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INTRODUCTION

By the summer of 1945, the Japanese were thoroughly and utterly defeated. Their citieswere rubble,
their navy nonexistent, their economy destroyed, and their people near sarvation. By dl rights, they
should have surrendered.

But surrender wasn't in the vocabulary of the militarists who ran the nation. They lived by the code of
Bushido, which condemned surrender. Instead, they wished to fight until an honorable peace was
achieved and felt they had good reasons for doing so.

Firg, they considered the recent agreement among the Allies, the Potsdam Declaration, to be aplan to
destroy both Japan and her culture. Thiswasintolerable to them.

Second, they considered any possible occupation of Japan and any subsequent war crimestriadsto be
mortal insults. So too were any thoughts of making the powers of the emperor subject to thewill of the
people. After dl, didn't the emperor own the people?

Third, afew were pragmatic and felt that defeat would mean their persona doom.

Many inthe military felt otherwise, and agreat number of the civilian government and popul ation wanted
peace, but these people were powerless to do anything about it. In the naive and racist hatreds of the
day, many Japanese thought that the Americans would rape, murder, and then cannibalize Japanese
dead.

It took the shocks of the nuclear assaults on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, dong with the Soviet attack into
Manchuriaand el sawhere, to give the Japanese peace movement the motivation and the rationale to seek
peace. Even then, the governing Japanese hierarchy was sharply divided. The military, led by the army,
wished to continue fighting. The army waslargdly intact and had severa million armed and trained men
ready to defend the home idands againgt invasion.

When Emperor Hirohito required that they sue for peace, the army bent to hiswill.

Y et peace was till far from certain. That night, a handful of rebellious officersled severa hundred
enlisted men on arampage throughout the Imperia paace in search of Hirohito and the recordings of a
peace message he'd made to be broadcast to the world the next day.

The rebels begged the war minister, army general Korechika Anami, for support. Anami wastorn
between his desire to continue thewar and hisloyalty to hisemperor and, asaresult, did nothing. If the



coup succeeded, he would support it. If not, he would not oppose the surrender.

The rebel s then confronted the commander of the Imperid Guards at the palace. When he refused to
support them, the rebels shot him. Thisinfuriated the guards, who then began to fight the rebels, thus
dooming the coup. By morning the coup was over and most of the rebel |eaders had committed suicide.

But what if Anami, who had all the armies of Japan at his disposal, had decided to support the coup? The
Imperial Guards would have aided the rebels, Hirohito would have been captured or killed, and the war
would not have ended on August 14, 1945. Instead, it would have required an invasion of the Japanese
home idands by the armed forces of the United States of America. Instead of peace, the United States
would have been forced into Operation Downfdl, the bloodiest campaign inits history.

Thefirst phase, Olympic, would have been the invasion of Kyushu on or about November 1, 1945, while
the second phase, Coronet, would have been the invasion of Honshu about six months later. Most
American planners agreed that a bloody American victory would have been won by the end of 1946.
The soldiers, sailors, and marines who would have congtituted the invading force were nowhere near as
optimidtic.

Additional atomic wegpons would have been used againgt Japan. Cities such as Kokuraand Niigata
were already on the short list of targets, and more would have been added.

Thisnove tellswhat could have occurred if the coup had succeeded, and the United States been
required to invade Japan.

* % %

TO amplify matters, | have given al Japanese names and relevant termsin the American manner and
have ignored any references to dates that might be different because of the international date line.

My magjor sources for the planned invasion were The Invasion of Japan by John Ray Skates, Downfall
by Richard Frank, and Code-Name Downfall by Norman Polmar and Thomas B. Allen, dl of which
give great detail and were invauable resources. Also, Mr. Truman's War by J. Robert Moskin provided
marvelousingghtsinto theissues, persondities, and motives of the peopleinvolved, while The Fall of
Japan by William Craig detailed the attempted coup.

— Robert Conroy
PROLOGUE

The Son of Heaven sat cross-legged and stoic on the simple bamboo mat that covered the stark concrete
floor of the shdlter. His head and shoulders were covered by afinelayer of dust, and his nostrils recoiled
at the smell of smoke that carried the sickly sweet stench of burning flesh. Hefelt asif he were
suffocating, but he willed himsdf to remain cam. This squaid room was dmost dl that remained of an
empirethat, only afew short years earlier, had encompassed haf the world.

The bomb shelter had been constructed to provide him and a select handful of othersin the government
and the Imperid family with a degree of safety from the incessant rain of American bombs. Although the
B-29s and other bombers appeared to have been ordered not to aim for the Imperid paace grounds,
mistakes occurred and the sacred buildingsin central Tokyo had sustained damage, enough to set up
protection of the morta body of the frail and nearsighted emperor from the death that fell from the skies.

Someone explained to the incredulous emperor that a demonic gust of wind could send abomb far off its
intended course. He thought it amazing that mere air could dter the course of afdling bomb and change



the fate of those benegth it. Some would live and somewould die, al because of an errant zephyr.

But now, Hirohito thought bitterly, the concrete and sted shelter that had cost such great manpower and
materid waslikely to be histomb, not hisrefuge. Above him, Japanese soldiers fought and died to
change Japan'sfuture. Tragicaly, these were not Japanese fighting the Americans, but Japanese fighting
other Japanese over theright to die for him and for Japan. Like the wind on the bomb's descent,
uncertainty of hisand his nation's fates pervaded his thoughts.

Hirohito had fully understood the determination of the military, particularly the army, to prolong the
uneven struggle againg the hated Americans beyond al reason. Their fanatic devotion to the code of the
warrior, Bushido, screamed their defiance of an implacable enemy who had the power to destroy dl life
on the homeidands of Japan. Hirohito decided on a course of action that would preservelife, not
destroy it.

Thefirgt atomic bomb used in warfare had destroyed Hiroshimain abal of fire that consumed many tens
of thousands of men, women, and children and left many thousands moreto live their livesin ungpeskable
horror. Three dayslater, a second bomb had incinerated Nagasaki with the same results, although
Hirohito's experts had informed him that the deeth toll was somewhat lower than Hiroshimas. Why, they
did not know.

This, coupled with the continuing nonnuclear fire bombings and bombardments of cities and towns
throughout Japan, convinced Hirohito that there was no sensein further struggles againgt the inevitable.
Most of Japan's cities were scorched rubble, and there was no way of stopping the Americansfrom
inflicting more pain on his beloved nation.

At ameeting with hiswar cabinet, he shocked them by doing something never before donein such a
meeeting. He had spoken directly to them. The emperor, dways present, maintained aregd slence
regarding the issues under discussion. It was, in fact, againgt the Japanese congtitution for him to voice an
opinion.

There were eight on the council: Hirohito and the seven others who debated and voted. Five of the seven
were militarists, and even he had been shocked when they'd acquiesced with his demand that they
surrender.

Thistime, however, hetold his cabinet that it was time to think the unthinkable and endure the
unendurable: to surrender the nation unconditionaly to the Americans. If they did not, no Japanese child
would grow to adulthood and thus preserve the exquisite and pricel ess culture that was uniquely
Japanese. Of that Hirohito was convinced. He was dso convinced that the only dternative to
unconditional surrender was death. Severd in the group had broken down in tears, but they had agreed
to comply with hiswishes. For his part, he now bitterly regretted his earlier enthusiasm for thewar, which
had cost the people of Japan so much and which even threatened the continuation of histhrone. How
could he have been so foolish? Now he had to salvage what he could of his honor, his country, and his
throne.

The meeting took placein this same shdlter, where now, done but for his hopes, Hirohito awaited his
fate. The emperor knew that the radicasin the military would rebe with amaniaca fury to prevent
Japan's surrender. All of Japan should die and become a scorched cinder rather than a degraded vassal
of the hated and despised Americans.

Hirohito had recorded a message to the Japanese people, then gone into hiding. The message wasto be
broadcast by radio to the steadily shrinking empire, and the war would come to a swift end.

Hirohito cocked his head. Again he heard the chatter of machine gun fire asit echoed down the corridors



of the upper levels. A grenade exploded nearby, causing another rain of fine dust to fall upon his head
and onto the lenses of histhick glasses. He took a handkerchief and tried to wipe them off and
wondered, had War Minister Generd Anami found the will and support within the army to defy him, or
was this uprising spontaneous, the actions of afew score of misguided young zed ots?

Generad Anami believed in fate and would likely let the efforts of others decide his destiny. Therewas
much precedent in current Japanese history for such an uprising by angry young officers. In recent years,
other such young warriors had devel oped the unpleasant habit of murdering their politica enemiesand
often did so without fear of retribution. They had learned it in the 1930s when they had set the nation on
acourse of conquest through the smple expedient of nating their more peaceful and reasonable
opposition. That course of conquest, initialy so glorious and successful, had now nearly brought an end

to Japan.

Hirohito winced in surprise a another sharp burst of gunfire, this one close by. Whatever hisand Japan's
future would be was going to be determined in ashort time.

The shdlter's door flung open and an army colonel stood silhouetted by the smoke and light behind him.,
Hewore the uniform of the Imperial Guards, but with awhite sash about hiswaist. He looked young for
hisrank, probably in hisearly thirties, but he carried himsdlf like a grim-faced veteran. He was covered
with dust, and blood from acut on hisforehead had carved a path down hisface. Hirohito did not know
him and did not speak.

The officer entered and bowed deeply. "Y our Excellency, | am hereto take you to a place of safety.”
"Do you have aname, Colond?'

The colond flushed. In his haste he had forgotten the courtesy and respect due his emperor. "Forgive me,
Y our Excdlency. | am Col. Tadashi Sakel and | am on the staff of the Twelfth Area Army, whichis
respongble for the safety of the city of Tokyo."

Hirohito declined to look directly on Sakel. "And this place of safety, whereisit and why should |
accompany you? Am | your prisoner or your emperor, and what isthe significance of the white sash you
wear?'

"Y our refuge will be away from Tokyo, Excellency. Herewe fear that your lifeisin danger from more
than just American bombs. More | am not at liberty to say. Asto your other questions, you are my
emperor. The sash sgnifiesthat | am one of those who are your protectors. Y our enemies wear no sash.”
Sakel again bowed deeply, reverently.

"And what does General Anami know of your actions?' The man still had not said which sde hewas on.
Theterm protector meant nothing. Protection from whom? Would there be blessed peace or the
continugtion of desth?

The colond raised himsdlf proudly to full height. He was quite tall for a Jagpanese, and the blood drying on
his face made him look barbaricdly fierce. "Generd Anami,” he said with aglint of satisfactionin hiseyes,
"has finally condoned the actions of men of honor who wish to preserve Japan and keep her safefrom
her enemies. He now supports us and honors us with his leadership.”

Hirohito began to grieve insde for his beloved nation, but did not let his disappointment show. Genera
Anami, once hisfriend, had betrayed him.

"It does not matter that you have me. My message will go forth without me," Hirohito said proudly.



Colond Sakel smiled tightly. Heleft the room for amoment and returned with two small packages
wrapped with string and brown paper. ""Do you mean these? The treasonous message your traitorous
advisersforced you to make and record for broadcast to the world?’

Now it was dl Hirohito could do to keep from sobbing in his dismay and frustration. His enemies had
both himsdlf and the recordings of theroyal rescript. Hisvoice caling for peace would not go forth to the
people of Japan. There would be no end to thewar. The killing would go on. And on. And on.

"Do you have any ideawhat you are doing?' Hirohito gasped.

"Saving Japan,” Sakel snapped.

"By destroying her? Why don't you kill me?" Hirohito asked sadly. " The shame of your foolishnessistoo
much to endure. Get it over with and then depart and return to your misguided comrades." Hirohito
shook hishead in dismissal. Colonel Sakei was now benesth his contempt.

Sakei reacted asif dapped. A couple of white-sashed soldiers who had peered into the room gasped
and darted away. If the angry colonel had seen them in his shame, he would have had them beatento a
pulp, perhapskilled. That was the way discipline was maintained in the Japanese army.

"Excellency,” Seke said in agtrained voice, "you are aliving symbol of Japan, her living god. Y our
presence and your pronouncementswill add credence to our effortsto defend the home idands from
invason by the Americans.”

Proclamations would be issued in his name, but by the hand of Anami and officerslike Sakel. Onthe
other hand it seemed obvious that he was the only member of the roya family who had been taken, and
that the twelve-year-old Crown Prince Akihito was €l sewhere and safe, as were the emperor's two
younger brothers. If he, Hirohito, was assassinated, then Akihito would become emperor. With Hirohito
dive, any commentsthat might be made on behalf of or by Prince Akihito would have no weight. It wasa
small ray of hope, but he grasped it. Most important, his only and well-loved son was dive and
goparently safe, if only for the moment.

"Why would you extend this baitle?" Hirohito asked. "The Americanswill drop more atomic bombson
our cities and then invade our few idands. Our lands are dready surrounded by their warships, and their
planesfly overhead without opposition. If you persis, al Japan will be destroyed because of your
misguided stubbornness.”

Sakei gestured for the emperor to rise and follow him. Reluctantly, Hirohito did as he wastold and
emerged into the hallways that connected the palace to the shelter. He was dismayed to see severa
bodieslying in bloody disarray. Some wore sashes and some did not. It grieved him to redize that loya
soldiers had died on his behalf. Sakei, however, did not share hisfedlings. Instead, he pointed to a dead
soldier who aso wore asash.

"Then we diewith honor, not as prisoners!™ Sakel said proudly. "L et the Americans bomb our cities. We
will livein the countryside. Let them destroy our homes and we will livein cavesin the hills. Let them
invade our shores and wewill fall upon them with every wegpon we have. If we must, we will tear at
them and destroy them with our hands and teeth. We have millions of soldiers and tens of millions of
civilianswilling to die to preserve our sacred culture. We will gnaw at their throats, and eyes, and
testicles, and bleed the Americans until they come to their senses and negotiate an honorable end to this
war."

It was dl Hirohito could do to keep from laughing at Sakei's pompous and irrationa speech. How could
the deaths of al those people preserve anything Japanese? He had been told that the Americans thought



of December 7, 1941, asthe Day of Infamy. Now he had his own Day of Shame— August 14, 1945.
God help the people of Japan.

PART ONE THE WAR UNENDING

CHAPTER 1 GERMANY

The muffled sounds of the nearby explosions cut through his deep-fog and Lt. Paul Morrdll leaped from
hiscot. A surge of fear ruined hiswarm and pleasant dream about his girlfriend, Debbie Winston. He
grabbed his carbine and ran outside the tent and |ooked for the source, dl the while trying to ignore the
nausea and splitting headache that assailed him.

Another explosion came from behind the low hill just to the rear of the camp.

Morrell looked about for help as he ran up the hill. No one was around. They were probably still out
celebrating the end of thewar, athough it sounded asif someone didn't believeit. Could they be under
attack from some Nazi fanatics? It sure as hdll sounded likeit.

Ancther blast jarred him. He breasted the hill on the run and looked down below him. Then he started
swearing softly. Two of hissoldiers, Sgt. Cecil Wilesand Cpl. Tommy Nevins, were standing by the
stream that ran through the gentle valey. Wiles, staggering ever so dightly, pulled the pin on agrenade
and lofted it into the center of awider section of the stream that formed anice little pond.

Water geysered up from the pond and so did a number of dead fish. Wiles and Nevins whooped loudly
at thesght.

"What the hell are you men doing?' Morrell snapped as he approached. Hewas furious at their supidity
and enormoudy relieved that he was not again at war. The two NCOslooked at him dumbly, then Wiles
made awaving motion with hisarm that might have been a drunken attempt a asaute.

"Hshing," Wilessad, then after along pause, "sr. We areflicking fishing." Nevinsgiggled a thewitticism
and dmodt fel into the water.

Morrell looked about. The banks of the stream were littered with dead fish. Some had been blown to
pieces by the grenades, while others had had their lives snuffed out by the concussion.

"All right,” Morrdl snarled, "thisisenough." His anger was growing. Not only had they scared the crap
out of him, but they were endangering themsdalves dong with anyone dsein the vicinity. They were
destroying government equipment aswell as blowing up someone's private property. Worse, his
headache was throbbing and hefdt asif hewould heave.

It wasn't the first time the duo of Nevins and Wiles had gotten into trouble, usualy acohol-related. Even
when sober they were only margindly efficient. He wondered just how they had gotten their stripes.

"Why isit enough, Lieutenant?' Wiles asked with mock innocence.
Morrell iterated the reasons and added alast one. "Because I'm ordering you to, that'swhy."
Nevins hiccuped. "Lieutenant, why don't you flick off."

Morrell was stunned and took a deep breath to calm himsdlf. "Tell you what. Y ou're both drunk, and so's
probably half the army. Now I'm gonnabe ared nice guy and pretend | didn't hear that. Y ou two get
back to camp right now."



Nevinssface flushed in anger and helooked asif he might take aswing at Morrell. However, he quickly
thought better of it. Along with being an officer and someone you just didn't hit, Morrell was sober and
fit-looking. At five-eleven, he weighed a compact 180, and despite his curly blond hair and
innocent-looking blue eyes, Morrell looked asif he could take care of himsalf, especidly in afight with
two staggering drunks.

"No," said Sergeant Wiles. "Let's not forget about it. What the hdll's the matter with you, Lieutenant?
Y ou know you got areputation around here as being the choirboy officer. Youreapaininthe ass,
Lieutenant. Look, thewar's over and we got aright to celebrate, and if you don't like it, why don't you
get the flick back to your tent and stay there."

Morrdl waslivid with anger. Hed been with the outfit only ashort time in comparison with many others,
and he knew he wasn't getting respect from many of the men. Second lieutenants were the lowest of the
officer ranks and dl too often the butt of jokes by others with more experience. A joke, or even aveiled
insult, he could dedl with, but thiswas outright insubordination.

Heturned to Wiles. "1 think you and your little pa have gonetoo far. | regret this, but | am going to see
Captain Maxwdll."

Wiles and Nevinslooked at each other, then burst out laughing. "Sure," said Wiles, "you go seethe
captain. You just do that."

Morrell turned and, in arage, his headache and hangover forgotten, dmaost ran the haf mileto where
Captain Maxwel | had set up shop.

Captain Maxwell had commandeered an old two-story farmhouse that had escaped the ravages of both
the German retreat and the American advance. Like so many placesin Germany outsde the mgjor cities,
the areain which they were camped looked asif nothing had changed in it for ahundred years.
Whenever he saw Maxwell's ornate headquarters, Morrell was reminded of the story of Hansel and
Gretd.

Maxwdl's clerk looked uncomfortable at Morrell's request, but told him the captain would be downgtairs
inaminute. Morrell nodded and went into the living room, which served asthe captain's office. Maxwell,
astocky National Guard officer about thirty years old, arrived and waved him to achair. Morréll briefly
explained the Situation regarding the grenade-tossing and the two NCOs drunken insubordination. The
captain lit acigarette and stared at the ceiling.

"Dammit," Maxwdl findly said.

"Captain?'

"Lieutenant, how long you been with us?'

"About three months. Just before the Nazisfindly surrendered.”

Maxwd| leaned forward. "That's right, just before the war ended. That means you camein on the assend
of alot of fighting those boys had been going through for more than ayear. Y ou even replaced an officer
who, while not particularly smart, wasfairly wel liked. So, how much combat did you see?!

Morrell flushed. "Not much at al, Captain.” Only afew minutes, and hed been scared to death and
scarcely ableto function. It was nothing in comparison with what the others had gone through, even the
two assholes, Nevins and Wiles.

"That's right, and what were you doing ayear ago?"'



"I had just finished college and been called up.”

"That'sright, Lieutenant, you finished college. Then you did your basic training in the good of US of A,
became an officer, and then got your butt shipped over hereto usjust in time to see the curtain go down.
Do you know what we were doing ayear ago? We had just arrived in France and had begun shooting
our way across Europe. Know what | was doing four years ago?”

"No, Captain.”

"I was managing agrocery store with my father. Then | got called up, and while | was gone, my dad died
and they had to sdll the store. All that while you were starting college and maybe reading War and
Peace. When you go back, you'll have adegree and afuture, but for people like me and alot of others
out there, therell be nothing but shit for afuture.”

"Captain, areyou saying | should have let them keep doing what they were doing?"

"Why not? They were just acouple of hillbilly assholes blowing up some grenades we don't need
anymore and killing somekraut fish. Think, Lieutenant, what should you have redly done?!

Morrell took achair and sat down. Hisanger ebbed. "Y ou'reright. | should have taken any remaining
grenades off them and |eft them there to do whatever they wished. If they had protested, | should have
gone back for you or someone elseto help me.”

Maxwel| relaxed after histirade. "Paul, it getsworse. Y ou want meto disciplinethose guysand I'll do it,
only it'll just be an ass-chewing and nothing more. They know they deserveto losether stripes, but it'l
be their word againgt yours asto what they said, and you know they'll both lie like rugs. When I'm
through chewing on them, they'll go back to their ugly friends and laugh at you because they got away
with fucking with you."

Maxwel stood and paced the little room. "L ook, | didike those two clowns as much asthe next guy, but
they're veterans, NCOs, and heroes with Bronze Stars, even though they'll stedl anything that ain't nailed
down."

Maxwell told him that the two men had been ambushed by some Germans and had to shoot their way
out, thus getting their medals. In his opinion, they had been looting afarmhouse when the Germans caught
them, which made their fighting their way out something lessthan heroic.

Damn, thought Paul. He had redlly screwed up.

"It getsworse, Paul. They've got more than enough pointsto be discharged. So, in a couple of months,
maybe sooner, they'll be home screwing their women and their sheep, and newcomerslike you'll be here
trying to run an occupation army. Who knows, maybe I'll be away from here too."

Morrdl seized on the comment. "And that's the point, Captain, we are till an army, not amaob. Those
guys are destroying what we came hereto liberate.”

Maxwell laughed harshly. "Liberate? Let metell you something, Lieutenant; we liberated Belgium and
France, but not Germany. This fucking country we conquered with alot of our friends getting killed or
wounded in the process, and thereésahelluvalot of difference.”

"Tothevictor belong the spoils?”
"Exatly."



"But what about our orders to maintain discipline and protect the people?”

The question amused Maxwell. "Things don't wayswork out like they were intended, now do they?
Take Ike's nonfraternization order, for instance. Did anyone redly think they could keep acouple of
million horny Glsaway from German pussy when the kraut chickswill give you anything you want for
some cigarettes, or chocolate, or even amed ? Hell, the Russians are raping them wholesale and were
willing to pay for it. That makes usthe good guys.”

Grudgingly Paul agreed. That particular order truly was nonsense.

"And, Lieutenant, | am aso supposed to employ Germansto run thisarea and get their loca economy
going again. Only orders say | can't use anyone who wasaNazi. Now tell me, just who the hell doesthat
leave in a country where even the little krauts became Nazis before they could walk and wore swastikas
on their digpers? Communigts, that'swho, and the brassd kill meif | used commiesto run thejoint. At
any rate, there aren't too many commies |eft after Herr Hitler got through with them, so | work with what
| got, and that's what you're going to do aswell."

"| seethe problem,” said Paul softly.

"Y eah, and we might aswell settle down and enjoy it whileit lasts. And might | ask just wherethe hell
wereyou lagt night?' Maxwell said with asneer.

Paul flushed. " At the gasthaus cel ebrating the Japanese surrender,” he said sheepishly. There was no way
he could lie about it. The captain had been there aswell. 1t was where he had gotten thismorning's
headache, which was garting to come back. Shit.

"Y eah, and Herr Gasthaus-meister, or whatever theflick hisnameis, probably was agood little Nazi just
afew weeks ago. Now he's doing his smiling best to get rich and get the U.S. army drunk and laid, and
that makes him one of the good guystoo.”

"Okay, you've made your point, Captain. Now what do you think | should do?'
"Take some aspirin for your hangover and let me think. Now get out of here.”

After Morrdl had left, Maxwell's clerk told him that Mgor Lewis had comein the rear door and gone
upstairs. Maxwell nodded, went upstairs, and found the mgor sitting on the edge of the bed in the largest
of the bedrooms. One of the two dark-haired frauleins they'd brought back from the gasthaus the night
before was till deeping, while the other sat in front of the dresser and combed her hair. Both were
naked. The deeping one snored dightly. He couldn't recall just which one held fucked and seemed to
recal they were ssters. He was dightly concerned that they looked so much younger than they had last
night.

The mgor looked extremely somber, and that worried Maxwell. "What's the problem, Bob?' Maxwell
asked.

Lewis pulled a bottle of schnapps from adrawer and took along swallow. "Tell mefirst about young
Lieutenant Morrell. What's his problem?' Maxwell quickly filled himin on the Stuation.

"The problemis," Maxwell went on, "that those two idiots are gonnatell everyone they made afool out
of him, andit'll be difficult for him to regain control of thetroops. He bardly had it in the first place.”

Major Lewistook another swallow. It was apparent to Maxwel | that the major wanted to get drunk and
doit right now. Why? Maxwell wondered.



Lewisbelched. "Then ship him out. Put him on thelevy to Japan.”

Maxwell blinked in surprise. Asaprelude to invading Japan, the army had begun sending individuas off
to the Pacific. It was rumored that full unitswould follow. Peoplewith alot of combat experienceinthe
European thester would be returned hometo civilian life, while others with less experience would ether
be retained in Germany or used in the invasion of the homeidands of Japan. Orders had come down
asking unitsto "volunteer" individuas, which meant that everyone was taking the opportunity to get rid of
oddballs, troublemakers, and incompetents.

Maxwell shook his head in confusion. "Bob, the Japanese just surrendered, didn't they? | thought the levy
was going to be canceed?"

Magor Lewislooked at the naked woman at the dresser. She had completed combing her hair and was
now picking at the remains of some C rations, ignoring them both. "I have bad newsfor you, my friend.
The Japanese may have just unsurrendered.”

"Bullshit!" Maxwell sagged into achair in disbdief.

"It's the truth. Seemsthere's been some kind of a coup or revolution over there, and the crazy people are
back in charge. Theinvasionison, at least until the next revolution, and thelevy isnot likely to be
canceled anytime soon. So get Morrell out of here while you still have the chance. Send him off to fight
the Japs with our blessing.”

Maxwell nodded assent. It was an easy decision to make and would solve alot of problems. If only he
could get rid of Nevinsand Wilesjust aseasily. At least, he consoled himsdf, they'd be shipped out
somewhere soon enough.

Too bad for Lieutenant Morrell, though. He genuinely hoped nothing happened to the young man.
Despite being naive about some things, Morrell was a pretty good kid. On the other hand, Maxwell had
alifetolivein Germany for the foreseegble future.

God, Maxwdll thought, let it be in Germany and not invading Japan. He reached for the schnapps and
patted the deeping woman on her bottom. She moaned dightly but didn't move. Maybe people would
get their heads out of their asses and end this thing for good. Maybe the war would end a second time
before Lieutenant Morrell even got there. But, what the hell, he had hisown life to lead.

CHAPTER 2

Nothing in thefirst Sx decades of hislife had indicated that Harry Truman of Independence, Missouri,
would ever become president of the United States and one of the most powerful menin theworld. Born
in 1884, held seen combat as an artillery captain in World War |, served as a county judge, and, to the
astonishment of many, was elected to the U.S. Senate in 1934. He'd stayed there, accruing seniority and
serving his nation honestly, anonymoudly, and well. In 1944, Presdent Franklin Delano Roosevet had
surprised everyone and tapped him to be hisvice-presidentia running mate.

Although ahigh honor, the office under FDR was a thankless one. Roosevet ignored his vice president
once the eection was done. Roosevelt considered it his congtitutiona obligation to have avice president,
but nothing said he was required to actualy use one. One of Roosevelt's earlier vice presidents, John
Nance Garner, had referred to the job as not being worth a pitcher of "warm piss." Theword piss had
later been changed to spit in an attempt to sanitize history. Roosevelt could accept this comment, but not
Garner'stemerity in trying to unseat Roosevelt as president. Garner had been dumped from the ticket,
and it had brought about the 1940 pairing of Roosevelt with Henry Wallace. When Wallace's infatuation
with Joseph Stain and dl things paliticaly far Ieft, if not Communist, became known, he too became



unacceptable.

