captives? Or did that make it worse?

The guard sergeant (no, in agray uniform he' d have some kind of silly Freedom Party rank) waited to
seeif Scipio would obey, or maybeif he could obey. Hiswife and daughter had dready gone off to their
line. Nothing held him here except exhaustion, thirst, and Starvation.



“I goin’,” he said, and discovered hisfeet till worked after dl. The Mexican guard nodded and went to
prod another sufferer into moving.

Standing in line wasn't easy. Severa men begged for water. The guardsignored them. One of the
Negroesfell over. A manin agray uniform kicked him. When the Negro didn’t respond, the guard
peded back hiseydlid, then felt for a pulse. The white straightened, wiping his hand on histhigh. “ Son of
abitchisdead asbdt leather,” he said. “Gottahaul hisworthless carcass outa here.”

A skinny black man in ragged shirt and dungarees out at the knee dragged the corpse away by the feet.
A crew of smilar wraiths were pulling bodies out of thetrain cars. Once, one of them called, “Thishere
fdlaan't dead.”

A guard stood over the live Negro and fired a burst from his submachine gun. * Sandbagging fucker is
now,” he said. The man who' d announced the surviva hauled away the body asif such things happened
whenever atrain camein. They probably did.

“Jesus God, you are the smdliest, most disgusting bunch of niggers| ever seen!” aguard officer shouted.
What el se could we be? Scipio thought. He knew how filthy hewas. He knew he didn’t have any choice
about it, either. None of the lurching unfortunates in the line had any choice. The officer went on, “ Strip
naked and we |l hose you down, get the worst shit off you.”

“What about our clothes?” somebody asked.
“Clean clothesindgdg,” the officer said. “Get out of them duds! Moveit!”

Despite the cold wind, Scipio was glad to shed the suit in which he' d gone to church. High-pressure
hoses played over the black men. Hefeebly tried to wash and drink at the same time. He got a couple of
swallows of water, and he got rid of some of hisown filth. When he stood there naked and dripping, the
north wind redly did cut like aknife.

The blacks who' d hauled away corpsestook charge of the discarded clothes, too. Some of the men
whose clothes they were pulled long faces. Maybe they’ d managed to hang on to money or valuables.
Since Scipio hadn't, hewas just aswell pleased to berid of his.

Bins of shirtsand trousers and drawers and shoes and socks waited for the black men. As Scipio found
clothes that more or lessfit, he wondered who' d worn them before and what had happened to him. This
time, his shiver had nothing to do with that biting wind. Better not to know, maybe.

Losing hisclothes dso lost Scipio his passhook. In away, that was arelief. Without it, he could claim to
be anyone under the sun. In another way, though, it was as ominous as those bins of clothing. A Negro
couldn’t exist in the CSA without a passhbook. If the inmates of this camp didn’t need passbooks. .. If
they didn’t, wasn't that an argument they didn’t exist any more?

“Lineup inrows of ten!” aguard shouted. “Rows of ten, y’ al hear? We got to get you coons counted.
Soon as we do that, we can get your asses into barracks.”

“Food, sun? Water?” Several men called the desperate question at the sametime.

“Y’dl can get water once you' re counted,” the guard answered. “ Food comes at regular time tonight.
Now line up, goddammit. Can't do anything till we count you.”

Another man fell over dead waiting to be counted. More ragged, skinny Negroes seemed to materidize
out of thin air to drag off the body. Would the clothes he had on go back into the bin? Scipio would have
bet onit.



He got assigned to Barracks 27, which differed from the halls on either side only by its number. Thewind
blew right through the thin walboard. Pails and cupstold where the roof leaked when it rained. Bunks
went up five and six high. Hedlthier, younger, stronger prisoners claimed the ones closest to the
pot-bellied stove in the middle of the room. Scipio got amiserable bunk in the outer darkness near the
wall. The only good thing about it wasthat it was on the second leve, so he didn’'t haveto climb very
high. A burlap bag did duty for ablanket. Another, smdler, one stuffed with sawdust made a pillow of
sorts. That was the extent of the bedclothes.

He staggered out and went looking for water. He found lines snaking up to three faucets. Thelineswere
long. Hewondered if he'd livetill he got to the front of his. He did, and then drank and drank and drank.
That brought some small fragment of life back to him. It also made him realize how hungry hewas. But he
wouldn't starve to death right away, while thirst had amost killed him.

He went back to his bunk. Lying down seemed aluxury after histime on thetrain. He fell adeep, or
passed out—which hardly mattered. He would have dept through supper—he would have dept the
clock around—if somebody didn’t shake him back to consciousness. He wasn't sure the man did him a
kindness. He was dmost as weary as he was hungry.

Standing in linein someone e se' sclothes, in shoesthat didn't quitefit, was adisplessure dl itsown.
What he got when they fed him was another displeasure: grits and beans and greens. All indl, it wasn't
enough to keep afour-year-old dive. His pantsfet alittletight. He didn’t think he' d need to worry about
that for long.

After supper camethe evening roll cal. “Line up in rowsof ten!” aguard yelled. Scipio wondered how
often hewould hear that command in the days to come. M ore often than he wanted to; he was sure of
that.

The count went wrong. For one thing, there’ d been theinflux of new prisoners. For another...The
scrawny Negro standing next to Scipio muttered, “ These ofays so fuckin' dumb, they can’t count to
twenty-one without playin’ with themsdlves.”

In spite of everything, Scipio snorted. “Thank you,” he whispered—he d dready seen making noise
during roll call could win you a besting.

“Fo’ what?’ the other black man said. “Ain’'t nothin’ to thank nobody for, not here. I’ s Vitellius. Who
you be?’

Thered Vitdlius, if Scipio remembered straight, had been afat man. Thisfelow didn’t live up to the
name. “I’s Xerxes,” Scipio replied. That was funny, too, in the wrong kind of way. He' d used Xerxes for
years, fearing his own handle might get him sent to acamp. Well, here he was. What more could they do
to him? Oneway or another, he’'d find out.

M gor Generd Abner Dowling’ s guns pounded L ubbock, Texas. Confederate artillery in and behind the
city sent high-explosive desth northwest toward Dowling' s Eleventh Army. Back Eagt, the Eleventh
Army wouldn’t even have made a decent corps; it had about adivison and ahaf’ sworth of men. But
the war out here in the wide open spaces ran on a shoestring, as the last one had. Dowling’s men
outnumbered the Confederates defending L ubbock.

Jake Featherston’ s soldiers were fighting with everything they had, though. He couldn’t push them out of
Lubbock, and he couldn’t flank them out, either. Up till recently, it hadn’t mattered. Aslong as he kept
them too busy to send reinforcements east to help rescue their army in Pittsburgh, he was doing hisjob.



But now Pittsburgh wouldn't fall to the CSA. Now Lubbock became valuable for its own sake, or as
vauable asacity of 20,000 in the middle of nowhere could be. Dowling' s heedquarterslay in Littlefield,
the last town northwest of Lubbock. He studied the map. He' d tried outflanking the Confederatesto the
south. Maybe if he swung around to the north thistime. ..

His adjutant stuck his head into the map room. “I’ ve got some new ageria recon photos, sir,” Mgor
Angelo Toricdli sad. Toricdli was young and handsome and spry. Dowling wasin hissixties, built likea
breskfront, and wore alarge, unstylish gray mustache. Even when he was young, he hadn’t been spry.
He d played in the line at West Point just before the turn of the century. No, he hadn’t been spry, but
he' d been tough.

Severa chinswobbled as he nodded to Toricelli. “Let’ssee’em,” he said. Both sides here were short on
arplanes, too. Both sides here were short on everything under the sun, as amatter of fact.

“These are the degp-penetration photos, sir,” Toricelli said as he spread out the prints on top of the map.
“They go dl the way down to Snyder, and to that. ..thing outsdeit.”

Snyder lay southeast of Lubbock. It was abigger town than Littlefield, but not awholelot bigger.
Normally, Dowling wouldn't have worried about it, not where he was now. It wastoo small, and too far

away.

Snyder wastoo small, yes. The...thing was another story atogether. It was called Camp
Determination—so Intelligence said, anyhow. And it was not smdl at al. “ How many niggers have they
got crammed in there?” Dowling asked.

“Many, many thousands. That’ sthe best Intelligenceiswilling to do, Sr,” Toricdli said. Dowling thought
he put it an interesting way, but didn’t push him. The younger officer went on, “ There' salot of incoming
train traffic, too.”

“If thereis, then this place must get fuller dl thetime, right?” Dowling said. Toricelli shook hishead.
Dowling raised an eyebrow. “Not right?”

“No, gr.” Hisadjutant pointed to another photo. “Looks like the overflow goes here.”

Dowling studied the picture. Trucks—they looked like ordinary C.S. Army trucks—stood next to along,
wide trench. The scale they provided gave him some notion of just how long and wide the trench was. It
seemed to be full of bodies. Dowling couldn’t gauge its depth, but would have bet it wasn’t shallow.

The photo aso showed several smilar trenches covered over with dirt. The trenches went out of the
picture on either sde. Dowling couldn’t tell how many filled-in trenchesit wasn't showing, either.

“They go there, huh?’ His somach did adow lurch. How many corpseslay in those trenches? How
many more went into them every day?“ Any idea how they get from the camp to the graveyard?’

“How they get killed, you mean?’ Toricelli asked.

“Y es, dammit.” Dowling usudly despised the language of euphemism that filled military and bureaucratic
life. Here, though, the enormity of what he saw made him unwilling to come out and say what he meant.

“Intelligenceign’t quite sure of that,” his adjutant said. “It does’t really matter, doesit?’

“It doesto them.” Dowling jerked athumb at that photo with the trenches. “Lord knows1’m no
nigger-lover, Mgor. But there' s a difference between not loving somebody and setting up afactory to
turn out deathslike shellsfor a105.”



“Wadll, yes, ar,” Mgor Toricdli said. “What can we do about it, though? We aren’t even in Lubbock,
and this Snyder placeis another eighty miles. Even if Lubbock fals, we |l be along time getting there.
Same with our artillery. And what good would bombers do? We Il just be killing spooks oursdvesif we

“I know what I’m going to do,” Dowling said. “I’'m going to send these photos back to Philadelphia, and
I’'m going to ask for reinforcements. Now that Pittsburgh’s ours again, we ought to have some men to
spare. We need to advance on thisfront, Mgjor. We need it alot more than we do some other places.”

“Yes, gr. | think you'reright,” Toricdli said. “But will they listen to you back East? They seethings funny
on the other side of the Mississippi. We found out about that when we were trying to hold the lid down
on the Mormons.”

“Didn’t wejust?” Dowling said. “Tell you what—Iet’ slight afire under the War Department’ stail. Can
you get another set of those prints made?’

“I'msaurel can, Sr.”

“Bully!” Every oncein awhile, Dowling still came out with dang whose best dayslay back before the
Great War. Toricdli loyaly pretended not to notice. Dowling went on, “ Send the second set of printsto
Congresswoman Blackford. She's been up in arms about how the Confederates are treating their niggers
ever snce Jake Featherston took over. If she starts squawking, we're likelier to get those troops.”

“That's...downright byzantine, sir.” Mgor Toriceli’ svoice held nothing but admiration.

Dowling resolved to look up the word to see whether it carried praise or blame. He nodded to his
adjutant. “ Get methose extraprints. I'll draft the letter to the Generd Staff. We' Il want to encrypt that
beforewe send it.”

“Oh, yes” Toricdli said. When you werefighting awar with somebody who spoke the same language
you did, you had to be extra careful about what you said openly. The only good news there was that the
enemy had to be as careful as you were. Sometimes he dipped, and you could make him pay.
Sometimes he pretended to dip, and you could outsmart yoursdlf in ahurry if you weren't careful.

“Do that yoursdlf, if you'd be so kind, Mgor,” Dowling said.

“Yes, ar. I'll teake care of it.” Dowling's adjutant didn’t even blink. Thiswas ahdll of awar al kinds of
ways. When you couldn’t be a hundred percent sure of the men in the cryptography section—you did
without them whenever you could, or whenever you had something really important.

Rolling a sheet of paper into his Underwood upright, Dowling banged away at it, machine-gun style, with
hisforefingers. The machine was at least twenty years old, and had an action stiff asa gpavined mule's.
Fancy typistsused all ten fingers. Dowling knew that—knew and didn’t care. Being ableto typeat al put
him ahead of mogt U.S. generals.

Hetried to imagine George Custer pounding on atypewriter. The man under whom he' d served as
adjutant during the Great War and for some years afterwards would have counted himsalf progressve for
using asted pen ingtead of aquill. Dowling wondered how many letters he' d typed up for Custer over
theyears. A whole great pile of them, anyhow. The old Tartar had had alegible hand. Dowling, who
could fault him for plenty of other things, couldn’t deny that.

Of course, Custer had spent more than sixty yearsin the Army. He was one of the longest-serving
soldiers, if not the longest-serving, in the history of the United States. Back when his career started, you



had to be able to write with tolerable neatness. If you couldn’t, no one would be able to make out what
you were saying.

Dowling read through his draft, pen-corrected atypo that had escaped him while the paper was on the
platen, and took it to Mgor Toricelli. “ Get this off to Philadephiaasfast asyou can,” he said.

“I'll tend to it right away.” Toricdli had dready taken the code book out of the small safe that
accompanied Eleventh Army asit advanced—and, at need, asit fell back, too.

“Good. Thanks. Now | need to get aletter ready for those photosthat’ |l go to FloraBlackford.”
Dowling had met her before, in that she' d questioned him when he testified before the Joint Committee
on the Conduct of the War. He hadn’t appreciated her prodding then. If he could get her toprodin a
way that did him some good, though, that was a different story. Hewagged afinger a Toricelli. “Make
sure we get that other set of prints pronto, too.”

“Yes, dr.” Now his adjutant sounded resigned. Dowling knew he was guilty of nagging. How often had
he sounded like that when Custer gave him the same order for the fourth time? At least
he—sometimes—noticed when he repeated himsdlf. He wrote the letter, signed it, and gaveit to Mgor
Toricedli. The younger officer, who was deep in five-letter code groups, nodded abstractedly.

When Dowling walked out of the house he' d commandeered for a headquarters, the sentriesin front of
the porch gtiffened to atention. “Asyou were,” Dowling said. The sentries had foxholesinto which they
could divein case C.S. atillery reached Littlefield or enemy bombers came overhead.

A thick barbed-wire perimeter isolated headquarters from the rest of the small west Texastown. The
wirewas far enough from the house to keep an auto bomb from doing too much damage if one blew up
outside it. Soldiers and matrons frisked people entering the perimeter to make sure none of them carried
explosives. Dowling didn’t think he was important enough to make much of atarget for a people bomb,
but he didn’t take chances, either.

Headquarters occupied one of the few undamaged housesin Littlefield. The Confederates had made a
gtand here. They fought wherever they could find an advantageous position. They didn’t like retreating.
But this country was so wide, they didn’'t have enough mento hold onto al of it. He' d flanked them out
here. Hewasn't having so much luck with that around L ubbock.

The Stars and Stripes floated above the house. Littlefield had beenin the U.S. state of Houston till the
Confederacy won the plebiscite here alittle more than two years earlier. Now it was back in U.S. hands,
and the locals liked that no better than they had before.

Dowling cordialy despised thelocals, too. He wished he could put up photographs of the murder camp
and the mass graves outside Snyder—put ' em up al over town. He wished he could parade everybody
in Littlefield past those graves, |et people see what thousands of bodies|ooked like, let them find out
what thousands of bodies smelled like. You sons of bitches, thisis what you bought when you went
around yelling, “ Freedom!” all the goddamn time. How do you like it now?

What redlly scared him was, they wereliableto likeit just fine. He could easily imagine them looking
down &t al those contorted corpses and saying, Well, so what, you lousy damnyankee? They're only
niggers, for cryin’ out loud.

He scowled out at Littlefield, wishing hisimagination didn’t work quite so well. All a once, he wanted
nothing more than to wipe the town and everybody in it off the face of the earth.



M gor Jerry Dover knew how to give men orders. He'd commanded at about the platoon level during
the years between the wars. Bossing the cooks and waiters and busboys at the Huntsman’s Lodge in
Augusta, Georgia, gave him most of the experience he needed to put on the uniform and tell peoplein the
Confederate Quartermaster Corps what to do.

Being white and the boss had given him authority over the staff at the restaurant. Military law madea
good enough subgtitute in the field. Dover hadn’t been out there long before one of his subordinates
exclamed, “ Jesus, gr, you work usjust like abunch of niggers!”

“Good,” Dover answered, which made the grumbling corpora goggle and gape. “Good, goddammit,”
Dover repeated. He was afoxy-featured man, wiry and stronger than he looked, with graying sandy hair
and mustache. “We' ve dl got to work like niggersif we' re going to whip those bastards on the other
sde”

Hedrove himsdf at least as hard as he drove anybody under him. He left atrail of chain-smoked Raleigh
butts and empty coffee cups behind him. He tried to be everywhere at once, making sure all sorts of
supplies got to the men at the front when they were supposed to. The men who worked under him didn’t
need long to figure that out. They swore at him asthey shivered in the snow in southern Ohio, but his
kitchen staff had sworn at him the same way while they sweltered over their soves. The soldiers might
not love him, but they respected him.

His superiors didn’t know what to make of him. Most of them were Regulars, men who'd stayed in
butternut all through the lean times before Jake Featherston started building up the C.S. Army again. A
colond named TravisW.W. Oliphant—he got very offended if you |eft the W.W. out of any
correspondence addressed to him, no matter how trivid—said, “Y ou know, Mgor, you'll just kill
yourself if you try to run through every brick wall you seeinstead of going around some of them.”

“Yes, gr.” Dover ground a cigarette out under the hedl of hisleft boot (Boot, Marching, Officer’s Field,
sze 9%2C). Helit another one and sucked in smoke. Without acloud of smoke around him, he hardly felt
red. “1f you' |l excuse me, Sir, those damned idiots south of the Ohio findly got us about haf as many of
the 105 shells we' ve been screaming for aswe really need. Gottamove ' em up to the people who shoot
em out the guns.”

TravisW.W. Oliphant scratched his head. He looked like a British cavary colond, or what Jerry Dover
imagined a British cavary colonel would look like. “ See here, Dover, are you trying to mock me?’ he
sad.

“Mock you? No, gir.” Dover scratched his head, too. “Why would you say that? I’ m just trying to do my
job.”

“You'renot aRegular,” the senior officer said.

“No, sr,” Dover agreed. “So what? | can still see what needsdoing. | can il get peopleto doiit, or else
doit mysdf.”

“There are people in this unit who think you’ re trying to show them up,” Colone Oliphant said.

Dover scratched his head again. He blew out another stream of smoke. “Sir, don't the Y ankees give us
enough trouble so we haven't got time to play stupid games with oursalves? | work hard. | want
everybody eseto work hard, too.”