Enter Harry Truman, who was loya, hardworking, honest, American, and not likely to lust after FDR's
job. For the eighty-odd days he had served as vice president, Truman had been content to accept the
honor of the office asareward for long years of faithful serviceto his country and the Democratic Party.
He considered it a pleasant prelude to a comfortable retirement.

On April 12, 1945, Roosevelt unexpectedly died of amassive stroke in Warm Springs, Georgia, and
Harry Truman, the dapper little man with the often snappish temper, had become president of the United
States.

Now, as he paced the Ova Office and waited for the othersto arrive, he could only ponder how wholly
unprepared he had been for the job he now held. He had known absolutely nothing about the
development of the atomic bomb or the agreements made by FDR at the Y dta conference in February
1945, where the United States and the Soviet Union had set the pattern for the world's future. FDR had
operated in aworld dl hisown, and Truman was only beginning to plumb its depths. He felt he had not
disgraced himsdlf at the recently concluded Potsdam conferences and was learning more each day about
the office of president. But he sometimes came near to despair at how little he knew and how much he
had yet to learn.

Truman had made few changesin FDR's cabinet or command structure. Jm Byrnes had succeeded
Stettinius as secretary of sate, although Ambassador Grew had been a decent interim choice. Stettinius
was now the first ambassador to the United Nationsin San Francisco, while the sixty-six-year-old
Byrnes had awedth of government experience to draw on. Roosevet had referred to Byrnesas his
"assgant presdent,” both insulting and ignoring Truman with the term. To the surprise of some, Byrnes
and Truman functioned together efficiently.

James Forrestal was the secretary of the navy, and Henry Stimson remained the secretary of war. Adm.
William Leahy was chief of staff to the Commander in Chief of the Army and Navy. Leahy, aquiet man,
sometimes seemed to be dominated by Adm. Ernest King, the navy chief of staff, and George C.
Marshdl, the army chief of staff. Truman could easily imagine anyone being intimidated by King and
Marshdl. Forrestal and Stimson would not attend this day. Byrnes, Leahy, King, and Marshd | were
expected, dong with anyone else they choseto bring.

Truman thought it ironic that he, aman who'd never graduated from college, could bein charge of such
highly educated and wdll-qualified men of great renown, and that he now hobnobbed with kings and
premiers. It could easily be an ego-swelling experience, and at times Harry Truman thought he could
learn to like hisnew job.

Truman entered the conference room, took his place at the head of the table, and gestured for the
standing men to be seated. The only additional member of the group was Mg. Gen. Ledie Groves, the
man who had administered and ramrodded the Manhattan Project and the development of the atomic
bombs that had recently been dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

Truman gestured them to their seats and began with characteristic abruptness. " Gentlemen, have we
learned anything new in the last few hours?'

Byrnes responded, his brow wrinkled with concern. "As of yesterday, we thought we had a deal with the
Japs. The Swedish government, acting as an intermediary, informed us that Hirohito and Premier Suzuki's
government had accepted the terms of the Potsdam Declaration, which required them to agree to
unconditional surrender. Their radio even warned the Japanese people that amajor announcement would
be broadcast a noon their time. It now gppears that abunch of fanatic young officers have seized the



palace and kidnapped Hirohito. When the noon radio announcement was made, it said nothing about
surrender. War Minister Anami, who aleged to be acting on Hirohito's behalf, called for continued
resi stance and made reference to using the entire population of Japan as human weapons against the
United States should we be so foolish asto invade. Anami also said that the rumors of surrender were
false and made by officialsin the government who had treasonably conspired to act on behalf of an
unknowing emperor.”

Byrnes shook his head in dismay. " Sir, thiswas not wholly unexpected. There were many factionsin the
Japanese government and military who were opposed to any surrender, and they have taken control of
both the government and the emperor.”

"Wewere s0 close,” Truman muttered. "So damned close. We were even willing to let them keep their
emperor, even though most of the United States would like to see thelittle bastard hanged. Didn't they
understand they could keep Hirohito?'

Byrnes nodded grimly. "1've spoken with the Japanese experts at State and they've informed me that the
Jap hierarchy knows full well that Hirohito getsto stay. The problem, asthey seeit, runs much deeper. It
redly goesto thefact that their culture and values are so different from oursthat we, in their eyes, might
aswell befrom another planet.”

Adm. Ernest King's voicewas asnarl. "If they don't surrender and do it soon, they may well be blasted
to another planet.”

Truman hushed him with awave. "The problem is, do we recommence hodtilities or try to wait thisout?"

Marshall spoke for thefirst time. "1 don't think we have a choice. What Anami said was acomplete
rgjection of any surrender a thistime. We must continue thewar.”

"l agree,”" said King firmly. Leahy looked away in dismay. He had taken the failure of the Japaneseto
surrender very hard. After amoment, Byrnes too agreed.

Truman groaned. " The country has been anticipating an end to the Jap war for severa daysnow. There
have been premature and fa se announcements of peace, and people have been celebrating and dancing
in the streets. Now, they have to betold that al their hopes have been dashed and we're till at war with
abitter and fanatical enemy.” Heturned to Byrnes. "I must go on the air and make an announcement very
quickly before the rumors get out of hand.”

Generd Groves coughed lightly to get atention. Although a bdligerent and highly confident man, he was
outranked and somewhat awed by the people in the room. "Mr. President, gentlemen, | presume you will
want a continuation of our atomic bombings?'

Truman nodded. Destroying Hiroshimaand Nagasaki had amost brought the Japsto their knees;
perhaps more bombs would succeed where the first two had not. It had been Truman's decison and his
aloneto use thelittle-understood weapon againgt the Japanese. He had made the decision hoping to save
lives, American lives, and now that decision again confronted him.

Asbefore, Truman did not hesitate. "Do that. \When can we atomize another city?"

Groves paused. "Not immediatdly, Sir. It will be at least two weeks before we will have the materidsin
place a Tinian to assemble another bomb. We are beginning production of the bombs &t our facility in
Hanford, Washington, but the pace will be dow. We estimate that we can make at least one amonth,
with astrong possibility of accelerating that pace once we learn more about the process.”



Truman mused out loud, "Two weeks. Well, | daresay we can't roll them off an assembly line like Ford
doescars." It brought asmall, bitter chuckle from the others, even from the dour Leahy, who was
vehemently opposed to using the bomb.

Just two days prior, Ford had begun the production of civilian vehiclesat aplant in New Jersey, and the
other carmakers were lugting to follow. Even without the surrender of Japan, the United States was
gtarting to ease back into alessregtrictive economy.

"We might have had abomb ready a couple of days sooner,” Groves continued, "but, with peace so
likely, we canceled the planned shipment of fissionable materid to Tinian. No need, we thought.”

Truman rose and the others did aswell. It was a gesture of respect for his new rank that <till surprised
him. "All right, we have awar to win and | have an announcement to make to theworld. I'm afraid our
people are going to take this as yet another example of Jap duplicity, and | can't say as| blame them.
Thisisgoing to makethe red ending of the war just that much more brutal and bloody to achieve."

Truman returned quickly to his office. Even without taking into consderation what the fanatics were
caugng to beinflicted on the civilians of Japan, the thought of sending till more young mento diein battle
had almost caused him to weep. He had been so hopeful that the shocks of Hiroshimaand Nagasaki,
aong with the Russians declaration of war and subsequent invasion of Manchuria, would have caused
even the most radica Jap to seethe light. It was a horrible responsibility, and he silently cursed Roosevelt
for dying and thrugting it upon him.

Japan was not the only problem of immense magnitude that he and the United States had to dedl with.
The war had ended in Europe, but not the killing, as the oppressed took savage revenge on their
oppressors or, sometimes, just the weak. Poles had massacred severa hundreds of Jews who had
survived the concentration camps and who had tried to reclaim their possessions from Polish squatters.
What to do with the Jews, dong with the millions of other refugees, was an enormoudy complex
problem.

Generd Eisenhower had just informed him that the "breadbaskets' of Europe had not produced muchiin
the way of cropsthisyear, and since those lands were now in Russian zones, what grain that would be
harvested would be heading for the Soviet Union. Along with feeding England and France, the United
States was going to have to find enough foodstuffs for Germany and other countries.

Russiawas dso on themarch in Asa Stalin was openly supporting the Chinese Communists under Mao
Tsetung in their war againgt the Nationaists, who, however corrupt and incompetent, were alies of the
United States. Russian armies were driving the Japanese armies from Manchuriaand Koreg, and it
looked asif those lands would come under Soviet control. Any hopes that the American possession of
nuclear weapons would deter Stalin's ambitions had been dashed.

Lagt, but hardly least, was the question of the U.S. economy. The country had been on atota war
footing for years, and there was ared need to begin boosting the production of civilian goods and
integrating millions of returning servicemen into the fragile economy. This had to be done carefully to
prevent areturn to the Great Depression. After twelve years of economic pain and ruin, there were those
who felt that a depressed economy and great numbers of unemployed might be the norma state of
capitdism for the twentieth century. Truman fervently wanted to prove them wrong.

At least, Truman thought with some satisfaction, the Widow Roosevelt had finally moved out of the
White House and returned to her Hyde Park residence in New Y ork. Hiswife, Bess, and his daughter,
Margaret, were only afew steps away, and their presence was a great comfort to him. He was surprised
to find that the Roosevets, who'd lived in the White House since 1933, had never truly considered it their



home and had alowed it to fall into neglect and disrepair. Bess had been appalled at thefilth.

Harry Truman grinned. Besswould take care of tht little problem. All he had to do was end this damned
war.

CHAPTER 3

P-47 fighter pilot Dennis Chambers had been shot down over northern Kyushu in May 1945. The
twenty-six-year-old Army Air Corps captain had endured harsh interrogations from his captors, during
which, in accordance with new air force policy, he told them everything he knew rather than resist until
the information was pulled from him, piece by bloody piece. Like many downed airmen, he fabricated
wild stories that seemed to satisfy the Japs rather than the bland truth that he didn't really know much at
al about grand strategy.

Routine beatings left him bloody but not badly hurt, and then he was taken to the prison camp just
outside the port city of Nagasaki.

Denniswas left counting his advantages. First, he understood a smattering of Japanese, courtesy of an
immigrant houseboy his parents had employed. He gradually picked up enough from his captorsto be
reasonably fluent, which he kept secret.

A couple of hisfriends were beaten to desth for minor infractions, and he'd watched in horror as one
man was beheaded for some unintended insult to aguard. At least that kind of death would have been
swift. All too often, punishment consisted of having rations reduced, and since the rations were aready
below subsistence leve, that meant lingering death by painful starvation.

Although bruised and cut, he till had his hedlth, and being asmall man alittle under average height and
build, he didn't require much in the way of food to keep him going. Early in his captivity, Chambers
redized that he could somach eating anything if it meant surviving, and he made apoint of digging up
worms and eating insects to supplement the smal balls of rice the Japanese provided.

Thisonly delayed the inevitable. He was alean man, and when he did lose weight, it came from muscle
and not from any fat. He soon felt himsdlf wasting away and knew that he would soon look just like the
others. Men who'd been POWSslonger than him looked like corpses, skeletal and covered with
ulcerating sores. Severa suffered from infections of the scrotum that caused the sac to balloon up severd
timeslarger than it should be. Dennis could only guess at their agony.

Chamberstried not to torture himsalf by thinking about hiswife and his home the way so many of the
other POWs did. Whenever an unbidden thought did break through his defenses, he blocked it out.

Despite his privations and blesk future, he didn't contemplate escape. After al, where the hell would he
go? A white man in the middle of Japan would stick out like a sore thumb. If he tried and was caught, the
punishment would be savage and fatal. He and his buddiestalked it over. They would wait.

Like every able-bodied American, British, or Australian POW in the camp, Chambers had to work for
his meager rations. He and a handful of others had been put to work in one of the small factories on the
outskirts of Nagasaki, where he performed menial work under the scrutiny of his masters. He welcomed
the work. It broke up the monotony of the days and frequently kept him away from his guards.

Better, many of the civilian workersin the factory were not sadists like the guards and treated him
reasonably well. A couple of them even dipped him bits of food from their own meager supplies out of
pity for him. He knew he was fortunate to be working where he was. Many POWs were forced to work
inthe ared's cod mines, under extremely harsh and primitive conditions that caused deaths and numerous



inuries

He had been done in the basement of the factory moving storage boxes when the entire world had lit up
about him with an unearthly, incandescent glow. Stunned, thinking only that one of the many American
planes often seen overhead had bombed the factory or crashed nearby, hed smply frozen.

Seconds later, the fist of a shock wave hurled him against awall and covered him with debris. He later
thought he might have lost consciousness. When he did revive to the point where thought was possible,
he began to dig himsalf out, knowing only that the proper direction was up.

It might have taken him hours, but he finaly broke through to fresh air and to sights that stunned him. Al
about him, Nagasaki was destroyed, buildings flattened and burning. Then he looked up and saw ablack
storm cloud of immense fury churning and roaring above him asit fought the winds that sought to push it

avay.

Then he knew. Rumors had been rife in the camp of a superbomb that had been dropped on Hiroshima.
Mogt people dismissed it as the halucinations of starving men, just like the onesthat had thousands of
Negro cavarymen on white horses riding to free them. Now he knew the stories of the bomb were true
and that it had now decimated Nagasaki.

The bomb had freed him. There was no sign of hisguards or hisfellow prisoners. If they were dead, it
was ashame, but hewas dive and he intended to stay that way. If he stuck around, he might get lynched
by an angry Japanese mob. There would no longer be any small kindnesses from the Japanese civilians.
They would want revenge and he wasn't certain he blamed them. His plansfor waiting out the end of the
war had suddenly changed. He had to run for hislife and hide.

He'd gathered histhoughts. It was reasonable to conclude that no one would ever look for him, and the
Japanese people he saw milling about were digtracted and would ignore him for the time being.

He was covered with dirt and most of his clothes had been shredded by the blast and the effort of digging
himself out. Dennislooked no different from any of the scores of otherswho milled about him aimlesdy
and in shock.

Alonein aseaof Japanese people, hed seen that many had been horribly burned. Some were nothing
more than walking corpses who stumbled aong on charred limbs before they pitched over and died.
Many of the normally modest Japanese people were naked and seemingly unaware of it asthe blast had
seared clothing right off their backs or burned the fabric into their flesh. Many of them had folds of flesh
dangling from them asif someone had tried to skin them and then, for some demented reason, stopped.

Infront of him, aspecter reached its clawed hand for Chambers. It might have been a man once. ltsteeth
were vishle as sumpsin alipless mouth, and it tried to spesk but only agurgling growl came forth. The
thing had no face, and white liquid was where the eyes once were. Dennisredlized that the cregture
couldn't see or hear him, but reached with blistered hands for anything in its mindless path. Dennis
stepped aside and let the horror pass. He had to get the hell out of Nagasaki right away.

He selected the corpse of aman who still had most of his clothing and pulled the body out of the
roadway. No one noticed him. Then he stripped the body and put on the dead man's Japanese clothing.
They werealittle small, but he could make them do. For once he was thankful that he had lost so much
weight in the camp. No one paid him the dightest bit of attention as people trudged past, their eyes
glazed over with their own shock and horror.

He covered hisface and hands with dirt and some grease he found by aruined car, hoping it made him
look less Caucasian. Then held joined the torrent of humanity, most of it frighteningly silent, asit flowed



out of the ruined city of Nagasaki and into the bleak hillsthat rose out of the northern part of theidand of
Kyushu. On hisway he saw the shattered hulk of the Catholic cathedrd of Nagasaki. However smal the
numbers of worshipers might have been, the only center of Christianity in Japan had been destroyed by
an dlegedly Chrigtian United States.

Ashewalked, it further struck him that no one was doing anything for the people of Nagasaki. There
was no plan; there was no government left in the areato start helping its people. All had been destroyed
and no one knew where to begin. Helooked behind him and saw that the pillar of the cloud had finally
begun to stream away, and that it had lost much of its peculiar mushroom shape. It had beguntorain
large, warm drops, and he wondered if the explosion had caused rain as well. Could the bomb have been
so powerful that it changed the weether?

At apoint, he broke away from the main throng and struck out into the more rugged area around Mount
Tara, which wasto the north of Nagasaki.

Hours later and high on a grass-covered ridge, he found the remains of afarmer's hut that must have been
abandoned afew years before. He propped up stones and pieces of wood to keep the rain off him. The
weather was warm so he didn't fear exposure, but the efforts of the day had exhausted him. He had to
rest and he had to find food and water.

Near his shelter, helocated a puddie and lapped it like adog when his cupped hands wouldn't retain
enough to quench his suddenly enormousthirst. Then hetook astick and began to dig in the soft ground.
It was as he had hoped. The damp earth wasfull of insects.

Ashe ate, he decided that, whatever happened from here on in, he was not going back to a prison camp.
Evenif hediedin the hills of Kyushu, he would do so as afree man.

Later, asthe days stretched on, he began to wonder. How long could he endure and survive on his
mesager diet in the mountains of Kyushu? The weather was mild, but winter wasinevitable. He had no
idea how cold it would get, but it would certainly be much cooler than the present. What if he had to
gpend along timein the hillsS?What if it took yearsfor the war to end? Then he thought of something
even more awful, and it made him shudder, nearly cry. What if it never ended? If that was the case, then
he was condemned to spend whatever remained of hislife running, hiding, and dowly starving to death.

Despite his circumstances, he saw black humor in the dternative possibility that the war would end and
he would never find out. That would bejust his luck.

CHAPTER 4

"I'm not too sure which appalls me the mogt, the rioting by our servicemen in San Francisco, or the
cvilianriotsin other cities" sad Marshal.

"They al sicken me," Truman said. "L ook at the numbersfor San Francisco. An estimated twenty
thousand soldiers and sailors ran amok for two days before other military and state police could teke
control. They rampaged through Chinatown and killed anyone who looked even remotely Asian, hoping,
| presume, that they were somehow killing Japs. God, more than a hundred dead and a thousand
injured.”

"Areyou counting the rapes?' Marshd |l asked.

Theriotsin San Francisco had begun as a drunken celebration of victory over the Japanese by tens of
thousands of servicemen overjoyed that they were not going to be fighting the Japs. When they found out
the truth, the celebrations turned ugly. Most of the rapes had occurred during the cel ébration phase, the



murderslater on.

"No," Truman said sadly. The document on his desk indicated three thousand reported rapesin San
Francisco done, and God only knew how many unreported. "And will somebody tell me why the people
of Detroit felt it necessary to kill another score of Negroes? Hadn't they had enough of racerioting in
19437

Where there had not been an Asian population to attack, the colored people of many large cities had
become the target of the mobs wrath.

Secretary of State Jm Byrneslit acigarette. "What is happening to these people, these criminals? May |
presume there will bealot of arrests and court-martials?*

Marshall shook his head. "Presume nothing. Mot of theriotersin San Francisco are unidentified, except
for afew score picked up by the police as drunk and disorderly. Asto the rapes, most women won't
testify, evenif they could identify their lants. The San Francisco hospitals reported giving out severd
thousand douches and sending the women home. There were so many raped women they had no other
way to treat them. In order to defuse the situation, we are shipping as many of the soldiers and sailors out
of Californiaas quickly as possible and have confined the rest to their barracks.

"The policein Detroit and other citiesfindly seem to have everything under control, and there have been
some arrests, athough there does seem to be alack of enthusiasm regarding actually prosecuting

people.”
"Not if | can helpit,”" Truman snapped.

"Will we get convictions?' Byrnes asked.

Truman rose and paced. "Redigticdly, in today's climate we don't stand a snowball's chance of
convicting someone for killing aJap, Chinese, or colored man, but women and children werekilled and
that's something else entirely."

Truman took adeep breath to cam himself. "Which brings meto the point of this discusson, gentlemen.
We must show ourselves as striking back at the Japanese in Japan and doing so extremely harshly. The
actions of the mobs smply show how much the peopl€'s hatred of everything Japanese has increased.
Generd Marshal, what isthe status of the next bomb?"

Marshdl answered quickly, "The bomb components have been flown to Tinian, and it is being assembled
now. Wewill be ready anytime after the twenty-second of August.”

"Good. Now, General, what about atarget?"

Marshall paused, knowing that his answer could condemn thousands to death. The sixty-five-year-old
five-star genera had built the army from ascratch force to amassive entity in only afew short years. He
had been the confidant of Roosevelt and was now Truman's trusted adviser.

"Sir, theorigind list included four Japanese cities that were largely spared conventiona bombing in order
to get maximum effect from the atomic bomb. Along with Hirashima and Nagasaki, the list included
Kokuraand Niigata. If we gtick with the origind lit, then only the last two remain. Air force generals
Spaatz and LeMay would like to expand that very short list by aso adding Tokyo and Kyoto, and they
are backed by Genera Arnold."

LeMay and Spaatz commanded the air forcesin the Pecific, while Gen. "Hap" Arnold wasthe air force
representative on the Joint Chiefs of Staff. Since he was technicaly subordinate to Marshall, he was not



present.

Byrnes answered quickly, "Weve gone over that ground before and there is no reason to change the li<t.
If anything, the decision to not atom bomb Tokyo and Kyoto is even more compd ling. Smply put, we
need both those citiesreltively intact if we are ever to end thiswar. Tokyo isthe adminisirative hub of
Japan, and if we destroy it and the government, possibly killing the emperor, we could wind up with no
oneremaining in chargeto cal an end to thewar. Quite frankly, gentlemen, | believe that the emperor is
the only person who can surrender Japan.

"Kyoto'sthe religious center of Jgpan, virtudly acity of temples. It would be tantamount to bombing the
Vatican and then informing Italy's Catholics that we respected them and their culture. Using atom bombs
on Kyoto could easly result in millions more fanatics ready to diefor their country than there are now.

"Generd, we have too much to lose, and, yes, | do recognize the fact that we have been firebombing
both cities with tremendous loss of life. But atomic bombs are so devastating that there is no comparison
between the two events.”

Marshall had expected the response, even supported it, but he felt obliged to forward the thoughts of his
generals. "After we bomb Kokuraand Niigata, we really don't have any more targets. Kokura's prewar
population islessthan ahundred thousand, and Niigata's only alittle more than that. Further, the
Japanese are findly getting the message and have commenced evacuating their cities. | rather doubt we
will be dropping any kind of bombs on civilian refugee camps.”

Truman laughed harshly. "Are you teling me we St here with the greatest and most awesome wegpon
ever made, and we have bombed Japan so thoroughly that we might not have anything to use it on?"

Marshal nodded. "Precisdly."
Truman Sghed. "Jesus.”

"Mr. President,” Marshdl continued, "it may be worse than that. According to General Groves, Dr.
Oppenheimer and others are reporting that the lingering effects of radiation from the bombs may befar
worse than what they expected. They've examined the ground a Alamogordo and the items recovered
from there, and the radiation count is till very high, even lethdly so. Further, thereisasignificant body of
anecdotal evidence coming from Japan which confirms that hypothess. It now seemsthat radiation does
not disspate in amatter of hours or days, but may linger on for months, perhaps years. There are many
reports coming from Japan of otherwise hedthy-looking people sickening and dying days after exposure
to radioactive items. This meansthat our own soldiers could be at risk if we send theminto a
bombed-out area without proper precautions.”

Truman was exasperated and his voice rose. "Generd, Jm, we must use abomb. We must show both
the people of the United States, and the foolsin Tokyo, that they cannot refuse to surrender without
suffering the consequences. If we do not punish the Japanese for this new act of treachery, there might be
cdlsfor my impeachment, if not my head. Now, if we cannot expand the list of targets, which of thetwo
citiesdo you prefer?”

Marshadl responded without hesitation, knowingly condemning thousands to incineration and worse.
"Kokura If we haveto invade the homeidands, thefirgt assault will be on theidand of Kyushu. Kokura
isacity near the narrow graits between Kyushu and the dmost adjacent idand of Honshu. Destroying
Kokurawill have the effect of making it more difficult for the Japanese to move soldiersinto Kyushu to
reinforce the armies dready there. By stretching the definition, Kokura could be consdered amilitary

target.”



Truman turned to Byrnes. "Any culturd or political problem with Kokura?'
"None whatsoever."

Truman took adeep breath. "Then we will bomb Kokura."

"Yes, gr."

"Very good,” Truman said softly. "After Kokurais destroyed, | wish to be fully updated on the plansto
invade Kyushu, ong with any other optionsthat might be available to us. God help the people of Japan.”
And God help me, he cried to himself as he considered the additional deaths his decision would cause.
But what choicedo | have?

CHAPTERS

"I'll getit," the pretty blonde yelled asthe doorbell rang for the second time, thistime insistently. Who
could bein such ahurry? Nobody was expected this August evening. She pulled it open and stood there
indisbdlief.

"Hi," the young man said shyly. Hewasin uniform, and his gold lieutenant's bars shone in the light from
the house.

Debbie Winston screamed and hugged the man at her door, then covered his face with kisses, which he
urgently returned.

"Wow," 2nd Lt. Paul Morrell said when they finally brokefor air. " Just think, | wasworried that you
might not be glad to see me." Debhbie stopped any further attempt at conversation by again covering his
face with kisseswhile she dragged him into the living room.

The clamor had brought the rest of Debbi€'s family, and they greeted Paul warmly with hugs and
handshakes. Debbie's mother asked him if he had seen his own family, and he assured her that he had,
and that he had just come from there. Then they sat him on the couch with Debbie beside him with her
am entwined with his.

"How much time do you have?' Debbie asked, dreading the answer.

"Only acouple of hours. A friend of mineis picking me up and driving me downtown to thetrain sation.”
He laughed. "I'm not supposed to be here a al. The army flew me from Germany to England, and then
from England to New Y ork. My orders say I'm to take the most direct route to San Francisco, and then
oversess. | guessthey want meinahurry. | saw alot of other officers getting the same treatment.
However, | just figured that the war would wait alittle bit or, better yet, go on without me.”

Debbie's mother stood. A whimsical smile was on her face. " Two hours? Somehow | think you two want
to spend it done and not talking to us." She grabbed her husband and Debbi€'s younger brother and
Steered them out of the room.

Debhie took Paul's handsin hers and kneaded them in quiet desperation, asif willing them to stay. "Paul,
itisn't fair. Y ou shouldn't be going to fight the Japanese. Didn't you do enough in Germany?

He put hisarm around her and pulled her to him. It was a hot evening and she was wearing only ablouse
and skirt cut short because of the wartime shortage of materials. He could fed the warmth and tantalizing
smoothness of her skin underneath her clothing, and her dender legs were gorgeous.

"Apparently not," he managed to say. "' A wholelot of people are being sent from Europe to the Pacific.”



He decided not to tdll her about the incident in Germany that had caused him to be put on thelevy to fight
the Japs. No need disturbing her with accounts of his own stupidity. "I'm just hoping it's over by thetime

| get there. Even if everything moves according to somebody's schedule, | don't see how we can do
anything about Japan for severa months. Of course, maybe if we drop afew more atom bombs on them,
therewon't be anything left to invade.”

She nodded into his chest, conscious that she was staining his khaki uniform with her tears. Shewas
trying not to cry but it wasfutile. News of the continued war had hit home with abulletin that said yet
another atomic bomb had been dropped on Japan, this one on a place called Kokura. Kokura sounded
likeabird caling, not acity that had just been wiped off the face of the earth.

"Paul, it was so terrible here after the peace collapsed. Everybody had been celebrating victory, and then
the rug was pulled out from under our feet and the crash was sickening. Instead of your coming hometo
me, we dl redized that soldiers were still going to be shipped overseasto fight and maybe die. There was
alot of rioting here, and alot of people were killed in downtown. Would you believe someone even
smashed the window at Ginsherg's store and stole acouch? Mr. Ginsberg tried to make ajoke of it by
saying it was an ugly piece of furniture and that the thief had no taste, but | could tell he was shaken by it.
Did you know that the governor declared martia law because of al the killings around the riverfront?
Therewas even a curfew for afew days and everyone stayed home or got arrested. | just never believed
it could happen herein the United States.”

"I know," hesaid sadly. "'l saw alot of it in the barracks with men getting murderoudy drunk and then
going into town smply to break things and hurt people. It was like the whole world had gone crazy with
anger and everyone felt they'd been cheated out of the rest of their lives. Since | was an officer, they had
me trying to settle things down and take charge. Funny, but what | really wanted to do wasjoin them and
bresk some stuff mysdf."