“Wewon't get the job doneif we wonder about each other—that’ sfor sure,” Oliphant said. “We ve dl
got to pull together.”



“What am | supposed to do when | see some people who won't pull?” Dover asked. “Y ou know some
won't aswell as| do, sir. Plenty of men in the Quartermaster Corpswho like it here becausethey’rein
the Army, so nobody can complain about that, but they aren’t what you' d call likely to seea
damnyankee with apiecein hishand and blood in hiseye.”

“You'rein the Quartermaster Corps,” Colonel Oliphant pointed ot.

“So areyou, Sr.” Dover slamped out the latest cigarette and lit areplacement. “Y ou want to send me up
to aline battalion, go right ahead. | happen to think | help the country more where I’ m at, on account of |
really know what the fuck I’'m doing here. But if you want to ship me out, go on and do it. | wasin the
line last time around. Reckon | can do it again. Wherewereyou...Sr?’

TravisW.W. Oliphant didn’t answer right away. He turned red, which told Dover everything he needed
to know. Had Oliphant ever fired arifle, or even an officer’ spistal, in anger? Dover didn’t believeiit, not
even for aminute.

“You areinsubordinate, Mgor,” Oliphant said at last.

“About time somebody around here was, wouldn't you say?’ Dover saluted and walked away. If the
high and mighty colond wanted to do something about it, he was welcometo try. Jerry Dover laughed.
What was the worgt Oliphant could do? Get him court-martialed? Maybe they’ d drum him out of the
Army, in which case he' d go back to the restaurant businessin Augusta. Maybe they’ d throw himina
military prison, where he' d be housed and fed and out of the war. About the worst thing the goddamn
stuffed shirt could do was leave him right where he was.

Did Oliphant have the brains to understand that? Did the colonel know his assfrom his end zone? Dover
only shrugged. Hedidn't redlly care. Oliphant would do whatever he did. In the meantime, Dover would
do what he had to do.

As soon as he stepped out of the butternut tent, a cold breeze from the northwest started trying to freeze
his pointed nose off hisface. “Fuck,” he muttered. He hadn’t been up in Ohio long, but the weather was
redly and truly gppalling. Augustagot a cold snap like this maybe once in five years. Ohio could get them
any time from November to March, by what he' d seen. He wondered why the hell the CSA wanted to
overrun country likethisinthefirs place.

Not al the trucks into which cursing Confederates were loading crates of shells had started life downin
Birmingham. Some were captured U.S. machines, with dightly blunter lines, dightly stronger engines, and
suspensions that would shake aman’ skidneys right out of him on arough road. They had butternut paint
dapped on over the origina green-gray. They had butternut paint dapped on their canvas canopies, too.
Rough use and rough weether were making it pedl off. Dover hoped that wouldn’t get some luckless
driver shot by somebody on hisown side.

The driverswere safeif those trucks didn’t get moving. Dover rounded on a quartermaster sergeant.
“What' s the dowdown about?’ he demanded.

“Sir, we were suppose to get a couple dozen military prisonersto help usload, and they ain’t showed
up,” the sergeant said golidly. “We redoin” what we can with what we got. Ain't like the last war—no
nigger labor gangs up here.”

Jerry Dover muttered discontentedly. He' d never been abig Freedom Party man; he thought Jake
Featherston was more a blowhard than anything el se. Without Negroes, the Huntsman’s Lodge either
couldn’'t have operated at al or would have had to charge three times as much. Negroes had done alot
for the Army in the Great War. Not thistime around. Featherston didn’t trust them—and he d given them



abundant good reason not to trust him.

Before saying anything, Dover eyed the quartermaster sergeant’ s hands. They were muddy and battered,
with acouple of torn fingernails. He d been humping crates just like everybody e se. Nobody could
complain about effort. “All right, Sergeant. Do the best you can. I'll track those damn convictsfor you.”

“Thank you, Sir,” the noncom said.

The convictswouldn’'t work the way Negroes would havein thelast war. They’ d know they were doing
nigger work, and they’d do it badly just to remind people they weren't niggers and the work was beneath
their dignity. That they might get their countrymen killed because they worked badly wouldn't bother
them. That they might get themsdlveskilled wouldn’t bother them, either. Showing they were good and
proper white men counted for more.

Were Dover aconvict, he knew he would act the same way. No less than the men who' d falen foul of
military justice, he was a Confederate white man. He' d probably had more experience with Negroesthan
any white since the days of overseers. That had nothing to do with the price of beer. There were some
things a Confederate white man wasn't supposed to do.

Of course, one of the things Confederate white men weren't supposed to do waslose awar to the USA.
If not losing meant they had to do some other things they wouldn't normdly, then it did, that was dl. So
Dover thought, anyhow. Some of his countrymen seemed to prefer degth to dirtying their hands.

Shdllsburst afew hundred yards away. Dover didn’t flinch, didn't duck, didn’t dive for cover. They'd
have to come alot closer than that before he started flabbling. Back in the last war, he’ d learned to gauge
how dangerous incoming artillery was. The knack came back in ahurry thistime around.

Mogt of the older men working with these crates had it. Some of the younger onesdidn’t. What did
worry Dover wasthat the damnyankees guns were close enough to strike what should have been the
Confederates safe rear in Ohio. That showed how badly things had gone wrong. With so many men
dead or captured in and around Pittsburgh, the defenses farther west were crumbling. One U.S. thrust
was coming west from Pennsylvaniaand eastern Ohio, the other southeast from northern Indianaand
northwestern Ohio. If they met, they would enfold even moreirreplaceable Confederate troopsin a
pocket.

Dover went over to the field telephone station. The State of the art there had improved alot sincethe
Great War. Then people used Morse more often than they shouted into field telephones, just to make
sure their message got through. Now you knew the guy on the other end of the line would hear you.

Whether hefelt like listening to you might be adifferent story. For years, Dover had battled people who
tried to pam off lower-quality meat and seafood and vegetables on him and to give him what he needed
later than he needed it. Now heturned dl his suavity and charm on the Confederate military policemen
who hadn’t delivered the promised convicts on time.

“Thishere sMgor Dover in the Quartermaster Corps south of Columbus,” he rasped. “Where the hell
arethey?You lazy sonsof bitches, y’dl tryin’ to lose the war for us? How' re we supposed to get the shit
to thefront if you hold out on us?...What do you mean, | can't talk to you that way? I’'m doin’ it, ain't I?
An' if those convicts don’t show up in the next hour, I'll Sc my colond on you, and we' Il see how you
likethat!” He dammed down the phone without giving the MP he was talking to the chance to answer
back—aways afavorite ploy.

He knew Travis W.W. Oliphant was usdless in these turf battles. He knew it, but the MP didn’'t. And the
unhappy fellow evidently didn’t care to take chances with an angry senior officer. The convicts arrived



lessthan haf an hour later.

“About fucking time,” Dover snarled at the driver who brought them. “Y ou should have got ’em here
when you said you would, and saved everybody the aggravation.”

“Sir, | don't have nothin’ to do with that,” the driver said. “ They load the truck, they tell mewhereto go
an’ how to git there, an’ | doit.”

Dover wanted to tell him where to go and how to get there, too. He feared he' d be wasting his bregth.
Instead, he glowered at the convicts. “Y ou are going to work like mad sons of bitches, or ese”

“Or dsewha?’ one of them said scornfully.

“Or ese | will personally shoot your worthless ass off, and I’ ll laugh while | do it, too,” Dover replied.
“Y ou reckon I'm funnin’ with you, you go ahead and try me.” He waited. The convicts worked. He' d
expected nothing dse.

S ergeant Michael Pound had beeninthe U.S. Army along time. He'd spent alot of that time getting
barrelsto do what he needed them to do. He wasn’t just one of the better gunners who wore green-gray
coverdls, though he was that. He was also a damn good jackleg mechanic. A lot of barrel men were.
The more repairs you could make yoursdlf, the less time you had to spend in the motor pool. Theless
time you were out of action, the more trouble you could give the Confederates.

“Digributor cap, | bet,” he said when the mechanica monster wouldn't start up one rainy morning east of
Columbus, Ohio. “Damn thing gets wet insdetoo easy. It sadesgn flav—it redly is”

“Canyou fix it?" asked Second Lieutenant Don Griffiths, the barrdl commander. He was perhaps half
Pound’ s age: a puppy, like most second lieutenants. Unlike alot of shavetails, he had afair notion of
what he was doing. He dso didn’t seem to think asking questions threatened his manhood.

“Yes, ar.” Along with a.45, Pound carried aformidable set of tools on hisbelt and in his pockets. He
had the engine louvers off in nothing flat, and got the distributor cap off the engine dmost asfast. One
glance ingde made him nod. “Condensation, sure as hdll.” Theloader, Cecil Bergman, held ashelter half
over hishandswhile heworked. The rain would only make thingsworse.

“What can you do about it?” Griffithsasked. “A dry rag?’

“Even better than that, sir,” Pound said. He was stocky and wide-shouldered—huilt like a brick, redlly.
His brown hair had begun to go gray and to retresat at the temples. His eyeswere paein abroad face
more Scots than English: marksman’s eyes. He pulled out asmdll bottle haf full of clear liquid. “Absolute
acohol,” heexplained. “I'll rub alittlewhereit’ll do the most good. It evaporates like anything, and it’ll
take the moisture with it.” He suited action to words.

The distributor cap went back on. So did the louversthat protected the engine from small-armsfire while
|etting its heat escape. Pound scrambled down from the engine compartment. “Fireit up!” Bergman
ydledto thedriver.

There was a cough, abang, and then the flatulent roar of abarrel engine coming to life. “Nicely done,
Sergeant!” Griffithssaid.

“Thank you, sir.” Pound clambered up to the turret and opened his hatch. He paused before climbing in
and gtting down behind the gun. “ Shdl we get on with it?’



“I hope so, anyway,” Griffiths answered. “If thisrain starts thawing out the ground, though, we' religble
to bog down.”

Pound didn't think thet likely. It was alittle above freezing, but only alittle. He guessed therain would
turn to deet or snow before long. But he didn’t want to argue with Griffiths—which, considering how
firmly armored in his own competence he was, was no smal compliment to the young officer.

They rattled west in company with six or eight more barrels and several squads of foot soldiers. Only two
of the barrelswere the old models, with an inch-and-a-half gun. The improved machines, of which
Pound’ s was one, featured an upgunned, uparmored turret and a more powerful engineto handle the
extraweight. Their 2.4-inch cannon still weren't amatch for the three-inchers new Confederate barrels
carried, but they were the biggest gunsthe turret ring in the chassiswould allow. And they were good
enough to give the U.S. machines afighting chance againgt the best the enemy could throw at them.

“ After Pittsburgh, moving so fast seems strange,” Griffiths said.

“Yes, ar.” Pound nodded. In Pittsburgh, they’ d measured progressin blocks per day, sometimes houses
per day, not miles per hour. That was afight of stalks and ambushes and strongpoints beaten down one
by one. Now they were out in the open again, rolling forward. “ Only acrust here,” Pound said. “Once
we bresk it, they haven't got so much behind it.”

Asif to give him thelie, a Confederate machine gun opened up ahead of them. Even through the turret,
Pound had no trouble telling it from aU.S. wegpon. It fired much faster, with anoise like ripping canvas.
The Confederates, with fewer men than the USA, threw bullets around with reckless abandon.

“Can you see wherethat’s coming from, Sr?’ he asked Lieutenant Griffiths.

Griffiths peered through the periscopes built into the commander’ s cupola He shook hishead. “Afraid
not, Sergeant,” he answered. “Want meto stick my head out and have alook?’

Hedidn’t lack for nerve. The barrel was buttoned up tight now. Y ou could see more by opening the
hatch and looking around, but you aso ran aformidable risk of getting shot—especialy anywherein the
neighborhood of one of those formidable machine guns.

“I don’t think you need to do that, sir,” Pound said. Now that he' d found ajunior officer he could stand,
he didn’t want the youngster putting hislife on the line for no good reason. Sometimes you had to; Pound
understood as much. Was this one of those times? He didn’t think so.

But Griffithssaid, “Maybe I’ d better. That gun’ll chew hell out of our infantry.” Heflipped up the hatch
and stood up so he could look around, head and shoulders out of the cupola. Along with aflood of cold
air, hisvoicefloated down to Pound: “I don't like staying behind armor when the foot soldiers are out
there naked.”

Michagl Pound made an exasperated noise down deep in histhroat. Y es, acrewman in abarrel had
face-hardened stedl between himsdlf and the enemy’ s attentions. An infantryman had nothing but his
helmet, which wouldn't even keep out smdl-armsfire. On the other hand, nobody used antibarrel cannon
or antibarrel mines or Featherston Fizzesto try to knock out individua foot soldiers. Lieutenant Griffiths
wasn't thinking about thet.

“Thereit is—about one 0’ clock,” Griffithssaid. “Do you seeit now, Sergeant?’

As Pound traversed the turret, he looked through the gunsight. Sure enough, there was the maignantly
flashing machine-gun muzzle. “Yes, sr,” he said, and then, to the loader, “HE!”



“HE!” Bergman loaded awhite-tipped high-explosive round into the breech.

The gun roared. The noise was tolerable insde the turret. To Lieutenant Griffiths, out therein the open, it
must have been cataclysmic. Soldiersjoked about artilleryman’ s ear, but they were kidding on the
quare.

When the machine gun kept firing, Pound swore. A 2.4-inch HE shdll just didn’t carry abig enough
burgting chargeto be very effective. He' d seen that in Pittsburgh, and he was seeing it again in among the
trees here. “ Give me another round,” he told Cecil Bergman.

“Yougot it, Sarge” Theloader dammed the shell home.

An ingtant before Pound fired, Don Griffiths groaned. Pound didn’t let himsdlf pay attention till the second
HE round was on the way. He saw the Confederate machine gun fly one way and agunner, or some of a
gunner, fly another. But he had no timeto exult; Griffithswas dumping down into the turret.

“How badisit, Sr?" Pound asked, swearing at himsaf—if he' d knocked out the gun firg try, the
lieutenant might not have got hit.

“Arm,” Griffiths answered through clenched teeth. He had to be biting down hard on a scream. Sure as
hell, hisleft deeve was bloody, and blood dripped from his hand down onto the shell casings on the
fighting compartment floor.

“Can you wiggle your fingers?’ Pound asked. Griffithstried, but gasped and swore and shook his head.
He' d had abone shattered in there, then—maybe more than one. Pound took a morphine syrette from
the wound pouch on hisbdlt, stuck it into Griffiths thigh, and pushed home the plunger. Then he said,
“Let’s bandage you up.”

He had to cut away the deeveto get at the wound. He dusted it with sulfa powder and packed it with
gauze. As soon as he could, he' d get Griffiths out of the barrel and send him to the rear with some

corpsmen.

“Y ou've got yoursdf command here whether you want it or not.” The lieutenant sounded eerily cam,
which meant the morphine was taking hold.

“Bvenif | didwantit, gr, | wouldn't want it likethis,” Pound said, which wastrue. “Y ou'll be back
soon.” He hoped that was true.

He stuck his own head out of the cupola. With the machine gun gone, al he had to worry about were
ordinary Confederate infantrymen and maybe snipersin the trees. He looked around. Sometimes luck
was with you, though he wished it would have shown up alittle sooner. But he did see a couple of
corpsmen with Red Crosses on smocks and armbands and helmets. He waved to them.

“What'sup?’ one of them yelled.

Before Pound could answer, abullet cracked past. He ducked. He knew it was a usaless reflex, which
didn’t mean he could help himsdlf. He hoped it was arandom round. If it wasn't, the medics would have
two casualtiesto dedl with. Unless, of course, | get killed outright, he thought cheerily.

“Got awounded officer. Forearm—abroken bones,” he called after he straightened up.

“All right—we' |l take care of him,” the corpsman said. “Can you swing sdeways so the barrel covers
him while you get him out of the hatch?’



Pound liked that idea about as much as he liked aroot canal. Expose the barrel’ sthin side armor to
whatever guns the goonsin butternut had up ahead? But the medics weren’t armored at al. Neither was
Lieutenant Griffiths, and he' d gone and proved it.

Sometimes you needed aroot cand. It was no fun, but you had to go through with it. Thiswouldn’t be
any fun, either. If they hustled, though, they ought to get away withiit. “Will do,” Pound caled to the
medics. He ducked down into the turret and told the driver to make a hard right and stop.

“Jesus! You sure?’ The protest came back through the speaking tube.

“Damn graight. | wouldn’t ask you if | wasn't,” Pound answered. “ Come on. Step on it. The lieutenant’s
bleeding dl over everything back here”

“It'snot so bad now.” Griffiths sounded asif he hadn’t a carein the world. The morphine must have hit
him hard. Well, good.

Snorting, the barrel turned. The movement wasn't so sharp asit might have been. Try too tight aturn and
you might throw atrack, in which case you wouldn't go anywhere for awhile. When Pound was
satisfied, heydled, “ Stop!” and the barrdl did. He undogged the side hatch and sketched asalute to Don
Griffiths. “ Out you go, Sr. You did good. Hope | see you again one day.” He meant it. He wasn't the
sort to waste compliments on people who didn’t deserve them.

“Thank you, Sergeant.” Awkwardly, Griffiths scrambled out of the barrel. Pound helped him leave. The
corpsmen took charge of him once he got through the hatch. They eased him down to the ground and got
him moving away from the front. They were probably relieved to help somebody ableto move on his
own: they didn’t haveto lug himin agretcher.

After waiting till they’ d gone some distance from the barrel, Pound clanged the hatch shut and dogged it.
Heydlled into the speaking tube: “ All right, Miranda—square us up again.”

“You bet, Sarge!” The barrdl jumped asthe driver put the thicker stedl of the glacis plate and the turret
between the crew and the enemy.

Peering through the periscopes in the commander’ s cupola, Pound saw the heaviest action off to his|eft.
He ordered the barrel over that way. For now, it was his.

C louds and rain and deet shrouded the North Atlantic. A few hundred milesto the west of the Josephus
Danids lay Newfoundland. To the east of the destroyer escort, probably, lay trouble. The British never
stopped sending arms and men to Newfoundland and to Canadato give the rebellion against the USA a
helping hand. Lieutenant Sam Carsten and the skippers of hisfellow picket shipsdid everything they
could to keep the limeys from getting through.

He hdfheartedly swore at the wegther. It made enemy shipsdl that much harder to find. Therain and
deet even interfered with the Y -ranging gear. The wireless waves bounced back from raindrops, too. A
good operator could peer through the interference, but it sure didn’t make life any eesier. And the
old-fashioned Mark One eyebal had avery short range here.