Debbie lifted her head and they kissed again. She was sobbing and realized he was crying softly aswell.
"Paul, I'm so scared for you. Somehow | thought that your going inthe army wasalark, and | was
playing a being the brave but lonely woman waiting a home for her man while you marched off with your
uniform never getting dirty. After dl, the Germans surrendered just after you got there, and then the Japs
were going to give up. Now I'm scared that | might actualy lose you.”

Her voice broke and her chest heaved. "I just want you to come back to me.”

Debbie did not add that she wanted him there so she could resolve her own doubts about their future,
When he was with her, she was confident that she wasin love with him. When he was gone from her, she
wondered whether she was doing the right thing by continuing their long-distance romance. She gave no
thought, however, to teling him of her doubtsthis evening.

Paul took adeep bregth. "I loveyou," he said, and they kissed again. "And | am coming back." Then he
grinned through hisanguish. "Damn, | am glad | took thislittle detour even though it means1'm going to
be |ate reporting.”

"Canyou get in trouble?’
He chuckled wryly. "Y eah, maybe they'll fire me. Wouldn't that be a shame?'

Shelaughed. "Come outside." Shetook his hand and led him out to the backyard. He smiled as he saw
Debbie'sfamily's car, tirdless and propped up on cement blocks, testimony to the shortage of rubber and
therationing of gas. Debbie's father took the bus or trolley to work and had been selling his gas-ration
couponsin return for other items. It wasn't legd, but everyone was doing it.



Some patio furniture was underneath atree, and they sat on aporch swing, rocking gently.

It was amazing, he thought, but her entire family seemed to have disappeared. He wondered if they were
peering through windows at them and didn't give adamn. His own parents had wished for him to stay
and spend what little time he had left with them, but they understood his need to see Debbie before he
headed on to the West Coast. Both his parents had been weeping when he |eft them, but thiswasthe
worst departure of dl.

"Do you want to get married?' Debbie asked softly, surprised at her own boldness and wondering if she
realy meant it. "We could run off to Kentucky and get married right away. | know some people who've
doneit."

He held her even moretightly. "'l want to marry you more than anything in the world, but not until |
return.” And in one piece, he thought. ™Y ou're much too young to be awar widow and | won't wish that
onyou."

"Don't even think likethat," she gasped. "Even my brother, Ronnie, isstarting to talk like death isjust
around the corner. Helll be eighteen in afew months and now they're talking like he won't even get to
finish high school before he gets drafted. My God, Paul, now they're taking babiesin the draft! 1sn't
anybody left? Ronnie€'s scared and | don't blame him. I'm terrified for both of you."

Paul wondered what it was like in Japan. Were they drafting children the way the Germans did? Hed
seen so many little boysin German uniforms, pretending they were soldiers, but using red bullets. Some
were only ten or eleven years old, and a number of them had been killed or wounded by Americanswho
didn't stop to ask their age. An enemy soldier with agun was athreat, no matter how old hewas. It
occurred to Paul that the winner of thisawful war might just be the last country with anyoneleft standing.

They held each other in silence. They kissed and sometimes sobbed. Thiswas not anight for giggling and
petting. It was anight for remembering every sound, every word, every scent of each other. They didn't
even look up and comment on the sea of Sarsthat was visible. They wanted nothing to distract them
from what might be their last memories of each other.

After what seemed like only afew minutes, they heard the sound of acar horn. The interlude was over.
She waked with him to the front of the house and they kissed one more time before he got in the car and
drove away into the darkness.

Debbie kept a stony facade until the car turned the corner and was out of sight. Then she dropped to her
kneesand let out awail. Her parents came running.

CHAPTER 6

The dust-covered jeep stopped in front of along row of identical brown army tents. Thetwo MPsin the
front watched as the disheveled young lieutenant eased himsdlf siffly out of the back and removed his
duffel bag. They made no effort to help him, nor did any of the soldiersin the areamanage to notice the
gtuation either. The Sght of MPs ddlivering asoldier to the areawasn't the dightest bit unique.

One of the MPs, a sergeant, glared before speaking. "Lieutenant, if | wasyou, | would trot my ass down
to tent 721 directly. Do not try to clean up, do not get a bite to eat, do not pass go, do not collect no two
hundred dollars. Just get down there and pronto before you get in any more trouble.”

"Thanksfor thelift, Sergeant, and the warm night of hospitdity," he added, and dropped the heavy bag
by hisleft sde. He waited and stared until the sergeant reluctantly saluted him. Morrel| returned it and
turned away.



Tent number 721 was but one of thousandslikeit in the massive tent city that had been thrown up on the
outskirts of Oakland, Cadlifornia, as ameans of processing the transient troops en route to the war in the
Pecific. The whole camp had an air of temporariness, asif it belonged to a migratory horde that had
suddenly appeared and could disappear at will. The roads were dirt and rutted, and the tents were small
and shapeless. However, the camp was laid out in asensible grid that made it possible for the MPsto
drop Paul off only alittleway from his destination, tent 721. They could have dropped him off right in
front, but they wanted to show alittle more of their superiority by letting him takeawalk.

Paul tapped on a piece of plywood attached to the front of the tent as acrude knocker. "Comein,” a
voice caled, and Paul had that feding that he'd been here before. It was uncannily likethat last timein

Germany.

He ducked his head and entered. Then he started to stand upright and come to attention. " Sit down,
Lieutenant,” said the voice, interrupting that effort. Paul found acamp chair and did as directed.

As his eyes became adjusted to the dimmer light, he saw that the man facing him across a card table that
served asadesk wasacaptain in hislate twenties or early thirties. He had dark, brush-cut hair and
looked to befairly tal and rangy.

"Lieutenant Morrell, | presume?’
"YS’ s'r.ll

"Wonderful. Lieutenant, | am Captain Tom Ruger. Now just where the hell have you been? Y ou were
supposed to be here three days ago. Almost dl the rest of the regimental officers have gone on ahead
with the enlisted men, with me left behind to round up strayslike you.”

Tradition dictated that he wasto say "no excuse," or something like that. Right now, Paul wastoo tired
and dirty to care. "Sir, if | hadn't been thrown injail for no good reason yesterday, | would only have
been two dayslate. Asto therest of it, my orders weren't redistic. | may have had travel priority, but
that couldn't get me on planesthat weren't flying or trainsthat weren't moving."

To Paul's surprise, Ruger laughed. "The orders may not have been redlistic, but most army orders aren't.
If we had told you to arrive as soon as you could, how long would you have taken? A year? Two? Asto
the other part, you were arrested for the crime of wearing auniform in San Francisco, which, after the
peaceriots of afew weeks ago, isnow off-limitsto al military personnd and will remain that way for the
foreseeable future.

"When the cops stopped you, your orders caused the police to worry about your intentions because they
showed you were dready two days AWOL. If you'd been on time, they'd just have put you on abus or
truck and shipped your sorry ass out here. Since your paperwork condemned you as a probable felon,
they decided not to take chances, and that'swhy they held youinjail. To tdll you the truth | don't blame
them. There arealot of people showing up late in hopes the war will be over by the time they arrive.”

"| admit the thought crossed my mind.”

"Asto trangportation problems, Lieutenant, the military in the Northwest states are going crazy, which is
completely screwing up everything that moves on whedls. The Japs have started sending over firebombs
attached to balloonsthat drift long over the prevailing air currents by the hundreds, maybe the
thousands, and into the U.S. They've only caused alittle damage: acouple of smal forest fires, and a
handful of people were killed while trying to examine them. But rumor hasit that one of the bombs
apparently started afire at sSome supersecret ingtallation near Hanford, Washington, and cut the place's
eectricity. It may have been chance, but it'sthe sort of thing that drives the brass crazy and disruptstrain



schedules”

Ruger's voice dropped its tone of banter and turned stern. "Be that as it may, you were still supposed to
be here on time. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, gar."
"Y ou planning to make the army a career, Lieutenant Morrel1?"
"Héell, no. | mean, no, Sir."

Ruger took a piece of paper off his makeshift desk and wadded it up. "Then theré'sno point in
disciplining you, isthere? | could maybe have you court-martialed and stripped of rank, but that would
be awaste of the time and money the government's got invested in you, and awritten reprimand that
would ruin your career wouldn't mean squat if you don't have acareer to ruinin thefirst place.” He threw
the paper away. It landed on the ground, afew feet from an overflowing wastebasket. "Y ou got afamily
in Detroit? A girl?'

"Y esto both, Captain.”

Ruger leaned forward and glared. "I'll bet you deviated from atrue straight-line course and spent some
timewith them, didn't you?"'

Why lie? Paul thought. "Y es, Captain, | did. | was off course for about seven hours.”

Ruger shook hishead in disbelief. "That al? Jesus Chri<t, Lieutenant, | would have spent alot more than
that with them. After dl, you're not likely to see them for ahdluvalong time.”

Paul blinked and Ruger started laughing. "Like | said, Lieutenant Morrell, how can | punish you? Can't
fireyou, now can |7

Paul worked up areciproca smile. "It wouldn't hurt my fedingsif you did.”

"Morrdl, I'm areservis myself, so | can't wait for this pile of shit war to end so | can get hometo my
loving wife and two kids and start working on kids three and four. In the meantime, I've got an infantry
company to staff, dong with filling acouple of other openingsin the battaion for Mgor Redwad and
General Monck. The enlisted men and the rest of the officerseft viatroopship shortly after theriots, and
we aretrying to fill thelagt officer vacancies. It'san unusua procedure, but thiswhole damned war is
highly unusua. Y ou, Mr. Morrell, look like you can do the job. Let's see, you're twenty-three. How the
hell did you stay out of the draft for so long?*

"Captain, | wasin ROTC in college, had amild knee injury from high school football, and my dad knew
someone on the draft board. Of thethree, | think the last was the most significant.”

"Not exactly dying to get in, wereyou?'

"l don't think anybody is. | guessthat's why we have the draft in thefirst place since any rush to enlist
ended shortly after Pearl Harbor. But now that I'm here, I'll serve and do my best.”

Ruger grunted acknowledgment. "' see you've been in combat.”

"Vey little. Twice my unit in Germany was under indirect artillery fire, and once we might have been shot
at by asniper. Indl cases, | just kept my head down and tried to keep my people from being killed."

"But you actudly did something. Y ou didn't lie there frozen in your own crap, now did you?'



"l guess| did manage to move about and function usefully.”
"So why'd they get rid of you in Germany? How badly did you flick up?’

Paul explained the situation with the grenades and the discipline. "Funny,” Paul concluded, "but al | was
trying to do wastheright thing."

Ruger nodded. "Theroad to hell is paved with people trying to do the right thing or something likethat. |
presume you've learned alittle discretion.”

Paul grinned. "A lot."
"Fine. Let's get back to you in those combat Situations. Were you scared?”
"Shitless”

Captain Ruger nodded. "My firgt timewasin the Philippines|ast year. | was o scared | maybe did shit,
although the place already stank so bad | don't think anybody could tell, and | suppose I'll be scared
again when we invade Japan."

Paul'sheart sank. "Then it's officid ?"

"Y ep, and you're gonnabe part of it. Since you look reasonably human and have amost satisfactorily
explained yoursdlf, I'm taking you for my company. We are part of anow-forming infantry regiment, the
528th, Brigadier General John Monck commanding. We are going to be assigned as areserve force for
one of the divisonsthat's going to invade. Well be shipping out from here faster than you can say jack
shit, so don't even think about unpacking or even leaving this tent without me as a chaperone.”

Paul sagged. That soon? Not even afew days respite?"Do | have time for aphone call? How 'bout a
shave and a shower?"'

Ruger looked at hiswatch. "'If we move fast, we can both make a phone call. Unless somebody changes
their minds, well be on aC-54 in about two and ahalf hours. Y ou can forget the shower. The plumbing
around hereisterrible at best.”

Ruger stood up and Paul redlized the captain was not astal asheld firgt thought, only aninch or so taler
than he was. Ruger held out his hand and Paul took it. Ruger's grip wasfirm. "Morrdll, welcometo
whatever the hell we're getting into. Now, let's go find us some phones, some food, and maybe even
something to drink. Y ou mind esting and drinking in an ugly old tent?"

Despite his apprehensions, Paul smiled. "Not in the dightest, Captain. Uh, do you have any ideawhere
were going from here?"

"Paul, after afew stopsfor food and fuel, we will be catching up with our enlisted personnel on that
resort spot of the Pacific, Okinawa, and God help us."

Paul'sfirst stepsin the Pacific theater would come soon.

CHAPTER 7

The third atomic bomb followed its precursors a Hiroshimaand Nagasaki and fell on Kokura, with the
same devastation. Gen. Korechika Anami, minister of war, stared at the small group of grim-faced men
who sat with him in that same bunker where Emperor Hirohito had been taken prisoner. The austere
wallswere now covered with maps and reports that charted the flow of the war that was raging over



their heads as American bombers pounded targetsin Tokyo and its suburbs. The new leader of Japan
wondered what was | eft for them to destroy in Tokyo.

Beginning with the March fireraids, the city had systematicaly been destroyed. More than a hundred
thousand of her people had burned to desth as the fragile wooden dwellings that housed her population
of 3 million had gone up like matches.

It was the same in the other cities of Japan. Fire and death.

As news from the bombed city of Kokurafiltered in through the shattered lines of communiceation, and as
the death toll from Hiroshimaand Nagasaki continued to mount, the sixty-three-year-old Generd Anami
wondered if he had done the right thing by supporting the rebellious young officers whose palace coup
had caused the killing to continue. He dismissed the brief spark of doubt. What had been done wasright
and Japan'sfate. Japan would fight on and so would he. He had to. He was samurai and bound by the
oath of Bushido to never surrender. But what would Japan fight with? They had to stop the rain of
nuclear terror from the skies.

Grudgingly, he acknowledged that the traditional definition of war had been changed. Japanese bravery
would count for naught unless he could find someway of hdting the bombings. Not for thefirst time he
wondered if he had been born too late. Better that he was already dead and his ashes scattered than to
see what was happening to his beloved Japan.

Because of hisrolein the coup that had captured Hirohito and prevented the planned surrender, Genera
Anami had taken the duties of prime minister aswell aswar minister. The previous prime minider,
Suzuki, had not resigned. He had died of a sudden and massive stroke while being taken into custody,
and it offended Anami that the American and British pressingsted that the seventy-seven-year-old
Suzuki had been murdered. The doddering old man who had survived other coup attempts and outlived
assassins bulletshad smply died.

Foreign Minister Shigenori Togo had been imprisoned, dthough in the comfort of his own home. Thefool
had indsted on trying to negotiate a peace settlement with the Allies on terms that were unfavorable to the
Empire. Later they would decide whether he had committed treason. Probably not, as he was not a
soldier and had been following the wishes of his misguided emperor, Hirohito. Togo's replacement,
ex-prime minister Hideki Tojo, had been chosen by the military, and the news had sent shock waves
through the Allies. Tojo had been one of the architects of the Pearl Harbor attack, but had borne the
brunt of blame for the later failures of the military and been forced to resign.

Anami hoped that Tojo's gppointment and apparent return to power would send a clear message that the
Japanese Empire was deadly seriousin itsintent to continue the war. Tojo, however, was afigurehead
gppointment. Thered power to lead and control Japan lay with the handful of men in the room.

Of the other important pacifists, only Marquis Kido, afriend and relaive of the emperor's, remained at
large. Generd Umezu, who had openly agreed with the decision to surrender, was aso under house
arrest. In Anami's opinion, Umezu was definitely atraitor and would be dedlt with accordingly.

Anami began the meeting. "The emperor sends his gregtings and wishes uswell.”

Admira Toyodas mouth flickered dightly in what might have been asmile. "Then he has not decided to
choose an honorable death?' Toyodawas ddighted that the war was continuing and, like the othersin
the room, knew that Hirohito was a prisoner. "And where is our beloved emperor?

Anami nodded dightly at Toyoda. "Colond Sakel said that Hirohito intends no such thing asan
immediate honorable death. He believesthat he can best serve the Empire by living."



Theimplicationswere clear. Hirohito would remain dliveto forestal his replacement by someone more
extreme. Should he die, then the crown would passto his son, Akihito. But the crown prince was far too
young to reign, and aregent would be appointed, presuming, of course, that the crown prince could be
found. A second choice would doubtless be Hirohito's younger brother, Prince Takamatsu. Takamatsu
good solidly behind the militaristsin their continuing fight.

"Asto the emperor's physical presence,” Anami continued, "Colone Sakel has moved him to a place of
greater safety. Heisin asecure location near the city of Nagasaki. That was chosen because the
Americans would not again bomb the ruined place. It dso places him away from Tokyo and the
possbility of acountercoup.” Anami quickly looked upward and the others followed. They could hear
the distant thudding of bombs. "It isironic, but dead Nagasaki is now far safer than Tokyo."

The group nodded agreement. Anami was still taken aback by the way they looked to him for guidance
and leadership.

Anami again directed hisglance at Admira Toyoda. "Are there any improvements regarding the navy?"

Toyodaflushed. There was no navy. With the exception of sixteen destroyers and anumber of regular
submarines, the conventiond navy no longer existed. Fewer than 10 percent of navy shipswere il
afloat, and al other ships of consequence had been sunk or o0 severely damaged that they could not
move.

"We have no carriers, no battleships, no cruisers, and dmost no frontline planes. Unlessthey have been
found and destroyed by the Americans, only about a hundred fighters remain, and they are dispersed dll

over Japan."

Once, the Japanese navy and the swift Zero fighter had ruled both the waves and the skies. Now it was
al ashes, and the surviving planes were hidden rather than rising to fight. Even the gunsfrom the
remaining ships had been removed and placed in tunnels and bunkers where they would have a better
opportunity to repd the Americans.

Just before Pearl Harbor, the late and revered Admira Y amamoto had said that the Japanese navy
would run amok for sx months or ayear, but that the weight of American armswould be too much.
Events had occurred precisely as' Y amamoto had forecast.

Anami wondered what role Y amamoto would have taken in these proceedings had he not been killed by
American fighter planes.

"Generd Sugiyama?' Anami asked.

Feld Marshd Hajime Sugiyama had been appointed to coordinate the land defenses of the home idands.
Anami consdered him pompous, but he was aloyal supporter of continuing the war.

"Thearmy isready,” Sugiyamasaid proudly. "We are two million strong and undefested, athough | have
to admit that many of our troops are inexperienced, and not up to our previous standards. Additiond
formations are crossing over from Manchukuo and Chosen and will assigt in the defense of the home
idands. Further, we are beginning to enroll millions of Japanese civiliansinto either militiaunitsor civilian
shock troops.”

With the exception of the beattle for the Philippines, only fairly smal units of the Imperia Japanese Army
had encountered the Americans. In China, the Japanese army had been victorious and dl-conquering up
until the Russians had advanced into Manchukuo and threatened the Kwantung army'srear. Now that
army was withdrawing its best troops back to the home idands while leaving second-rate soldiersto fight



off the Sovietsin the lands known by the Americans as Manchuriaand Korea.
"Generd, when will the Russans be hated?' Anami queried.

Sugiyamas confidence was unshaken as he stated unpleasant truths. " The remainder of our armiesin
Chinaand Manchukuo will be split by the Russan advance. Those in China have been directed to build
strong fortifications and defend themselves bravely until rlieved, while those in Chosen are withdrawing
south and will form defensive lines where the peninsula narrows. By that time, the Russians should be out
of fudl and, with their supply lines extended, will be vulnerableto our counterattacks.”

Anami prodded, "The Soviets have crossed and landed on what they refer to as Sekhalin Idand. Have
we overlooked their amphibious potentia ?*

"No," the fild marshd answered tersaly. "What was overlooked was the defense of those idands. Our
predecessors thought that the treaty with the Soviet Union would render moot any need to protect those
lands from those we thought were our dlies. Thus, the Russian landings were virtualy unopposed. |
guarantee you that will not be the caseif they wish to proceed farther or attempt to land on Honshu."

Sugiyamas report did not mention the hundreds of thousands of Japanese soldiers elther till fighting
battlesin theidands of the Pacific, or who were withering and starving after being bypassed by the
American navy, which could sail anyplaceit wished. He wastold amost four hundred thousand of
Japan's best soldiers wereisolated from the home idands by distance and the American navy. They might
aswell be dead.

"Army fighter planes?' Anami asked. "What numbers are there?"

Sugiyama shrugged. "A few hundred, and they too are dispersed and well hidden until thetimeisright.
But that is not important. Wewill win thiswar with courage and adherence to the code of Bushido, not
with machines. Victory will go to the brave, and there is no one more courageous than the Japanese
Sldier!"

Anami said nothing, but again wondered just what good courage was againgt an enemy who was tens of
thousands of feet in the sky and capable of dropping bombs of dl kinds on the heads of those brave
Japanese soldiers. What good was bravery if the brave warrior could not even reach the craven enemy?

Thousands of American planesflew daily over Japanese lands, and the Japanese military was helplessto
stop them. Those few fightersthat did fly up to attack them were inevitably shot down. Asaresult, the
draconian order had gone forth that the cities would not be defended from the American bombers. The
few remaining planes, dong with the precious few warships, would be husbanded until thetime of the
American invasion. Asthis occurred, the Japanese military and civilian population would dig into the
hillsdes and await their opportunity for revenge.

Anami clenched hisfigs. "Victory isaqudified satement. What we want isto end thisround of fighting
on termsthat will not destroy or humiliate Japan or cause usto violate our oath to the code of Bushido,
and which will enable usto prepare for the next round. The question then is, how do we accomplish this
most reasonable god ? We understand quite well that the Americans have adifferent definition of the
worth of asoldier'slife. In Japan, asoldier'sgod isto diefor hisemperor, while the American wishes
nothing more than to survive and go home. Thus, while our soldiersfight to the deeth, the cowardly
Americans surrender &t the earliest opportunity.”

Sugiyamasniffed. "They are women.”

"Bethat asit may, thefact of their unmanly behavior has given us awegpon. Generd Sugiyama, you



gpoke of arming millions of civilians, but with what? We have very few gunsto give them.”

"Spears and knives," Sugiyamasaid proudly. "They will rush the Americans. Then they will stab them and
disembowd them.”

Anami gppreciated the thought, but questioned its effectiveness. However, while uncountable tens of
thousands would be killed and stacked in bloody piles before the American guns, many Americanswould
indeed dieaswdll.

"Good," Anami said, "but the key to our successisthe kamikaze." They recdled the sacred story of the
kamikaze, the divine wind, that had sprung up those hundreds of years ago to destroy the ships of the
Mongol horde and kept Japan safe from invasion.

"The purpose of the kamikaze," he continued, "is not to die usdlesdy for Jgpan, but to kill for her, and we
must not forget that. If death comes as that which isinevitable and right, then such a degth is an honor to
onessdf and family. But it isfar, far better to kill first than to just die, and that is what we must ensure.
Generd, how many kamikaze planes and pilots are ready for the find battle?

Sugiyama's chest swelled. "At least five thousand, and there are an additiona ten thousand planes of all
kindsthat can be converted into flying bombs. Getting pilotsis no problem, and we are hoarding fuel
enough for them to make their one-way flightsto glory. They will kill for Jgpan.”

"Good. Now, what about the navy, Admira Toyoda?"

The admira responded proudly. "Whilewe lack larger craft, we have over three hundred midget
submarines, dong with many manned torpedoes and many hundreds of smaler craft that areintended to
attack and ram American ships. Again, thefud, while scarce, will be sufficient for aonetimethrust. The
navy too will kill and diefor Japan.”

Anami permitted himself asmile. "Then dl we have to do is make thisrain of nuclear death stop. | must
confessthat, when the first bomb was dropped on Hiroshima, | thought that the Americans would have
no others. Sadly, | waswrong and | apologize for my ignorance. Y et, we are not without recourse.”

He paused and saw that he had their attention. "To my surprise and dismay, the Hiroshimabomb was
followed by the Nagasaki attack only three days|later. Thiswas obvioudy intended to make usthink they
had many bombsin their arsenas.” Anami paused again and amiled grimly. "Y e, it took amost two
weeksfor athird to be dropped on Kokura. That tells me that their number of bombs and their ability to
produce them is extremely limited. They likely had two to begin with and used them at Hiroshimaand
Nagasaki, thinking we would surrender as aresult. When we did not, they had to manufacture athird. |
am certain they areright now building afourth and fifth of theinferna devices. But, | amjust ascertain
that we have a couple of weeks before any will beready for use."

Anami looked about, waiting to seeif they agreed with hislogic. When no comments were forthcoming,
he continued, " During these few weeks given us, we will prey upon the American weakness regarding the
deaths of their soldiersto force them to stop using atomic bombs on us.”

"How?" interrupted Toyoda.

Anami ignored the breach of protocal. "We hold many thousands of American and British prisoners of
war, aong with numerous Australians and Dutch. | propose that those prisoners now held in the home
idands be brought to our cities and held as hostages against nuclear attack. | further propose that Allied
prisonersin Manchukuo and elsawhere, particularly those senior officerslike Wainwright and Devereaux,
be transported to the home idands to swell the numberswho will dieif we are attacked. | also propose



that weimmediately inform the Americansand British of our intentions.”

There was a stunned silence, then the men in the underground bunker rose and applauded Genera
Anami.

CHAPTER 8

Sgt. Joe Nomuraknew he wasin trouble when he saw the two men walking briskly down the row of
bedsin the hospital ward. He was the only person in the ward in Saipan, so he couldn't hope that they

would passhim by.

Joe lay back on hisbed in his underwear and relaxed as they stopped in front of him. " Gentlemen, what
can | dofor you?'

The two men appeared to be in their thirties. They were dressed as naval officers, commanders, and
carried briefcases. While one was dark-haired and the other light, the two looked disarmingly liketall and
well-muscled twins. The lighter-haired one spoke. " Sergeant Nomura, | am Commander Johnson and
thisis Commander Peters. We would like to spesk with you for afew moments.”

Nomurasat up. It was awkward because hisleft arm had been amputated at the elbow. "Has my
discharge come through?'

Peters and Johnson looked at each other; dight confusion registered on their faces. "No," said Johnson,
"we don't know anything about that."

Nomurawaved his half an arm. "Do you mean that the army intends to keep me on as a one-armed
soldier? That'sridiculous. There's nothing more | can do. I've given enough, don't you think?"

"l understand,” said Peters.
"Do you?' Nomura sneered.

Johnson opened his briefcase and pulled out a sheet of paper. "Let's see. Sergeant Jochi Nomura, aged
twenty-eight. Y ou were born on theidand of Oahu in Hawaii, in sometown | can't pronounce. At age
eight, your parents, who were employed by a shipping company, took you to Japan, where you lived
until you were seventeen. At that point, you returned with them and lived in Honolulu, where you
remained until the start of the war.”

Johnson halted for amoment to see if Nomurawould comment. He didn't. "Almost immediately after
Pearl Harbor, you volunteered for the army and, after basic training, were assigned to the 442nd
Regimental Combat Team and were later shipped over to Italy. Y ou were wounded dightly and returned
to combat. Then, while rescuing comrades who were pinned down by a Nazi machine gun, you were
shot and suffered the loss of your left arm just below the elbow. Y ou were awarded the Silver Star for
that action. That, however, did not stop you, and you were voluntarily assigned as atrandator to help the
army convince Japanese civilians here on Saipan that they would not be harmed by us, and that they
should surrender.”

Joe Nomuralaughed harshly. "Helluvagreat job | did. | stood there and yelled for them to comein, while
al thetime they were throwing themselves off the dliffs only ahundred feet away from me. I'm through. |
want my discharge. One-armed soldiers with Silver Stars get to go home, and you goddamn well know
it"

"Joe," Peters said, "wed like to make you an offer.”



Now it comes, Nomura thought. "Who are you guys? | know you're not navy."
"Werenot?' asked Peters, looking alittle hurt. "'I'm disgppointed. | rather thought we looked the part.”

"Hell no. Firg of dl, your insgnias aren't correctly put on, and moreimportant, | haven't said sir, haven't
stood up, and haven't been very niceto you at al. Redl officers would have eaten me divefor that,
one-armed hero or not.”

Johnson laughed. "Good call. We're from the Office of Strategic Services, the OSS, and weld like you to
hepus"

Joe was momentarily puzzled, but then the light dawned as the bottom dropped out of his stomach. " Oh,
shit, you want me to go into Japan, don't you?"

Both men nodded. "Y ou're perfect,” said Johnson. "Y ou've lived there, you're of Japanese descent, and
you're wounded, which meanstheir secret police won't bother you."

"Fuck off."

"Joe," said Peters, "we have to know what's going on in there, and we desperately need the damn few
people in the world like you. We don't have any spiesin Japan and we can't land regular agents. To
belabor the obvious, awhite man in Japan would stand out.”

Nomura had to laugh. "Wdll, ain't that the truth. Having awhite skin ain't dways an advantage, now isit?"
"Will you at least consider helping us?' Johnson asked.
"What'sinit for me?'

Peters saw the small opening and responded quickly, ™Y ou'll be discharged, but kept on as a government
employee with the equivaent pay and privileges of an army captain.”

Joe stood dowly, his cam Japanese face suddenly an alien mask of scarcely controlled rage. The change
in his bearing and demeanor startled the two OSS recruiters, and they stepped back quickly and in
shock.

"God damn it!" Joe screamed. "Y ou think you can buy me? Look, assholes, in the past couple of yearsa
lot more has happened than my losing my arm for acountry that doesn't give ashit for me! I'maonein
thisfucking ward because, after spraining my ankle out on those cliffs, no one wanted to be around a
Jap, not even onewith aSilver Star. Y'know, in Itdy | saw white Americans shoot Japanese Americans
and ignore the fact that we were supposed to be fighting the Germans together. Whenever we went to a
town in Italy, we were spit on and caled yellow Japs and ahdluvalot worse.™

Jochi Nomuraglared at them. "And that ain't dl. My dad lost hisjob because of his skin and nobody
caresthat hesanaturdized citizen. And now my parentsare living in squalor in some fucking
concentration camp like convicts whose only crimeis having ayellow skin. And do you know what'sthe
worst?' A stunned Peters and Johnson shook their heads numbly. "A couple of weeks ago some white
guyswho'd busted into the camp grabbed my mom and raped her because she was a Jap. They fucked
my mom! Anybody besides your daddy fuck your mom lately?* Nomurasat down heavily. "Now, try to
tell me again why should | help you?'

Johnson lowered his head in embarrassment while Peters looked away. "I'm sorry. We had no ideg,”
Johnson said softly. " Sergeant, we're both truly sorry. It was just our fervent hope that you and others
like you would be able to go into Japan and provide us with the information we need to help stop the



killing. Look, nothing can ever make the past good again, but we have to start somewhere building the
future, and we can't do that until the war ends. | guess| don't blame you for telling usto kiss off. Well go
now. Good-bye, Sergeant.” The two men turned to leave.

Joesighed, "I'll go."
Both men blinked. "What?" Johnson managed.

Nomurasmiled bleskly. "My parents are fine. They'reliving in Honolulu and not in some camp, and if
somebody touched my mom, sheldd cut their bals off. The rest of the shit | told you about the white
soldiers picking on usistrue, and it'salso true that no oneisin thisward with me so they don't get
confused and think I'm one of Hirohito's boyswho are till hiding out in the hills. Inaway it's okay,
though. | kind of likeit being one. Besides, despite the fact that me and people like me are getting
fucked over roydly, it soundslike | might actually be able to help end thisfucking war, right?1 want to
prove once and for all to the government that Japanese Americans are not the enemy.”

Johnson smiled, while Peterslooked alittle angry at being mided. "Mr. Nomura, youre ared bastard,”
Johnson said, "but we like that in an agent. When can you leave?'

Nomuralooked around at the empty room, hogtileinitssilence. "Is right now soon enough?"

CHAPTER 9

President Truman could barely contain his anger and frustration. First, the destruction of the city of
Kokura had dlicited no response from the Japanese. It wasinconceivable to him that the deaths of tens of
thousands of Japanese civilians could be ignored by the Japanese government. What would it take for
them to surrender? Hiroshima, Nagasaki, and now Kokura had ceased to exist, and so many Japanese
civilians had been reduced to ashes. And al for nothing. Were the Japs even human? he wondered. At
least their leaders weren't, he concluded. But thiswas not the only problem.

President Truman's voice tended to rise an octave when he was upset. "I thought | now understood at
least alittle of what | needed to know in order to be president, but now you'retelling me there are il
more deep, dark secrets that have been kept from me." He sagged in his seat. "Thisis beyond
incredible”

Secretary of State Jm Byrnes leaned over and touched the president's deeve. "Mr. President, | just
found out now mysdlf, dthough | have to admit | suspected and am not surprised.” They were seated on
facing couchesin the Ovd Office. An uncomfortable-looking Gen. George C. Marshdl sat ona
colonia-gyle chair a Truman's|eft.

"S0," Truman said resignedly to Marshdl, "what you are telling meisthat were reading the Japs mail and
that we've been doing it for some time, unbeknownst to both them and me.”

Marshall nodded. "Yes, sir, and the secret is so closaly held that I'm not at al surprised you weren't told.
Much of our successin thiswar has been dependent upon our ability to decode Japanese transmissions
and to keep that fact secret.”

Truman dmogt sneered in hisfrugration, but held himsdlf in check. "Redly?'

"Yes, sir. With the exception of those actualy working on the project, very few are aware of our
successesin thisarea. Sir, at one point we thought that President Roosevelt was cardessin his handling
of secret Japanese documents that we'd decoded, so we took him off the list of recipientsfor dmost a
year."



Truman's jaw dropped and Byrnes gulped in astonishment. Byrnes sammered, "Y ou arbitrarily deprived
the president of important information?"

"Mr. Secretary, we gave him dl the summary information he needed. We did deprive him of source
documents and other items that would indicate we had broken the Japanese codes.

Our term for the effort is'Magic, and through it we've been ableto read virtudly al Japanese diplomatic
radio transmissons and most military ones. The British have done the same thing with the Germans, and
they cal it their Ultraprogram. They are, by the way, as secretive about it aswe are. The important thing
isto keep in mind that neither the Japanese nor the Germansyet have any inkling that thisisgoing on. As
areault, the Japanese continue to use the codes they have been using. Even though the war with Germany
isover, we dtill think that retaining secrecy will prove useful.

"Sir, if the Japanese were to find out, they'd change their codes and wed be blind for along, long time. It
took almost two yearsto break the Japanese diplomatic code, and we don't have that kind of time to go
through dl that effort again.”

Byrnestook asip of hiscoffee. "What you'retelling me, Generd, isthat Presdent Truman, should he be
elected on hisown in 1948 and have his own vice president, would be well advised to keep this secret
from that poor soul just as FDR kegpt it from him."

"Exactly," sad Marshdl with just atrace of asmile.

Truman waved his hands. "The next election will keep. Unlessthiswar is brought to a speedy and
successful conclusion, | won't be able to run for dogcatcher in 1948. Now, what does al this message
reading tell us"

"It tdlls usthat thereisturmoil in Japan's hierarchy,” said Marshdl. "The military isin fairly firm control
over the armed forces and is moving to consolidate, but their grasp isnot as solid asit could bein other
aress.”

Byrnes agreed. "From what 1've gleaned, Japanese diplomats both in Japan and in their embassiesin
neutra nations are virtually unanimous that the war must end on dmost any terms. Tojo may have been
appointed foreign minister, but he does not have the support of his saff. We dso fed that the other
nonmilitary sectorsfed that way aswell, but are powerless aslong asthe military remain in control. We
are getting further indications that the mgjority of the civilian population wishesfor an end to the war, but
they too are helpless.”

Marshall continued, "Even so, our military intercepts also indicate that the Japs are moving to reinforce
their existing forcesin Kyushu. They have anticipated correctly that Kyushu will bethefirst target of our
assault on the homeidands™

"Damn," said Truman.

Marshdl paused. He knew thiswould be the most difficult to tell the volatile Truman. "Mr. President, we
are adso hearing that the Japs may be moving Allied POWsinto strategic positions to deter usfrom using
any more nuclear bombs on their cities."

Truman sat bolt upright. "No!"

"I'm afraid it'samost undoubtedly true, Sir, dthough their effort isincomplete as yet. The Japs hold about
ahundred and forty thousand Allied prisoners, maybe ten thousand of which are Americans, and we
think about half of those numbers may be on the Jap homeidands. Therest are scattered al over the



place with large portionsin Maayaand Burma. Many of our captured senior people arein campsin
Manchuria. According to the intercepts, they are among those being sent to Tokyo and other important
placesin the homeidands.”

"That's againgt the Geneva Convention,” Truman said sadly.

"Yes, itis" Marshdl responded, "but we never signed the Geneva Convention, athough we have been
adhering to itsterms on avoluntary basis. The Japanese have never shown any interest in obeying it."

Truman'sface turned red in frustration. "l will presume that the Japs plan on making thisapublic
pronouncement fairly soon, don't they?' Marshal nodded, and Truman threw up hishands. "First you tell
me that we're running out of targets, and | agree with you. Kokurawas awretched little place to destroy.
Then I'm informed that the Japs are evacuating their cities, which further reduces our nuclear
opportunities, and now you tell me that American and British POWSs are going to be used as human
shieldsto prevent our using atom bombs againgt whatever happensto be left in Japan. Isthat right?”

Marshdl sat unmoving. "That'sright, dr. Other than causing the movement of our prisonersto target
aress, you'reright, the bombing of Kokura has had virtualy no impact on the Japanese. | would suggest
that we suspend nuclear operations againgt Japanese cities and create an inventory for tactical usein
support of the landings on Kyushu. Conventiona, nonnuclear bombing of Japanese targetswill, of
course, continue.”

"Of course,” Truman said in adejected whisper. "Agreed.”

"I'm sorry, Harry," Byrnes said solicitoudy, "we al had such high hopes that the bombs would end the
wa."

Marshall paused. There was another point to make. "We are starting to see the volume of decodegble
traffic dry up, and that will hinder us. The Japanese now have few outposts and even fewer shipswith
which to communicate, and their home idand radio transmitters have been destroyed to avery large
extent by our bombers. They are now relying on telegraph and telephone, which we cannot intercept, as
well as using human messengers and couriers.”

"Anather ironic price of success," Truman mused. "May | presume we are reading Stdin's mail aswell?"

Marshdl nodded solemnly. "Not aswell aswed like. Y ou may aso presume that we are reading British
messages, and that they are reading ours.”

Byrnesfound it amusing. "Lord, what awicked, wicked world welivein."

Truman stood and the two others|eft. Now he could walk the corridor to the real White House and try
to relax with Bess and his Margaret. Maybe he could have adrink and play the piano. Maybe, he
laughed doud, he would play the piano so loud the whole wretched building would collapse on his head.

He chuckled. At least that would solve one of his problems.

CHAPTER 10

In the six months since she'd been commissioned, the officers and crew of the U.S. submarine Moray
had seen only limited action in the Pacific. With the Japanese military and merchant fleet shrinking through
combat attrition, there were fewer and fewer targets for aprowling sub to find and sink. Locating even
those handful that remained involved hazardous trips through Japan's Inland Sea, that myriad of channdls
that separated and flowed through the multitude of large and smdl idandsin the Japanese archipelago.



Tothe Moray's captain, Comdr. Frank Hobart, the last patrol had been afrustrating disgrace. Nothing
sighted and nothing shot at. They had returned to base with dl torpedoes snug in their racks and were
slently ridiculed by their more successful and experienced peers. Thus, he was delighted to be sent to
Okinawa for what was described as a specia mission to Japan. How special he didn't care. One more
chance, Hobart thought, for afew kills, and a better chance a staying on in a postwar navy that was sure
to shrink and want to keep only the best and the brightest. And the most aggressive, he kept adding. He
had to make aname for himsdlf before it wastoo late.

Neither he nor his crew were unduly surprised when the five men and their equipment came on board at
Okinawa. The men were al dressed in black and all had their faces covered like bandits. Even more
curioudly, one of the men, the smallest of the five, had only onearm.

The Moray was a Gato-class submarine stationed off northern Kyushu, one of more than sixty in that
efficient and effective category. She was 307 feet long and displaced 1,525 tons. Along with ten torpedo
tubes, she had athree-inch deck gun and a20mm Oerlikon antiaircraft gun. The Moray wasa
formidable weapon and had been built at Mare Idand, Cdifornia, in late 1944.

The sixty-five menin her crew normdly lived in cramped and abominable conditions, which were
exacerbated by the presence of the five additiona men and their equipment. To make mattersworse, the
five secreted themsalvesin the captain's cabin and wardroom and stayed there for the duration of the
short voyage, thus pushing out the officers who would normally have lived there.

From Okinawato Kyushu was |ess than five hundred miles, and Captain Hobart was confident he and
his crew could gut out the overcrowding for another chance at the Japs. His crew was not as confident.
While skilled and professiond, many had this nagging feding that Hobart was aggressive to the point of
recklessness, and most did not share his confidence in wanting to tweek the enemy onelast time. They
aso wanted the five interlopers gone from their boat and their little breathing room back in their cramped
world of tubes, pipes, and bad air.

When the Moray surfaced at night just amile off the northern coast of Kyushu, everyone was rdlieved
that at least part of their journey was over. With precision and dispatch, the five men, still black-clad and
masked, emerged on deck with their gear and arubber raft. Slently, they pushed off, and four men
paddled while thefifth, the one-armed man, sat unmoving in the center of the smal craft. Within minutes
they had disappeared into the darkness. The sky was only partly cloudy, and starlight and moonlight
made the Moray fairly vigbleif anyone knew whereto look. Prudently, her skipper submerged her
farther, until only her conning tower was above the surface of the gently rolling sea.

" Skipper?'

"Yes, Randy?' Hobart tried not to show hisimpatience. His second-in-command, in his opinion, did not
show proper aggressive spirit. Randy Bullard was areservist who'd made it known that he wanted to go
home more than anything e se. Well, hewould go home when his captain decided, and not before.

"Captain, | strongly suggest we submerge to periscope depth. There's just too much of us showing and
we are very closeto enemy territory.”

Hobart sniffed the air and looked about. It was humid and he thought it might soon rain. Therewas no
sgn of anything on the seaor inthe air, and the brooding hills of Japan, so tantaizingly close, were dark
and ill aswdll. It wasthe middle of the night and the Japanese were adeep, even those who had
survived the nuclear assaults on Nagasaki and Kokura. He wondered if he should risk alook at
Nagasaki's harbor after finishing this assgnment.

"Negative, Randy. Let'sair the place out. It gtinks like a stable down there. Besides, those banditosin the



raft have to be ableto see usin order to find their way back to us." Besides, Hobart thought silently, he
didn't want to givein to hisweakling of an exec.

Only just before the raft had shoved offhad Hobart been given the find portion of hisorders, which
informed him that only one of the five men— he presumed they were Marine Raiders— would actudly
be leaving the sub. He was dismayed and knew his crew would be unhappy aswell, because it meant
that the intolerable living conditions would be improved only dightly. Screw it, he thought. Get them back
here so | can look for some Jap shipping.

After what seemed forever, alookout spotted the raft on itsway back. Despite his annoyance at having
to keep them, Hobart felt relief and admiration for the boys who had paddied their human cargo to Japan
and come back without incident. Hobart thought it would be wonderfully exhilarating to be able to say
he'd actually set foot on Japanese soil. He ordered the sub to surface higher so that the men and their raft
could be taken aboard viathe deck hatch.

A littlelessthan haf amile away, Comdr. Mochitsura Hashimoto |ooked transfixed through the
periscope of his submarine, the 1-58. The I-58 had just returned from itslast patrol confident it had sunk
an American battleship, only to find that Japanese nava intdligence now bdieved it wasthe heavy

cruiser Indianapolis that he'd sent to the bottom of the Pecific. No matter, he had been successful. For
quite some time, Japanese sub victories had been few and far between; thus, it was with akind of delight
that he saw the silhouette of the conning tower piercing the surface. The shape was American and he was

insultingly closeto Japan.

The 1-58 was afairly new addition to the Imperia Japanese Navy and, at 355 feet long, was believed to
belarger than any American sub. She could smultaneoudy fire six thirty-foot-long, oxygen-driven
torpedoes that had arange of severa milesand a speed of over forty knots. She dso had a5.5-inch
deck gun and severd machine guns as antiaircraft protection.

Attached to the 1-58's deck were four kaiten human torpedoes. Because of the need to make room for
arider and arude steering mechanism, the kaiten were dower and had asmaller warhead.

But they would never miss. The kaiten would be launched at a suitable target and the pilot would steer
into it. The human torpedoes were a German device S0 there was arel ease mechanism that, theoreticdly,
would save the pilot. The release would not be needed. Not one of the kaiten pilotswould think of not

dying.

During the cruise, the kaiten pilots had been a problem for Commander Hashimoto. They had begged
for the opportunity to hit the American battleship that had turned out to be a cruiser, but Hashimoto had
denied them because he thought their efforts would be wasted. The shot was so easy that human
guidance was unnecessary. Wait, hed counsdled.

Now they were at him again, begging and whining like children for the right to obliterate themselves
againgt an American ship. Inaway, hefelt sorry for them. They had pledged to die, and to return safely
to port was adisgrace, even though it wasn't their fault. They had set out to die, so die they must or suffer
shame. A kamikaze pilot generdly went out with only enough fuel in his planefor aone-way trip, soa
return was unlikely. Even if akamikaze didn't find an American warship, he would find areasonably
honorable death by crashing into the sea.

Not so the kaiten. Commander Hashimoto was adamant that in their use they would not jeopardize the
[-58 or waste themselvesin any attempt. The I-58, and afew like her, were all the Imperia Japanese
Navy had to fight off the Americans, and while suicide might be a future option, Hashimoto did not think
that now wasthe right time. Hashimoto was a so acutely aware that many of the large Japanese subs



were now being used solely to ferry troops and suppliesto isolated garrisons, and he was gratified that he
was till ableto carry out combat operations and not have to operate as an undersea transport.

The American sub looked just about right for the kaiten to makether fina efforts. The target was small
and amisswould betoo likely with aconventiona torpedo.

"Two," he said to the eager faces, and two men ran forward to climb through the connecting hatches and
take their placesin the kaiten while the others moaned their dismay.

The American sub insolently rose farther out of the sea. It appeared that there was activity on her deck
aswadl. Hashimoto's senior torpedo officer signaled that the kaiten were ready, and the commander
gavethe order to fire. The 1-58 rose dightly by the bow when the human torpedoes were launched, and
the helmsman kept tight control on the ship to ensure that she wouldn't breach and reved her position.

On board the Moray, the deckhands had just about finished stowing the raft when alookout screamed.
"Torpedoes!”

Without looking, Hobart yelled for an emergency dive. Men tumbled down the hatches, breaking bones
inther haste to be off the deck and into the percelved safety of the Moray. In seconds, her bow had
dtarted to move and dip benesth the gentle waves. Hobart, who had been overseeing the reloading
operation, saw that the sub was going to dive with him still on the deck. He turned and watched in horror
astwin lines of bubbles shifted and directed themsalves toward the Moray. Asthe sub struggled to find
the safety of the depths, Hobart knew it was useless. The devil-guided torpedoes would find her. He
bowed his head and waited. In hislast second of life, he thought he saw afacelooking a him from the
torpedo asit crashed into the sub.

* * %

JOE NOMURA, ALONE on ahill overlooking the sea.and with his gear safely hidden, sat in silence.
Thefirg exploson wasimmediately followed by another, and the Moray's dark shape lifted out of the
water before plunging, broken, to her desth.

From the suddenness and totality of the explosionsit seemed highly unlikely that anyone on the Moray
had survived. Even if they had, he could not jeopardize his mission by going after them. God help them,
he prayed slently, and God help me. He felt the despair of being completely aone.

The explosonswould bring attention from the Japanese military. A chill breeze blew by him and he
clutched the tattered remains of his Japanese army uniform tighter to his chest. It wastimeto begin his
misson.

CHAPTER 11

Brigadier Generd Monck saluted. Generad Eichelberger returned it and held out his hand. "Welcometo
Manila, General, and congratul ations on your promotion.”

Monck flushed with pleasure. "Thanks, Generd, but it was redly quite unexpected.”

"Nonsense. | understand you did afinejob with that armored unit in the Ruhr. | just wonder how you'll
adapt to being an infantry commander fighting Japs after riding around with a hundred tanks a your
disposa and taking on the Nazis?'

Monck chuckled. "I'll make do. Generd, | was an infantryman well before | knew anything about armor,
and | didn't expect to find much armor herein the Pacific theater. | dand-hopping and amphibious warfare



don't cal for massed tank formations. It'll be like ahomecoming for me to be working with infantry

agan.”
An orderly brought coffee, which Monck took gratefully. Hed spent alot of time on an airplane and felt
the caffeine stirring in him. Eichelberger took asip and put his cup aside.

"General Monck, as soon as I've briefed you and you've finished your coffee, you'll meet Mac Arthur.
Then you'l be heading off to Okinawa to take command of your new regiment. Current planning has that
regiment in reserve for one of the divisonsthat will take part in theinitial phase of theinvasion of Japan,
the assault on Kyushu. Itll likely be the 41, which is till being reorganized. The 41t hasalong and
proud history of action in the Pacific, but, like so many others, hastaken alot of casudtiesand haslost a
lot of men because of the damned policy of rotating long-service soldiers back to the States.”

Monck said nothing. While he privately agreed that men who had endured years of hell should be sent
home, it meant that the best and most experienced soldiers were being replaced by men with little or no
combat experience.

"S0," Eichelberger added, "your regiment will be oversirength at just under four thousand men and filled
with recruits who don't even know each other. Y ou'll have about a month, maybe two at the mogt, to
whip them into shape, so work them wisely and hard. Their liveswill depend on it. General Krueger, who
isunavailable to meet you right now, will command the attack on Kyushu. | am functioning as
MacArthur's planning and operations chief for the second phase of the fighting, which will bethe final
attack on theidand of Honshu and the city of Tokyo."

Monck hoped they would not pay dearly for that rush. And he knew the reason for his new command to
be overstrength. 1t was expected to go in early and would be taking heavy casudties. The regiment
would need the extramen to function after getting mauled. It further answered the question why he, a
brigadier genera, was getting a command that would ordinarily fal to abird colondl. Thanksfor nothing,
he thought.

"Generd Eicheberger, just how firm arethe plansfor theinvason?'

"Asfirm as anything that is being thrown together in hagte. I've got to admit we didn't think it would reglly
cometo this, and we didn't sart planning in earnest until recently. Only two things are certain: fird, thet
theinvason will bein the very early part of November, and second, that it will be on theidand of Kyushu
rather than anyplace else. Don't worry, Monck, well get thisal sorted out and muddle through. Now,
have you ever met MacArthur?'

"No, | have not."

"Well, it should be an experience. MacArthur isavery complex person, though | presume you've heard
horror stories about his monumental ego?’

Monck grinned dightly. "I don't think | should answer that, Generd.”

"That'sright, you shouldn't. First ruleis never speek ill of aliving legend. Serioudy, Genera Douglas
MacArthur is both agenius and his own worst enemy. Y ou know that he graduated at the top of hisclass
at West Point and achieved academic standards that no one's ever come close to?”

Monck did, of course. MacArthur had graduated in 1903 and gone on to be decorated for valor in the
VeraCruz incursion in 1914 and then again in Francein 1917. Whatever hisfaults, MacArthur did not
lack persond bravery. MacArthur had then gone on to be army chief of staff, had worked organizing the
Philippine army, had retired, and had then been brought back to both command the Philippines and help



defend them againgt the pending Japanese threat. His work had been far from complete when the
Japanese attacked in December 1941.

MacArthur now commanded the American amiesin the Pacific, had controlled the Southwest Pacific
and the Philippines, and, if the rumorswere true, would bein overal command of al the ground forces
that would take part in the invasion of the Japanese homeidands.

"Generd Eicheberger, | went to the Point with the class of ' 14. MacArthur the student was alegend,
even then. | was one year ahead of Eisenhower."

"Why'd you leave the military, Generd ?'

Monck shrugged. "A perceived lack of afuture and cruel economic conditions. | didn't get to Francein
World War 1, so | thought my career was shot. That and | was married to awonderful woman who
ingsted that the children | kept impregnating her with be ableto eat.”

Eichelberger sympathized. Military pay in the days before the current war had been horrendous at best.
"How many kids?'

"Four. Two boys and two girls. One of the boysisin England, while the other is, thank God, ill in
school.”

"Y ou know, if you'd stayed in, you'd likely have three starslike 1do.”

"Or | might be an over-the-hill and overweight mgjor at a desk in the Pentagon. Can't change the pagt,
Generd, I'm just glad I've gotten thisfar. Thank God | stayed active in the reserves.”

"Areyou planning on staying on after the war?"

"If thearmy'll have me, yes. It took me awhileto redizeit, but thisismy caling." Monck grinned. "Of
course, my kidsareamost al old enough to find food on their own now."

Eichelberger rose. Theinterview was drawing to a close. " Good, then you will not want to screw up your
meeting with MacArthur. Heisavery proud and complex man, and some people find it comica. Hedso
doesn't trust everyone, and some people think him paranoid for that. He strongly fedls that Washington
betrayed him and left his Pacific command to wither on thevinein the early days of the war when they
declined to rescue his men from Bataan and Corregidor. History will decide whether heisright or wrong
when everything about those tragic events comes out.

"But make no doubts about it, MacArthur isavery strong and forceful commander who has conquered
about aquarter of the globe and done so with very little resources. He will not suffer incompetents or
anyonedsewho sandsin hisway."

Monck had also stood. "Generdl, there are those who say he wants to be president.”

"They may wdll be right. He may just run for president on the Republican ticket when thiswar is over,
and, yes, that would be very interesting. It dso may well be the reason he makes certain that al battle
announcements come from his office. Y ou came from Europe, where people like Patton and Bradley got
alot of publicity, but that's not MacArthur's style. For right or wrong, damn few people back home have
ever heard of anybody named Eichelberger or Krueger, and you would be well advised to make sure
that no one hears of John Monck either.”

"Understood.”



"Good, and stay on the good side of Generas Willoughby and Sutherland aswell. They work directly for
MacArthur and think the sun rises and sets on him. They will cheerfully ruin anyone who they think is
ether working againgt their leader or who has a private agenda. If you run afoul of them, you will be
through in the military, and there won't be anything either Krueger or | could do to change things.”

"Understood.”

Generd Sutherland was MacArthur's chief of staff, while Willoughby wasin charge of intelligence.
Willoughby was rumored to be haughty and arrogant, while Sutherland had recently returned from albrief
bani shment because of what may have been an affair with another officer's wife. The banishment was
supposed to have been permanent, but MacA rthur would hear nothing of it and Willoughby had returned.

"Good," Eichelberger said. "Let'sgo."

They waked down a short corridor and entered alarge waiting room. They wereimmediately admitted
to MacArthur'slarge and well-gppointed office. It looked more like something in the Pentagon than a
place where amgor battle had been fought only afew months earlier. Monck wondered if thiswas what
apapa audiencewaslike. Like ayoung plebe, Monck snapped to attention and reported. This pleased
MacArthur, who rose from behind his ornate wooden desk and smiled. MacArthur was surprisingly tall,
dim, and had astern and hawklike face. His eyes seemed to flash with excitement.

"We cometo the Pacific, Generd Monck," MacArthur's stentorian voice boomed.

"Thank you, g, it'sapleasure to be here and working for you." Monck noticed that both Willoughby and
Sutherland had taken up positions flanking MacArthur. The set of their stance said that they were ready
to protect their liegelord. MacArthur, erect and dark-haired, looked to need little protection from
anyone. It was hard to redlize that MacArthur was sixty-five and had aready retired once.

"| see you served under Eisenhower. Fine man Ike. Hewas my chief of staff in Washington for awhile,
and | thought he was an excdlent clerk. I'm alittle surprised he's gotten as far as he has, though. Did you
know himwell?'

"Very little, ar. While | recalled him from the Point, our paths never crossed in Europe. He sent mea
letter of congratulations on my promotion, but that's about it."