He swore only hdfheartedly because the weather suited his own needs very well. He was a short step
away from being an albino. His skin was pink, his eyes pae blue, and hishair white gold. It waseven
whiter these daysthan it had been when he was younger—he' d spent dmost thirty-five yearsin the Navy



now. Summer in the tropics was a never-ending misery for him. Summer in Seaitle wasamisery for him,
and that took doing.

His executive officer was ayoung, auburn-haired lieutenant named Pet Cooley. If not for Sam, the exec
might have been the the fairest man on the ship. Cooley had gone through Annapolis, while Samwasa
mustang who hadn’t made ensign till some years after the Great War.

Cooley was a comer, a hotshot. HE d have aship of his own beforelong. Sam didn’t want the exec
promoted out from under him, but he knew things worked that way. Asfor himsalf, when he walked into
the recruiting office al those years ago he never dreamt he would wear two stripes on hisdeeve. HEd
just been looking for away to escape walking behind the north end of a southbound mule for the rest of
hislife

The Josephus Danidl's pitched down into the trough between two waves. Seas on the North Atlantic
weren't quite so fierce and mountainous as they had been earlier in the winter, but they weren't any fun,
ather. “Youdl right, Mr. Cooley?’ Sam asked when the exec grabbed for something to steady himsdlf.

“Yes, ar. Just clumsy.” Cooley’seyeswere green asacat’s. Just now, helooked like a cat that had
rolled off abed and wastrying to pretend it hadn't.

“Insdes not turning inside out?” Sam had rounded the Horn more than once. Those were the only seas
he knew that put the North Atlantic to shame. He hadn’t been seasick. He might sunburn in anything this
sde of acloudburst, but he had no trouble keeping his grub down.

Pat Cooley was agood sailor. The North Atlantic seemed intent on showing good sailors they weren't as
good asthey thought. Here, though, the exec shook his head. “Not giving me any trouble right this
minute,” he said: a precise man's cautious answe.

“Skipper?’ That was avery young, very junior lieutenant, junior grade, named Thad Walters: the officer
responsible for the care and feeding of the Y -ranging gear. He looked up from the green blipson his
oscilloscope screens. “I° ve got something showing.”

“A ship?’ Sam asked. Even troubled by the wegther, the Y -ranging set was more likely to pick up limeys
trying to run the U.S. gauntlet than lookouts were.

But thej.g. shook hishead. “No, gr. It'san arplane. Have we got acarrier in the neighborhood?’

“If we do, nobody told me, that’ s for damn sure,” Sam answered. Nobody’ d warned him a British
carrier was operating in the neighborhood, ether. That could be very bad news. A beat dower than he
might have, he heard exactly what Waters said. “Wait a second. An airplane?’

“Yes, dr. Y-ranging gear sees one. Speed two hundred. Bearing 085. Range...Range is twenty-five
miles and closng—he sheading our way.”

“Just one, though?” Sam perssted. “Not abunch of them?’
Waters shook hishead. “ Sure doesn’t look like it. The set could pick them out at that range.”

“All right.” Cargten turned to the exec. “ Call the men to generd quarters, Mr. Cooley. If hefindsusin
thisdop, we |l haveto try to shoot him down.” He' d been attacked from the air before, even back in the
Great War. He didn't enjoy it, not even alittle bit.

“Genera quarters. Ayeaye, sr,” Cooley said. Klaxons hooted. Sailors started running like men
possessed. They dashed into the turrets that held the Josephus Daniels' two 4.5-inch guns. And they



manned al her twin 40mm antiaircraft guns and the .50-caliber machine gunsthat supplemented them.
The unknown airplane would get awarm reception, anyhow.

As soon as Sam heard the snarl of an airplane engine off in the distance, he said, “ Evasive action, Mr.
Cooley.”

“Evadve action—aye aye, Sr.” Cooley was a better shiphandler than Sam was. Sam had never had his
hands on awhed till hetook over the Josephus Daniels. He was alot better now than he had been then,
but the exec was better till. “All ahead full!” Cooley called down to the engine room, and the throb of
the destroyer escort’ s own engines picked up.

Cooley started zigzagging the ship across the ocean, lurching now to port, now to starboard, at random
times and angles. But the Josephus Daniels was only adestroyer escort, not afull-fledged destroyer.
She had asmdller crew, asmaller hull, and asmaller powerplant than a destroyer proper. She couldn’t
come within severa knots of areal destroyer’ s speed. One of these days, that would hurt her. Sam felt it
in his bones. He hoped today wasn't the day.

The arplane with the blue-white-red British roundel broke through the clouds. “All guns open firel” Sam
shouted. They did. The racket wasimpressive. Even the popguns that were the Josephus Daniels man
armament could fire antiaircraft shells. Black puffs of smoke gppeared around the British aircraft.

Sam nodded to himsdlf in more than allittle satisfaction. He was till no greet shakes as a shiphandler, no.
But gunnery aboard the Josephus Daniels was far better than it had been when he took over the ship.
He d been part of afive-inch gun crew before becoming an officer; he knew what was what there.

That arplane jinked and dodged like the destroyer escort, though much faster. It had abomb dung under
itsbelly. It dso had floats under the belly and each wing. Despite its maneuvers, it bored in on the
Josephus Daniels. The bomb fdll free. The airplane raced away. Cursing, Pat Cooley swung the ship
hard to starboard.

With aroar and agreat gout of water hurled into the sky, the bomb burst about a hundred yards to port.
The arplane vanished into the clouds. For dl the shdllsthe gunnersthrew at it, Sam didn’t think they’ d hit
it. He hoped no splinters from the bomb casing had diced into his crew.

“Nicejob, Pat,” hesad.
“Thank you, Sir,” the exec answered. “ Every so often, thislooks like work, doesn't it?’

“Maybealittle,” Carsten answered. They smiled at each other, both glad to be alive. Sam went on,
“Wéll, we don’t have to worry about alimey carrier, anyway.”

“Sr?’ Cooley sad.

“Oh. | guessyou were kind of occupied.” Sam chuckled under his bregth. “ Son of abitch wasa
floatplane. A freighter could catapult-launchiit, let it scout around, and then haul it out of the drink with a
crane”

“Damn. My hat’ s off to the pilot,” Cooley said. “I sure as hdll wouldn’t want to try putting a plane down
onthewater in seaslikethis”

“Good point.” Sam hadn’t thought of that, but he nodded. “When | was on the Remembrance, we
wouldn't launch or land aircraft from the flight deck in this, let donetry to get down on the sea. But that’s
not my worry.... Mr. Waltersl”



“Sr?’ the Y -range operator said.
“Y ou gill have that airplane on your screen? What' s his course?’
“Flying out a 085, sr—going out on the reciprocd of the vector he came a uson.”

“All right.” Sam turned back to the exec. “Mr. Cooley, bring our course to 080. Let’s seeif we can
follow him back more or lessdown histrail and find the ship that sent him out.”

“Changing courseto 080, sir.” Cooley’ s smile was predatory. “Y ou’ d make agood duck hunter.”

“Thanks. You vegot to lead them alittle,” Sam said. “Thelimey’ll till be heading west. If we get close,
the Y -ranger will spot him.”

“Here shoping, anyway,” Walters sad.

“You'vedoneit before,” Sam said. “If we do find the ship, let’s just hope she’ s not |oaded for bear like
thelast onewe met.”

“WE I beready thistime, anyhow,” Pat Cooley said. Sam nodded. The British had taken to mounting
guns on some of ther freighters. The Josephus Daniels got anasty surprise thefirst time she ran into one
of those. She' d outfought the Karlskrona, but Sam still shuddered thinking about what might have
happened if one of those big shellshad hit hisship.

He wondered how far that floatplane had come from. If it was a hundred miles, the destroyer escort
would never find the ship that had launched it. He wouldn't have wanted to try to find the ship after flying
ahundred miles each way through thiskind of weether. He d seen the limey pilot had guts. But wasn't
there a difference between having guts and being out of your skull?

He' d saled east and alittle north for about an hour when Lieutenant Walters stirred at his set.
“Something?’ Sam asked hopefully. The Josephus Daniels was up at the crest of aswell, which let the
Y -ranging gear see alittle farther.

“I—think s0, gr,” thej.g. answered, and then grimaced. “ Gone now.” They’d did into the trough. He
waited till the ocean carried the ship higher again, then nodded. “ Y es, Sr. Range, eight miles. Bearing
075.”

“Nice navigating, sir,” Cooley said.

“Thanks. Change courseto 075,” Sam answered. In good wegther, he would have seen the stranger’ s
smoke before he got within eight miles. But the weeather was't good, and wouldn’t be for weeks.

He drew within amile of the freighter before he spotted her. The message he blinkered over was hard
and uncompromising: HEAVE TO. SURRENDER. ANY FALSE MOVESAND WE FIRE
WITHOUT WARNING. Once bitten, twice shy, he thought. Through binoculars, he could seethe
arrplanethat tried to bomb the Josephus Daniels stowed aft of the bridge.

The rustbucket ran up awhite flag even as he ordered a shot across her bow. He wasn't the only man
scanning her for anything the least bit wrong. If canvas was thrown aside to clear hidden guns...But it
wasn't, not thistime.

Fedling piratical, he sent across aboarding party armed with rifles and pistols and submachine guns. The
British sailors offered no resstance. “’ Ow the bleedin’ *el did you find us?’ their skipper asked when the
Americans brought him back to the Josephus Daniels.



Sam amost told him. Why not? The limey wasn't going anywhere. But the urge to take no chances
prevailed. “Just luck,” he answered, and smiled to himself. “Yeah, just luck.”

T wice built, twice destroyed. Sergeant Armstrong Grimes strode through the wreckage of Temple
Squarein Salt Lake City. The Mormons had risen during the Great War, and been brutally smashed.
They waited for years. They findly got their civil rights back from President Al Smith. And then, no doubt
with Confederate encouragement, they rose against the USA again. And now the Temple and the
Mormon Tabernacle were rubble again, perhaps more finely pulverized rubble than they had been a
generation ealier.

Armstrong’ s eyesflicked now thisway, now that. Since Lieutenant Streczyk got wounded, he'd
commanded a platoon. One of these days, anew junior officer might take charge of it. Armstrong wasn't
holding his breath. The war in Utah got what the war against the CSA didn’t need. Sincethe war against
the CSA needed everything, thewar in Utah got... hind tit.

Corpora Y ossel Reisen walked through the wreckage, too. Like Armstrong, the Jew from New Y ork
City held his Springfield at the ready. Reisen took adrag at the cigarette that hung from the corner of his
mouth. “Well, herewe are. W€ ve liberated Temple Square,” he said.

“Yeah.” Armstrong looked around. He didn't see a piece of rock bigger than about two by two. The
United States had expended a lot of bombs and shdlls on this place. “We ve liberated the living shit out
of it, haven't we?’

Here and there, Mormon civilianswho' d lived through the fighting were starting to come out of their
holes. They said they were civilians, anyway. Orderswereto treat them as civilians unless they showed
sgnsof being dangerous. Armstrong didn’t know why the U.S. government was trying to win thelocas
hearts and minds. That had been alosing game for more than sixty years now. But he didn’t shoot at
people he would have tried to kill not long before.

That didn’t mean he wanted the Mormons coming anywhere near him. One of the ways they could show
signsof being dangerous was by blowing themselves up, along with whatever U.S. soldiers happened to
be within range of the blast. Mormons had invented people bombs, and still used them to deadly effect.

And they weren’t the only oneswho did. Plainly, they’ d hit upon an ideawhose time had come. Blacksin
the CSA used people bombsto strike at the Freedom Party. Half a dozen Bakans groups were using
them againgt AustriaHungary. Armenians blew themsalves up to hit back a the Ottoman Turks. In
Russia, the Reds had lost along, brutd civil war to the Tsar. Now their remnants had a new weapon,

too.

Other soldiersin green-gray kept chivvying the emerging Mormons away from them. Most of the civilians
were women. That cut no icewith Armstrong Grimes. The first person he’ d seen using a people bomb
was awoman. And plenty of Mormon women picked up rifles and grenades and fought aongside their
husbands and brothers and sons.

“You ever...pay aMormon gal back?’ he asked Y ossel Reisen.
Reisen was watching the women, too. He shook his head. “Not like that. Y ou?’

“No,” Armstrong said. Not many Mormon women let themsalves be captured. They had reasons for
fighting to the death, too. The revenge U.S. soldierstook was basic in the extreme. Gang-raping
captured Mormon women was against orders, which didn’t mean it didn’t happen.



Off to the north, artillery boomed. U.S. airplanes buzzed overhead, some spotting for the guns, others
dropping bombs on Mormon positions. The Confederates would have hacked the lumbering,
obsolescent bombers out of the sky with ease. Against enemieswho didn’t have fighters and didn’t have
much inthe way of antiaircraft guns, they were good enough.

“Blow dl the bastardsto hell and gone.” Armstrong picked up achip of granite that might have come
from the Temple. “Then we can get on with thered war.” He flung the stone chip away. It bounced off a
bigger rock and disappeared in the rubble.

Y ossel’ s expression changed. He bent and picked up abit of stone, too. Tossing it up and down, he
murmured, “1 wonder what Jerusdem islike these days.”

“Huh?” Armstrong knew what Jerusdlem was like: adegpy Ottoman town full of Arabsand Jewswhere
nothing much had happened for centuries.

But hisbuddy said, “We had our Temple destroyed twice, too.”

Hedidn't usually make abig deal out of being a Jew, any more than he made abig deal out of being a
Congresswoman’ s nephew—and not just any Congresswoman, but one who'd also been First Lady.
“You guysarered Americans,” Armstrong said. “Hell, you' re agentile here—just ask aMormon.”

“I know. | think it' sascream,” Yossel Reisen said. “Y eah, we' rereal Americans—or wetry to be,
anyhow. But we sure didn’t make real Romans a couple of thousand years ago. That’s why the Second
Templegot it.”

“I guess.” Except for what little Armstrong remembered from a high-school history classand from Julius
Caesar in English Lit, ancient Rome was a closed book to him.

“We think the Mormons are nuts, and we treat * em that way, and what happens?’ Y ossdl said. “Bang!
They riseup. Wetreat Jewsdl right, and they’ re happy and quiet. The Romans thought my ancestors
were nuts, and they treated ' em that way, and what happened? Bang! The Jewsrose up.”

“Bunch of bullshit, if you want to know what | think,” Armstrong said. “We were nice to the Mormons
right before the war, and what did we get for it? They kicked us anyway, soon aswe got busy with
Featherston’ sfuckers.” He might not know ancient history, but he remembered the end of the occupation
of Utah. Fat lot of good ending it did anybody.

“Yeah, thereisthat,” Y ossd alowed. “Maybe you just can’t make some people happy.”

“Better believeyou can't,” Armstrong said. “ These bastards have spent the last God knows how long
proving it, too.” He was some small part of what the U.S. government had done to Utah, but that never
entered hismind. Neither Sde, by then, worried much about who' d started what and why. They both
knew they had along history of hating, mistrusting, and siriking at each other. Past thet, they didn’'t much
care.

Y ossel Reisen pointed to another corpora trudging through the wreckage of Temple Square. He nudged
Armstrong. “Y ou recognize that guy?’

Armstrong eyed the two-striper. He looked like anybody else: not too young, not too old, not too big,
not too small. But he didn’t look like anybody Armstrong knew, or even knew of. Maybethat didn’t
mean anything. Now that Temple Square had findly fallen, it drew its share of gawkers.

But maybe it did mean something. The USA had trouble fighting the Mormons just because they |ooked
so ordinary. They had no trouble getting U.S. uniforms, either. Down in the CSA, the Freedom Party



knew who was aNegro and who wasn't. Here... Armsirong undung his Springfield. “Let’ sgo check him
(]Jt_”

The corpora was't doing anything to draw notice; he ambled around with his handsin his pockets.
Once he bent down and picked up abit of rock and stowed it away. To Mormons, pieces of the Temple
were sacred relics. But to U.S. soldierswho' d gone through hell to get here, they made good souvenirs.
Carrying one didn’t say athing about what you were.

“Hey!” Armstrong said, quietly dipping off the Springfid d' s safety.

“Y ou want something, Sarge?’ The corporal sounded like anybody e se, too. Mormons did.
“Yeah. Let’' s seeyour papers.”

“Sure.” The noncom Sarted to take something out of his pocket.

“Hold it right there!” Y ossel Reisen snapped. Armstrong didn’t like the way the stranger’ s hand bunched,
ether. He surelooked asif he was grabbing something bigger than a set of identity documents. “Take
both hands out, nice and dow,” Y ossdl told him. “If they aren’t empty when you do, you' re dead. Got
it?

“Who are you clowns?’ the corporad demanded. *Y ou Mormonstrying to hijack me?Y ouwon't get
away with it!”

If hewastrying to put the shoe on the other foot, he had bals. Armstrong gestured with his Springfield.
“Do like my buddy says.” Hisown balstried to crawl up into hisbely. If thisguy wasaMormon and
what he had in there was adetonator.... But his hands came out empty.

Y ossdl reached into that pocket and pulled out apistol: not an Army .45, but asmaler revolver, acivilian
piece. Armstrong’' s suspicionsflared. Then Y ossdl found the other corpord’ s papers. He looked from
the photo to the man and back again. He shook his head.

“Let’'ssee” Armstrong said. Hispal showed him the picture. It was of aguy noticeably darker and
noticeably skinnier than the fellow in the uniform. Armstrong gestured with therifle again. “ Come on. Get
moving. Y ou got abunch of questionsto answer.”

“I haven't done anything!” the corpora said. One thing he hadn’t done was swear, not even once. Most
U.S. soldierswould have. Mormons watched their mouths better.

“Wadl, you'll get the chanceto proveit,” Armstrong said. “ Y ossd, grab hisrifle”
Carefully, Y ossel Reisen undung the other corpord’s Springfield. “Move,” hetold the man.

Stll squawking—but il not cursing—the soldier who might not be a soldier moved. They led him back
over the ground for which the Mormons had fought so long and so hard, the ground that was cratered
and crumpled and crushed, the ground over which the stench of deeth till hung. That would only get
worse when the weather warmed up. Armstrong wondered if it would ever leave the land, or if thefoul,
clinging odor would linger forever, an unseen but unmistakable monument to what Salt Lake City had
gonethrough.

Sentries outside of regimenta headquarters popped up out of the foxholes where they spent most of their
time—not every sniper had been hunted down and killed. “What the fuck’ s going on here?” one of them
demanded. He talked the way most U.S. soldiersdid.



“We caught thisguy up by the Temple,” Armstrong answered. “Y ossel here spotted him.” It didn’t occur
to him till later that he might have taken the credit himself. He didn’t want to screw hisbuddy. “Wefigure
maybe he’'saMormon. His papers don't maich hisface, and he was carrying this little chickenshit
pistol—show ’em, Y ossdl.” Reisen displayed therevolver.

The sentry eyed the corpora who didn’t seem to be a corpord. “Waddayou got to say for yourself,
Mac?' he asked, hisvoice colder than the wegather.

“They'refull of baloney,” the—maybe—two-striper said. Not shit—baloney. He added, “1 don't like a
45—kickstoo hard.”

“Huh,” the sentry said, no doubt noticing, as Armstrong did, that that—maybe—Mormon didn’t say
anything about his papers. The sentry nodded to Armstrong and Y ossdl. “Bring himonin. They'll find out
what’ sgoing on with him. And if it iswhat you think it is...” Hedidn't go on, or need to. If it waswhat
they thought it was, the fellow they’ d captured was adead man. He wouldn't die quickly or cleanly,
ather. Oh, what a shame, Armstrong thought, and led him on.

C incinnatus Driver hadn’t been under fire for more than twenty-five years. He d forgotten how much fun
it wasn't. If he hadn’t forgotten, he never would have volunteered to drive atruck in acombat zone
again. Hewould have stayed back in Des Moines and found work in awar plant or tried to bring his
dead moving and hauling business back to life.

But he' d been flat on his back in Covington, Kentucky, when the state passed from the USA back to the
CSA. He supposed hewas lucky: the car that hit him didn’t kill him. It didn’t seem like luck while hewas
recovering from a broken leg and afractured skull and a smashed shoulder. Even now, amost two and a
haf yearslater, he walked with alimp and a cane and sometimes got headaches that laughed at aspirin.

Hewasfindly exchanged for a Confederate the USA was holding—U.S. citizenship meant something,
even for aNegro. It didn’t mean everything; Negroesin the United States couldn’t join the Army,
couldn’t pick up riflesand go after the enemies who were tormenting their brethren south of the
Mason-Dixon Line. With hisage and hisinjuries, Cincinnatus wouldn't have been ableto join the Army if
he were white.

Thiswasthe next best thing. He d driven trucks for more than thirty years. He' d driven for the USA
during the Great War. Here he was, doing it again, part of along column of green-gray machines hauling
ammunition and rationsto the U.S. troops trying to drive the Confederates out of western Ohio.

The state of the art had improved over the past quarter-century. The Chevy truck he drove now had a
much more powerful, much more reliable engine than the White he d used then. It had afully enclosed
cabin, too, and a heater. It boasted a salf-starter; he didn’t haveto crank it to life. Its headlights were
electric, not acetylene lamps. With al-whed drive, it could get through terrain that would have shaken the
Whiteto pieces.

But the driving wasn't much different. Neither was the fear when shells started bursting in the field to
either sde of theroad. Cincinnatus mouth went dry. His sphincterstightened. He wanted to stop and
turn around and get the hell out of there.

A 45 lay on the seat beside him. He couldn’t afford to let the Confederates capture him. It wasn't just
that he was colored, though no black man in the USA wanted to think about falling into Confederate
hands. But he was dso on the CSA’slist of dangerous characters. When they removed him from
Covington, they madeit very plain they didn’t want to have anything to do with him ever again. They



might regret it if they did, but hewould never get over it.

Next to those bursting shells, the .45 seemed like small potatoes. Next to the dreadful immensgity of the
war, Cincinnatus himself seemed like smal potatoes: just one man, and an ordinary man at that. But all
you could do was dl you could do. Everybody was just one person, doing what he or she could do.
Added together, al those people made up the USA and the CSA—made up the war. If, added together,
all the people of the USA could do more. ..

“They better,” Cincinnatus said, there donein the cab of the Chevrolet truck. Imagining aNorth America
dominated by the Confederacy and the Freedom Party...He didn’t want to do it. He' d seen what
Covington was like after the Stars and Bars replaced the Stars and Stripes. Thinking of that happening
everywhere made him alittle sick, or more than alittle.

One of theincoming shells hit atruck a couple of hundred yards ahead of him. The truck, loaded with the
same sort of cargo as his, went up in afireball. Luckily, it careened off the road instead of blocking it. All
the same, Cincinnatus hit the brakes. He didn’t want to get any closer than he had to till that ammo
finished cooking off.

Could have been me, he thought, and shuddered. It would have been him if one of the Confederate
artillery men had paused to scratch anitch or stick afresh chaw in his mouth before pulling the lanyard.
About fifteen seconds later, histruck would have been where that shell landed.

He sped up when he went past the shattered deuce-and-a-haf. Not a chance in hell the driver got out.
He hoped the man died fast, anyhow. Given the size of that explosion, the odds seemed good.

Another shell left acrater in the road, forcing Cincinnatus over onto the soft shoulder to get around it.
With power to all sx wheels, he managed to get by without bogging down. He hoped the trucks that
came after hiswould be able to do the same. Each one chewed up the ground more and more.

Thetruck column rolled into Findlay about five minuteslater. Here and there around the town, tall
columns of black, greasy smoke roseinto the air: oil wellstorched by the retresting Confederates. A
team of U.S. engineers wastrying to put one out as Cincinnatus came into town. He wondered if
retreating U.S. soldiers had fired the wellsayear and ahaf earlier, leaving the Confederatesto get them
working again. He wouldn't have been surprised.

Hedidn’t get long to worry about it. “Come on! Come on! Over here!” asergeant bellowed, waving like
aman possessed. Cincinnatus did his best to follow the noncom’ singtructions. At last, the sergeant threw
up both hands, asif he’ d just scored a touchdown. He stopped.

A swarm of soldiers descended on the truck, transferring the munitions and rations to several smaller
trucksfor thetrip to the front. It wasn't far away; Findlay itself had fadlen only afew days before. Shells
gtill came down on the town, asthey’ d landed on the road to the northwest. The faster the explosives | eft
Cincinnatus' truck, the happier he would be.

Of course, as soon as the deuce-and-a-half was empty, he had to drive back to the big depot in
Defianceto load up again for another trip to Findlay. The CSA had heavily bombed Defiance earlier in
the war. Not many enemy airplanes came over these days. U.S. fighters and bomberstook off from
airgtrips on the outskirts of town. Antiaircraft guns by the score poked their long snouts up toward the
sky. Camouflage netting masked some of them. Others stood out in the open, asif warning the
Confederates they were there.

Cincinnatus gulped a sandwich and drank coffee while they filled histruck again. There was one other
Negro driver in histransport unit. Douglass Butler came from Denver, of al places. Hetaked likea



white man. Cincinnatus son and daughter had grown up in Des Moines, and lost alot of their
Confederate Negro accent. Cincinnatus had lost some of it himsdlf; he' d noticed that when he got stuck
in Covington. But Douglass Butler didn’t have any, and apparently never had had any. He puffed on a
cigar, waiting for histruck to get reloaded.

“My dad went out to Colorado to seeif he could get rich mining,” he said, every vowe sharp, every
consonant distinct. “He didn’t—only afew people did—and he ended up running agrocery store. |
darted driving atruck for him, but | found | liked driving more than | liked the grocery business.”

“Folks out there give you alot of trouble on account 0 —?" Cincinnatus brushed two fingers of hisright
hand across the back of hisleft to remind the other Negro what color they were.

“Wadll, | know what nigger means, that’sfor damn sure.” Butler shrugged. “But Jews are kikes and
Chinamen are Chinks and Irishmen are micks and Mexicans are greasers and Italians are wops and even
Poles are lousy Polacks, for God's sake. | don’t get too excited about it. Hell, my brother’ smarried to a
white woman.”

That made Cincinnatus blink. “Work out al right?” he asked.

“They’ ve been married amost twenty years. People are used to them,” the other driver said. “ Every once
inawhile, John'll hear something stupid if he sstanding in line for afilm with Helen or out at adiner or
something like that, but it's not too bad.” He chuckled. “Of course, he'smy big brother—he goes about
sx-three, maybe two-fifty. | don't careif you' re green—you want to be careful what you say around
him.” Hewas of ordinary size himsdlf.

“Does make adifference,” Cincinnatus agreed. He wondered if John Butler was named for John Brown;
with two S’ sin hisfirst name, Douglass Butler was bound to be named for Frederick Douglass,

Before he could ask, somebody shouted that their trucks were ready to roll. “Got to get moving,” Butler
sad. “I want to parade through Nashville or Birmingham or one of those places. And if | hear some
Confederate assholeydl, ‘ Freedom!”—wadll, | want to pull out my .45 and blow hisfucking head off.”

He sounded altogether matter-of-fact about it, the way aU.S. white man would have. But for the color
of hisskin, he might aswell have been aU.S. white man. He seemed as sure of his placein the world and
as comfortable with it as any white man, whether from the USA or the CSA. Cincinnatus, whom life had
left forever betwixt and between, envied him for that.

He climbed into the cab of histruck, dammed the door, turned the key in the ignition, and put the beast in
gear. South and east he rolled, back toward Findlay. No shdllfirefell on the road thistime. U.S. guns, or
maybe dive bombers, had silenced the Confederate batteries that were shelling it. Cincinnatus approved.
Unlike Douglass Butler, he didn’t want to use his .45 for anything. He had it. He could useit if he had to.
But he didn’t want to.

What if Jake Featherston was right in front of you? He glanced over to the pistol. Well, you could
make exceptions for everything. Dream as he would, though, he didn’t expect to be sharing adiner with
the President of the CSA any time soon.

When herolled into Findlay, he got waved through the town. “What'sgoin’ on?’ he caled to asoldier
with wigwag flags.

“We broke through again, that’ swhat,” the white man answered. “ They need their shit farther forward.”

“l likethat,” Cincinnatus said, and drove on.



Shdllswerefaling not far from the new unloading ares, but they’ d been fdling in Findlay and beyond it
only acouple of hours before. The men who hauled crates out of the back of histruck had an air of
barely suppressed excitement. They didn’t seem to think the Confederates would be able to dow this
latest push.

Do Jesus, let *em be right, Cincinnatus thought. That Ohio should be liberated didn’t matter so muchin
and of itsalf—not to him, anyway. But he could seethat U.S. soldierswould haveto clear the
Confederates out of their own country before they started doing what redlly did matter—to him, anyway.
If the United States were going to lick Jake Featherston, they would haveto do it on Featherston’ sturf.

Cincinnatus thought about the last time he' d driven trucks full of munitionsthrough Kentucky and
Tennessee. He thought about the Confederate diehards who' d shot up his column more than once. Then
he thought about U.S. artillery and bombers blowing al those people to kingdom come.

War was afilthy business for everybody, no doubt about it. Cincinnatus wanted alittle more filth to come
down on the other side. He didn't think that was too much to ask.

B rigadier Generd Irving Morrell wasaman in ahurry. He dways had been, ever snce hisdaysasa
company commander at the sart of the Great War. He took the first position he ever attacked—and he
got shot charging with the bayonet when he ran out of ammunition. That taught him an important lesson:
like anything else, being in ahurry had its disadvantages.

It dso had its advantages, though. Massing barrels and smashing Confederate lines made the CSA say
unclein 1917. At the Barredl Works at Fort Leavenworth after the Great War, Morrdll designed a
machine with al the features amodern barrel needed: areduced crew, apowerful engine, abiggunina
turret that turned through 360 degrees, and awireless set.

He designed it—and he found nobody in the USA much wanted it. The Great War was over, wasn't it?
There d never be another one, would there? Being aman in a hurry sometimes put you too far ahead not
only of the enemy but also of your own side.

By thetime it became clear the Great War wouldn't be the last one after dl, the sate of the art al over
the world had caught up with Morrell’ svison. Germany and Austria-Hungary built barrelsincorporating
al thefeatures he' d envisioned more than fifteen years earlier. So did France and England and Russia
And so did the Confederate States.

So did the United States, but belatedly and halfheartedly. When the fighting started, Morrell had to try to
defend Ohio without enough machines—and without good enough machines. Hefalled. Eveninfallure,
he darmed the Confederates. A sniper gave him an oak-leaf cluster for his Purple Heart and put him on
the shelf for weeks.

Returning to duty, he didn’t have much luck in Virginia, anarrow land bristling with fortifications. But he
was the architect of the U.S. thrust that cut off, surrounded, and destroyed the Confederate army that
fought itsway into Pittsburgh. Now the armored force he led was driving west through Ohio. He knew
exactly what he wanted to do. If, somewhere south of Columbus, his force could meet up with the one
pushing southeast from northwestern Ohio and Indiana, they would trep al the Confederates to the north
of them in another pocket.

Hedidn’t think Jake Featherston could afford to lose one army. He knew damn well the President of the
CSA couldn't afford to lose two. What could be better, then, than giving Jake exactly what he didn’t
want?



Right this minute, Morrell was bivouacked with hislead barrels atop Mount Pleasant, in Lancaster, Ohio.
The 250-foot sandstone rise looked down on the whole town. It had not lived up to its name. Not being
fools, the Confederates put an observation post and severa artillery batteries atop the rise, and protected
them with pillboxes and machine-gun nests.

Clearing them out was adow, bloody, expensive job. Morrell believed in bypassing enemy strongpoints
wherever he could, letting dower-moving infantry clean up in the armor’ swake. Some strongpoints,
though, were too strong to bypass. This, unfortunately, was one of them.

Dive bombers helped pound it into submission. Several 105s sprawled in the snow, knocked ass over
teakettle by 500-pound bombs. Dead soldiersin butternut lay there, too. Some of them wore white
camouflage smocks over their uniforms, which struck Morrdll asagood idea. Good ideaor not, it didn’t
save them. Along with soot, their blood streaked the snow.

Crows and a couple of turkey vultures were feeding on the bodies. Standing up in his barrel’ s cupola,
Morrdl waved hisarmsand yelled, “Yasah!” A few of the birdsflew away. Most of them ignored him.

The gunner tapped him on theleg. “What the hell, sr?” Corpora Al Bergeron said plaintively. “You
scared the crap out of methere.”

“Sorry, Frenchy,” Morrdl answered. Bergeron was agood man and a good gunner—maybe not quite so
good as Michael Pound, who was one of akind in severa different ways, but damn good just the same.
Morrdl explained why he made hishorrible noise.

“Oh.” Bergeron thought about that for alittle while. Then he said, “Y eah, those damn things arefilthy, dl
right. Tell you one thing, though: I’'m glad they’ re chowing down on Feetherston’ sfuckers and not on us”

“Me, too,” Morrdl said, though he knew the carrion birds didn’t care whether their suppers came
wrapped in butternut or green-gray. For that matter, the crows and vultures feasted on dead civilians,
too.

“What'sit look like off to thewest?’ Bergeron asked.

Before answering, Morrell scanned the way ahead with binoculars. Visbility wasn't everything hewished
it were, but he could see enough to get some idea of what was going on. “ Sure looks like they’ re pulling
back,” he said.

Corpora Bergeron summed up hisreaction to that in two words: “Wdll, shit.”

“Y ou said amouthful, Frenchy.” Morrell redly had hoped he could cut off as many Confederates with
thisthrust as he had in and around Pittsburgh. Then, Jake Featherston forbade his men to withdraw.
Morrdl had hoped he would do it again. But evidently he was able to learn from experience. Too bad,
Morrell thought. The Confederates were heading south in anything that would roll: truck convoys, barrels,
commandeered civilian motorcars. Bombers and artillery and saboteurs did everything they could to
knock the railroads out of action, but Ohio had such adense net of tracksthat it wasn't easy. Every
soldier, every barrel, every gun, every truck that got out now was asoldier, abarrel, agun, atruck the
USA would haveto put out of action later on.

Morrell scanned the horizon again. He knew he was being foolish, but he did it anyhow. If he could have
seen the U.S. forces coming down from the northwest, the Confederates would have been in even worse
trouble than they redly were. When he sighed, the vapor threatened to cloud thefield glasses' lenses.
That western column wasn't so strong or o swift asthisone. Even o...



“We get the country put back together again,” Frenchy Bergeron said.

You didn’t need to be agenerd to see that; anoncom would do just fine. The Confederates armored
thrust had carried them dl the way from the Ohio River up to Sandusky. They cut the United Statesin
half. For more than ayear and ahalf, goods and men moved from east to west or west to east by air
(risky), on the waters of the Gresat Lakes (also risky, with C.S. airplanes always on the prowl), and over
the Canadian roads and railroads north of the lakes (of limited capacity, and vulnerable to sabotage even
before the Canucks rebelled).

“It'Il be better,” Morrdl agreed. It probably wouldn’t be awhole lot better any time soon. The
Confederates were professiona ly competent. They would have done their best to wreck the east-west
highways and railroad lines they were now sullenly abandoning. Putting the roads and railways back into
action wouldn't hgppen overnight, especidly since C.S. bomberswould go right on visiting northern
Ohio.

But now the Confederates were reacting to what Morrell and his countrymen did. For thefirst year of the
war and more, the enemy had the United States back on their hedls. The CSA called the tune. No more.

AsMorrell watched, artillery rounds began faling near the Confederate convoy. Thefirst few shells
missed the road, bursting in front of or behind it. The trucks sped up. If they could get out of
trouble...But they couldn’t, not fast enough. A round hit the road. The convoy had to dow down to go
onto the shoulder. And then atruck got hit, and began to burn.

That was all Morrel needed to see. He was commanding alarge, complex operation. But hewasaso a
fighting man himsdf. When he saw trucksin trouble, he wanted to give them more.

Hisbarrel carried alarge, complicated wirdess set. He could talk with hisfellow armored units, with
artillery, with infantry, or with bombers and fighters. He didn’t want to, not here. He used the company
circuit any barrel commander might have clicked to: “We ve got a Confederate convoy staled on the
road afew mileswest. Let’sgo get’em!”

Along with the others nearby, his own machine rumbled down off Mount Pleasant. Even after giving up
the high ground, they had no trouble tracking their quarry: the pyre from that one burning truck—and
maybe from more by now—qguided them draight to it.

They met awarm reception when they got there. The Confederates had to know trouble was on the way.
They didn’t Say in the trucks waiting around to get shot up. Some of them made their way south on foot.
And others had manhandled an antibarrel gun into position, and opened up on the U.S. machines as soon
asthey cameinto range.

The Confederates hit one, too, fortunately with around that glanced off instead of penetrating. “Front!”
Morrdl sad.

“Identified!” Frenchy Bergeron answered. “HE!” the gunner called to theloader. The barrel stopped. He
fired acouple of high-explosive shdlsat the gun. He wasn’'t the only barrel gunner shooting, either. The
Confederates serving the cannon had only asmall splinter shield to protect them. They soon went down.

Brave bastards, Morrell thought, watching with his head and shoulders out of the cupola. Small-arms
fire came hisway, but not alot of it. Heignored it with the stoicism of aman who'd known worse. One
bullet was al he needed to make this as bad asit could be, but he didn’t think about that.