The answer seemed to satisfy MacArthur that Monck was not apart of the Eisenhower club. "Generd
Monck, | am supremely confident that your tenure as a combat commander here will be abrief but
successful one. The Japanese are finished and it's only a question of time before they redizeit. We have
done our studies'— MacArthur turned to Willoughby, who dmost smirked— "and we firmly believe that
the Japanese military will bresk when we invade Kyushu and that there will be minimal casudties”

MacArthur then laughed sharply. " There are those in Washington and e sewhere who think the Japanese
will resst strongly, but they are wrong. The Japanese will be defeated in open battle by our overwheming
strength, and they will break and retreet, just as it happened here in the Philippines. When that occurs,
the war will be over. Do you know what happens then, Generd?"

Monck felt that he was sweseting and dmost prayed it didn't show. "No, gir, | don't.”

MacArthur had an dmost dreamy look on hisface. When he answered, it wasdmost asif he were giving
agpeech or were amissionary preaching to the heathen. "When the Japanese surrender, | will become
the military governor of Japan. When that occurs, every man, woman, and child in Japan will be under
my thral, and that includes the emperor. Y es, General Monck, the emperor of Japan, the God-Emperor
Hirohito, will acknowledge me as hissuperior. Think of it. After dl these years of fighting, they will



kowtow to an American."

Sutherland whispered something to MacArthur, who nodded impatiently. There was doubtless another
appointment, and Monck's brief time before the throne was up. He departed with Eichelberger, who
patted him on the back and said held done just fine, and don't forget to avoid correspondents and
publicity likethe plague.

Brig. Gen. John L. Monck assured him he wouldn't. He found his driver and rode back to the airstrip
wrapped in thought. He needed a drink and a conversation with Mgor Parker, whom held sent on a
snooping expedition of hisown.

Hefound Parker in the shade of atent, Sipping acan of cold beer. Parker took one from a cooler and
offered it. Monck swallowed haf the can in one gulp.

"Did you meet God?' Parker asked irreverently.

Monck finished the beer and grabbed another one. "No, | met his boss, MacArthur. Jesus, you wouldn't
believeit. | wonder just what the hell weve gotten into.”

"Generd, did you get the crap about taking only light casudtiesif weinvade?!
"Yeah, and | bdieveit about asmuch as| do thetooth fairy. What did you find out?'

Parker took another can for himsdf. "MacArthur hasthis disturbing habit of proclaiming victories before
the fighting's over. Y es, the Japanese were defeated here in the Philippines and have retregted, but they
haven't surrendered. After causing more than fifty thousand American casudties, they've just goneto
ground in the hillsand are awaiting word from Tokyo of what to do next."

"How many aredill left?'

"Maybefifty thousand under Generd Y amashitaherein Luzon, plus smaller groups €l sewhere. They
don't have any tanks, damned little artillery, and less ammunition, and they may be starving to death, but
unless they are ordered to surrender, someday someone's gonna have to go in and root them out, and
that's gonna be bloody painful .

Parker rubbed hisforehead with the cold can and continued, "Mac thinks the campaign is over and he
can move on, but it'sfar from complete, and | don't like his casualty estimates any more than you do. |
don't know what the exact numbers are, but he based his estimate on what happened herein the
Philippines and not the fanatica resistance we met on Okinawa. A little bird told me he's now saying we
can have dl of Kyushu for only fifteen thousand casualties because the Japs are in such bad shape and
we are o unbegtable.”

Monck crumpled the can and threw it against the side of the tent. How could Mac Arthur say it would
cost only fifteen thousand to take one of the home idands of Japan when the battle for the Philippines had
aready consumed four timesthat? How could he ignore the horrific casudty percentages that had been
suffered on Iwo Jmaand Saipan, aswell as most recently on Okinawa. It didn't make sense. "Then why
ishedoing it, Don? Why the low numbers?’

Parker checked hiswatch. "Two reasons, and then we'd better catch our plane. Y ou may be agenera
now, but that plane has a schedule to keep and other brassto ferry around the Pacific.

"Firgt, he actudly bdievesthe battle for the Philippinesis over and that heswon, and in alot of wayshe's
right. Thefact that it'sincompleteisirrdevant to him. That's just the way his mind operates. He's finished
with the Philippines and he wants to move on to the next challenge. He'sright that he's won the campaign,



but the fighting is till subject to flare-up a any time.

"The second reason isalittlemoreingdious. It iswidely believed among some members of his staff who
used to be my friendsthat he avoided giving a higher estimate of casudlties because he feared
Washington would have cdled off theinvasion. No invasion, no glory, and no victory. No victory and he
can't become Hirohito's boss. Thus, Willoughby and Sutherland baked up some wild-ass low numbers
on hisbehaf, and MacArthur grabbed them like the Holy Grail. Now he can invade with aclear
conscience because his saff said it's okay.”

"Oh, Lord," Monck said with agroan. An enlisted man told them their plane was ready. They grabbed
their carry-on bags and headed across the hot runway for the transport plane. "What do your friends say
about the redl estimated numbers?”

"Generd, thereisthe dight possibility that Willoughby and Sutherland are right. But asto my friends,
they're al scared to death that it could be a bloodbath.”

CHAPTER 12

Reluctant OSS agent Joe Nomura knew that the Moray would sal awvay and leave him, but itssinking
left him wondering if anyonein the United States even knew hewasdive,

Hed hidden his supplies quickly, so not to attract enemy attention. A patrol had indeed confronted himin
the rugged terrain after the explosionsthat sgnaed the end of the Moray.

After afew questionsfrom their sergeant, Joe redlized that his disguise worked. A one-armed veteranin
atattered uniform was of no concern or threst to the patrol. The soldiers were soldly interested in
whether he had seen or heard anything unusua regarding the explosions. They didn't even ask to see his
carefully forged army papers. He was just too innocuous. He told them he had heard the explosions, but
had seen nothing, and they brusquely sent him on hisway.

The next day, Joe joined the milling throngs of refugees that clustered around hospitals and stood in long
lines at food distribution centers near Nagasaki. He'd seen refugees before, but never so many, and never
with so many of them injured. The hospitals were obvioudy overwhelmed by the catastrophe and could
only handle the more serious injuries. Simple burns and broken bones didn't qualify one for medical care.
These victims either found help el sewhere or endured. There was no choicefor them.

Joe had a'so never seen so many people who both looked like him and who were in such obvious
physical and emotiona agony. The sght of the children, mute with horror, moved him more deeply than
he ever thought possible.

However, without an arm and dressed in tatters, he blended in perfectly. This made him confident and he
wandered about, listening to conversations, and occasionally asking questions of medica personnd who
were helping to treat the most horribly injured. To his surprise, many were more than willing to talk about
their experiences, dthough he got depressed when people inquired of him about their loved ones. He was
asoldier, wasn't he? They thought he should know these things. It amost made him weep when they
asked him about missing children.

That gave him theidea of volunteering to work in ahospital, and in the ensuing days, his serviceswere
accepted at severd places where he helped with some of the more odious tasks, such as carrying out
bodies. When one doctor asked him why he was doing it, Joe had drawn himself to attention and
announced proudly, "Even aone-armed man can serve hisemperor.” The doctor had sucked in his
breath and bowed to Joe in deference and respect to his sense of honor.



From severa nurses, he heard the complaint that they had no bandages, no medicine, and, even if they
had, these wouldn't work againgt the new sickness caused by the bomb.

From doctors he heard puzzling comments over the weakening effects of radiation. They wondered why
some were spared while others were dying, and they compared noteswhilein his hearing.

The doctors were perplexed by people who appeared hedthy, then collapsed, sickened, and died from
radiation poisoning. How, they wondered, did one treat wounds that would not hedl and burnsthat could
not be quenched? Almost to aman they cursed the United States for the agony it had brought to
Nagasaki. There were no cursesfor the Japanese government. Whatever thoughts the medics might have
had in that regard were kept prudently in check. Anyone might turn someone with dissdent thoughtsin to
the nationa military police, the kempel.

Usudly the kempel wore ordinary military uniformswith distinguishing red and khaki armbands, and Joe
saw severd of them. Just as often, though, they wore civilian clothes and kept their identity asecret.
From his briefings, Joe knew they were ruthless and, as the Situation in Japan deteriorated, were
becoming brutal. In many cases, they had the right to inflict summary judgment and punishment upon
individuds

Joe never stayed long a one place, often just afew hours, as he drew himsdf closer and closer to the
center of Nagasaki. As he passed through the devastated and flattened city, he wondered just how the
damage at Hiroshima could have been worse, yet he had been told that it was. Kokura, hed heard, had
suffered about as much as Nagasaki.

But it was Nagasaki that interested his superiorsin the OSS. Nagasaki was on Kyushu, and that was
considered relevant because of the open rumorsthat gave Kyushu as aprobable, but still secret, target
for theinvasion. Hell, he thought, some secret. Even the Japanese he overheard speculated that Kyushu
wasalikely placefor the Americansto land.

Nagasaki's destruction had occurred more than a month earlier, and the United States was concerned
about the effects of lingering radiation on both places and people. Joed been given little packets of film to
utilize in areas or on things where he suspected radiation. He wastold that the extent to which thefilm
was exposed would indicate the strength of radiation. He unobtrusively tagged these and checked them in
private.

As he performed these experiments, adisturbing picture emerged. First, while radiation had diss pated
somewhat, it had done so inconsistently. Areasin Nagasaki were sill so hot that the Japanese had
cordoned them off and permitted no one to enter. He wondered what effect the radiation would have on
an American army moving through the area.

He found that people who had been under the mushroom cloud when it dowly fell back to the earth were
serioudy ill, with many of them dead or dying. The bomb had generated dirty outbursts of rain, which
contaminated drinking water.

Most disturbing were the continuing incidents of seemingly healthy people who suddenly came down with
serious cases of radiation sickness. Joe could only speculate on the causes. Either they had comein
contact with something that was radioactively hot and had cooked them, or they had been contaminated
earlier and it had taken days, even weeks, for the sicknessto reach a point where they were
incapacitated.

Joe found both options equally disturbing when he again contempl ated the idea of Gls moving about and
fighting in the poisoned land.



Asto the other wounds he saw, the burns and fractures were nothing he hadn't seen before, only
multiplied athousandfold until the sheer numbers became numbing. That so many civilians had died came
asno surprise to his sensitivities either. He had seen what modern warfare could do to Itdlian villages and
knew that death in war was indiscriminate. However, he was concerned by the many cases of blindness.
Most people who had seen the atomic explosion had suffered at least some vision damage. It wasworth
noting and hefiled it mentally.

Hewas dso intrigued that not all people near the center of the blast werekilled or injured. The many hills
in the area seemed to have shielded some from the effects of the blagt, dthough others had been hit by
theradiation that fell from the bomb cloud if they were unlucky enough to have it blown in their direction.

It wastime to unearth hisradio and report. Not only did he have enough information to give his masters,
but hefelt astrong urgeto let them know he was till dive, and that he had not gone down with the
Moray, which he presumed was listed as missing. He hoped he wouldn't have too much trouble with the
code they had given him. Joe would have to keep his messages short and to the point, changing
frequencies and radio |locations with each message. Trouble was, he now had alot to say and doing it
would entail alot of risk.

Nomuratrudged the weary miles out of Nagasaki and onto the hill where he had squirreled his precious
cache of supplies and equipment. With his sscomach aching with hunger, he was even looking forward to
army rations, although he would have to be careful and not eat them al up. At best, he had enough to last
him only afew weeks. After that he was adrift dong with the civilian population of Japan.

He looked acrossthe valley and saw motion on a hill about amile away. Joe squinted and watched. It
was definitely a human, dthough he— or she for that matter— seemed to be moving erraticaly. Probably
someone else who was injured or deranged, he decided, or even one of the numerous blind people.
Well, well, he had neighbors. Nothing surprising and certainly nothing to be alarmed about, athough he
made amenta note to check out the surrounding area once more. With so many refugees about, things
could literdly change overnight, and there was ways the possibility of the kempei doing some random
sooping.

Aslong asthe threat was not too great, he was not worried about taking care of himself. Along with the
radio and the food, the OSS had thoughtfully provided him with anumber of wegpons, including a couple
of Japanese ones. If necessary, he had no qualms about using them on some of those people who looked
likehim.

Joe glanced across the valey again and realized that the person held seen had disappeared from view.
Now he definitely thought he should check things out agood deal more thoroughly. And he would take a
Japanese pistol with himwhen hedid it.

CHAPTER 13

Their first look at the tortured idand of Okinawa came when the C-47 transport plane banked dightly
while still severd milesaway from thelong, thinidand. From that distance, theidand looked to Paul
Morrdl and Capt. Tom Ruger like a pale strip on the horizon, an item in the vast ocean that was barely
worthy of notice.

Okinawawas innocuous and deceptively like ascore of other idandsthey had either flown over or
stopped at briefly. Even asthey flew closer, they had ahard time thinking of the apparently tranquil patch
of land as a cause of so much bloodshed.

"They fought like hdll for thisplace," Ruger muttered. "I wonder what they'll do when we actualy land on



Japan proper?'

Paul Morrd| craned his neck to see out one of the plane's few tiny windows. Okinawa, roughly sixty
mileslong, narrow, and only 340 miles from the Japanese mainland, had been invaded by Lt. Gen. Smon
Bolivar Buckner's Tenth Army on April 1, 1945. For awhileit seemed asif the Japanese weren't going
to fight asthe Americans overran the northern two-thirds of the narrow idand in only afew days, with
littlein the way of resstance. The army's big problem had been the care and feeding of the thousands of
terrified Okinawan civilians who had clogged the idand's few roads. The gentle Okinawans had been told
that Americans were mongters and they had been ddlighted to find out otherwise.

But asthe Americans moved toward the southern tip, the idand became astudy in hdll. It took until June
22 for them to secure Okinawa, athough individual Japanese soldiersand afew smdl unitswere
rumored to be dtill hiding in Okinawas more rugged aress.

Both sides paid an enormous price. Of the dmost one hundred thousand Japanese soldiers on the idand,
only seventy-four hundred had been taken prisoner. Most of those taken were Okinawan militiawho had
been poorly trained and equipped, and not as fanatic about fighting to the last man astheir Japanese
neighbors. The nearly eighty thousand Japanese regulars had chosen to die dong with their commanding
generd, Mitsuru Ushijimi, who had committed suicide on the last day of the battle.

Genera Buckner had been killed in an artillery barrage at about the sametime. Nearly eight thousand
soldiers and marines had died in the campaign, and another thirty-two thousand had been wounded.

The campaign for Okinawa had brought additiona terror as Japanese kamikazes were used in large
numbersfor thefirst timeinthewar. A large number of ships had been sunk or damaged by these
kamikazes, and many, many sailors had been killed or wounded. If Okinawawas aforecast of the future,
both men felt the future was to be dreaded.

Y et, asMorrdl and Ruger drew closer and overflew the anchorage, their spirits were buoyed. The
waters around Okinawawere filled with what |ooked like limitless numbers of warships of dl szesand
types, adl massing for the assault ahead. Battleships and carriers, dong with attendant cruisers and
destroyers, were arrayed farther offshore in the deep waters, while transports, landing craft, and other
and more plebeian and utilitarian craft huddled nearer the shore.

Theidand itsalf appeared to have been transformed into a floating military base. The centrd and northern
portionsin particular were an ocean of tents and temporary buildings that made the transit camp back in
Cdifornialook minuscule in comparison. The flatter central portion contained severd airfields, and their
C-47 landed without incident and taxied quickly off the crowded runway to make room for the next
plane. They werejust another flight ferrying in from somewhere as part of the huge buildup of forces.

Asthey climbed, stiff-jointed, out of the transport and onto the hot field, Ruger remarked, "One more
plane and the goddamn idand's gonnasink, Lieutenant.” Severd other planes circled and waited their turn
to land, while hundreds of others were parked wingtip to wingtip on the fields adjacent to the air bases.

"I amost wonder if theré's any room for us. My God, why doesn't someone take a picture of thisand
send it to the Japs. It'd scare them into surrendering,” Paul said in awe.

Ruger and Morrell had arrived at the shattered idand severa days ahead of the troopship carrying the
other officers and the enlisted men of the company. This gave the two men time to reconnoiter the area
and make plansfor the training the men would have to have. Paul took it as acompliment that Ruger
seemed to both like him and respect his opinions. Why the hell hadn't he had a captain like Ruger back in

Germany?



Thus, when the rest of their men came ashore from their cramped transport, the Situation wasfairly well

organized. What Paul and Ruger were not prepared for were the sullen looks on the men's faces, dong

with the hatred and disgust in their eyes. They bitterly resented that they had been sent out to fight while
so many of their buddies were heading home.

"Shit," Ruger whispered, "we got a helluva morae problem on our hands. | thought the troops would be
unhappy, but thisisalot worse than | ever thought it would be."

With that, Ruger distributed the amost 250 men in his command to their respective platoon officers.
Beforethey got settled in their barracks tents, Paul gathered the sixty men in his platoon around himina
large and informal cluster. Only his platoon sergeant, S. Sgt. Frank Collins, arawboned and red-haired
Kentuckian, looked even remotdly friendly. Collins looked exhausted; it had been arough and tedious
trangt from Californiaas he and the other officers and NCOs had gotten little deep. Much of their time
was taken up with bresking up fights.

"Gentlemen," Paul began after Callinsintroduced him, "how many of you have eghty-five points?'

Eighty-five points was the magic number a man needed to be rotated back to the States and discharged.
The number was based on aformulathat included aman'stota yearsin service, timein combat, number
of dependents at home, and a handful of other things. But the bottom line was simple. Eighty-four or less
and he stayed put.

There were exceptions, of course, and they dmost dwaysworked in the army'sfavor. Fird, the program
only included combat soldiers, so support and adminigtrative typeswerein for the duration. Also, if a
person had a unique skill, such asthe ability to speak Japanese, then he was screwed no matter how
many points he had.

Paul looked at hismen. "Since | don't see any hands raised, | guess nobody's going home. Well, I'm not
either, and I'm not any happier than you are. Infact, I'm kind of pissed off about it. | don't have
eighty-five points or anywhere near that, so we're stuck with each other.”

Paul had spent alittle time going over their service records and knew that afew of them were achingly
close to that magic number. Most, however, weren't anywhere near it.

"Let me be blunt. Like you, I'd much rather be home with my family and friendstoo, but it's not gonna
happen. I'm not going to give you abullshit rah-rah speech or insult your intelligence about how much
we're going to do to win thiswar. But we're not going home until thisthing is over, so we'redl gonna
have to make the best of it. Captain Ruger's goa, and minetoo, isto have everyone make it through this
safely. By theway, that includes my ass getting back in one piece too.

"In order to do that, we're going to start firgt thing tomorrow morning doing some of the hardest training
you've ever seen. It's gonnamake basic training look like a high school dance. The purpose will beto get
you back in shape— some of you look like you haven't exercised since the Japs hit Pearl Harbor— and
improve your weapons training aong with small-unit tactics. We figure we've got about a month before
we ship out, and we're going to make the most of it."

With that, Paul dismissed the men to get ameal and agood night's deep. He saw Callinslooking at him
caetully.

"How badly did | do, Sergeant?'

"Y ou gonna be marching with us tomorrow, Lieutenant?'



The question surprised Paul. "Of course. Wherethe hell elsewould | be?’

Coallinsrelaxed and smiled. "Wéll, not every officer does what he asks hismen to do. | wason Luzon
with an officer who rode in ajegp every chance he got, regardless of what his men were doing. Nobody
was too upset when hisjeep ran over amine. Y ou march with them and share their problems with them,
then they'll come around. They won't love you, but they'll respect you." Coallins saluted casually. " See you
inthemorning, Lieutenant.”

Paul looked around at the smal and undi stinguished portion of Okinawa his platoon caled home. He
heard a throbbing noise and |ooked skyward to see apair of American fighters streek overhead. In the
darkness, he couldn't see what they were exactly, dthough he thought they might have been F4U
Corsairsfrom one of the outlying carriers.

It struck him that they were on patrol, and that he was afew hundred miles from Japan, on anidand
jammed full of targets. He wondered if the next planes he saw or heard would be Japs and shuddered.

CHAPTER 14

It occurred to Joseph Grew, the former ambassador to Japan, that an assassin with abomb could force
the United States to end the war smply by killing the people who were now staring a him in some
expectation.

In the Oval Office dong with President Truman and Secretary of State Byrnes were Secretary of the
Navy James Forrestal and Secretary of War Henry Stimson. Directly representing the military were
Generd Marshal and Admirals Leahy and King.

"l have asked Ambassador Grew to talk to ustoday to help us put the Japanese situation in perspective,”
Truman began. ™Y ou will recall that Mr. Grew served as ambassador to Japan from 1932 until that fateful
month of December 1941. Along with his staff and their families, they were exchanged for the Japanese
ambassador and their staff and returned to the United Statesin early 1942."

Grew nodded. "Firg, let me say that my own opinions are not particularly in total favor at State.” He
glanced at Byrnes, who amiled dightly and nodded for him to go on.

"I learned to love the Japanese people and their culture during my amost nine years as ambassador. |
found the ordinary peopleto be gentle and friendly. However, afew, primarily some of thosein the
military, have proven cagpable of the most bestid crudtiesto their fellow man, and that includes their own
fellow Japanese. In my opinion, thiswar should be ended by negotiations and we should forswear the
idea of forcing the Japanese to accept unconditiona surrender. To do anything esewill only extend the
bloodshed needlesdly.”

It was a paradox in Truman's administration that the State Department, led by Byrnes and Dean
Acheson, was pressing for unconditional surrender and the bloodshed that would ensue as aresult of that
policy, while the military wanted a negotiated peace that abandoned the position of unconditiona
surrender and, thus, diminated the need for an invasion. Truman thought it surprising that, in thisregard,
his generds and admiraswere far lesswarlike than the diplomats.

"We appreciate your candor,” Truman said. "Now please proceed.”

Grew reminded them that the Japanese archipdago, referred to as the home idands, consisted of four
larger idands and hundreds of smaller ones. Theidand chain ran from the southwest near Korea and
northeast toward Siberiaand extended for more than twelve hundred miles. Honshu was by far the
largest of theidands, and al were hilly and rugged, which forced much of the population into anumber of



crowded cities. A grest dedl of the land was not suitable for farming, athough the Japanese had
incredible ingenuity regarding agriculture. They grew alarge quantity of their food, primarily rice, and they
aso fished extensvely in the surrounding waters.

"Theidands are warmed by four currents coming from the south. Thisresultsin aclimatethat is
agtonishingly mild and temperate.”

"And that could mean severa growing seasons, couldn't it?" Truman inquired. AsaMissourian, he knew
abit about farming.

"In someingtances, yes. Which iswhy, despite our bombings and blockades, there has been no
garvation. Severe food rationing, yes, but no starvation. At least not yet.

"Over time, the remoteness of the Japanese idands insulated the people from the activities on the
mainland o that they developed a concept of uniqueness. That uniqueness resulted in the Japanese
thinking of themselves asameadter race. That ideaon their part predates the Nazis by centuries.”

King interrupted, "Then how the hdll did the Japs get in bed with Hitler? What would have happened if
the Axis had won the war? After dl, you can't have two master races on one planet, can you?'

Grew smiled at the thought. "God only knows. For the short run, they probably would have divided up
the world between them; but, in the long haul, I'm certain they would have fought for each other's portion.

"One other thing," Grew added. "They hate being caled Japs. They vastly prefer the word Japanese.
Jap isaterm they consder an inault. It'samost like referring to them as niggers.™

King laughed hugdly. "Wéll, ain't that too goddamn bad. They should've thought of that before they
darted thiswar."

Grew continued, " Gentlemen, in Japan we have amilitary-ruled society that consdersitsaf superior to
other races and nations and is destined to rule the world. Japan considers any other peoplesto be inferior
to them, and that includes other Asian and yellow-skinned people as well as whites and blacks. They
define the Chinese as barbarians, and the Koreans they control are virtualy endaved. The Okinawans
are considered second-class citizens, as are severa peoples of theidands north of Japan.

"When Japan took Formosain 1895 and Koreain 1910, they were profoundly shocked when the
inhabitants of those lands wouldn't see thingstheir way. This caused the Japanese to react harshly to this
inconceivable dtuation. It is consstent with how they later behaved in Manchuria, the Philippines, Ching,
and e sawhere. They are baffled and infuriated when someone disputes what they religioudy fed isthelr
right of primacy in aworld destined by God to be Japanese.”

"Jesus," muttered Byrnes.

"Indeed. Thosein charge will not— can not— surrender even though they have been defeated in every
definition of the term, and even though they know it. The code of Bushido is sworn to by every officer in
thearmy and navy. In it he promisesto never retreat or surrender. If he does surrender, he is considered
dead by hisfamily and government. If a surrendered Japanese soldier should ever be repatriated, he
expects to be executed; thus, many of them are quite willing to fight to the deasth once death isan
inevitability.

"They are alittle more pragmatic about retreating. It isrecognized as apart of maneuveringand itisan
accepted virtue for acommander to save his men for another day. We've al noted that the Japanese fight
to thelast man only when thereis nowhere dse for them to retreat to. But a defeated general will often



commit suicidein hisshame at having failed his code and hisemperor.

"In our recent announcements, we offered to |et the Japanese keep their emperor subject to the wishes of
the Japanese people, required that Japan be occupied by us, and further required that alleged war
criminasbetried by usand, if found guilty, punished. Those officers, those modern samurai who consider
themsalves descended from medieva warriors and who follow Bushido, smply cannot do this. In fact,
they cannot even comprehend what we are talking about. We tell them they must surrender
unconditionally when they are not alowed to surrender at dl. Asto surrendering unconditiondly, I'm not
certain the concept even trandates into their language.

"They dso fed our terms desecrate the emperor. After dl, how can the emperor be subject to the will of
the Japanese people when he owns them? Although very much afigurehead, Hirohito istitular owner of

every person and every piece of property in Japan.

"Additiondly, the occupation of Japan by usis unthinkable according to Bushido. Asto them being tried
by usfor war crimes, that too isinconceivable because they do not fedl they have committed any crimes.
How can living according to the code of Bushido, and aiding in the destiny of the master race, be any sort
of acrime? Unthinkable. All of this goesto the essence of their fears: that Japan and her culture will
disappear in the wake of an American victory.”

Truman was aghadt. "We plan no such thing."

"Unfortunately,” Grew said grimly, "our words and actions conspire againgt us. For proof, al they haveto
doislook and see how we've dismembered Germany and replaced the Nazis with our own
administrators. They see that happening to Japan and are terrified. Their propagandists have also done a
marvelous| ob of scaring their own population haf to deeth. There are millions of civilians who adamantly
believe that Americans are monsters with blood davering from their teeth, who will rape their women and
edt their children dive.

"Laughif you will a the absurdity of it dl, but think of what we thought the Japanese would do if they
landed in Cdliforniain 1942. Bear in mind too that the overwheming mgority of the civilian population
has never seen a European, much less an American. We might as well be from another planet asfar as
most of them are concerned.”

"Do they dl fed thisway?" Truman asked, thinking of an earlier conversation in which that same "other
planet” andogy was used.

"No. The diplomatic and adminigirative officias did not take any oath to adhere to Bushido, and the
civilians, like the enlisted men in the army and navy, are stuck in the middle and just do what they're told.
Some of the military give only lip serviceto Bushido.”

Marshdl was unconvinced. "Isn't it possible that they're not wanting usto try them aswar criminasis
nothing more than an attempt to save their own evil skins?"

Grew shrugged. "Absolutely. Asto those who have pledged to die for Nippon, | realy don't know how
many will actualy do that when the time comes. Almost surely alarge number will fight, although many of
them will be under orders and not necessarily enthusiastic about the idea. The enlisted military aretrained
very brutaly and will obey without thought, while many of the civilian volunteerswill be sent to battle
under guard and be shot if they fater.”

"Absurd,” said Leahy. "Theideaof awhole nation committing suicideisnot rational. Nor is sending
people out to certain death.”



"Why not?' Grew admonished him gently. "We revere Nathan Hale and otherswho give their livesto
save others when they had the chance to do otherwise. And"— Grew turned directly to Marshall and
King— "haven't you or your field commanders ever sent someone out to do something that would likely
result in their deeth?"

"But that'sthe exception,” said Marshal, "while what you're describing is the rule. When we order men to
fight abattle, we know that people will die, but we're elated when they don't. We don't have anationa
policy thet requires suicide.”