Then something different happened. A projectiletrailing smoke and flame seemed to come out of
nowhere. It dammed into aU.S. barrel and set it afire. Morrdll couldn’t seeif any of the men got out. He



didn’t think so.
“What the fuck wasthat?’ Bergeron must have seen it through the gunsight.
“I'll' be goddamned if | know,” Morrell answered.

Hedidn’t haveto wait long. A couple of minutes|later, another one of those darts of fire lanced out to
incinerate aU.S. barrel. “It's some kind of rocket, like on the Fourth of July,” Frenchy Bergeron said.
“How the hell did they come up with that?’

“How?1 don’t know, but they sure did.” Morrell ducked down into the turret. “ Did you see where
they’ re shooting it from?’

“Yes, gr,” the gunner answered. “Behind that stone fence there near the road.”

“All right. If they pop up again, try and shoot them before they can let go withit. I ve got to get on the
horn to my people.” He flipped to the circuit that would connect him to senior armor officers. “The
Confederates have a portable antibarrel device, something an infantryman can use to knock out a
machine a a couple of hundred yards. | say again, afoot soldier can use thisthing to knock out a barrel
at acouple of hundred yards.”

Life suddenly got more complicated. If foot soldiersredly could fight back against armor without the
suicida impulse required to fling a Feetherston Fizz... We need something like that ourselves, Morrell

thought.
The coaxid machine gun chattered. “ Got the son of abitch!” Bergeron said.

Aainly, the C.S. rocket was new. Plainly, the Confederates here didn’t have many rounds. Just asplainly,
the damn thing worked. And how many factories would start turning it out asfast asthey could? Morrell
swore. Yes, lifewasalot more complicated all at once.

W hen Jake Featherston wanted to fly into Nashville, his bodyguards didn’t just have kittens. They had
puppies and lambs and probably baby eephants, too. Their chief was a group leader—the Freedom
Party guards equivaent of amagjor genera—named Hiram McCullough. “Mr. Presdent,” he said, “your
arplane could crash.”

Featherston scowled a him. “My train could derail, too, if | go that way,” he growled.

“Yes, sr,” Group Leader McCullough agreed stolidly. That gave Featherston’ s ever-ready anger no
good placeto light. McCullough went on, “The other thing that could happen is, the damnyankees could
shoot you down. The country needs you too much to let you take the chance.”

Without false modesty, Jake knew the country needed him, too. He couldn’t think of anyone elsewith
the driving will to hold the CSA together if anything did happen to him. That was only the second half of
what McCullough said, though. Asfor thefirg...“How could the damnyankees shoot me down? They
won't know I'mintheair till I’ ve landed.”

“Sir, you don't know that for sure. Neither do I.” McCullough had around, red face pitted with acne
scars. He was good at looking worried, as a bodyguard should be. He looked very worried now. “We
don’'t know for afact how many of our codesthe Y ankees can read. We don’t know for afact that they
don’t have spieswho' d pass on where you' re going and when. If you give the orders, I'll follow ' em. But
do you want to take a chance you don’t have to?’



Damn you, Jeke thought. Since turning fifty—and since surviving two assassnation tries, one by hisown
guards—he was more careful about his own safety. No one could question his courage, not after the
record he’ d racked up in the Great War. However much he wanted to, he couldn’t deny that Group
Leader McCullough had apoint.

“All right, Hiram,” hesaid. “I’ll take the goddamn train.”

“Thank you, Mr. President!” McCullough said in glad surprise. Those doleful features hardly seemed
ableto contain the smile that lit them now.

Featherston held up abony hand. “Don’t thank me yet. We' Il keep thetrain real quiet—I mean real
quiet. What you put out through the regular secure channdsisthat | am going to fly. Send my regular
pilot, send my regular airplane, giveit the regular fighter escort. Put somebody who lookslike meonit. If
the Y ankeesjump it, you win. If they don't, I'll damnwell fly when | fed likeit. Y ou got thet?”

“Yes, gr,” McCullough said. “I'll take care of it, just like you want meto.” Just about everyone said that
to the President of the CSA. It waswhat he liked to hear most. McCullough got to hisfeet. “ Freedom!”

“Freedom!” Jake echoed.

Two days later, an armored limousine took someone who looked like him from the ruins of the Gray
House to the airport outside Richmond. Escorted by Hound Dogs, his persond transport took off for
Nashville. With no ceremony at dl, Jake went to the train station and headed west in a Pullman car.

He got to the capitd of Tennessee six hours later than he expected to; U.S. bombs had knocked out a
bridge. He was glad he wasn't scheduled to spesk till that evening. Delaying histalk because of what the
enemy did would be embarrassing.

Hiram McCullough went to Nashville aday ahead of him to make sure security wastight. The group
leader met Jake at the train station. As soon as he could, he took Festherston aside. In alow voice, he
said, “Mr. President, two squadrons of Y ankee fighters jumped your airplane beforeit got out of
Virginia They shot it down, and they shot down three of the Hound Dogs with it, too.”

“Jesus Christ!” Jake exploded.

“Yes, ar,” McCullough said. “I’'m mighty glad you stayed on the ground, Mr. President.” That was | told
you so, but Jake didn’t care. He was glad, too.

He said so. He didn’t see how he could avoid it. Then he asked, “How the hell are those bastards
picking up our codes?’

“Don’t know, sir,” McCullough answered. “I'm going to be looking at that, though—you better believe |l
will. And Il tell you something ese, too: | won't be the only one, ether.”

“Better not be,” Featherston said. “Dammit, I’ m gonna have to do more talking with Clarence Potter.”
Potter was smart—sometimes too damn smart for his own good, but smart. And abreach like thiswould
make him focusdl of hisformidable brainpower onit.

Unless he' s the one who fed the damnyankees the codes in the first place. In Jake Featherston's
shoes, you worried about everybody al thetime, and for every possible reason. But Featherston couldn’'t
make himsdf believe Clarence Potter would sell the CSA down theriver. Potter didn’'t love him; he'd
known that for many years. But the Intelligence officer was a Confederate patriot. If you didn’t
understand that, you didn’t understand anything about him.



“I brought an armored car to the station, g, to take you to the hotel,” McCullough said. “ Just in case.”

“Thanks.” Featherston couldn’t deny that that made sense. If the Y ankees knew he was on the way to
Nashville, they might have people here who would try to strike at him. Of course, they might also be
thinking they’ d just killed him—in which casethey were dl probably out getting drunk and trying to lay
their secretaries. Helet out anasty chuckle. Before long, they’ d know he was il dive and kicking, dl
right.

The armored car looked impressive as hell. It had six big tires with cleated treads. Its angleswere harsh
and military. It sported abarrdl-like turret with a cannon and acoaxiad machine gun. But factoriesweren’t
making very many of them these days, and most of the onesthat did get made were used against
rebellious Negroes, not against the damnyankees. Armored cars made tolerable scout vehicles. Their
sted sideskept out small-armsfire. But they were horribly vulnerable to any kind of cannon, and even
with sx whedlsand dl-whed drive they weren’t as good away from roads as tracked machines were.

This one, though, wasfine to get him to the Hermitage Hotel. He peered out a Nashville through firing
ditsand periscopes. The city hadn’t been bombed nearly so hard as Richmond had. It was farther from
U.S. argtrips than the capital, and not so vita atarget. But it had suffered, too.

So much to rebuild when thisis over, Jake thought. A scowl made his rawboned features even harsher
than they were dready. Aslong as the United States needed to put more back together, it didn’t matter.

Everybody at the Hermitage Hotel was nervous, though Featherston had stayed there on earlier visitsto
Nashville. The manager said, “1 hope the suite will be satisfactory,” about three timesin the space of two
minutes.

“Don’t worry about it. It'll befine,” Jaketold him. The manager had to be scared he' d get skinned aive
if the roomsweren’t fancy enough. That only proved he didn’t know the President of the CSA. Jake
liked Habana cigars and good whiskey, but that was asfar as he went along those lines. He hadn’t got
into palitics hoping for riches and luxury. Power drove him, nothing else.

Hedidn't say at the Hermitage very long: just long enough to freshen up after the train trip. Then he went
acrossthe street to the Nashville Memoria Auditorium, a ponderous concrete building that went up after
the Great War.

Hedidn't have afull housein the auditorium, but he didn’t care. This speech wasfor the wireless and the
newsreds, not for the people actudly in the hdl. When it was filmed, the place would look full whether it
was or not. Saul Goldman didn’t hire cameramen who didn’t know what they were doing.

“I'’'m Jake Featherston, and I'm here to tell you the truth.” He' d been opening with that line ever since he
discovered the wireless. That was twenty years ago now. Hefound it hard to believe, but it wastrue.
When he said it, he believed it. His speecheswouldn't have worked half aswdl if hedidn’t.

“Thetruthis, we are going to win thiswar!” When he said that, the Party stalwarts and fat catsin the
Memorid Auditorium started yelling asif it were going out of style. Maybe he ingpired them. Maybe they
were scared shitless and needed a pat on the fanny to make 'em fed better. If they did, he would give
them one.

“We are going towin,” he repested. “They can’t beat us, because we damn well won't quit! We Il never
quit, not while we ve got one free white man who can stand on his own two feet and am arifle a the
enemy.” More gpplause came echoing back from the celling. The noise made Jake' s heart best faster.
Taking in awirdess sudio was onething. Taking infront of aliving, breathing, sweeting crowd was
something e se, something better, something hotter.



“Truthis, the Freedom Party’ s had the right ideafor twenty-five years now,” Jake went on. “And if an
idea sright to begin with, it will take up arms and struggle in thisworld. And once it does, nobody can
best it. Nobody, you hear? Every time someone persecutesit, that only makesit stronger!”

“Freedom!” somebody in the audience yeled. Aningtant later, everyone took up the cry. It washed over
Jake Featherston. He scowled toward the north. If the damnyankees thought the Confederate States
would fold up and die because things hadn’t gone perfectly in Pennsylvaniaand Ohio, they could damn
well think again.

“We reinthisfor thelong haul!” he shouted. “ Thisisn't any ordinary war, and everybody needsto
remember it. Thisisthekind of fight that will shape the new millennium. A war like this doesn’t come
along every day. It shakesthe world oncein athousand years. We' re on a crusade here, acrusade
fo—"

“Freedom!” Theroar was|louder thistime.

Featherston nodded. “ That’ sright, friends. We can’t quit now. We won'’t quit now, ether. If the
Confederate people give up, they won't deserve anything better than what they get. If they give up, |
won't be sorry for them if God letsthem down.” He paused to let that sink in, then softly asked, “But we
won't give up, will we? We Il never give up, will we?’

“No!” No hesitation, no backdiding. If they were there, he would hear them. Asaways, the
Confederate States were going where he took them. And he knew where that was.

“WE I buckle down, then,” he said. “We Il work hard at home. We' Il whip the damnyankees yet. For
every ton of bombs they drop on us, we'll drop ten tons on their heads, same as we' ve been doing all
aong. And we' ll never get stabbed in the back again, on account of we're putting our own housein
order, by God!”

That drew more frantic gpplause. Most of Nashville' s Negroes were aready in camps. Lots of Negroes
went into campsin Alabamaand Mississppi and Louisanaand Texas. They went in, but they didn’t
come out. That suited most of the whitesin the CSA just fine. And if the Confederate States of America
weren't awhite man’s country, then there was no such thing, not anywhere in the world.

Sincethe war started, wireless broadcasting was atricky business. The USA and the CSA jammed
each other’ s stations as hard as they could. As often as not, snarls of static strangled and distorted music
and comedies aswell as news.

But that wasn't the only reason the tune coming out of the wireless set in Flora Blackford' s office
sounded strange to her. Satchmo and the Rhythm Acesweren’t an ordinary U.S. combo. They were
colored men who' d escaped to the USA after being sent north into Ohio to entertain Confederate
troops. Nobody in the United States played music like “New Orleans Jump.” If the Negroes weren't
minor heroes because of their daring getaway, they never would have got airtime for anything with such
peculiar syncopations. Asthings were, they had aminor hit on their hands.

Congresswoman Blackford was happy for them. She' d met Satchmo and hisless memorable bandmates.
They were talented men. To her, they were asymbol of everything the Confederate States were wasting
with their constant war againgt the Negro.

She clucked unhappily. To her countrymen, Setchmo and the Rhythm Aceswere a curiogity, nothing
more. Most people in the USA didn’t want to hear about Negroes, didn’t want anything to do with them,



and didn’t want to be told what the Confederates were doing to them. She'd tried her best to make her
countrymen pay attention. Her best wasn't good enough.

“New Orleans Jump” struck her asfitting background music for what she was reading: the transcript of
Jake Featherston’ s recent speech in Nashville. She' d got it from the War Department. The captain who
gaveit to her seemed angry that he had to.

Florawondered what that was al about. She didn’t think the young officer had any reason to be angry at
her persondly. She d never set eyes on him before. Shewasn't trying to cut off funding—who would,
these days? Y ou gave the Army and the Navy what they said they needed, and you hoped they found
waysto shoot al the money at the enemy.

So why was the captain steaming, then? She picked up the telephone and called the Assistant Secretary
of War, who was somewhere between a conspirator and afriend. “Hello, Flora,” Franklin Roosevelt
sad genidly. “What can | do for you today?’

“A captain just brought me a copy of Featherston’s latest speech,” Florasaid.
“Jake sason of abitch, isn't he?” Roosevelt said. “Pardon my French.”

“Theré scertainly no givein him—asif wedidn’'t know that,” Florasaid. “But that isn't why I'm calling,
or not exactly, anyhow. This captain seemed to be doing asow burn, and | wondered why. It snot likel
ever met him before.”

“Oh. | think I cantell you that on the telephone,” Roosevelt said. “It'snot asif the Confederates don't
aready know it. Dear Jake gave that speech in Nashville, right?’

“Yes.” Horafound herself nodding, though of course Franklin Roosevelt couldn’t see her. He had agift
for ingpiring intimecy. If infantile pardyss hadn’t left him in awhed char, he might have tried to follow his
cousin Theodore into the White House. And hewas asolid Socidig, too, unlike Theodore the
Democrat. “What about it?’ Florawent on.

“Thisabout it: we knew Featherston was going to Nashville. We hoped we d arranged things so he
wouldn’t get there.” Roosevelt sighed. “ Obvioudy, we didn’t. HE' s a suspicious so-and-so, and he
dodged the bullet. I wouldn’t be surprised if that’ swhy your captain was steaming. I’ m steaming, too, to
tell you thetruth.”

“Oh.” Horanodded again. “Well, now that | know, so am . If we could bump him off...”
“Wouldn't it belovely?’ Franklin Roosevelt said.

“It surewould.” FHlorawas sure she and the Assstant Secretary of War shared the same bestific vison:
the Confederate States of Americathrashing around like a headless snake if Jake Featherston got it in the
neck. She had no ideawho would or could replace Featherston if he got it in the neck. She doubted the
Confederates had any more idea than she did. Jake Featherston made the CSA tick. If he wasn't there,
wouldn't the country stop ticking?

“The other bad thing about it is, now they know we' ve broken some of their codes,” Roosevelt said.
“They’ll change them, and that will complicate our livesfor awnhile”

Till we break them again, he had to mean. “Too bad,” Florasaid. “Too bad al the way around, in fact.
Thanksfor letting me know. That does make me pretty sure the captain wasn't mad at me persondly,



“Alwaysaredief,” Roosevelt agreed. “ The last thing anybody wants or needsis asecret unadmirer.”

“Er—yes.” Floratasted the phrase. “But it' s a shame Featherston’ s unadmirers here didn’t stay secret
enough.”

“Wel, soitis” the Assstant Secretary of War said. “The Confederates didn’t break off the flight
because they’ re reading our codes. | think they put a decoy on it because one of their security people
got jJumpy. The good ones do, from everything I’ ve heard, and L ord knows Featherston needs good
ones”

“Plenty of people on both sides of the border who want to kill him, dl right,” Florasaid. “Did you notice
inflation is coming back to the Confederate States?’

“No.” Roosevelt was suddenly and sharply interested. After the Great War, the Confederate dollar
collapsed; when things were at their worst, enjoying a beer took billions. “What do you mean? 1t would
be wonderful if their economy went down the drain again.”

But Horadidn’'t mean that, however much she wished shedid. “Not what | wasthinking,” she said sadly.
“When the war was new, though, Featherston promised to drop three tons of bombs on our heads for
every ton we landed on the CSA. Now he' sup to ten tons.”

“Oh.” Franklin Roosevelt laughed. “I"d call that deflation myself—as his spirits go down, histhreats go
up. Hewaslying then, and he' still lying now. The Confederates weren't that far ahead at the start of
things, and they’ re behind us now. We re landing more on them than they are on us—quite abit more, as
amatter of fact.”

“Good,” Florasaid, wondering how he knew. If she asked him, he’ d probably tell her it wasavery
precise statistic he' d just made up. Odds were neither side knew exactly how much it was getting and
receiving. She asked a different question instead: “How are things out West?’

“They'redoing quite well.” Roosevelt sounded enthusiagtic, as he often did. “It really doeslook like
Generd Dowling will take Lubbock away from the Confederates. If he does, we may proclaim the state
of Houston again. That will give the people in west Texas something to flabble about—something to fight
among themsdlves about.”

“No one—except maybe them—would be sorry about that,” Florasaid. It would also give him abase
to go after Camp Determination.” The camps where the Confederates systematicaly got rid of their
Negroes sickened her as nothing else ever did.

“Wél, maybe.” Franklin Roosevelt didn’t sound so enthusiastic about that. He spelled out his reasons.
“It'sfarther from Lubbock to the camp than it isfrom the border to Lubbock, quite abit farther. Those
are the wide open spaces out there. And detaching men from more urgent things farther east may not be
easy, dther.”

Foracould have argued that nothing was more urgent than saving the lives of untold thousands of
innocent human beings. She could have, but she knew the Assistant Secretary of War wouldn't pay any
attention if she did. Hewould say that wouldn’t win the war, and winning the war was the most urgent
item on the agenda. She would have adevil of atime showing he was wrong, too. So, again, shetook a
different tack: “How are things farther west than that?”

Had Roosevelt started giving her chapter and verse about the skirmishes on the border between New
Mexico and Sonora—and there' d never been more than skirmishes on that border, even though the war
was heading towards its second birthday—she would have got angry. But he didn’t. “That seemsto be



going aswell as expected, too,” he said.

“I’'m glad to hear it.” Floradidn’t expect to hear anything more, not over the telephone. The project
centered on Hanford, Washington, sounded like something from the pages of a pulp magazine with
bugeyed monsters and scantily clad girls on the cover. In fact, though, someone had told her that those
magazines had alot of subscribersin Hanford—they were much more popular with scientistsand
engineers than with the generd public. She hoped the Confederacy’ s soymasters didn’t know that.

“I do think we' re making progress. | redlly do,” Roosevelt said.

“Here shoping.” Horadidn't think she’'d ever heard of uranium till after the war began. Now she knew
there was more than one kind. If the 235 could be separated from the 238, or if the 238 could somehow
make some new element dtogether—it all sounded morelike medieva achemy than science—the
bombs that resulted might blow whole cities off the map. With luck, those would be Confederate cities.
Without luck...“ Any word on how they’ re doing with this on the other side of the line?’

“Well, they do seem to betrying.” The Assstant Secretary of War sounded less jaunty than was his
wont.

Fear clogged Flora sthroat. If the cities blown off the map belonged to the USA, Jake Featherston
would win hiswar in spite of the disasters the Confederates had suffered in Pennsylvaniaand Ohio.
“What can we do about that?’ she asked. “ Can we do anything?’

“Wewon't let them get away with it if we can possibly stop them, | promise you that,” Roosevelt said.

“Good,” Florasaid, before she asked hersalf how good it redlly was. What had Roosevelt promised? To
stop the CSA from building a uranium bomb? No. He' d promised to try to stop the Confederates from
building one. Of course the United States would do that. Florafound one more question: “What can they
do to stop us?’

“They haven't tried anything yet,” Roosevelt said—another answer that wasn't an answer. He went on,
“They may have done some reconnai ssasnce—we' re not sure about that. If they did, they won't be able
to do it again. We vetightened up since the last time we think they came around.”

“Why weren't thingstight right from the beginning?’ Floraadmired her own restraint. Shedidn’t raise her
voicea dl, no matter how much shefdt like ydling her head off.

“Because we were adeep at the switch.” Roosevelt could be disarmingly frank. “We aren't any more.
Wewon't be, either. That's about the best | can tell you, Fora”

“All right,” she said, and hoped it was. “I’'m surewe' |l do everything we can.” She said her good-byes
then. She hoped the USA bombed the Confederates’ uranium-producing plantsto hell and gone. She
hoped the CSA didn’t do the same to the one the United States had. Was such hope enough? The only
answer that occurred to her was painfully clichéd, which madeit no lesstrue. She' d have to wait and see.

M ail cdl!” That shout dways made the guards at Camp Determination hurry up to see what they had.
Troop Leader Hipolito Rodriguez wasn't as good at hurrying as some of hisyounger, sprier comrades.
Hewas gill on the sunny side of fifty, but moved like an older man. He'd dmost got eectrocuted ayear
and ahalf earlier, and he' d never been the same since. He belonged to the Confederate Veterans
Brigades. men who couldn’t hopeto fight at the front, but who could gtill servethe CSA behind the lines.



All the men at Camp Determination, whether from the Veterans Brigades or not, were Freedom Party
guards, with the funny ranks that accompanied Party positions. Rodriguez had three stripes on the left
deeve of hisgray uniform. He thought of himsalf asa sergeant. He did a sergeant’ sjob and got a
sergeant’ s pay. If they wanted to cal him something silly, who was heto tell them they couldn’t?

Because he had three stripes on his deeve, Rodriguez didn’t need to hurry as much as ordinary guards
did. They got out of theway for him. They never would have if he hadn’t been promoted. To most
Confederates, greasers from Chihuahua and Sonora were only ashort step up from niggers. Rank
carried more weight than race, though.

And ashort step could be the longest step in the world. Hipolito Rodriguez—Hip to men who grew up
gpesking English—wasn't the only guard with Mexican blood. On the other side of the barbed wire were
untold thousands of mallates. And the camp outside of Snyder, Texas, existed for one reason and one
reason only: to kill them off asfast as possible.

The two-stripe ass stant troop |eader with the sack of mail started pulling out letters and stacks of |etters
held together by rubber bands and calling off names. As each guard admitted he was there, the corporal
tossed him whatever he had.

“Rodriguez!” The noncom, awhite man, made amess of the name. Confederates born anywhere east of
Texasusudly did.

“Here!” Rodriguez knew the waysthey usualy butchered it. He raised hishand. The corpora gave him
three letters.

Hefanned them out like cards. They were al from Magdaena, hiswife. He opened the one with the
oldest postmark first. She wrote in the English-flavored Spanish middle-aged people in Sonoraand
Chihuahua commonly used. His children’ s generation, further removed from the Empire of Mexico,
spoke and wrote a Spanish-flavored English. Another couple of generations might see the older language

disappear dtogether.

But that thought flickered through Rodriguez' s mind and was lost. He needed the news from Baroyeca
He hadn’t been back since he joined the Confederate Veterans Brigades, and he might not get hometill
the war was over.

Magdalena had heard from the Confederate Red Cross. Pedro was a POW in the United States.
Hipoalito Rodriguez let out asigh of rdief. Hisyoungest son was dive. He would come home one of these
days. He' d done everything he could against the USA, and he was safe. No one could ask for more,
especidly since the news out of Ohio, where he' d fought, was so bad.

From what Rodriguez’ swife wrote, histwo older sons, Miguel and Jorge, were dso well. By anirony of
fate, Pedro had goneinto the Army ahead of them. Hewasin thefirst class after the CSA reintroduced
conscription, where hisolder brothers missed out till it was extended to them. Migud wasin Virginia
now, while Jorge fought in the sputtering war on Sonora s northern border, trying to reclaim what the
damnyankees annexed after the Great War.

Compared to that news, nothing else mattered much. Magdaena aso talked about the farm. The farm
was doing al right—not spectacularly, because it wasn't spectacular land and she had trouble keeping
things going by hersdf, but al right. The family had no money problems. With her getting dlotmentsfrom
her husband and three sons, they probably had more in the way of cash than they’ d ever had before.

Robert Quinn was wearing the uniform. That rocked Rodriguez back on his hedls. Quinn had run the
Freedom Party in Baroyeca since not long after the Great War. He' d put down as many roots as anyone



who wasn't born in the village could hope to do. And now he was gone? The war was longer and harder
than anyoneimagined it could be.

Carlos RuiZ' s son was wounded. The doctors said he would get better. That he would was good news.
That he' d been hurt in the first place wasn't. Rodriguez and Ruiz had been friends. . .forever. They grew
up side by side, in each other’ s pockets. | have to write him, Rodriguez thought.

And a couple of women were deeping with men who weren't their husbands since the men who were
their husbands went to the front. Rodriguez sighed. That kind of gossip was as old astime, however
much you wished it weren't. Back in the Great War, Jefferson Pinkard, the man who was comandante
at Camp Determination, had had the same kind of woman trouble.

Other guardsread their |etters from home as avidly as Rodriguez tore through his. Letters reminded you
what was red, what was important. They reminded you why you put on the uniformin thefirst place.
Helping the country was too big and too abstract for most people most of the time. Helping your home
town and your family...Anybody could understand that.

Not al the newswas good. One guard crumpled aletter and stormed away, hisface working, his hands
clenchedinto fists. A couple of hisfriends hurried after him. “Can we help, Josh?’ one of them said.

“That goddamn, no good, two-timing bitch!” Josh said, which told the world exactly what histrouble
was. Rodriguez wondered if the letter was from hiswife telling him she d found someone new, or from a
friend—or an enemy?—telling him she was running around. Wheat difference did it make? Something he'd
thought fireproof wasgoing up in flames.

Rodriguez crossed himsdlf, hoping he never got aletter like that. He didn’t think he would; what he and
Magda ena had built over the years seemed solid. But Josh didn’t expect anything like this, either. The
trouble you didn’t see coming was dways the worst kind.

He thought about that when he patrolled the women’ s side of the camp north of the railroad spur that
came out from Snyder. He and the two guards with him al carried submachine gunswith big drum
magazines. If they got in trouble, they could spray alot of lead around inahurry.

But life-and-death trouble mostly wasn't the kind guards had to worry about here. In the men’sside,
south of the train tracks, you were liable to get knocked over the head if you were stupid or careless.
Here, your biggest worries were probably syphilis and the clap. Like anybody el se, the Negro women
used whatever they had to keep themsealves and their children dive. What they had was mostly
themsalves, and alot of them were diseased before they came here.

“Mistuh Sergeant, suh?” apretty colored woman in her twenties purred at Rodriguez. Like most people,
she knew what three stripes were supposed to mean and didn’t give adamn about Freedom Party guard
ranks. “Mistuh Sergeant, you git me some extrarations, | do anything you want—an' | mean anything.” If
he had any doubts about what she meant, atwitch of the hips—damn near a burlesque-quality bump and
grind—would have erased them.

Hedidn't even change expression. Hejust kept walking. When he did, she called him something that
reflected badly on his manhood. “I wouldn’'t mind me a piece of that, not even dightly,” said one of the
younger men with him.

“Y ou want her, you take her,” Rodriguez answered with ashrug. “Y ou think you pass shortarm
ingpection afterwards?” They had those now. Jefferson Pinkard pitched afit when four men came down
with the clap indde of three days. Rodriguez had a hard time blaming him.



The guard looked back at the woman. “1 don’t reckon she' s got anything wrong with her,” he said.
Rodriguez didn’t try to argue with him. She had alarge, firm bosom and round hips, and that was dl the
younger man cared about. To Rodriguez, one of the things her looks meant was that she hadn’t been
here very long. Eat prisoner rationsfor abit and the flesh melted off of you.

Another black woman nodded to him. “Hello, Sergeant,” she said. Shewasn't trying to seduce him. Her
gray hair said she was older than he was. But she greeted him every time she saw him. Some people
were just nice. Some people were nice enough to stay nice even in a place like this—not many, but
some. She was one of them.

“Hdlo, Bathsheba” He had trouble pronouncing her name, which had two soundsright in the middle of it
that Mexican Spanish didn't use. Her smile said he' d done pretty well today.

Her daughter came up beside her. Even though the girl was darker than her mulatto mother, he found her
very pretty. But she wasn't one of those who tried to screw their way to safety. Maybe she redlized there
was no safety to be had. Or maybe she kept her morals. Some women did.

She nodded, too. “ Sergeant,” she said politely.
“Sefiorita Antoinette.” Rodriguez nodded back.

“Can you take amessage to the men’sside?’ her mother asked. Some women would do anything to get
word to husbands or lovers.

“Isagang regulations,” Rodriguez said.

“It' snot anything bad, not anything dangerous,” Bathsheba said. “Just tell Xerxeswelovehiman’ we's
thinkin' about him.” Antoinette nodded.

Rodriguez didn't. “Evenif | find him”—he didn’t say, Even if he' s still alive—"maybeit’s code. | don’t
take no chances.”

“Pease, Mistuh Guard, suh,” Antoinette said. “Ain’t no code—swear to Jesus. Ain't nothin’ but a
Chrigtian thing to do. Please, suh.” Unlike her mother, she was young and pretty. Even so, shedidn’t
promise to open her legs or go down on her kneesif Rodriguez did what she wanted. Oddly, her not
promising made him take her more serioudy, not less. Helogt track of how many times he heard
promises like that. More than he wanted to collect. More than he could collect, too.

Hesghed. “1 seethis Xerxes’—he ssumbled over the peculiar name—"maybe | tell him this. Maybe.”
Hewouldn’t make any promises of his own, not where the guards with him could hear.

The older woman and the younger both beamed at him asif he’ d promised to set them free. “God bless
you!” they said together.

He nodded gruffly, then scowled at the other two guardsin gray. “ Come on. Get moving,” he said, asif
they’ d stopped for their business, not his.

All they said was, “ Y es, Troop Leader.” That was what he said when someone with ahigher rank came
down on him. Now he had...somerank of hisown, anyway. He enjoyed using it.

Would he pass on the message if he found that man on the other sde? He didn’t redly believe it was
code. Hedso didn't redly believeit mattered one way or the other. Before long, that Xerxeswas a dead
man, and Bathsheba and Antoinette were dead women, too.



O ne of the Confederates up ahead of First Sergeant Chester Martin squeezed off a short burst from his
automatic rifle. Martin had been about to jump out of hisfoxhole and move forward maybe twenty feet,
maybe even fifty. Instead, he decided to stay right where he wasfor the next little while. He'd been
wounded once in the Great War and oncein thisone. Asfar as he was concerned, that was enough and
then some.

Didn’'t the Confederates know they were supposed to be on the run in this part of Ohio? Didn’t they
know they’ d dready pulled out of Columbus and they were hightailing it down toward the Ohio River?
Didn’t they know they would haveto fal back acrossthe Scioto River into Chillicothe on the west Sde?
Didn't they know they couldn’t hold Chillicothe, either?

By the way they were fighting, they didn’t know any of that. They were bastards, yeah, no doubt about
it, but they were tough bastards.

M ore automatic-wegpons fire came from the west. Somebody not nearly far enough from Chester
Martin let out a screech and then hollered for acorpsman. That was awound, but it didn’'t sound like too
bad awound. Martin knew what badly wounded men sounded like. He d hear those shrieksin his
nightmarestill the day he died—which, given the way things worked, might be any day now.

From aholein the ground not far from Chester’ s, Second Lieutenant Delbert Whest caled, “Mortars!
Put some bombs down on those gunners!”

Mortar rounds started dropping on the Confederate line. Mortars were handy thingsto have. They gave
infantry platoonsingtant artillery support, without even adding boiling water. Lieutenant Wheat made a
pretty fair platoon leader, too. Before him, Martin had served with a couple of much less satisfactory
officers. One of the things afirst sergeant was supposed to do was keep the shavetail set over him from
making too big ajackass of himself. Most second lieutenants never understood that. They labored under
the deluson that they werein charge of their platoon.

A lot of them got killed laboring under that delusion. A first sergeant was also supposed to keep them
from killing too many other people on their own side. The second lieutenants who survived went on to
bigger and better things. First sergeants who survived got brand-new second lieutenantsto bresk in.

Martin saw only one thing wrong with Lieutenant Wheat' s order. Just about every Confederate soldier
carried either an automatic rifle or a submachine gun. The Confederates understood right from the start
that they’ d be outnumbered. They used firepower to make up for it.

These days, more than afew U.S. soldiers used captured C.S. autometic rifles. The biggest problem with
them was that they needed captured ammunition to stay usable. Back when the Confederates were
aways pushing forward, captured ammo was hard to come by. Now Martin’ s countrymen often overran
C.S. positions. Both rifles and cartridges were in pretty fair supply.

Lieutenant Whesat stuck his head up like a groundhog looking around to seeif it cast a shadow. Another
burst of Confederate fire made him duck in ahurry. He popped up again a couple of minuteslater, which
was asking to get his head blown off.

“Y ou want to be careful there, Sr,” Martin said. *Y ou show yoursdlf twice running, the bastardsin
butternut are liable to have timeto draw abead on you.”

Hedidn't want this particular platoon commander to stop adug with hisface. Whesat had a pretty good
idea of what he was doing; odds were anyone who replaced him would be worse. Or maybe nobody



would replace him for awhile. Officersweren’t thick on the ground, and the brass might figure afirst
sergeant could handle a platoon for awhile.

Martin figured he could, too. He led acompany for awhile during the Great War, when everybody
above him got killed or wounded. They lot officers even faster in that war than they werelosing themin
this one. But, having proved he could command a company, Martin didn’t want to take over the platoon
now. They’ d never make him an officer—who ever heard of afifty-year-old second lieutenant? He had
plenty to do theway things were.

“Thanksfor thetip, Sergeant,” Whest said, ascamly asif Chester advised him to lead the fourth highest
from hislongest and strongest suit. “1’m trying to see how we can crossthe Scioto.”

“We asinthedivison or we asin this platoon?’ Chester asked, more than alittle pprehensively. Before
long, U.S. forces were bound to get over the Scioto somewhere. The luckless bastards who crossed the
river first would pay the pricein blood, though. They dwaysdid.

“Thisplatoon, if we can,” Wheat answered, and damned if he didn’t stand up and look around one more
time. “We re only about amile from theriver, and the Confederates are pulling back acrossit. They may
not even notice we' ve got the bridgehead on the other sidetill we' re too strong to throw back.”

What have you been smoking? Martin wanted to yell. The soldiersin butternut were aert. Just because
they were the enemy, that didn’t mean they were morons. Mogt of thiswar was fought on U.S. soil. That
at least argued the dummies were the onesin green-gray.

Another sputter of bullets made Wheat duck down again before Chester could say anything at dl. And
then the Confederates threw something new at them. That screaming in the Sky wasn't any ordinary
artillery Martin had ever heard. And ordinary rounds didn’t comein trailing tails of fire. Y ou mostly
couldn’t see ordinary rounds et dl till they burdt.

Rockets, Chester thought. Featherston’s men were firing them at barrels. These were different—much
bigger and nastier. They dammed down and went off with roarslike the end of theworld. Hedidn't
know how many burst al a once. A dozen? Two dozen? Something like that. However many it was, he
felt asif God stamped on the platoon with both feet.

He wasn't ashamed to scream. Hell, he was too scared not to. Nobody heard him, not through that roar.
Evenif somebody did hear him, so what? He wouldn’t be the only man ydlling his head off. Hewas sure
of that.

And hedidn’t even get hurt, except for being bruised and battered and haf stunned by blast. He was one
of the lucky ones. As his stunned ears came back to life, he heard soldiers screaming to the right and left
and behind him. He scrambled over to the closest wounded man. Shrapnel had gouged a chunk out of
the soldier’ sleg. As Chester dusted sulfa powder onto the wound and dapped adressing over it, the
soldier said, “What the fuck wasthat, Sarge?’

“Beats me, Johnny,” Martin answered. “I just hope to Christ we never seeit again.” Heinjected the
soldier with amorphine syrette, knowing al too well the Confederateswould play with their new toy over
and over again. Why would they do anything else? Wherever that salvo of rockets came from, it did a
better job of plastering awide areawith explosives than any other weapon he' d ever seen.

“Fuck,” Johnny said again, biting hislip againg the pain. “When do we get something like it?’

That was another good question. “Soon, | hope,” Martin said, which was nothing but the truth. Now that
his side knew the other side had something new and nasty, how long would they need to copy it or come



up with something on the same order? Months, he thought glumly. Gotta be months. That meant U.S.
soldiers would be on the receiving end for months, too, which was anything but a cheery idea.

Chester yelled for the medics. So did Johnny. They didn’'t come right away. He wasn't surprised. They
had to be dedling with alot of casudties. If another salvo camein...

And then one did. Theincoming rockets shrieks put him in mind of damned souls. He did some more
shrieking himsdlf when they crashed down. Blast picked him up and smashed him into the dirt. “ Oof!” he
said, struggling to breathe. He tasted blood in his mouth. If the Confederates threw in a counterattack just
then, they could push asfar asthey wanted. The platoon—hell, probably the whole damn regiment—was
in no shape to stop them.

“Boy,” Johnny said, “it'sagood thing they didn’t have those alittle while ago, or they’d till bein
Rittsburgh.” He sounded detached, dmost indifferent. The morphine was working its magic.