"Yes" said Grew. "And that is part of the cost of Japan's developing in such an isolated manner. Asl
sad, their sense of valuesis, in many ways, so diento us. I'm certain,” he added wryly, "they fed the
same about us."

"If their emperor isagod and god wants peace,” Truman asked, "why are we il fighting? Why don't
they obey their god and stop?"

Grew answered, "Because we should never think of Hirohito as god in the same Judeo-Christian way we
were brought up to use the word. At best Hirohito isademigod, or godlike. He became godlike when he
became emperor and not before. When he dies, the new emperor, now amere morta, will become
godlike. Which brings up a point. Hirohito must avoid being assassinated. If the military doesn't like the
god-emperor they have, they are perfectly capable of killing him and putting anew one on the throne.
Japanese god-emperors grow old, sick, and subsequently die— or can even be overthrown and
murdered— and that's much the way it iswith Hirohito.

"Thisisaparadox: only the emperor can order the Japanese to surrender. No one else will be obeyed by
the fanatics in the Japanese military. We can defeat them and conquer them, but without the word of their
emperor, many will not surrender. They have their own intelligence sources and must be aware that we
arereducing the sze of our military, which they will take asasign of weakness and be encouraged by it.
It will not dter thefact that they are defeated and know it full well, but they will not, can not, surrender.
Again, only Hirohito can release them from the code of Bushido.”

Truman stood and looked out the window. " And the fanatics have Hirohito."

CHAPTER 15

As he vomited bile onto the ground, former POW Dennis Chambers was happy that at |east the diarrhea
hed let up. He had thought he was doing so well. His diet, one he would once have consdered repulsive,
had actualy been helping him gain strength. The bugs, worms, and occasional mouse, coupled with
leaves and grasses, werefilling and gpparently nutritious.

He thought he knew what had disagreed with him so violently and vowed never again to est the leaves
ofthat particular broad-leafed plant.

"Jesus," he moaned, and lay back on the earth and belched hugdly. Right now he didn't careif fucking
Hirohito himsalf came by and took him prisoner. After awhile he noticed that he had stopped vomiting.
Of course, he had nothing in his stomach to puke, but that hadn't kept him from trying before.

After afew more minutes, he even began to fed alittle hungry, but he didn't think his stomach could
handle anice, juicy worm. And he had been doing so well, he thought again.

But doing better had come with a price. With hunger pangs satisfied, he was no longer ableto avoid
thinking of life back homein Caifornia. When he dept, he saw hiswifesface. In hisdreams Barb was
aways amiling a him with that half-wicked, haf-insolent look that he loved, and her golden hair was



loose and hanging down on her tanned shoulders and to her firm breasts. Then, when he awoke, hefelt
empty and aone.

Then he heard the voices. At firgt he thought he was ddlirious and imagining things. But then heredlized
that the voices were in Japanese, that they came from the other side of the ridge, and that the voices were
al maes. Thiswas bad. He had checked out the area before and found it empty, but obvioudy
something had changed and it couldn't be for the better.

He stayed where he was until night fell. Then he moved carefully up the few yardsfrom where helay to
wherethe hill crested. Crawling on his hands and knees, he dithered over the top and found a place
where he could look down the dopeto the valey below. A handful of men were hard at work heaping
leaves and branches on sections of canvas that covered apair of Japanese fighters. He blinked in
disbelief. The planes were Zeros or, more precisely, Mitsubishi A6BM2 carrier fighters. Once they'd been
thefinest planein theair, but they'd been eclipsed by the newer American planes, and Dennis had shot
down two of them himself. But what were they doing here? Of course, he answered himsdlf, without
carriersto launch from, the Japanese had to stash them on land.

The Japanese were dispersing their aircraft in smal groupsto avoid the overwheming superiority
Americahad intheair. During his strength-building and worm-egting daysin the hills, he had seen a
number of U.S. planes flying overhead. B-29 bombers, like schools of silver fish, flew high upin the sky,
and hordes of fighters searched and staked their prey from much lower dtitudes.

Once, he had stood on the top of a hill and watched a P-51 Mustang stresk through the air below him.
Below him! Hewaslost in astrange land and standing above an American plane! He had screamed a
the sght of the Mustang so near, yet so far awvay. The fighter had swept the valley again and had flown so
closethat he could see the pilot's face as he insolently surveyed his domain and looked for targets. The
P-51 pilot gave no thought to the ragged-looking man on the hill, if he saw Dennisin thefirst place.

Dennisjerked histhoughts back to the present. What was he to do about the Jap planes and the men
who were so close to him? He counted four people at the little camp. That made sense. Two pilots and
two mechanics. There were no other guards— after al, they were safe in Japan, weren't they?— but dl
four probably had weapons. All Dennis had was a piece of metal he had sharpened against arock and
used as either aknife or ashovel, depending on the need of the moment.

It was, he decided sadly, time to move from this place to asafer one. Then he saw something that
changed hismind. One of the mechanics opened the flap of atent and, stacked neetly in the back, were
severd bags of rice. Even better, they werefilled with wild rice, which was much more nutritious than the
white verson. If he could somehow get his hands on that rice, then he would be able to redlly improve his
health and his chances of surviving. But wasit worth the risk? He closed his eyes and wondered what
Barb would have him do. The answer came quickly. Her last words to him had been " Come back to

me"

* % %

ON A densdy wooded hillside in Kyushu near Nagasaki, Joe Nomura struggled with the radio supplied
him by the OSS. It wasn't that the thing was bulky. 1t was surprisngly small and compact. The problem
was operating it with only one hand with abeginner Boy Scout's skillswith Morse code. There smply
hadn't been time to make Joe Nomura an expert, and he struggled with what he had to say. Thistoo was
difficult. Never agreet scholar, he now had to be the soul of brevity and conciseness, which were
language skills hed never considered important.

Of the two, brevity wasthe most in his best interest. It had been hammered into him that the Japs had



listening devices and would, sooner or later, likely pick up histransmissons. Then they would try to
locate him using triangulating devicesthat he only barely understood. He could only hope that they would
discover him later, much later. Like 1950.

To hep maintain his security, held been given anumber of radio frequenciesto use and the order in which
to usethem. All of this, coupled with the need to frame a concise yet accurate message about what held
learned about conditions at Nagasaki and the other parts of Kyushu held seen, made him swesat with
frustration. Then, of course, he had to put it into the very basic code they'd given him to use, which was
basi ¢ to Johnson and Peters, but was difficult for him. Joe wondered how long it would take the Japsto
decodeit if they picked up histransmissons.

Finally hetapped out hismessage. It told his superiors of the lingering horrors of Nagasaki, of the people
gtill dropping over and dying from the radiation sickness, and of the Japanese government's total inability
to do anything about it. He closed his message by telling his unseen compatriots that he would have more
information for them soon.

As he shut down the radio, he automatically looked skyward. He had been told that he would be
transmitting to specidly equipped planesthat would be waiting for him to cal. Hefervently hoped they
were indeed up there, circling. Then, using histeeth and his one hand, he repacked hisgear. It was
difficult, but he half-dragged and haf-carried the equipment to anew site about amile away. He didn't
think the Japs had picked up thisfirst sgnal, but he wasn't going to take unnecessary risks by transmitting
from the same place twice.

When hed findly hidden the radio in the ground and covered the site with leaves and branches, he
waked away. In afew minutes, he was just another displaced and crippled Japanese soldier. Only he
knew just how londly and afraid heredlly was.

CHAPTER 16

President Truman dowly read through the handful of summary sheetswhile the otherswaited for himto
finish. He was reading the updated overal plan for the invason of Japan. It bore the code name Downfall
and was divided into two different and sequentia operations.

Thefirgt phase of Downfal, Olympic, was scheduled for November 1, 1945, which was only alittle
more than six weeks away. The second phase, Coronet, had atentative date of March 1, 1946. Truman
noted that the invasion dates were caled X-Day, in silent testimony to the fact that D-Day would forever
be associated with the Allied landingsin Normandy in June of 1944. Prior to Normandy, every invason
date was referred to as D-Day.

Olympic wastheinvasion of theidand of Kyushu, while Coronet wasthe invasion of the Kanto Plain on
theidand of Honshu. The Kanto Plain contained the cities of Tokyo and Y okohama and was the ultimate
god of the operation that would end the war. With Coronet clearly dependent on the success of the
imminent Operation Olympic, the president found himself staring at the numbers and trying to assgn them
some identity.

Olympic would be the largest amphibiousinvasion ever attempted in military history. Ninedivisonsin
three corps would assault three separate landing areas s multaneoudy. They would be backed up by five
other divisonsand at least one independently operating regimenta combat team. Three of the divisonsin
theinitial assault were marines, whilethe rest were army.

The numbersfor the navy were even more staggering. Halsey's Third Fleet contained fourteen large
cariersand six light carriers, aong with nine new battleships, twenty-six cruisers, and seventy-five



destroyers. Halsey was to attack targetsinland.

Spruance's Fifth Feet was even larger, with scores of escort carriers and more than four hundred
cruisers and destroyers. Spruance was charged with protecting the amphibious force, which counted the
amogt fourteen hundred shipsthat would carry more than haf amillion men to battle.

Theidand of Kyushu had been chosen because it contained reasonably satisfactory landing areas, two
magnificent deegpwater anchorages, airfields, and, most important, was within range of land-based air
cover from Okinawaand Saipan. Thislatter point was critical. Without land-based cover, theinvasion
would be dependent on carrier planes, whose operations were limited and could be shut down by the
wesather and were vulnerable to Japanese kamikaze attacks.

Despiteits gigantic Size, the Olympic part of Downfall had specific godsand only called for the conquest
of thelower third of theidand. Kyushu was about twice the Sze of Massachuseits and roughly divided in
two by mountains that separated the north from the south. The army believed that the Japanese could be
driven from the southern part and contained in the north while the south was devel oped as abase for
staging and supporting Coronet.

November first had been chosen because it represented both the amount of lead time necessary to
develop and launch the attack as well as being after the end of the annua typhoon season. Typhoons had
savaged the American fleets off Okinawa and elsewhere, and arecurrence could be disastrous for the
expedition. One typhoon had ripped through Okinawain early August and caused agreat dedl of
damage to equipment being gathered for the landings on Kyushu.

All of the unitsinvolved in the operation were among those dready in the Pecific theater. No divisons
would be drawn from Europe for Olympic, although two armored divisions were scheduled for
deployment from Europe for Coronet in 1946. There were no appropriate areas for massed tank assaults
on Kyushu, dthough there were such places on the Kanto Plain. The infantry and marine divisonswould
gill have their regular quota of tanks, many of which would have flamethrowersinstead of cannon.

On X-Day, the marines would attack the southwestern tip of theidand and begin to drive overland
across the Satsuma Peninsulatoward Kagoshima Bay, which ran north-south and roughly split the
southern end of Kyushu in half. The two army corpswould land on the east side of Kyushu, and one
corpswould aso drive on toward Kagoshimawhile the second took Ariake Bay. Ariake was on the
southeastern end of the idand and, even though it was the smdller of the two anchorages, wasitself large
enough to hold alargeflest.

Truman was bemused because someone responsible for planning must have been acar buff and had
named al the sites and areas accordingly. Thus, the marines main landing areas were Taxicab and
Roadgter, while the army would be in Town Car and Station Wagon. Specific beaches were named after
particular brands, and it was alittle unnerving to see future battlefiel ds named Ford, DeSoto, Buick, and
Chryder, dong with many others. Attacks just prior to November first would take place on severd
smadler idands off Kyushu.

Truman put down the folder. " Casudties and options, gentlemen.”

Asusud, Marshall answered. "Casudties are impossible to predict, asthey are based on severd
unknowns. First, we don't know how many Japswill be facing us on Kyushu, and second, we don't
know how hard or how well they'll fight." He took a deep breath, obvioudy reluctant to give such an
estimate. "We have run severd anaytical models based on the invasions and campaigns of Leyte, Luzon,
Iwo Jma, Okinawa, aswell asthe latter stages of the European war from Normandy to its conclusion.
Right now our best estimate for Olympic doneistwo hundred thousand casudties from dl causes,



combat and noncombet.

Truman shook his head. "And if we haveto go forward and attack Tokyo, how many for Operation
Corongt?'

Leahy took histurn. "Perhaps another ninety thousand battle casuaties, which, if the noncombat
casudties are added in, would bring the total for the campaign up to nearly ahaf amillion. And these are
only for the ground forces. We estimate at |east another ten thousand naval personnel will be casudlties,
primarily asaresult of kamikaze atacks for Olympic done. The Japs are hoarding their planesfor just
such an attack, and they will come at usin the thousands. Some are bound to get through, just asthey did
off Okinawa."

Truman wondered, "How many kamikaze planes did the Japs throw at us at Okinawa?"'

"About two thousand,” King said, "and they sank dmost forty ships, dthough al were smaller ones.
While severa hundred ships were damaged, nothing larger than a destroyer was sunk. A couple of our
carriers suffered grievous wounds. The Benjamin Franklin was struck by akamikaze and eight hundred
of her crew were killed with hundreds more wounded. We think that many more than two thousand
kamikazes were launched, but that a goodly number of them smply got lost or just fell out of the sky for
mechanical reasons. That won't happen at Kyushu since well be hundreds of miles closer to the
kamikaze bases. When the Franklin was hit, shewasjust off Kyushu.

"The kamikazes, Mr. President, scare the hell out of the navy, and | don't mean just their planeswhen |
usetheterm kamikaze. They have kamikaze boats and subs, even human-piloted torpedoes.”

"Scaresthe hdl out of measwdl," Truman muttered.

"Of course," Marshdl injected, "we are of the opinion that a decisve American victory on Kyushu stands
agood chance of making the Japanese surrender. If that's the case, we won't have to launch Operation
Coronet and invade near Tokyo."

Sure, Truman thought bitterly, just as the atomic bomb was going to make them surrender. "After dl
that's occurred recently, do you redly believe that?'

Marshal was not intimidated by the response. "Sir, our intelligence intercepts indicate that the Japs are
massing virtudly everything they have on Kyushu. If— | mean when— we beat them there, they won't
have anything left to fight with. The battle for Japan will bewon or lost on Kyushu.”

"Then why," Truman asked, "don't we do an end run and drive straight for Tokyo if they have dl their
forceson Kyushu?'

King responded, "Because of thethreat of their kamikazes and the fact that we absolutely need
land-based air cover to protect our men and ships from those assaults, aswell as to bomb Japanese
strongpoints.”

Truman sighed. The cold Statistics were making him angry. These were people, flesh-and-blood people,
and not abstract numbers. "I talked to Secretary of War Stimson, and he feelsyour figures are far too
low. Churchill felt the same way, and that was before he was booted out of office by the ungrateful
British people. What do you say about that?"

Agan Marshdl met hisstare. "These are dl estimates. God only knows what the redity will be. | will say
that both of the gentlemen you mentioned are highly emotiona and tend to overstate issues.”

"All right," Truman said resgnedly. "Run my other optionsby me."



"Yes, dr. Even before the atomic bomb, we felt we had only three dternatives, and that only one,
invasion, wasviable. Thefirg of the other optionswasto carry on limited offenses againgt other
Japanese-held lands, such as Formosaand Korea. Thisfirst ideawas discarded dmost immediately as
we believed it would not cause the Japanese to give up and would only create needless American
casudties”

"Agreed," said Truman.

"The second option was to continue the blockade and the bombing offensive. While we believe this
would minimize our casudties, we are convinced that it would take an unacceptable length of time,
perhaps years, to bring down the Japanese.”

Truman tapped hisfingers nervoudy. "Too long. The American public demandsaquick victory and an
end to thewar's privation. We cannot have millions of our boys sitting on their duffs while we blockade
the Japs and wait for them to give up. Good Lord, the public is after usto bring the boys home now. If
wetdll them there might be years of relative inaction while we wait for the Jgpsto quit, therelll be hell to

Marshall nodded. "There are other reasons why a blockade wouldn't work. It would cause millions of
civilian deaths among the Japanese from bombing and starvation, and it till wouldn't necessarily cause
them to quit. After all, they are capable of providing for their own food needs, however meagerly. Itis
possible that, after enough degaths, they would arrive a a food-to-population equilibrium that would
enable them to sustain themselves forever.”

Truman shook his head in disbelief, but the basic idea seemed chillingly correct. There was no certainty
that blockade would bring victory. Not ever. "We cannot wait an eternity to find out. Gentlemen, we
cannot wait more than ayear and there must be action. The American people demand it."

"Agreed," said Marshdl, and the others murmured assent. "It goes without saying that our prisoners of
war would continue to suffer terribly during this period of time, and that other casudtieswould still occur.
Thereis ongoing scientific work on defoliants that would destroy the Japanese rice crop, but we will not
have the herbicide in any quantities until next year a the earliest. If we do use defoliants, then the result
will betens of millions of Japanese men, women, and children dying of starvation aong with our own
prisoners, who would, of course, bethe last to befed.”

"Which leads us back to aninvasion,” sighed Truman.

"Yes, dr, it does,” Marshal amost whispered, and it struck Truman that the man was upset at the
prospect.

"Thank you, Generd," Truman said. With undisguised distate, he picked up Operation Downfal'sthick
folder of information aswell asthe summary sheets. He hated reading long reports. He recalled that he'd
had to be talked into reading an earlier report on the Manhattan Project shortly after taking office. "This,
| presume, is current?’

"Yes" said Marshdl. "At least asit has been devel oped to date. Changes are being made amost
condantly.”

"Do these changesinclude using atomic bombs?* Truman asked.

"Yes, but it isdoubtful that we will have enough bombs or targets to make a difference,” Marshall said.
"The Japanese are scattering, hiding, and digging in their unitsto minimize the effect of both conventiona
and nuclear weapons.”



"So we haveto do it the old-fashioned way?' Truman asked bitterly.
"Yes gar.”

Truman glanced over the figures. It was an awesome enterprise. In scope it would dwarf thelandingsin
Normandy on D-Day. No other Allied forces would land with MacArthur's army, athough some Royd
Navy shipswere operating in the Pacific in conjunction with Nimitz. Discussonsthat might leed to the
later inclusion of British, Audtralian, and Canadian troops were ongoing, but there were no plansto use
them a thistime.

"Wl thought out. Should we attempt to deceive the Japanese into thinking we won't attack Kyushu?'

"Yes, gr," Marshdl again responded. "And those efforts are called Operation Pastdl. They involve feints
at Koreaand Formosa, as was discussed as our first option, along with a sham thrust toward theidand
of Shikoku, which isactualy closer to Tokyo than Kyushu, but, again, out of land-based air coverage.”

Truman understood what he was hearing. The inescapable conclusion was that Kyushu was the only
logical target. If the American military minds could redize that, so could the Japanese. "' Gentlemen, will
any of our deceptionswork?"

Marshdl's expression changed to one of sadness. "Probably not, Sir, or at least not to any great extent,
but they must be attempted.”

"Then, Generd Marshdl, what will the Japanese be doing on November firgt, 19457

Marshdl found it difficult to look Truman squarein the eyes. "Mr. President, they'll be waiting for uson
Kyushu with everything they have."

CHAPTER 17

Religion amused Col. Tadashi Sakei. Onceit had been important to him, but that was when he had been
very young and before so many of those he loved had been incinerated by the Americans. Sincethen he
had seen the uselessnessin believing in any god or gods who cared nothing for him. Thus, he became a
convert to the cause of Japan and believed in it with zeal and fervor. Japan did care for him. Japan had
nurtured and strengthened him. Japan was his god. Now he would repay her faith in him by protecting
her with hislife.

On the other hand, he did nothing to discourage religious beliefsin others. It mattered nothing to him
whether aperson believed in the gentle Buddha, the ancient rites of Shinto, or even the confusing and
ridiculed logic of Chridtianity. All that wasimportant was thet the believer dedicate hisor her lifeto

Japan.

Thus, placing Emperor Hirohito in protective custody in a Shinto shrine near Nagasaki was an act of
opportunity and expedience, not sacrilege. The Americansrarely attacked anything that looked religious,
and he had gone to gresat lengths to keep his five-hundred-man Imperid Guards battdion dug in and out
of sight during the day. L ookouts scanned the skiesin al directionsto watch for the enemy, who could
drop like hawks on unsuspecting prey.

Shinto stood for the "way of the gods' and was the oldest religion in Japan. Devotees worshipped many
gods, cdled kami, which were the basic force present in trees, rocks, rivers, and other parts of nature.
Japan was liberdly sprinkled with shrines, and thiswas afairly large one with severd buildings, including
acharming garden that had been well tended by the priests who had run the shrine.



Sakei had chased off the religious occupants and installed Hirohito in the quarters of their senior priest. It
was hardly paatid, but it was safe and secure. The buildings aso kept most of his men out of sight while
the others camped in anearby grove and, to the extent possible, limited their movementsto nighttime,
when even the American predators dept.

As he gtarted to walk the dirt path to the nearby village, Sakel was confident that American planeswould
not notice one man waking aong one of the miserable excuses for roads that were so typica of Kyushu.
Helooked to hisright and was dismayed by the sight of a score or o of hissoldiersrunninginasingle
line across afield. It was probably awork group, and he made a mental note to find out who wasin
charge of them. He would give that unfortunate soul aharsh lesson in the virtues of staying out of sght
during the day. Their officer probably thought it was safe to cut across the field since none of their
hand-cranked srens had gone off in awhile, asthey did severd times each day to warn of American
planes prowling the sky.

Sakel ignored the virtualy omnipresent and high-flying bombers asthey were off to bomb the citiesand
other mgjor targets, but the swooping and darting fighters and dive-bombers were another matter. They
were the ones that sniffed out the smaller targets and went after them like birds of prey after rodentsin a
fidd.

Sakei looked down the road and saw the man he wished to meet, Captain Onichi, the senior kempei
officer in the area. In deference to the fud shortage, the overweight captain rode abicycle, with some
difficulty, and arare smile crossed Sakei'sface. He had no love for the kempei, but the secret police, or
"thought police," had their purpose. He could only wonder, however, just why thefat kempei captain
wished to meet him under these private and discreet circumstances.

Before he could go farther, adark shadow crossed over Sakel, and he heard the shriek of enginesasthe
gust of air swirled dust around him. It was an American plane and it had passed just afew feet over his
head.

He watched in horror asthe work party scattered in blind panic with many of them heading for the
presumed safety of the shrine buildings. Perhaps the plane hadn't seen them as it swept by, but then he
remembered— the Americans never flew alone.

The second plane roared overhead with its guns spitting at the prey the first one had flushed. Rows of dirt
exploded in thefield, sending soldiers tumbling and flying, landing in bloody heaps. Within seconds, the
first plane returned and it strafed the shrine, while the second dliced bloody ribbons in the grove where so
many of his men were bivouacked. Sakel could only hope that his men had made it to the protection of
the numerous dit trenches dug in the area.

In the grove, asoldier with more bravery than sense fired on the Y anks with amachine gun and drew the
attention of afighter, which silenced it with one savage burst of gunfire.

Sakel lay by the road as the planes made repested passesin an arrogantly leisurely and lethad manner.
For long minutes there would be relative silence, with only the distant whine of the planes engines and the
cries of the wounded to be heard. Then the screech of the fighters and the cacophonous chatter of
machine guns as they sought targets became deafening. At least there were no bombs or rockets. The
racks under the planes were empty. They had been dropped on targets €l sewhere.

After awhile, the planes bored of the game and flew off, or perhaps they were out of ammo. Sakei got to
hisfeet and ran toward the priest's quarters. If Hirohito was dead, Sakei would have failed in his duty
and the missing Crown Prince Akihito would be emperor. It could not be!

It wasn't. Sakei found Hirohito in the doorway to his quarters. He was covered with dirt and his glasses



were askew, but he seemed unharmed, although obvioudy shaken. He heard from anoncom that the
emperor, on hearing the attacking planes, had virtudly flown into atrench to save himsdlf. Sakel was
pleased. Let the Son of Heaven know asoldier'sfear.

Hirohito dusted himsalf off and acknowledged Sakei's existence. "Ah, Colondl, another Japanese victory,
isit not? Very soon the Yankswill run out of bullets and surrender, won't they? After dll, that is Anami's
plan, isnt it?’

Sakel bowed respectfully and ignored the sarcasm. Thistime Hirohito wasright. Japan had no roof to
deflect therain of American bombs and bullets. "I am glad you are unharmed.”

Hirohito straightened his glasses. "Asyou should be. What went wrong with your precautions, Colond ?*

Good question, Sakel thought. The obvious cul prit was the ass who'd sent that group of soldiers across
thefidd. If hewasn't dready killed by thefighters, Sakel would have him shot. Hefdlt only dightly
shamed that the men in thefield had broken and run. He wondered what he would have done had he
seen aplaneamingitsgunsdirectly a him.

But the American planes had taken them al by surprise. "It appears, Y our Mgesty, that the Americans
have adopted flying extremely low as a surprise tactic. We shall have to be even more vigilant on your
behdf."

Hirohito made asmall noise that might have been either asnort or aderisive laugh and disappeared insde
his quarters.

"Colond?'

Sakei turned quickly. He had forgotten the kempei officer who'd been cycling down the road to meet
him. The man was disheveled and wide-eyed with scarcely controlled fear.

"Captain, | seeyou too survived our little adventure.”

"Happily, yes, Colond. Do you have amoment to talk now? 1 did tell you it was amatter of urgency and
importance regarding your honored guest.”

Sakel had informed theloca kempei commander that the emperor was under guard at the shrine. It was
only logicd sncethe kempel would wonder what was going on and expend alot of effort finding out
anyhow. Besides, the kempel were dlies, however unsavory they sometimeswere,

The captain looked around where the numerous dead were being stacked and the wounded were being
treated. Blood was everywhere and the sounds of pain filled the air. Sakel looked around aswell and
grimaced. His battalion had been cruelly punished for one man's mistake.

"What | haveto tell you, Colonel, may cause you to wonder whether thisraid on the shrinewas an
opportunistic accident or an attempt by the Americansto nate our emperor.”

Sakel dmost staggered. "What?!

The captain bowed dightly. "Last night we managed to confirm the existence of either aspy or atrator in
thisarea. | think we should consider the possibility that the emperor's | ocation was given away to our
enemies.”

Sakel's hand went ingtinctively to the handle of his sword. Murder the emperor? Why not? The
Americans had been guilty of such crimind actsin the past. After dl, hadn't they nated the revered



Admira Y amamoato by ambushing his plane with their fighters while he was on an ingpection misson?
The more he thought of it, the more likely it became. "How?" Saekel demanded.

"We have intercepted what we strongly believe are sgnasto the Americansthat emanate from a
clandestineradio in thisarea. While we were never ableto pick up al the transmission, we did record
parts and have had them decoded. It was asmple code so it didn't take long to break. They arein
English and tell of conditions here on Kyushu."

Sakel nodded grimly. "We mugt catch that spy and stop him." And | must make other plansfor Hirohito,
he added to himself. He must become even more stedlthy in his actions. The Americans were too strong
to confront with strength. He would keep Hirohito aive with cunning.

CHAPTER 18
"Welcome back to Okinawa, Generd Monck. Wedl trust you had afruitful journey.”

"Up yours, Colonel Parker," General Monck said in alow voice that could not be heard by others.
Parker's promotion to lieutenant colonel had come through shortly before Monck's officidly taking over
the regiment. This made Parker the second-in-command.

Parker ignored him. "And how were things on Mount Olympusthistime, and aren't you just alittle late
getting back?"

Monck threw his bag of spare clothing on atable. With the exception of acouple of NCOs who were
monitoring radios and pretending not to listen, he was alone with Parker in the regiment's command tent.

"We had to take a detour around a pretty big storm that's out there. In case you hadn't noticed, it's
getting cdloudy and might just rain.”

Monck marveled at the changes only afew days away had wrought. The entireidand of Okinawa
looked asif it were nothing less than one giant staging and training base for American military might.
Here, where his regiment was bivouacked, was a giant tent city, and scores of them were elsewhere on
theidand. A couple of milesaway, an enormous air base was being built near the ruined city of Kadena,
with other, smilar fields under construction elsewhere. It wasincredible and Monck was proud to be a
part of it. Even though he had his own share of misgivings, sights such as this made him confident that the
United Stateswould prevail against Japan.