Chester wished he could be indifferent to the chaos and carnage around him. “You ain't kidding,” he
said. These rockets were very bad news. Somebody over in Richmond was probably kicking somebody
elsg' sassaround the block for not thinking of them sooner or for not getting them into production fast

enough.

Motion behind him made him whirl, ready to plug whoever madeit. “ Easy, buddy,” the soldier there said.
The man wore the same uniform he did. Even that didn’t have to mean anything. The Confederates
sometimes put their guysin green-gray to raise hell behind U.S. lines. But thisfellow had aRed Crosson
his helmet, Red Cross armbands, and awhite smock with big Red Crosses front and back. “Y ou got a
wounded guy here?’

“That'sme.” Johnny sounded hafway proud of himsdlf. Part of that was the morphinetalking. And part
of it was knowing he had a hometowner. Hiswound wasn't enough to ruin him for life, but it was plenty
to keep him away from the front for awhile. Chester’ swound in the Great War was one like that. He
actually did go back to Toledo for awhile to recuperate. Maybe Johnny would get to see hisfamily and
friends

“WEe I haul him out of here.” The corpsman yelled for buddies. They manhandled Johnny onto a stretcher
and lugged him back toward the closest aid station. Chester hoped the rockets didn’t knock it flat. They
suredid ahdll of ajob up here.

Evenif he got himsef ahometowner thistime around, they wouldn’t ship him over to Los Angeles. He
was as sure of that as he was of hislast name. Y es, the CSA’ sretreat from northern Ohio meant the
United Stateswere no longer cut in haf, but it would be quite awhile before anything but the most urgent
supplies and people crossed the gap. A generd with ahometowner might fal into that category. A
sergeant damnwel didn't.

A bullet cracking past made him flatten out on the ground like arun-over toad. He didn’t want to get shot
again, not even with ahometowner. And life didn’t come with aguarantee. Y ou might not pick up a
hometowner. Y ou might turn into Graves Regidtration’ s business, not some corpsman’s. Ritawould

never forgive himif he got himsdlf killed, not that he' d be able to appreciate her anger.

Half an hour later, athunderous U.S. artillery barrage came down on the heads of the Confederates
withdrawing across the Scioto. Every gun the USA had handy opened up on the men in butternut. Some
of them would be screaming for medics, no doubt abot it.

But would all those guns match the horror the Confederates inflicted with a couple of salvoes of rockets?
Chester Martin wasn't sure. Maybe the rockets seemed worse because he' d been shelled too many



times before. And maybe they seemed worse because they were worse. He feared he would see them
again often enough to make up hismind.

| naway, Dr. Leonard O’ Doull wasn't sorry to get back under canvas again. It meant the front was
moving forward. He d spent longer than he wanted to working out of the University of Rittsburgh’s
medical center asthe battle for the city swayed back and forth. He didn’t want to think about how much
work he did there.

Operating in atent afew hundred yards back of the line also had its drawbacks. What he' d done at the
medica center reminded him of that. He'd worked in fully equipped operating rooms, with nurses at his
beck and call and with X-ray equipment right down the corridor. He had it easy, in other words.

Now he was on his own again, doing the emergency work that patched people up well enough to get
them farther back so other doctors could do amore thorough job if they had to. It was, or could be,
satisfying work—he saved alot of lives, and he knew it. But he also knew he might save more il if he
had everything here that he had back at the hospital.

He worked like aman possessed, trying to save a private who' d got caught in the open by one of the
Confederates newfangled rockets. “Who would have thought we' d see anew kind of wound?’ he said,
tying off ableeder and extracting a chunk of casing with aforceps. “Haf blast, haf shrapnel.”

“Best of both worlds. Happy day,” Granville McDougdd said. “ Aren’'t we clever?’

Because O’ Doull had an M.D., he held officer’ s rank—they made him amgjor when they talked him out
of the Republic of Quebec and back into U.S. uniform for the first time in aquarter of a century. That
didn’t mean he would ever have to command a battalion. A good thing for the battalion, too, he
thought. It did let him give orders to the men he worked with.

Granny McDougad was a sergeant. He' d been amedic aslong as O’ Doull had been a doctor—he
didn’'t leave the Army after the Great War, theway O’ Doull did. His knowledge was much narrower
than the physician’s. But, withinitslimits, it was just as deep. Hewas dl too intimately familiar with the
multifarious waysin which human bodies could get mangled.

He knew how to fix them, too. Even without forma training, he made a damn good surgeon. Hewasa
more than capable anesthetist, too. O’ Doull knew McDougald could do most of hiswork if anything
happened to him.

Themedic said, “I wonder when they’ll figure out how to pack gasinto those rockets.” Above his mask,
hisgray eyesweregrim.

“Bite your tongue, Granny!” O’ Doull exclaimed. But what a U.S. medic could imagine, so, no doubt,
could aC.S. engineer. Morosely, O’ Doull said, “ Probably just amatter of time.”

“Uh-huh,” McDougad said. “How’ s he doing there?’

“I think he'll makeit,” O’ Doull answered. “I’ ve got most of the wound cleaned up. The blast damageto
hislungs, though...Damn rocket might aswell have been abomb.”

“Lucky they didn't point those thingsin our direction,” McDougald said. “Does't ook like they canam
"emfor hdl.”

“Tabernac!” O’ Doull muttered. He till swore in Quebecois French every oncein awhile; it was dmost



the only language he spokefor haf hislife. He never gave up reading English, because so much medical
literature was written init. But not much of his birthspeech came out of his mouth while hewaslivingin
Riviére-du-Loup. “ Y ou get the nicest ideas, Granny.”

“Y egh, well, you go through a couple of wars and you figure anything that can come down can come
down on your head.”

O’ Doull had hisown fair share of the cynicism so many medica men wear. When you spend your days
looking at the way the human body can go wrong—or, in war, can be made to go wrong—you are
unlikely to believe, as Candide did, that thisisthe best of al possible worlds. But Granny McDougad
had hisfair share and what seemed like two or three other people’ s besides.

“Y ou know what we really need?” McDougad went on as O’ Doull put in suture after suture.
“Tdl me.I'mall ears” O’ Doull replied.

“Must make sewing up that poor bastard kind of clumsy, but dl right,” the senior medic said. “What we
realy need isabomb so big and juicy, they won't waste it on the battlefield. They’ll drop it on New
York City or New Orleans, and boom! —it’ Il blow the whole place right off the map like that.” He

snapped hisfingers.
“Calisse!” O'Doull said, and then, “ Son of abitch! Why would you want abomb like that?’

“Becauseit’ sthe only thing | can think of that’s so awful that after you useit afew times and everybody
seeshow awful itis, it'll scare the shit out of people and they won't want to useit any more. If we had
bombs like that and the CSA did and England and France and Germany and Austria-Hungary and
Russia and the Japs, how the hdll could you fight awar?’

“Carefully,” O’ Doull answered. He set down his scapel as Granville McDougdd laughed. “I’ ve got this
guy stabilized, or asstabilized as| can get him. If hislungs aren’t wrecked and if the tissue the blast tore
up doesn’'t go gangrenous on him, chancesare he Il pull through.”

“Good job, Doc. | wouldn't have given more than about four bitsfor his chances when the corpsmen
hauled himin,” McDougad said.

A couple of minutes later, a Leonard O’ Doull’ s direction, the corpsmen sent the wounded man back to
ared hospital severa milesto the rear. He might finish his recovery there, or he might go farther back
gill. O Doull would have bet on the latter—this guy would live, he thought, but wasn't likely to put ona
helmet and pick up a Springfield again any time soon.

O’ Doull shed hismask and tossed it in atrash can. He washed the soldier’ s blood off his hands and
chucked hissurgica instrumentsinto atub of dcohal. If he had time, he' d autoclave them before he used
them again. If hedidn’t...Wdll, acohol made agood disinfectant.

“I’m going outside for a smoke before they bring in the next poor miserable so-and-so,” he said. “ Come
with me?’

“You bet,” McDougdd sad. “Grab dl the chancesto loaf you can—they may not come your way
agan.”

With ether and dcohol and other inflammablesinsde the aid station, lighting up in there was severdly
discouraged—uwith ablunt instrument, if necessary. Once O’ Doull had stepped away from the
green-gray tent, he took out a pack of NiagaraFalls.



“Oh, come on, Doc.” McDougad pulled ahorrible face. “Haven't you got anything better than those
barge scrapings?’

“’Fraid not,” O’ Doull admitted. “ Smoked my last Confederate cigarette a couple of hoursago. U.S.
tobacco won't kill me, and it’ s like coffee—bad is better than none at al.”

“Like booze, too,” the medic said, and the doctor didn’t deny it. McDougad reached into his pocket and
extracted apack of Dukes. “Here. Bad is better than none, but good is better than bad.”

“Thanks, Granny. | oweyou,” O’ Doull said. The noncom was a better scrounger than he was. Some
headline that made. O’ Doull took a cigarette and stuck it in his mouth. McDougad gave him alight. He
inhaed, then smiled. “My hat’ s off to the Dukes.”

“I ought to make you put up your dukesfor onethat bad.” Granville McDougad paused. “ Except mine
was even worse, wasn't it?’

“Surewasn't any better,” O’ Doull alowed. “But thistobacco is, and | thank you for it.”
“Any time,” McDougald said. “Not like | haven’t mooched butts from you atime or three.”

Theroar of artillery from behind them drowned hislast couple of words. The firefrom the big and
medium guns went on and on and on. Some of the shdllsflying west gurgled asthey spun through the air.
Leonard O’ Doull winced at that sound: gas rounds. He tried to ook on the bright side of things: * Sounds
likewe refindly going over theriver.”

“ And through the woods, yeah, but where' s Grandmother’ s house?” McDougdd said. While O’ Doulll
was il digesting that, the medic went on, “ About time we got across the damn Scioto, don't you think?
Hanging on to Chillicothe like they have, the Confederates must have pulled God only knows how many
men and how much matériel out of northern Ohio.”

“Y ou sure you don't belong back at corps HQ or something?’ O’ Doull said. McDougad laughed at him.

They had timeto finish their cigarettes, and that was about it. Then the familiar and hated shout of, “Doc!
Hey, Doc!” rang out again.

“I'm here!” O’ Doull ydled. More quietly, he added, “Wdll, let’ s see what we' ve got thistime.”

They had a corpora with abullet through his calf. He was cussing ablue streak. “ Hey, keep your shirt
on, pa,” GranvilleMcDougald said. “If that’ s not ahometowner, there’ sno such animd.”

“Fuck hometowners,” the corpora snarled. “ And fuck you, too, Jack. For onething, it hurtslike shit.
And besides, | don’'t want any goddamn hometowners. | want to blow the balls off some more of
Featherston’ sfuckers.”

A man of strong opinions, O’ Doull thought. Hisvoice dry, he said, “It’' snot usualy smart to swear at
the guy who'sgoing to help fix you up. Y ou might find out it hurts even more than you expected. And
before you tell mewhereto head in, you need to know I’'m amgor.” Cussing out an officer wasagood
way for an enlisted man to run into more trouble than he ever wanted to find.

The noncom opened his mouth to draw in abreath. About then, though, the novocaine O’ Doull injected
by the wound took effect. What came out was, “ Oh, yeah. That's not so fucking bad now. Y ou can go
ahead and sew me up.” He caught himself. *Y ou can go ahead and sew meup, Sr.”

O'Doull decided he' d been given the glove. By Granny McDougad' s barely smothered snort, he thought



the same thing. But the corpora scrupuloudy stayed within regulations. O’ Doull cleaned out the wound
and sawed it up. “Likeit or not, pd, you' ve got a hometowner,” he said. “1 know you' d be happier if
you didn’t get shot, but you could have stopped it with your face or your chest, too.”

“Oh, yeah. | know. I’ve seen—" He broke off, then shook hishead. “| started to say, I’ ve seen as much
of that shit asyou have, but | probably haven't.”

“Depends,” O’ Doull answered. “We see plenty of nasty wounds, but the poor guys who get killed on the
spot don't makeit back to us. Maybe it evens out.”

“Hot damn,” the corpord said. “Tell you one thing, though—it’ s abunch of fucked-up shit any which
way.”

“Buddy, you are preaching to the chair,” Granville McDougald said solemnly. O’ Doull decided he
couldn’t have put it better himself.

F rom the deck of the USS Townsend, George Enos watched two new escort carriers come into Pearl
Harbor. Likethe pair that had previoudy sailed from the West Coast down to the Sandwich Idands, the
Tripoli and the Yorktown were as ugly asamud fence. They were built on freighter hulls, with aflight
deck and alittleidand dapped on topside. They had afreighter’ s machinery, too, and couldn’t make
better than eighteen knots unlessthey fell off adliff.

But each one of them had thirty arplanes: fighters, dive bombers, and torpedo-carriers. They weren't
fleet carriers, since theloss of the Remembrance more than ayear earlier, the USA had no fleet carriers
operating in the Pacific. Still, they were ever so much better than no carriers at dl, which was what the
United States had had in these waters for most of the time since the Remembrance went to the bottom.

“Well, doesn’t look like the Japs are going to drive us back to San Francisco after all,” George
remarked. He spoke with the flat vowels and swallowed r’ s of the Boston fisherman he was before he
joined the Navy to make sure the Army didn’t conscript him.

“Damn well better not,” said Fremont Blaine Daby, the CPO who commanded the twin 40mm
antiaircraft gun for which George jerked shells.

“Didn’'t look so good when they were bringing their carriers down from Midway and knocking the snot
out of ushere,” George said.

“They had their chance. Now it'sour turn.” Chief Dalby was aman who knew what he knew. Even his
name showed that: it showed he came from a rock-ribbed Republican family in a country where the
Republicans, caught between the Socidists and the Democrats, hadn’t amounted to ahill of beans since
the 1880s.

“About time, too.” Fritz Gustafson, the gun crew’ sloader, talked asif the government charged him for
every word he said.

“If we can get Midway back...” George said.

“That'd be pretty good,” Daby agreed. He wasn't shy about talking—not even alittle bit. “Run the Japs
out there, run ’em off Wake, too, so they don’t come back to Midway, and then we can stop worrying
about the real Sandwich Idands, the ones down here, for awhile.”

“Gottahang on to Hotdl Street,” Gustafson said. George and Fremont Dalby both snorted. Hotdl Street



not only had more saloons and cathouses per square inch than any other street in Honolulu, it probably
had more than any other street in the world. Sailors and soldiers and Marines might not give adamn
about the Sandwich Idands as awhole, but they’ d be bound to fight like men possessed to keep Hotel
Street in American hands.

“Think four of these baby flattops are enough to take Midway?’ George asked.

“Dunno. | ain't no admiral,” Daby said. Asa CPO, he had amuch smaler sphere of authority than a
man with abroad gold stripe on hisdeeve. But within that sphere, his authority was hardly less absolute.
“Tell you what, though—I hope like hell there’ s a couple more of those babies somewhere hadfway
between here and the coast.”

“Yeah.” George nodded. Therewas agap in the middle of the eastern Pecific that neither aircraft from
Oahu nor those from the West Coast could cover very well. Japan had done her best to get astride the
supply line between the mainland and the Sandwich Idands and starve the idandsinto submission. It
didn’t quite work, but it came too close for comfort, both metaphorically and literally.

Thinking of U.S. warplanes|ooking for enemy aircraft and ships made George notice the combeat air
patrol above Pearl Harbor. Fighters always buzzed overhead these days. Y -ranging gear should be able
to give U.S. forces enough warning to scramble airplanes, but nobody seemed inclined to take chances.

“Wonder how come Jap engines sound screechier than ours,” George said. Japanese carrier-based
fighters had strafed the Townsend more than once. He knew the sound of those engines better than he
wanted to.

“They take’em out of the washing machinesthey used to buy from us,” Daby suggested. George
laughed. Any joke a CPO made was funny because a CPO madeit.

The Townsend sailed acouple of days|ater, escorting the Tripoli and the Yorktown north and west
toward Midway. They wouldn’t get therein ahurry, not at the escort carriers lackadaisica cruising
speed. George wasn't enthusiastic about getting there at al. He' d gone north and west from Oahu too
many times, and sailed into danger each and every one of them.

Y ou dwaysran to your battle station like a madman when genera quarters sounded. When you didn’t
know if it was adrill or the readl McCoy, you ran even harder.

Run as he would, George couldn’t get to the twin 40mm mount ahead of Fremont Dalby. The gun chief
seemed drawn there by magnetism ingtead of hislegs, which were shorter than George's.

“What can | tell you?’" he said when George asked him about it. “| know I’ ve got to be here, so | damn
well am.” Inaway, that didn’'t make any sense at dl. In another way, it did.

Up above the bridge, the Y -ranging antenna spun round and round, round and round. It would pick up

incoming Japanese aircraft long before the naked eye could. How much good picking them up ahead of
time would do was an open question. They weren’t any easier for guns on the destroyer to shoot down.
With luck, though, fighters from the carriers could drive them off before they got within gunnery range.

Few of theidands north and west of Kauai wereinhabited; if not for its position, Midway wouldn’t have
been, ether. Albatrosses and other sea birds nested on the rocks and reefs rising above the Pecific.
Some of the enormous birds glided past the Townsend and the other shipsin theflatilla

Pointing to along-winged abatross, George said, “I’'m surprised Y -ranging doesn’t pick up those things.
They’ re damn near as big asafighter.” He exaggerated, but not too much.



“I hear from the guys on the hydrophones that they’ ve got to be careful, or esethey redly can mistake a
whale for a sub—and the other way round,” Fremont Dalby said.

“That wouldn't be good,” George said.
“No shit!” No, Fritz Gustafson didn’t talk alot, but he got plenty of mileage out of what he did say.

Asthey got closer to Midway, tension built. George didn’t want to do anything but stick closeto hisgun.
The Townsend had come through a couple of ferocious attacks. Blazing away with everything you had
gave you a chance to come through, but the pilotsin the enemy airplaneswerethe guysin thedriver's
Sedt these days.

Dive bombers and escorting fighters roared off the escort carriers and flew up toward Midway. “ Still not
obviousthe Japs have Y-ranging,” Daby said. “If they don't, we can plaster their aircraft on Midway
before they even know we' re on theway.”

“Wouldn’'t break my heart,” George said. “Bastards tried to do it to us at Pearl Harbor. Not like we
don’'t owe’em.”

“If they’d doneit, | bet they would have followed up with alanding,” the gun chief said. “Maybewe Il be
able to do the same up here beforelong.”

“That wouldn't bresk my heart, either,” George said.

The more time went by without awarning over the PA that the Y -ranging gear was picking up enemy
arplanes, the happier he got. Maybe the American bombers really were knocking the daylights out of
whatever the Japs still had on Midway.