"For your information, Parker, not al the gods were a Olympus, otherwise known as Guam. MacArthur
deigned not to come. Instead he sent Eichelberger and Krueger, and they met with Nimitz and his staff.
When | looked around, | realized that | was one of the lowest-ranking men invited to that conference.”

"Did you meet Nimitz?'

Monck smiled. "Y eah, and hel'sredlly a pleasant, gentlemanly sort of man. Very easygoing. | evengotin
agame of horseshoeswith him. His staff makes him play each day to keep him relaxed and hedlthy.
Spruance was there too, and he's sort of the same way. Halsey's out blasting the Jap shoreline. Nimitz's
daff reflects hisattitude. Very friendly and helpful. Not at al like MacArthur's, dthough Eichelberger and
Krueger tried hard to be cooperative, and, in the main, they succeeded.” Monck shrugged. "Maybe it
was better that MacArthur didn't come. Along with his ego, he would have brought Sutherland and
Willoughby, and those two have caused trouble in the past.”

Parker pulled out a cigarette and offered one to Monck. They lit up and Monck drew a deep breath.



"Theinvasonisgtill on for November first. We are designated | Corpsreserve. | Corps consists of the
25th, 41, and 53rd divisions, and well be going in on X plus one or two depending on the
circumstances. | Corpswill be attacking north of Ariake Bay and near atown called Miyazaki. XI Corps
will beon | Corps left and will consist of the First Cav, the Americal Division, and the 43rd Infantry.”

"And the marines?' Parker asked.

"They will land to the west of KagoshimaBay on aspit of land called the Satsuma Peninsula. TheV
Amphibious Corps conssts of the 2nd, 3rd, and 5th Marinedivisons. All of thisisthe Sixth Army and
Generd Krueger commandsit, with MacArthur working his magic from the Philippines.”

Parker had known some of it as rumors had been rampant for weeks. "Incredible” was al he could think
to say as he considered the scope of the coming operation.

Monck chuckled. "Oh, theres more. I X Corpswill stage atwo-division diversionary thrust towardsthe
idand of Shikoku just before X-Day. They have the 81t and 98th divisions. Follow-up forces are the
11th Airborne and the 77th Infantry, and, oh, yes, |et's not forget the 158th Regiment, which will land on
acouple of small idands off Kyushu just prior to X-Day."

"Arewedill part of the41?

They stepped outside and walked alittle ways away from the tent. The fresh air smelled good. Monck
blew afairly decent smoke ring that the wind quickly took away. "Who the hell knows. For
administrative purposes, | guess so, but General Swift— he's| Corps commander— madeit plain that
we could be plugged in anywhere. By the way, with X-Day only three weeks away, weve got to step up
training even more than we have."

Parker nodded, although privately wondering just how the men could work harder than they were. "Don't
you think we should give them some rest beforewe go in?"

"Hell no!" Monck responded vehemently. "I want these people worked. Thelast thing | want isfor
someone to die because we didn't prepare them well enough when we had the time. | don't think | could
live with mysdf with that knowledge. And | don't want them to have too much time on their handsto
think about what's going to happen when they hit Kyushu. They get time off to go to church on Sunday
and they get to see any USO shows that happen by. Oh, yeah, | heard that Bob Hope will be out herein
aweek or s0."

Parker whigtled. "Wow, | guessweredly are important.”

Monck couldn't keep from grinning. "Are you being sarcagtic?"

"Jugt alittle, Generd. Did you find out anything e se that we should know about our role and the
invason?'

A gust of rain-tipped wind threatened to take Genera Monck's cap, and he had to grab it with his hand
to keep it from flying off. "I found out some more about Kyushu, and none of it isgood. Like weve been
told, theidand itsdlf isvolcanic and rugged, with mountainsin the center, and steep hills and deep valleys
running al theway to the coadt.”

"Mountains?'

"Nothing like the Alps or even the Rockies, but they go up quite sharply to maybe two thousand feet in
the invasion area. We won't even be landing on a beach per se because there aren't any. Theré'sasmall
onein Ariake Bay, but it's not for us. When we get out of our landing craft, we start climbing over that



hilly volcanic soil amost right away. Kyushu's so desol ate that only about ten percent is under cultivation,
and that in aland desperate for food. That fact kind of surprised me. | aways thought Japan was one
great big rice paddy once you got out of the cities.”

Parker shook his head sadly. " Steep hills and valeys means no armor.”

"WEell have tank support, but therelll be no massed armor attacks. The difficult terrain aso meansthat
many of our unitswill be cut off from each other while they advance, and coordination will be extremely
difficult. Well be lucky to function in battalion-sized units, much lessdivison or corps”

"Then not working with the 41t isno great loss," Parker mused, and Monck agreed.

Monck looked at the sky. It was getting darker by the moment and the rain was beginning to come down
heavier. The two men turned and walked toward the command tent. ™Y ou've seen the maps,” Monck
said. "There aren't very many roads on Kyushu, and those that do exist tend to be sunken, which makes
them readymade ambush sites and strongpoints. Just like here on Okinawa, therell be alot of caves and
bunkersfor the Japsto hidein and for usto root them out of. The valleysthat runinland al tend toend in
sharp inclines, which will make vehicular traffic dmost impossible”

"Marvelous," Parker murmured. "And they've had al these monthsto preparefor us. Did you get afed
for Jap numbers, or does MacArthur il think it'll be awalkover?'

Monck chuckled grimly. "Without MacArthur gracing us with his presence on Guam, there was afarly
frank exchange of opinions, and it does|ook like Eichelberger and Krueger have pretty well convinced
Mac that his estimates are way too low. A couple of months ago, the guess was maybe one hundred and
twenty-five thousand Japs on Kyushu; now the intelligence boys are estimating maybe half amillion, with
more coming each and every day. The only good newsisthat most of them are still in the northern
portion of theidand and having the devil's own time getting to the southern part because of our air
superiority. Oh, yeah, they know that we're coming, and it looks like they've figured out exactly where
well belanding.”

"Jesus,” Parker gasped. "We're the attacking force and welll probably be outnumbered.”

"That's why we need control of theair and alot of firepower on the ground. Our troopshipswill be prime
targets for the kamikazes, so we'll be moving out of the transports and onto the landing craft as soon as
possible, and before that, we won't get on the transgports that'll take us to Japan until the last minute.”

"Makes sense, Sir. Smdller targets are harder for their planesto hit."

"Agreed, but don't forget that the term kamikaze meansaheluvalot more than just suicide planes.
Nimitz's boys say therell be alot of midget-submarine activity, along with manned suicide torpedoes and
rockets, and there are at |least a dozen Jap destroyers unaccounted for. Hell, they've even got suicide
diverswho'll bewaiting to attach minesto our ships. Weve got to figure that al of them will be making
suicide attacks againgt us.”

"Generd, those Jap people are fucking crazy."

They had just reached the tent flap when one of the NCOs burst out, amaost running into Genera
Monck. "Jesus, Generd, we got real bad news."

"What now?'

"Sir," the sergeant dmost sammered, "thisain't no rainstorm. Just got word from the navy that it'sa
full-fledged typhoon and it's even got a name now— Louise. It's gonna hit Okinawa dead on.”



Monck and Parker looked at each other, aghast. The 528th was scattered al over Okinawa, engaged in
varioustypes of training. They would have to communicate the news as quickly as possibleto the
disparate units. Thousands of men would have to hide and ride out Typhoon L ouise as best they could.

Monck then looked at their frail tent and thought of al the other temporary structures that housed his
regiment and its equipment. Tens of thousands of other, similar facilities covered Okinawa. Typhoon
Louise had the potentia to wipe out much of the American presence on Okinawa

Asif on cue, the wind picked up and shrieked. "All right," said Monck, speaking loudly to be heard over
it. "Tel everyoneto grab shovelsand literdly dig in. The hell with the tents and supplies. They can be
replaced. Everyoneisto save their asses and start right now!"

CHAPTER 19

Firgt Sergeant Mackensen told the more than two hundred assembled men of A Company in Okinawa
that he had just found the dead Jap in anearby fold of the earth where the man had died.

At Captain Ruger's orders, the company gathered in alarge circle around the cadaver. The Japanese
soldier had astrangely withered, mummy-like look. Quite some time ago, he'd been burned to death,
probably by aflamethrower. His boneswere only partly covered by charred flesh, and most of hisleft leg
wasmissing. A hemet covered the top of his head, and the corpse smiled at them through ahalf dozen
teeth.

They were near what the Japs had called the Shuri Defense Line. When the Americans had invaded, the
Japanese had retregted to the hilly southern third of the idand to make their defensive stand, and the
Shuri Line, anchored on what were now the ruins of Shuri Castle, had cost both sides dearly.

Captain Ruger strode up to Mackensen, who nodded and stepped away. Ruger glanced up at the
darkening sky. Shit, Ruger thought, his men were dl going to get wet. Paul Morrell caught the glance as
well and shivered dightly. He was exhausted.

"All right," said Ruger. "Did everybody get agood look at the little son of abitch? That'sa Jap lying
there, and one of the best kind— a dead one. Somebody toasted his ass good, didn't they? But look at
him. Y ou know they've got shitty rifles and bad tactics, but thisjoker wouldn't give up, would he? No, he
fought with that shitty rifle of hisand died with it. | wonder how many Americans he killed before
somebody saw where he was shooting from and got him."

Paul watched in fascination. The lesson was ghastly, but it had the company's complete atention. Only a
few months before, that Japanese soldier had been trying to kill Americans, and dead or not, that man
was one of the enemy.

In the weeks of training Snce they'd arrived on Okinawa, Paul's platoon, the company, the entire
regiment, had worked hard to replace skillslost over months of inactivity, and to acquire those they never
realy had. They'd exercised and marched early each day, then spent the afternoons and eveningsin
weapons training and small-unit tactics. They'd gotten better, and Ruger had managed to get rid of those
who were unable to cope with the demands of training.

But that'swhat it had been, training. At least until now. The presence of ared dead Jap changed
everything. Before them lay the enemy aswell asthe brutd redity of death.

Ruger's eyes swept the assemblage. "And just because he's dead, don't think he's forgotten how to kill.
The Japs have anasty habit of booby-trapping their dead comrades in hope that some stupid GI will
come aong to take asouvenir, like that helmet for instance. Look good on awall, wouldn't it? Or maybe



something nice for the missuslike agold filling, or maybe adried ear, or maybe one of those shitty rifles
or area good pistol. Well, if they've booby-trapped the corpse, and they likely have, you've got to be
real careful." Heturned to hisfirst sergeant. " Sergeant Mackensen, show uswhat to do.”

"Firg," said Mackensen, "al you people step farther away." There was a shuffling as two hundred plus
men complied. "Now you'll noticethat | very carefully tied arope around his one remaining leg. I'm
gonnastep back and pull onit red hard. If he'strapped, it'll trigger whatever he'shiding.”

With that, Mackensen walked a couple of paces away from the cadaver, lay flat on the ground, and
yanked the rope. There was a split second of stillness, then aflash of light and the crash of agrenade
exploding, sending bones and pieces of dead Jap into the air. Severd of the men got parts of Jap on
them, and a couple of them started to gag.

Mackensen got to hisfeet and saluted Ruger. "Captain, the fucking Jap is now well and truly dead.”
Ruger nodded. "Very good, First Sergeant. Carry on with training.”

Ashesad that, it began to rain, and the aready strong wind started to pick up in power. They had no
red rain gear with them, so Paul started to form them up for more work. If it rained, they were going to
get wet and that wasthat. After al, how often did they call off awar because of rain? He wondered how
their tents were holding up in what was rapidly becoming a downpour. Captain Ruger, who wasonly a
few feet away, seemed unperturbed.

A PFC handed awalkie-talkie to Ruger, who listened attentively and then appeared stunned by what
he'd heard. "Everybody take cover,” heydled. "Thisisatyphoon." Ruger then sent runners out to the
other platoons and ran out himself, saying that he didn't trust their radios to get through in the rapidly
growing sorm.

Typhoon? What the hell does one do when caught on an Okinawan hill in atyphoon? Paul wondered.
"Digin," heyelled to the men, who were as puzzled ashe was. "Get to just below the crest of thishill and
dart digging in for protection againsgt the wind. Push the dirt up the hill and form abunker in front of you."

"Why?" asked asoldier, and Paul debated |etting him drown.

"Because, Private Haines, atyphoonisjust like a hurricane. That means aton of rainwater isgoing to
land on us and whatever we dig inisgoing to be full pretty quick. Push the dirt up front so you don't get
washed away. Now shut up and dig!”

Paul checked on hismen asthey dug frantically into dirt that quickly turned into mud. The wind had
picked up and was dashing at them. "Keep your helmets on. There's gonna be stuff flying around and you
don't want to get hit."

"Likethe stuff we left where we bivouacked, Lieutenant?' one of hismen yelled, and acouple of others
chuckled at the thought.

"That'sright!" Already Paul had to cup his hands and holler to be heard. " So keep your heads down." He
then grabbed a couple of men who were earnestly digging too far down the hill. When they protested, he
told them they had to watch out for flash floods aswell as wind. Chastened, they moved farther up the
dope and began anew.

Paul hel ped two of hismen dig aholein the ground and push an earthen berm before them. To his
surpriseit worked fairly well, athough the torrentia rain quickly filled their shelter and made life miserable
for them. Miserable, he kept reminding them, but safe.



"Look at that," one of them yelled. Paul looked up and saw a piece of canvasfly overhead.

"One of our tents." Paul grinned. "Probably minewith al my dirty laundry init. Were not in Kansas
anymore," he said in reference to the movie The Wizard of Oz, "but our gear will soon be.”

The wind threatened to rip their helmets off and they had to hold them down. Sand and spray whipped
around their heads, and as they cowered, they lost track of time. All they knew was that it had gotten
even darker than before and that it was probably night. The wind developed a keening, shrieking sound
likethat of atormented animdl.

During abrief lull, Paul dithered out of hisfoxhole and crawled around to seeif his men were okay.
Except for acouple of cuts and bruises, no one was hurt. Bellying hisway back to his shelter, he dmost
ran into First Sergeant Mackensen, who was aso crawling about in the mud.

"Don't bother saluting,” Paul said.

Mackensen, who rarely deviated from a stern expression, looked at him funny for aminute then smiled
dightly. "Wasn't planning on it, Lieutenant. Captain wants to know how you're doing."

Captain Ruger was probably out on his belly checking on his other platoons. "Were fine, top. WEIl bedl
right. How's everybody dse?'

"Sofar so good.”
"Gredat. By the way, that was adamn good dog-and-pony show you and the captain put on.”
Mackensen had started to crawl back but stopped. "What do you mean?"

"I mean that it was an impressive display, blowing up that Jap and dl that. But | think it was morethan a
coincidence that you just happened to find that body and that it just happened to be booby-trapped at
just the right time for our men to get shocked and serious about war.”

Mackensen put on alook of mock hurt. Then he actudly chuckled. "Captain said you'd figure it out.
Buddy of mine found the Jap awhile back and was driving around theidand with it on the front fender of
hisjeep like it was adead deer. | took it from him and we've had it hidden until theright time. Thered
bitch was fixing the hand grenade to that fucker. He kept faling apart and we had to tape him back
together."

The wind roared again, Mackensen nodded and departed for the dubious comfort of hisown holein the
ground, while Paul crawled to his. By the time he got there, the wind was raging harder than it ever had,
and the two others had to drag him into the hole, which caused his head to go under the muddy water.

"Y ou okay, Lieutenant?' Both men were laughing as Paul emerged from his ducking, and hejoined in
even though he was cold, wet, miserable, and scared.

"Did ether of you two volunteer for this shit?" he asked.
"Nah"— they grinned— "we dl got drafted too, Sir."

A good-sized piece of debristumbled by. It looked like a piece of wood from a house. Had he been
gtanding, it could have impaled him. Paul wondered just what the hell therest of theidand looked like.

After what seemed like an eternity, the wind abated to where it was Smply savage, and the rain became
merely atorrent. Considering themselves safe, the men crawled out of their water-filled burrows and



stood up. It was getting lighter, and a check of hiswatch told Paul that it was dmost dawn. Again anose
count was taken and he was more than gratified to find that everyone was safe and, except for cuts and
bumps, no one was serioudly hurt.

Paul waved his sergeants over. They al looked so sodden and despondent he had to chuckle.

After amoment's hesitation, they joined him in aspate of nervous laughter. They had passed the test.
They weredive. They had handled that bitch, Typhoon Louise.

The passing of the storm brought Generd Monck and his gaff from ther trenches. Thistimeit was
appalingly essy to look around and see for agreat distance as the typhoon had swept the area clean of
anything but bare ground. Where once there had been a great city of tents and an army preparing to
attack Japan, there was nothing more than a barren plain on which large numbers of men were emerging.
Everything they owned was gone, and they were reduced to standing and looking about in confusion.

"Parker,” Monck said hoarsdly. "Where the hell ismy regiment?’

Parker's |eft eye was swollen nearly shut. He'd been struck across the head by a pot from someone's
fidd kitchen. "Sir, if were safe, then thereé'sared good chance they aretoo.”

"Weve got to reach them, get in contact with them. Jesus, they're sure to have injured and we've got to
get them medicd help.”

Parker took alook at where there had once been afirst-class radio operation. Nothing. There was no
waly of contacting their separated units, and sending runners wasn't a good idea because the runners
wouldn't know where to find the scattered regiment.

"WEell do our best, Genera ."

Monck gave Parker's shoulder areassuring squeeze. "1 know you will. I'll go and throw some
generd-like weight around and seeiif | can scrounge up some fresh radio gear from someone. Y ou
organize what men we have here and start salvage and cleanup.”

Parker snorted. " Salvage? Ain't nothing to salvage, sir.”

Monck agreed with that observation. "Well then, gather what flammable debris you can and seeif you
can get somefiresgoing. It'snot al that warm and we don't want these men coming down with
pneumonia. Get them dried out and under some kind of cover. If you can,” he added softly.

Lt. Col. Don Parker threw him asalute and took off to gather heads. Brig. Gen. John Monck looked
again at the moonscape that had been an impressve military facility only afew hoursearlier.

It was October 9, 1945, and in only three weeks the U.S. forces on Okinawa were to commence
attacking and land on the Japanese idand of Kyushu. With what? Monck thought harshly.

CHAPTER 20

Tonight was the night, Dennis Chambers decided. He could no longer live with the thought of two Jap
planes and four Jap airmen being so close to him. He would have to do something about it. He knew he
wasn't being terribly logicd, but he was aso driven to distraction by the bags of rice that the four men
had stashed in their tent. If he could only get ahold ofthat food, he stood a chance of lasting for months,
and perhaps the war would be over by then.

While the weather was il mild, the night air had a definite chill, and he could visudize his source of



vegetation and insects literdly drying up. If that happened and he had nothing to fall back on, held starve.

Desperately trying to be quiet, he crawled over the crest of the hill and down through the grasses and
small evergreensto within afew yards of where the two pilots and the two mechanics sat facing each
other. They had not lit afire. The glow of fires might aitract unwelcome visitors from the sky, but the
Japanese had cooked and eaten during the day, and the scent of the cooked food was amost
overwhelming to Dennis.

The four Japanese were jabbering on about something that Dennis couldn't understand. At first he
thought it was adidect that hislimited knowledge of Japanese didn't allow him to comprehend. But then
it dawned on him and he thought that hisforay might not be asrisky as he had first thought. The four Japs
weren't speaking an unknown tongue; they were shit-faced drunk.

He crawled to apoint that was amost insolently close to them. They had severa bottles of what |ooked
like American whiskey that they passed around and swallowed with abandon. Obvioudy they felt they
would not be caled upon to fly this night. He chuckled as he realized he could stand up and they wouldn't
even notice him in their coholic supor. Denniss only fear was that one of them would fal over him on
hisway to relieve himsdf. He grasped the sharpened piece of metal that was his only weapon and

waited.

After acouple of hours, the drinking bout ended and the four men staggered to deeping mats that had
been laid on the ground. Asthey snored loudly and occasionally belched or made other noisesin their
deep, Dennis crawled up to the closest of the four. Cautioudly, he took the piece of meta from his belt
and, grasping it asfirmly as he could, leaned over the degping enemy. Then, with strength and quickness
held forgotten he had, he dashed across the Jap's throat. The man's eyes opened and he convul sed, but
made no sound other than a gurgle as his blood spouted out al over the two of them. Thefirst Jap was
dead.

Dennislooked at the others and saw no sign of their awakening. Then he checked hisvictim. The dead
man's eyes were wide-open and looked to the sky in disbelief. The Jap had bled profusely on Dennis,
and the sticky fed of theliquid sickened him.

He steded himsdlf to histask and crawled to the next mat. Again, the makeshift knife dashed and blood

poured out. Thistime, however, the second victim's death throes included awild swing of hisarm that hit
Dennis across the face and knocked him back. Dennistried to get up, but the world began to swim and

he redlized he was hurt and at the end of his strength. He tried to will himsdlf to stay conscious but it was
futile and he sagged to hisknees.

As darkness enveloped him, he saw the silhouette of another Japanese soldier standing over him and he
groaned. Somehow he had miscounted. There were five, not four. Where the hell had the fifth man been
hiding? He could only hope they would kill him quickly and not torture him to death as he knew he
deserved from them.

Shit, thought Joe Nomura as he looked over the prone body of an emaciated white man wearing the
ragged remains of an air force uniform. He had to be either adowned pilot or a captured crewman. What
ahdluvafoal to try something like this. The guy was obvioudy too wesk to have finished the task even if
he hadn't gotten bashed in the head by the man held just killed.

Joe had dso been stalking the little Jap air base when held caught sight of someone ese trying to skulk
through the trees. When he'd figured out what the other man was up to, he'd been aghast. Not until he'dd
gotten much closer did heredize that the nwas an American.

And, Joe thought grimly, one who was in bad shape aswell asawholelot of trouble.



Joe moved toward the two remaining Japanese, who still dept deeply and drunkenly. He drew hisknife
and, far more expertly than Dennis, killed the third Jap. The fourth was lying with histhroat covered, so
Joe sheathed his knife and brought the hedl of his hand down on the back of the man'sneck in avicious
chop. He waited afew seconds before checking for a pulse and found none. The money held spent for
karate lessons as akid had findly paid off.

Now what? This daughter hadn't been in Joe's plans, but it was done and he'd better cover hisass or the
kempei would be al over the areaonce it was discovered. He thought for amoment and then smiled.

Firdt, he dragged the unconscious Dennis Chambers avay from the areaand well into the trees. Then he
placed the four corpses around the planes and then pulled off much of the camouflage. It mainly consisted
of evergreen boughs and moved easily even for aman with one arm. Within minutes, the planeswere
open to view from the sky.

Good, he thought. The next task was to take those precious bags of rice. He carried them in hisonearm
up over the hill and to presumed safety. Then he returned and scouted around allittle and found what he
was looking for— cans of gasoline. After al, didn't a plane need gasto fly? He set the containers under
the planes and rigged afuse out of cloth.

By the time he was done, he could see the hint of false dawn off in the east. Soon the sky would befilled
with searching hunters. Wdll, hed give them something to find.

Joe made certain that the still unconscious Chambers— he had checked his dog tagsin the growing light
and now knew his name— was till safe and even pulled him farther back along with the food sacks. One
last look at the Japanese camp brought a new discovery— severa unopened bottles of Johnnie Walker
Red. How the hell did four dumb Japs get good Scotch on ahillside in Kyushu? Who cared? he
answered, but there was no need for the liquor to go to waste. He lit the fuse. It would take a couple of
minutes for the flames to reach the gas. He tucked the bottles under hisarm and ran up the hill.

Joe had just crossed over the crest when he heard the whump of an explosion quickly followed by a
second. He turned and saw the flickering glow of flames over the hill. It wastimeto redly put some
distance between himsdf and that fire.

A familiar growling noise stopped him in histracks and he looked up with agrin on hisface.

Thefirg plane merdly flew low over the fire to see what was causing it. A moment later, three more
swept over the flames with their machine guns blazing. This caused morefires and explosons asthe
ammunition for the planes, dong with other gasoline stores, went up. Now Joe felt much safer. With only
alittle luck, everyone would think that the four Japanese were victims of either their own stupidity or the
dumb luck of the Americans.

Jesus Christ, Joe Nomurathought in admiration, if only the police at home could arrive as quickly asthe
planes had. He chuckled and wondered just how his new companion would react to having hislife saved
by aone-armed Jap. Then he redized something else. He, a Japanese American, had just killed two of
his brethren. What he found most interesting was that he felt no remorse. They weren't his cousins, they
were the enemy. Fuck ‘em.

CHAPTER 21

Col. Tadashi Sakei forced himsdlf to wait outside the local police station near Nagasaki while the local
representatives of the kempel carried out their interrogetions.

Normadly, kempei questionings were carried out with some delicacy and subtlety, and over time,



acknowledging that fear of pain and the dark unknown was often a greater motivator to confess than pain
itsdlf.

However, time was of the essence, and any recdcitrance on the part of those being questioned was being
met with blows from fists, boots, and clubs. He noted that one enterprising young officer was getting
some results by using lit cigarettes and burning matches jammed into sengtive parts of the suspect's
anatomy, while another was carving chunks of skin off living flesh. Asthe interrogations went on, the
kempei were becoming even more cregtive in their endeavors.

It was incredible that so much had gone wrong so quickly.

From al that had happened, it was Ssmple to conclude that someone had betrayed Japan and that the
bombing of the shrine where Hirohito was hidden was no random act.

Thefirg thing they had to do wasto find the traitor. Thusthe kempei had arrested almost a score of men
and women who were suspected of having pacifist tendencies. Sakel was relieved to note that most of
them were Korean, and, therefore, neither Japanese nor trustworthy. He fervently hoped that the traitor
would prove to be aKorean. He would be shamed if any true Japanese turned out to be thetraitor.

The lieutenant in charge of the questioning came out of the smdl building they were using and walked up
to Sakel. The lieutenant's arms were covered with blood, along with pieces of flesh and clumps of hair.

"What progress, Lieutenant? We must get on with this."

The lieutenant wiped his sticky hands with arag. " Two more have confessed to being the traitor, but
neither can tel mewheretheradio is. That meansthat they and the otherswere lying in their confessons
to avoid the pain. We are continuing our effortsto extract the truth, but | am not confident that any of
these people know anything &t al. Thetraitor could have been one of those who aready died under
questioning, but | doubt that."

"Dammit." Sakel and the lieutenant returned to the building. This meant the traitor was ill on the loose.

Sakei entered the building and was immediately led by the stench of blood and other body fluids. He
looked about him and saw that half a dozen men and women had their hands tied behind them and were
hung by their wrists from the roof beamswith their feet just tantaizing inches off the floor. This didocated
their shoulders and made every part of their bodies vulnerable to assault.

They were naked and rivers of blood ran down their bodies from bruises, burns, and other open wounds.
In acouple of cases Sakei could see where broken bones had split the surface of their skin. He could
eadly understand where people might confess to the most heinous of crimesif only to stop the agonies
being inflicted on them, eveniif it brought on aswifter degth.

Dead bodies were hegped in a corner. These looked at him through vacant eyes, at least the oneswhose
eyes hadn't been gouged out, and screamed soundlesdly at him through gaping mouths where teeth had al
been beaten out with hammers. One woman's breasts were bloody stumps, and severed fingers and toes
were on thefloor.

"You'reright, Lieutenant, if they cannot give usthelocation of the radio, then they are nothing.”
The kempel lieutenant bowed. "I will find more suspects, Colond. Wewill find thetraitor.”

"Do that. Keep up the good work. In the meantime | will make other arrangements for the safety of our
emperor.”



The lieutenant beamed at the compliment. ™Y es, Colond. Do you have any specid wishesfor these
people?' He gestured to the remaining prisoners.

"When you are done, kill them and dispose of the bodies where people can see what happensto those
who are even suspected of treason.”

Thelieutenant grinned and saluted. Colond Sakel |eft the building and walked the haf mile down the dirt
road to the compound where Hirohito was quartered.

He found the Son of Heaven well guarded in acdll. He was Sitting quietly on the edge of his cot and
reading abook. When he saw Sakel, Hirohito put down the book and stared at him.

"What now, Colond, have you cometo play chesswith me?’
"No, Your Mgesty."