Then the speakers crackled to life. George groaned, and he wasn't the only one. “May | have your
attention?’ the exec said, asif he didn’t know he would. “Our aircraft report the Japanese appear to
have abandoned Midway.... May | have your attention? Our aircraft report the Japanese appear to have
abandoned Midway.”

“Fuck me,” Fremont Dalby said reverently.
“Wow,” George agreed.

“Little yellow bastards know how to cut their losses,” Ddby said. “If they can’t take the Sandwich
Idands, what's Midway worth to’em?It’s out at the ass end of nowhere, and it's got to be even more
expensvefor the Japsto supply than it isfor us.”

“What do you want to bet they’ ve bailed out of Wake, too?” George said.
“I wouldn't mind,” the gun chief told him.
“Beatsworking,” Fritz Gustafson said.

“Oh, hell, yes,” Daby sad. “If they’ re gone from Midway and Wake, what are we gonnado? Go after
'em? Charge through dl their little idands and head for the Philippines? We need the Philippineslike we
need aholein the head.”

“Amen,” George sad. “If they want to call thismessadraw, | don’'t mind. | don’'t mind abit.” Therest of
the gun crew nodded. They'd dl devel oped athoroughgoing respect for Japanese skill and courage. The
Japs had aready come too close to killing them more than once. George knew he wouldn’t be sorry



never to see any more maneuverable fighters with meetballs on their wings.

But that raised another question. George asked it: “1f the Japs are pulling back here, where are they going
to usetheir shipsand airplanes?’ He assumed Japan would use them somewhere. In awar, that was
what you did.

Fremont Dalby suddenly started to laugh. “Maaya. Singapore. What do you want to bet? Malaya s got
tin and rubber, and Singapore’ s the best goddamn harbor in that whole part of the world.”

“But they belong to England,” George objected. “ England and Japan are on the same side.”
“Were,” Fritz Gustafson said.

Dalby nodded. “I think you nailed that one, Fritz. England’ s busy in Europe. England’ s busy in the
Atlantic againgt us. What can thefuckin’ limeysdo if Japan decidesto go in there? Jack shit, far as| can
see. When Churchill hears about this, | bet he craps his pants.”

“So let'ssee,” George said. “ Japan’ s at war with us, and England’ s at war with us, but awvay from al that
they're a war with each other?Y ou ask me, they’re trying to set aworld record.”

“Better them than us,” Daby said. “Only way England’ s stayed in the Far East aslong as she hasisthat
Japan'slet her. If Japan doesn’t want her around any more...Well, she may hang on to India—"

“Her gooseisredly cooked if shedoesn’t,” George said.

“Yeah. That'swhy she'sgot to try, | expect,” the gun chief said. “But Japan’ saready in Indochina.
She' sdready inthe East Indies. Sam’son her sde, not England’s. What with dl that, no way in hell the
limeys keep her out of Mdaya.”

“Japan has dl that stuff, she'll be redlly nasty twenty, thirty yearsdown theline,” Fritz Gustafson said.

“Let’sworry about winning thisonefirst,” George said, and neither of the other men choseto disagree
withhim.

E ven though Jefferson Pinkard had run Camp Determination since the day it started going up on the
west Texas prairie, he got his news on the wirdessjust like everybody eseinthe CSA. “In heavy
defensivefighting just southeast of Lubbock, Confederate troops inflicted heavy |osses on the Y ankee
invaders,” the announcer said.

That same bulletin probably went out al over the Confederate States. If you didn’t have amap handy
and you didn’t bother working out what lay behind what actualy got said, it sounded pretty good. Likea
lot of people, though, Jeff knew what lay behind it, and he didn’'t need amap to know where L ubbock
was. Defensive fighting meant the Confederates were retresting. Just southeast of Lubbock meant the
town had falen. Heavy losses on the Yankee invaders meant...nothing, probably. And Lubbock was
just up the road from Snyder—and from the camp.

Just up the road, in Texas, meant about eighty miles. Soldiersin green-gray wouldn't be here day after
tomorrow. Jefferson Pinkard and Camp Determination were ready if the damnyankees did come close.
The trucks that asphyxiated Negroes would drive away. The bathhouses that gassed them would go up in
explosionsthat ought to leave no sign of what the buildings were for. The paperwork that touched on
killingswould burn. Nothing would be |eft except an enormous concentration camp... ..



And mass graves. Jeff didn’t know what to do about those. He didn’t think he could do much of
anything. Oh, bulldozers could cover over dl of the trenches, but nothing could dispose of dl the bodies
and bones.

He got to hisfeet and stared out at the camp from the window in his office. He looked like what he was:
amiddle-aged man who' d been asted worker when he was younger. Y es, hisbelly hung over his
trousers and he had adouble chin. But he a so had broad shoulders and a hard core of muscle under the
weight he' d put on as the years went by.

And he had the straightforward stubbornness of a man who' d worked with his hands and expected
problemsto go away if you put some extramuscle into them. Not al of acamp adminigtrator’ s problems
disappeared so conveniently. He knew that; he' d gained guile aswell asweight over the years. Still, his
firgt impulse wasto try to smash whatever got in hisway.

He couldn’t smash the damnyankees single-handed. He' d fought in west Texas during the Great War as
aprivate soldier. Even now, he had no particular clout with local Army officers. His Freedom Party
rank—group leader—was the equivalent of mgjor generd, but he had no authority over Army troops.

No direct authority, anyhow. He did have friends, or at least associates, in high places. When he got on
the phone to Richmond, he didn’t call the War Department. He called the Attorney Generd’ s office. He
didn’t love Ferdinand Koenig, who kept piling responsbility onto hisback asif hewereamule. Here,
though, the two of them were traveling the same road. Pinkard hoped they were, anyhow.

“What can | do for you today?’ Koenig asked when the connection went through. He assumed Pinkard
wanted him to do something. And he wasright.

“Any chance you can get more soldiers on thisfront, Sr?” Pinkard asked. “If Lubbock’ s gone, we got us
somerred trouble.”

“Well, now, you know that isn’t my proper place,” Koenig said cautioudy. “I can’'t come out and tell the
Army what to do.”

“Yes, gr. | know that. | damn well ought to. Damn soldierswon'’t listen to me, neither.” Jeff spoke with
the resentment of aman who' d tried to get them to move but couldn’t. “But does the President want the
damnyankees to take Camp Determination away from us?’

“Y ou know he doesn’'t.” Now Koenig spoke without hesitation.

“Wadll, | sure hope he doesn't, anyway. But if he doesn’t, we better have the men out here to keep the
USA from doing it,” Jeff said.

“WEe ve got trouble other places, too,” the Attorney General reminded him.

“Oh, yes, gr. You don't need to tell methat,” Jeff said. “But we got trouble here, too, and we'reout in
the back of fucking beyond—pardon my French—so who ever hears about it? Y ankee general hasn't
got much more than a scratch force himsdlf. Some more men, some more airplanes, some more barrels,
we can run him right back over the border.”

“I can’t promise you anything,” Ferdinand Koenig said. “I'll talk to the President, and that’ s as much as|
cantel you.”

“Thank you kindly, sir. That'sdl | wanted,” Jeff lied. He wanted a couple of divisonsrolling through
Snyder on their way to driving the damnyankees back from Lubbock. He thought Camp Determination
deserved to be protected. “Wouldn't want the United States going on about this placeif they grabbed it.”



“No, we don't want that,” Koenig agreed. “I’ll seewhat | can do, and that’sal | can say.”

“All right.” Jeff knew he wouldn't get anything more. He tried to make sure he did get something:
“Doesn’'t even have to be regular Confederate soldiers. Most of what we need out hereis bodies, so the
damnyankees can’t just go around us. Mexicanswould do the trick, or Freedom Party guards.”

“Won't be Mexicans,” Koenig said. “ The Emperor doesn’'t want ’ em going into combat against the
USA, not any more. Only way the President talked him into giving us more was by swearing on a stack
of Bibleshewouldn’'t use’ em for anything but interna security. Freedom Party guards, though...” He

paused thoughtfully.

Pinkard was afisherman from way back when. He knew he had anibble. Trying to set the hook, he said,
“This might be agood place to | et the guards show what they can do. If they fight harder than soldiers...”
He paused, too. The Freedom Party guards were Ferd Koenig’' s own personal, private bailiwick. If they
fought better than soldiers, or at least aswell, then Koenig had his own persondl, private army. He might

not mind that. No, he might not mind that at all.

He was nobody’ sfool, either. If Jefferson Pinkard could see the possibilities, he would aso be able to.
But dl hesaidwas, “Well, I'll see what the President wantsto do.” Hewas acool customer. He didn't
get al excited—or he didn’'t show it if he did. And the odds were that somebody was tapping his
telephone, too. Sure, he went back forever with Jake Featherston. All the more reason for Featherston
to make sure he didn’'t get out of line, wasn't it?

Pinkard got off the phone. When you were talking with the higher-ups, you didn’t want to waste their
time. He' d done everything he reasonably could. Now he had to wait and seeif the Attorney General
could runwith the ball.

And he had to make sure the camp went on running smoothly, regardiess of where the Y ankees were.
Ever ance hefirst started taking care of prisoners during the Mexican civil war in the 1920s, he'd been
convinced the only way you could keep your finger on the pulse of what was going on was by seeing for
yoursdf. A lot of ways, his office looked like any other Confederate bureaucrat’ s. Most bureaucrats,
though, didn’t have a submachine gun hanging on the wall by their desk. Pinkard grabbed the wespon,
attached a big snail-drum magazine, and went out to take alook around.

A couple of junior guardsfdl in behind him when he did. That was dl right; nobody armed had any

bus ness going into the camp alone except in an emergency. The puppieswouldn’t cramp Pinkard’ s style.
They wouldn’t know where he was going and what he was doing because he wouldn’t know himsdif till
he started doing it. That often made his subordinates despair, but more than once it let him nip what could
be trouble before it got too big to be easly nippable.

The guards at the barbed-wire-strung gates between the administrative compound and the camp proper
sauted him. “Group Leader!” they chorused.

“At ease, a ease” hesad, returning the salute. Part of him liked being treated like the equivalent of a
major general. Another part, the part that was a private during the Great War, thought it al abunch of
damn foolishness. Right now, that part had the upper hand.

After the guards|et him and his watchdogs through the inner gate, they closed it behind him. Then they
opened the outer gate. He and the younger men walked into the camp.

Even the stink seemed stronger on this side of the barbed wire. Maybe that was Jeff’ simagination. He
couldn’t proveit wasn't. But his nose wrinkled at the odors of unwashed skin and sewage. Skinny
Negroes stared at him asif he' d fallen from another world. By the difference between hislife and theirs,



he might aswell have.

The wreethed stars on either side of his collar drew the black men as honey drew flies. “Y ou gotsto let
meout, suh!” oneman said. “You gotsto! I’san innocent man!”

“Kinwe have usmo’ food?’ another Negro asked.
“My fambly!” said another. “I1smy fambly al right?’

“Everybody’ sin herefor areason.” Jeff spoke with complete certainty. He knew what the reason was,
too. You're a bunch of niggers. Oh, the Freedom Party till ran campsfor white unrdliables, too. The
whole camp system cut itsteeth on them. But not many white unreliables were left any more. The Party
a0 had better waysto get rid of them these days. Sap auniform on an unreliable, stick ariflein his
hands, put him in a punishment battalion, and throw him at the damnyankees. Most of those peopleloved
the United States, anyway. Only fair they should die at U.S. hands. And if they took out afew soldiersin
green-gray before they got theirs, so much the better.

“Food!” that second Negro said. “We's powerful hungry, suh.”

“I"'m spreading out the ration best way | know how,” Pinkard said, which was true—all theinmates
darved at the samerate. “If | had more, I'd shareit out, too.” That was a so true; he was crudl because
he found himself in acrud situation, not because he enjoyed cruelty for its own sake. He understood the
difference. Whether a scrawny black prisoner did...mattered very littleto him.

When the scrawny black looked at him, it wasn't at hisfleshy face but at hiseven fleshier belly. You ain’t
missed no meals. Thethought hung in the air, but the Negro knew better than to say it. He turned away
ingtead, hands curling into usdessfids.

Asfor the man with the family, he was aready gone. He must have redized hewouldn’t get any help
from Jeff Pinkard. And he wasright. He wouldn't. Other blacks came up with their futile requests. Jeff
listened to them, not that it did the blacks much good.

Every oncein awhile, though, somebody betrayed an uprising or an escape plot. All by itsdf, that made
these prowl-throughs worth doing. The oneswho did squed got their reward, too: abig supper where
the other inmates could watch them eat, and aride out of Camp Determination. ..in one of the sedled
trucks that asphyxiated their passengers.

That was ashame, but what could you do? The CSA had no room for Negroes any more, not even for
Negroes who played along.

Guards kept along file of men moving toward the bathhouse. “ Come on!” one of them caled. “ Come
on, goddammit! Y ou don’t want to be abunch of lousy, stinking niggers when we ship your asses out of
here, do you?’

Jeff Pinkard smiled to himself. By the time the Negroes got out of the bathhouse, they wouldn't care one
way or the other—or about anything else, ever again. But aslong asthey didn’t know that beforehand,
everything wasfine,

“Y ou, there! S, you. Mallate!”

Scipio stared in darm. Were he white, he would have turned whiter. The guard with the sergeant’s
dripeswas pointing a him. He hadn’t been in Camp Determination long before he redized you didn't



want guards Singling you out for anything & al. And mallate from a Sonoran or Chihuahuan, asthis
fdlow plainly was, meant the samething as nigger from an ordinary white Confederate.

He had to answer. The only thing worse than getting singled out by aguard was pissing one off. “Yes,
suh?What you need, suh?’

“You named, uh, Xerxes?" asked the swarthy, black-haired sergeant.

“Yes, suh. That'smy name.” At least the man wasn't asking for him as Scipio. Even though he used it
here himsdf, hearing it in aguard’ s mouth might mean hisrevol utionary past in South Carolinahad
popped up again. If it had, he was adead man...alittle sooner than he would be anyway. Once you
landed in here, your chances weren't good any which way.

The guard gestured with his submachine gun. “Y ou come here.” Did some specid school teach guards
that move? They al seemed to know it. It was amazingly persuasive, too.

“I’'scomin’,” Scipio said. If you told aguard no, that was commonly the last thing you ever told anybody.

Legslight with fear, Scipio stepped away from Barracks 27. Even I'scomin’ might bethelast thing he
ever told anyone. That sergeant and histwo white flunkieslooked ready to chalk him up to “shot while

attempting to escape.”

“Y ou know two women named Bathsheba and Antoinette?’ the guard demanded. In his mouth, Scipio’s
wife' sname came out as Bat’ cheba; Scipio dmogt didn’t recognizeit.

But he nodded. “ Y es, suh, | knows dey,” he said. Fear and hope warred, leaving hisvoice husky. “Is
dey—Isdey dl right?’ He had to fight to get the words out.

“They dl right, i.” The guard nodded, too. “ They say, they hope you dl right, too.”

“Do Jesus” Rdief flooded through Scipio. “ Thank you, suh. Thank from from de bottom o' my heart.
You seedey again, you tell dey I'sdoin’ fine.”” No black in Camp Determination was doing fine. Hiswife
and daughter were bound to know that aswell as he did. They didn’t want him to worry, though, and he
didn’t want them to, either.

“I tell "em.” The guard sergeant from Sonora or Chihuahua gave him one more brusque nod, then strode
away, the two bigger men il a hisheds.

Bathsheba and Antoinette were ill dive. There was till hope. And Lubbock belonged to the Y ankees.
Likealot of Negroesin the CSA, Scipio would have been apatriot if only the whites around him let him.
The Confederate States were the only country he had. But if his own homeland set out to do horrible
thingsto him and the people heloved, then its enemies became hisfriends.

Helaughed, not that it was funny. From everything he' d heard, the Mormons up in Utah were asfirmin
denying Negroes equality as white Confederates were, even if they had different reasons. He
sympathized with them now, no maiter what they believed. What the United States were doing to them
wasn't that different from what the Confederate States were doing to blacks.

And yet you never could tdl. Evenin thishellhole, that guard went out of hisway to deliver the message
from Bathsheba and Antoinette. He didn’t have to do that. He could have refused them straight out. He
could have promised to pass adong their words and then gone on about his business. He hadn’t. Decency
cropped up in the strangest places.

Scipio looked north. He could see the women' s barracks, there on the other side of therailroad line that



brought hisfamily here. Not one but two barbed-wire perimeters separated him from hisloved ones. He
drew himsdlf up alittle sraighter. Thetrain ride from Augustadidn’t kill him. If it didn’t, could anything?
Hedidn't beieveit. Hewouldn't believeit.

His gaze swung from the north, the unattainable, toward the northwest. The' Y ankees might well come
down to Camp Determination. If Lubbock was gone, other west Texas towns could fal. Hejust had to
gay divetill U.S. troops arived.

Just. That madeit sound easier than it was.

He il didn’t know how many people died in that cattle car. He didn’t know why he till lived, either.
Plenty of men and women younger and stronger than he was were dead. If he could make the Y ankees
listen to his story, maybe his survival would mean something. Bathshebawould say so. She believed
things happened for reasons. She believed God watched over people.

Scipio wished he could do the same. He also wished God did a better job of watching over the Negroes
inthe CSA. Hewished God did any kind of job of watching over them. Asfar as he could see, God was
out to afilm, leaving them to fend for themsalves. The only trouble with that was, the Freedom Party had

alot more fending power than the Negroes did.

“Labor gang!” aguard shouted. “Need fifty volunteersfor alabor gang!”

Labor gangs | eft the camp with men chained to one another like criminds. They worked killing hourson
little food. When they came back, the men in them were worn to nubs.

The guard could have got five hundred volunteers, or five thousand. Work on alabor gang wasred
work, and you did come back when you went out. Nobody knew what happened when you got shipped
to another camp. A lot of people muttered about that. If you muttered too loud, you had away of getting
shipped out yourself. Then other people muttered about what happened to you.

Except for the labor gangs, there was nothing to do inside the camp but stew and starve. If the
Confederate authorities were smart, they could have set up factories where the Negroes they’ d dragged
from the cities and countryside could make things for them. The authorities didn’t bother. They just didn’t
cae.

The only sport in camp was watching new fish come in. Scipio had been anew fish himsdf, not solong
before. Now he watched other dazed, thirsty, half-starved—or sometimes more than that—men stagger
into Camp Determination. Their astonishment was funny, as his must have been to those who arrived
before him.

“What you lookin' a?’ ablack man would yel at the newcomers. “Y’al reckon you'sin New Y awk
City?’

Scipio didn’t understand why, but talking about New Y ork City never failed to send the prisonersinto
galesof laughter. For aslong as he could remember, the biggest town in the USA had been the symbol of

degeneracy and depravity to white Confederates. In films mad