"Why not? Are you afraid you will lose?'Y ou will lose, you know, just asyou dways have. Y ou will lose
everything, even Japan, through your foolishness"

Sakel held histemper in check. "Because of us, Mgesty, Japan will live."

Hirohito smiled innocently. "Ah, yes. Wewill live, won't we? Just like when the bombs came and killed
so many of your men. And you so foolishly believe atraitor has given away thislocation when you've got
an entire battalion prancing around and making thislittle place look important to the American pilots.

Y es, you are doing amarvelous job of keeping usdive. Very soon, you and al those with you will have
succeeded so well that we will dl be dead.”

Sakel had to acknowledge that part of what Hirohito was saying was correct. It did not take five hundred
men to guard the nearsighted and inoffensive Hirohito. It was one of severd points that would
immediately be corrected. "I will keep you alive, Mgesty. We are moving you to a place of much greater
safety. Onethat even the Americanswill not dare to bomb."

Hirohito laughed tonelessly. "I doubt such aplace exists on this planet, and certainly not in Japan.”

Now it was Sakei'sturn to smile. "It does, sir. Thanksto the Americans strange sense of honor, we will
find safety in ahospitd that is closer to Nagasaki. The Americans will never bomb a hospita that boldly
carriesthe sgn of the Red Cross on itsroof."

Sakel stood and called for aguard to assist the emperor in gathering his meager possessons.
CHAPTER 22

DETROIT

Debbie had an open invitation to work in the furniture store and help Mr. Ginsberg with his bookkeeping.
She did so during the fal whenever she had the time or needed the money. Thus, shedidn't redly
particularly notice when no one called out to her and said hello as she entered the building that Seturday
morning. She wasn't expected and Mr. G. and his sdes saff of two were probably having ameeting,
which, on adow Saturday, frequently meant analyzing the weekend's football games. With soldiers
returning to athletics, no one knew who had good teams or bad, but the consensus was that the collegiate
reign of West Point and the Naval Academy was just about over.

She entered the back offices and hung up her coat. Then she heard a strange sound coming from Mr.
G.'spersond office. The door was closed, which was unusua. Mr. G. had athing about keeping it open



s0 he could see what was happening. Curious, she tapped lightly before opening it. Mr. G. was seated
behind his desk. He was dumped over and held his head in his hands. The normal disarray she teased
him about was al over thefloor, asif it had been swept there from his desk, which, for once, was dmost
bare.

Mr. G. looked up and she could see that he had been crying. For once she wished she had called before
comingin. "Mr. G.? Areyou okay?' God, what adumb thing to say, she thought; of course he wasn't

okay.

Helooked at her for amoment. His eyes were pools of degpest sadness and, to her surprise, seemed to
be tinged with rage. "Nothing is okay. Tel me, were the others afraid to enter, or were you not avare?"

Debbie took a seat in the wooden chair across from him. Aware of what? she wondered. "1 just camein
to do alittle work. There wasno one outsde so | just walked in.”

Ginsberg nodded. To her he looked asif he had aged a decade since she had last seen him only afew
daysearlier. "My faithful staff is doubtless across the street drinking coffee and waiting for meto calm
down. A few minutes ago | was quite emotional. Do you wish to know why?!

"Yes," Debbiesad timidly.

Mr. G. held abatch of papersin hishand. "I finaly got thesethis morning. They came from afriend of
minein the International Red Crossin France. He's been trying to track down the family my wifeand |
had in Europe. Y ou will notice, dear Debbie, that | used the past tense.”

Debbie cringed. "1 heard you.”

"Twenty-one of our relativeswere dive in Germany and Poland as of afew years ago. Some on the
German Sde, my side, were imprisoned before the war, while those on my wife's side, in Poland, we had
hoped were refugees who maybe had fled to Russia. Do you know how many are eft?!

"No, sr."

"Four," he said in arasping voice. "Four out of twenty-one. The ones who went to Buchenwald died a
long time ago, only we were never informed. Notifying next of kin of dead Jewswas not aNazi priority.
Asnear asmy friend can tell, the people in camps like Buchenwald were worked very hard, fed very
little, and finally died of malnutrition or any of the hundreds of diseases that will strike down aweskened
body. If they were unable to work for their keep, they were beaten, sometimes beaten to death.

"My wife's people who lived in Poland were swept up by the Germans after the invasion and taken to a
place in Poland the Germans called Auschwitz. Do you know what went on there?"

Debbie could only repeat hersdf. "No, Sir."”
Sheld heard the stories, but, like most people, she'd found them too terrible to be true.

"My friend referred to it as a death factory that may have swallowed millions of victims, mainly Jews, and
gpat out only their ashes. When theinmates first entered the camp, the healthy were separated from the
weak— like the proverbia whesat from the chaff— by some Nazi who had appointed himself God. The
weeak were stripped of their clothing and valuables and sent into what they were told were showers.
When they were al together, they were gassed from the showers and died. Do you know what the
hedthy Jews had to do?'

Debbie shook her head.



"They had to get rid of the bodies. But first they plundered them for eyeglasses, gold fillings, nice hair,
and anything dsethat might help Hitler. The clothing the dead | eft behind, even though much wasjust
rags, was sent to German familieswho had lost possess ons because of the bombing.”

Thethought of it Sckened her. Paul had written to her of some of it. Hed seen acouple of the smaller
camps and had told of emaciated Jewish refugees wandering Europe. She'd read other accountsin Time
and elsawhere, but they were asif she were reading fiction. It couldn't happen to her or to someone she
knew. Now she knew she'd been horribly wrong.

"But," Mr. Ginsberg Sghed, "sx survived.”
"| thought you said four?"

"Six, and that isthe cruelest irony. There were two others who made it through the hells of Auschwitz.
They were Polish Jews, abrother and sister in their early twenties. When they returned to the village
they'd lived in, the nice Catholic Poles beat them to death for having the temerity to try to reclaim the
property that was once theirs. The Russans arein control in Poland, and they have no wish to prosecute
anyonefor the harmless act of killing Jews. Now that dmogt al the Jewsin Europe are dead, no one
cares.

Debbie sagged. She was both Catholic and Polish, and Mr. G. knew that. "I'm sorry. Do you want meto
leave?’

He ignored her comment. "What frightens me, Debbie, isthat I'm learning to hate after al these years of
trying to be agood Jew and not make waves. Thewar isover but the killing goeson. Now | am
convinced that it will never stop for Jews so long as we haveto live with non-Jews." He caught the hurt
look on her face but did not back off. "1 know what others say about me, and the fact of your working
here. They say I'm not a bad man even though I'm a Jew, don't they?"

Debbie recdled some of her parents comments about Jews. Some of their comments were quite harsh.
Jews had killed Christ. Jews cheated. Jaws were kikes with funny noses. "What about the four?' she
asked.

"Three young men and one young woman. Thetwo men are from my wifes sde, and the others, a
brother and asister, from mine. The two from my wife's Sde have dready madeit to Palestine, whilethe
othersarein internment campsin France. The young woman, by the way, was forced to be a prostitute
for the German soldiers, even though sexua relations between Jews and non-Jews was forbidden
according to Nazi law. Tell me, what isthe difference between a concentration camp and an internment
camp? Nothing. If you are inside, surrounded by barbed wire, and you don't have the freedom to leave,
thereisno differenceat dl."

"What are you going to do?'

"D0?"' He glared at her and she redized she had never seen Mr. Ginsberg so angry. "Do? 1'm going to get
the two in France out of those goddamned camps and over hereif they wish. They can't get to Palestine
because the British are afraid of offending the Arabs so they won't let any more Jewsin, and they
certainly won't be safeif they try to return to their homes. No, | will try to bring them here. ThenI'm
going to work for a separate state for my people, and the hell with the gentiles and the Arabs and anyone
who standsin our way."

Debbie stood aswell. "Do you want meto leave?' she repested.
Mr. G. nodded sadly. "I think it would be best." She put on her coat and was headed for the door when



heinterrupted her. "Debbie, please give me alittle time to get over theworst of this"
She smiled dightly. "Of course.”

"Good," hesighed. "I will cal you, and very soon. | am very fond of you and would not wish to lose your
friendship. | dso think | will need your help with the paperwork to bring my people over here. And | will
continue to pray for your Paul's safe return. Now, on your way out, would you please get those two fools
from acrossthe street and tell them to start selling furniture. They are Jewstoo, thereby proving that even
aJew canbeafool, and | will wish to talk with them about my plans.”

CHAPTER 23

Bound hand and foot and blindfolded, Chambers woke up, helpless and immobile. Hisworst fears had
come true; he had been recaptured by the Japanese. He moaned in fear and he heard adight rustling.

"Listen to me and be quiet,” alow, deep voice said, speaking amost into hisear. ™Y ou're wrapped up
likethisfor your own protection. There are Jap soldiers only acouple of hundred yards from here, and
neither of uswantsto draw their attention, do we? Stay till. Do you understand that?'

Dennis nodded and tried to grunt ayes through the gag. Then he redlized that the voice had spoken
English. Hell, was he hdlucinating? Or was he a prisoner and thiswas al part of some devious Japanese
trick? Hismind whirled in confuson.

After aperiod of further slence, he heard, perhapsfelt, the presence of the other man. "Okay, Mr.
Chambers, nothing has changed. Y ou are till in very great danger and | will not hesitate to leave you
hereif you are so stupid asto do anything to draw attention to yourself.

For that matter, | will leave you if we are discovered evenif it isn't your fault. Isthat clearly understood?’

"Umph," Dennis grunted, and nodded vigoroudy. He was delighted at the sound of the other man'svoice.
The accent was clearly American. That meant that his captor was another escaped prisoner and not a

Japanese.

"Y ou are dumber than shit, you know," the other man said as he removed the gag. "Y ou should never
have taken on those four Japsin your weakened condition, no matter how drunk they were and no
matter how desperate your Situation might have been. If | hadn't been right nearby and wondering what
the hell was going on, you'd be dead by now. They'd have found you and chopped you into little bits of
living flesh for killing those two guys.”

"Water," Dennis rasped. When a canteen was held to hislips, he gurgled and swalowed. After a
moment, his voice returned enough to speek. "What about the blindfold?"

"It comes off when | think you're ready for it to come off."

That didn't make senseto Dennis. "Ready for what? Y ou're an American, aren't you? Take the damn
thing off me."

That brought achuckle. "Y eah, I'm American, but maybe not what you expected in the way of afellow
American. It's not exactly like I'm mom and apple pie.”

"When did you escape?’

There was a pause and Dennis heard the other man take a deep breath. He was making adecision. "I
didn't escape, Mr. Chambers. | came here by submarine. And I'm not in the military in the Strictest sense,



I'm with the OSS."

The man was a spy and didn't want hisface to be seen. That made sense. If Dennis was discovered, he
couldn't possibly describe the other man if he hadn't seen him. Of course he wondered just how awhite
man could be an effective spy in the land of people whose skin was yellow.

Then the answer hit Dennis like ablow to the ssomach, and it was histurn to take a deep bregth.
"Wher€'re you from?" he asked, switching to his brand of halting Japanese.

"Honolulu" came the answer. The other man sounded amused.
"Wereyou inthearmy?'

"Y ep. For awhile, anyhow."

Dennissmiled. "Bet it wasthe 442nd, wasn't it?'

"Very good, Mr. Chambers. Now do you understand why | didn't want you to see meright away? It
would have scared the hell out of you to wake up and find ared live Jap staring you in theface. Y ou
might have started screaming and brought us some unwanted company.”

With that Joe removed the blindfold. Dennis blinked and redlized it was evening. He wondered how long
he'd been out. Then he looked at the one-armed man in the Japanese army uniform who sat across from
him. "Jesus Chrig."

"Actualy, the nameis Joe Nomura, although many people do make that mistake. It'smy Christlike
demeanor.”

"Y ou rescued me, didn't you?”'

"Right again."

"What did you do with the other two men?"

Nomura paused. "Thanksto you, | had to kill them, Mr. Chambers. | finished what you so foolishly

garted.” He took out aknife and diced through Denniss bonds. Denniswondered if Nomurahad killed
them with the same knife he was so casudly using to free him.

"Oneman | stabbed and the other | hit on the neck with the side of my hand. If you're not aware of it, it's
an ancient Japanese art called karate. Then | stole their food and wespons, which iswhat you probably
had in mind, and then st fire to the planes. A few minutes|ater, a couple of our navy hotshots flew
overhead and strafed the site and probably took credit for my kills." Joe looked at Dennis and saw the
other man looking at him curioudy. "Oh, how could | kill my fellow Japs? Isthat what's bothering you?!

"Something likethat."

"Easy. I'm not aJap. I'm an American. | crossed that bridge along time ago. Even though I've lived here
in Japan for awhile, | wasborninthe U.S. It wasn't an easy decision and it was along time coming, but |
think I've made it correctly. These people here arejust too fucking weird for my taste. Tell me, you got
any German ancestors?"

"A couple" Dennisreplied. "Yeah. You'reright, flick 'em.”

Joe Nomura said he had an errand to run. He had to learn some more about a bunch of Japanese
soldierswho were down in the valley. Before he disappeared into the degpening night, he offered Dennis



abowl of rice, which he ate voracioudy.

Joe left Denniswith apistol, a 7mm Japanese Nambu, which looked curioudy like a German Luger. Joe
explained that it was an officer's gun and it was not for protection. Denniswasto stay hidden in the trees
and shrubs and wait for Joe's return. On the off chance that he was discovered, or that a Japanese patrol
was about to stumble on him, Joe was o try to disappear into the woods. If he did not get away, he was
to stick the gunin hismouth and blow hisbrains out.

"l think," Joe said, "you would find that preferable to what they would do if they captured you. And the
gun jams, so don't even think of wasting shots shooting at them. One other thing. | trusted you with the
knowledge of my existence. Believe mewhen | say | did that very rluctantly. | am much more important
divethan you are, isthat clearly understood?'

IIYSIII

How could Dennis argue with any of that ogic? He fondled the pistol and wondered if he had the
willpower to kill himself. Y et, even with the fear of death far from removed, hefelt alot better. He was
no longer done.

It didn't even bother Dennis that Nomura had made it clear that he, and not Dennis, wasin total charge of
this two-man operation. For thefirgt timein awhile, Dennis Chambers began to think it redlly possible
that he would survivethis ordedl.

CHAPTER 24

Harry Truman sat on aplain wooden chair and looked about. "Tell me, General Marshdl, did you know
this room existed?'

Asaways, Marshal answered truthfully, no matter how much it discomfited the still new president. "Y es,
ar. I've known about it Since it was put in, even been here afew times, but most people, even those
pretty high up, have no need to know about it."

They werein the White House map room on the ground level of the White House. It was directly across
the hdl from the elevator that went to the president's private quarters. The walls of the room were
covered with maps, many of them from the National Geographic Society, and the windows had been
covered with dark paper to provide its occupants with a degree of privacy. Normaly it was staffed by
officerswhose job it was to keep up-to-date the symbols on the maps that showed the progress of the
war. For the duration of this meeting between himself and Marshdl, Truman had chased the staff out.

"It was dmost two weeks after I'd become president that | learned of this place,” Truman mused. "FDR
would teke the elevator to thislevel and whed himsalf in dmost daily and be able to keep track of things.
Imagine, it was going on in the White House for dmost four years and most people, mysdf included,
were wholly unaware it existed. Makes sense that FDR would have something like this, though. | wonder
how many other secrets| ill don't know about.”

"No more, | would hope. Certainly nothing mgor,” Marshdl said truthfully.
Truman swiveled in the chair. "Now, tell me about that damned typhoon.”
"And about the atomic bomb, sir, and not much of the news I've got is good news."

Truman laughed, which startled Marshdl. "It never is, Generd, it never is, and no one can accuse you of
being afair-westher sycophant— no pun intended. Well, give me the truth. | can stand it.”



The typhoon had done extensive damage on Okinawa. Theresulting injuries and loss of lifewere small,
but agreat deal of the equipment being gathered on and around Okinawa was destroyed or serioudy
damaged. Literdly hundreds of aircraft were demolished and many others damaged. Large numbers of
vauable landing craft were either sunk or damaged. The larger ships had been ableto get to seaand ride
out the storm without too much difficulty, athough alarge number of carrier planes were destroyed or
damaged. Mother Nature had handed the navy a devastating defest.

The men on Okinawa were without equipment, and many didn't even have a complete uniform to wear.
Everything they owned was blown out to sea. Even though most of the staging for the invasion wasin the
Philippines and elsawhere, the need to refurbish and replace what wasost on Okinawawould definitely
delay theinvasion of Jgpan.

Supplies stockpiled to replace those logt in the invasion would have to be used to resupply the half-naked
men on Okinawa. The invasion would be delayed, perhaps aslong as amonth.

"November fifteenth," Truman said. "Sooner if you candoit.”

While the fighting woul d doubtless be raging during the Christmas season, the president didn't want an
invasion too closeto that date, Marshall knew. He would expedite the resupply of the forceson
Okinawaeven if it meant accepting the risk of running short at some time during the campaign.

"Now, do you have any other bad news for me?"
"Sir, itishighly unlikely that we will use atcomic bombs during or after theinvason.”
"What now?" Thiswastoo much. Were there any usesfor that weapon?

"Sir, we no longer bdieveit isaviable tactica wegpon for use againgt Japan in either Olympic or
Coronet."

Truman looked at Marshdl in disbdief. "Why?' he asked smply.

"Mr. President, the radiation threat istoo greet to be ignored. We had naively thought that we could use
A-bombsto blast our way through Jap frontline defenses and push our men on into the interior of Kyushu
and elsawhere. Now it turns out that our boys would not be able to go through those areas because of
lingering radiation, which is till causing people in Japan to sicken and die. Further, the mushroom cloud
itself isan uncontrollable variable that could easily siweep over our men and ships, causing great harm,
even deaths. The prevailing winds over Kyushu blow from the north to the south in the winter. Therefore,
any atomic cloud would be swept over the beaches and out to sea, and possibly over our fleet. Our men
would be contaminated with falling radioactive dug, rain, and debris. The ships can smply be hosed
down by properly dressed personne, but the men on the beaches would have no such option.

"Sir, the scientists are going to detonate at least a couple of our bombs and make controlled experiments
regarding radiation. We smply need to know more about it before we continue. On the other hand, if the
Japanese are o foolish as to mass their forces inland, then we will bomb them, but those are the only
circumgtances | can foresee in which we would use an aomic bomb."

The comment about the drifting mushroom cloud brought Truman back to grim and nearly forgotten
memories of gaswarfarein World War |. Back then a sudden change in wind direction could sveep a
lethal cloud of gas back to its senders, rather than on to the enemy, and with devastating and unintended
consequences.

"I understand what you're saying, General, but are you certain of the danger? After dl, wasn't it just a



while ago that everyone was so certain that radiation would dissipate quickly?'

"Yes, gr, but now we have more and better information. Our sources are from additiona analysis of the
areaaround Alamogordo where the first bomb was exploded, continued intercepted pleas for medical
help from Japanese dealing with the problem, messages from neutral diplomats confirming the continuing
radiation-rel ated casualties, and, I'm pleased to say, information from an OSS operative we've managed
to land on Kyushu."

Truman wasintrigued by the last point. Y ou don't say? | thought both MacArthur and Nimitz didn't want
anything to do with the OSS?'

"When confronted with the redlity that only the OSS had someone who could infiltrate Japan, Admira
Nimitz changed his mind. I'm not certain MacArthur's been informed.”

Truman smiled. "Probably better that he not be."

"Yes, ar. The OSS got aradio response from their man acouple of days ago. They'd just about given
him up for logt after the sub sent to deposit him never returned and was presumed lost. He' sbeen
wandering about the Nagasaki area and making solid observations.”

"How the hdl ishe getting away with that?' Truman puzzled, then it dawned on him. "Hell, hesa Jap,
isnt he?'

"He'san American,” Marshal corrected dtiffly.

Truman flushed. "That'swhat | meant. A Japanese American. Good for him."

"Mr. President, Admird Leahy and others are not unhappy that we may have no further use for the
atomic bomb. They'vefelt al along that it isan immoral weapon that should never have beenused ona
civilian target, and that Chrigtian nations should never wage war on civilians, whether nuclear or
conventiona. They fed we should never intentionaly alow oursalvesto sink to theleve of the barbarians
lest we become ones ourselves. | believe Admiral Leahy even used the word ‘unchivarous in connection
with the bomb."

Truman privately wondered just what about modern war Leahy actualy considered chivarous.

"Generd Marshal, | respect the opinions of Leahy and others, and | personally deplore the carnage the
bombs have wrought. But we will use any wegpons we have that will help end thiswar, Generd. | will
not concern mysdlf with what might be construed as being chivalrous.”

"l undergand, Sir."
"l want thiswar over as soon as possible and with as few American casudties as possible.”

Truman excused himsalf. He had a splitting headache and wanted to lie down. Then he wanted to make
himsdf adiff drink.

CHAPTER 25

Paul Morrdl's new fatigue uniform itched. After dl the training he and the others had gone through before
the typhoon, he was smply unused to the fed of something new. At least, he thought grimly, it tood a
chance of not wearing out before the time came to actually land on Japan. He just hoped held last aslong
asthefatigues.



And that time, they were al convinced, was going to come soon, real soon. The army had made
Herculean effortsto replace al their missing gear and had largely succeeded. Everywhere he looked, he
could see nothing but new materiad— uniforms, vehicles, tents, and the miscellany of other suppliesthat
an army needs. In away, the typhoon had done them al afavor by forcing the army to replace worn
gear. It had been astonishing how fast it had happened too. In only a couple of days, they were partialy
refitted and were completely reequipped within aweek and ahdf. 1t made Paul wonder just how great
were the warehouses and resources that could perform such atask so quickly and so efficiently.

Captain Ruger's company had gathered on ahill a the southernmost tip of Okinawa. It was becoming
difficult to redize that awar had been fought there only a couple of short months before. Shell craters
were being covered by grasses and young shrubs as nature sought to take back what was rightfully hers
from the destructive interlopers. In afew years, vistors might have ahard time finding placeswhere their
sons had fought and died.

But not yet. Nature had not succeeded in entirely covering man's devastating tracks. In many placesthe
walls of destroyed houses and flattened villages stood as stark reminders to the enormous conflict.
Wrecked vehicles of dl kinds, including asurprisng number of tanks, lay about in disarray. Thistime,
there were no Japanese bodies.

Captain Ruger stood on arock to look over his now lean and grim-faced company. Do you know
where we are, men?"'

The question was rhetorical and no one answered. For amoment, Paul was afraid of asmart-ass
comment from one of his men, but none materidized. Thiswastoo obvioudy a place of agony, and the
ground on which they stood had soaked up American blood as well as Japanese.

"This" Ruger continued, "is the spot where the last Japanese soldiers on Okinawa died. They were out of
ammunition, starving, and many of them were sick or wounded, but they il fought on. They would not
surrender.”

The men understood. If the Japanese would let themsalves be killed instead of surrendering on acrummy
place like Okinawa, what the hell would they do on Kyushu? It was a sobering thought.

"Men, there are some who say the only reason the Japs al died is because they couldn't retreat any
farther, and thet, for them, thiswasthe end of their world."

Paul looked down the hill where a deceptively calm Pacific sent low waves crashing against the rocks of
the shore. The last Japs on Okinawa had died on apoint of land that was directed south, and not even
north toward Japan. Each agonizing moment and step had taken them farther away from their homeland.
He wondered what their last thoughts were. Had they been proud and defiant at the end, or had they
been too sick and scared even to think at al? What the hell would he think of under similar
circumstances?

Ruger held up a Japaneserifle. It wasthe Arisska Modd 38. It had a bolt action, a permanent magazine,
and afive-round clip. It was not considered equivaent to the Ml Garand or the MI carbine. The Garand
was a semiautometic, while the new version of the carbine could fire full-automatic. The Garand had an
eight-round clip and the carbine afifteen. A number of Americanswere still armed with Thompson
submeachine guns, which had twenty-round dlips. Theinfamous "tommy gun” had been only dightly
modified from the Al Capone days for use by the army. Each squad had at |east one Browning automatic
rifleinitsarsena, and the BAR was dmost the equivaent of amachine gun. The Japanese were
outgunned.

By comparison, the Japanese Arisaka was S0 poorly made that it even rattled when carried. In theright



hands, however, it was deedly.

Ruger waved therifle around so that al could seeit clearly. Paul wondered whose souvenir it was.
"Think of it," Ruger shouted. "They were even willing to die with only this piece of shit to protect them,
but"— he paused for effect— "die they did." He gestured to alanky buck sergeant who had been taking
thisin with bemused silence. The sergeant, astranger to the company, had alarge white bandage over his
left ear and seemed to have atrembling in hisleft hand.

Ruger gestured the sergeant forward. "Men, thisis Sergeant Gleason. He will tell you afew things about
this place and the Japanese.”

Sergeant Gleason shuffled hisfeet. He looked about twenty-two and was obvioudy uncomfortable
addressing alarge body of men. Findly, he grinned tentatively. "Y our first sergeant talked meinto coming
out hereand seeing if | could help you fellas. Actudly, he said hedd rip my flicking other ear off if | didn't
show up, and | kinda believed him since he was my drill sergeant in basic afew years ago.”

The rumble of nervouslaughter seemed to give Gleason some confidence. "Fellas, | spent amonth
fighting for this god-awful part of God'searth, and | lost alot of friends. | also lost my ear, and | was
kind of fond ofthat too. I'm going to go homein alittle bit, but you guys are going to have to take over
from people like me. Now, some of what I'm going to tell you aready know, but don't be pissed off. I'm
just trying to help.

"When | arrived here, my platoon had thirty-five men and | was a PFC. When we pulled out, there was
just eight of us. | was asergeant and wasin charge of the platoon because everybody else was dead or
badly wounded. The ear wasinfected and | was going to lose it and some of my hearing, but | didn't
know thet at thetime. It doesn't matter anyhow. I'm just goddamn glad to be getting the hell off Okinawa.

"Guys, | just want to remind you how the Japsfight. They don't have any air cover to call in and help
them like we do, and they redlly don't have any artillery, so by rightsit shouldn't even be afair fight. With
all our firepower, we should be able to blast their assesright out of our way and walk into Tokyo. Only
thing is, they don't know that and they won't cooperate. What they liketo do islay low, take whatever
besting they have to from our guns and planes, and then when wereright up close, start fighting. What
I'm saying is, they liketo wait until we'retoo closetothemto cdl inair or artillery for fear of hitting
oursalves. Then they fight like motherfuckers.”

Gleason mentally inventoried the weapons among the assembled men. "1 sure ashell am glad that
someone has some sense and has gotten you boys alot more BARs and Thompsons than norma. Y ou're
gonnaneed alot of short-range firepower when you fight them bastards up close. And don't forget to
take dl the ammo you can possibly carry because some of thelittle yellow flickswill stay hidden until you
pass by and then try to pick off people carrying supplies up to the lines. When you fight the Japs, there
ain't no safety in therear, so don't close your eyes and don't take nothing for granted.

"And when you shoot them, don't just shoot them once. Do it adozen timesif you haveto, ‘cause they're
like snakes and won't die. Y ou cut off the head of asnake and it'll ill try to bite you, and the Japs are
just like fucking snakes." Gleason had turned pale and the trembling had spread to his other hand. ™Y ou
can blow off their arams and legs and they'll fill crawl up to you with agrenadein their mouth." Hisvoice
had become strident and it was chillingly apparent that he was recaling a specific incident.

Second Lieutenant Marcelli, arecent addition to the unit, was standing by Paul. "Jesus," Marcdli said, "l
wonder what the poor son of abitch dreams of at night.”

Paul nodded silently. He wondered what his own dreasmswould be like if he ever made it back to
Michigen.



Mackensen put his hand on Gleason's shoulder, whispered something to the young sergeant. Gleason
nodded, paused, and regained some control of himsdf. "Like | said, | was here, so this place has some
read memories. Over theré'— he waved with hisarm— "iswhat they're now calling the Cave of the
Virgins. Y ou know how it got its name?"

Some did. Paul had heard the rumor, but, as before, no one dared to answer.

Gleason wiped hisforehead. He had begun swesting profusely and it was far from warm out. "There
were maybe eighty Jap nursesin there, dl young women, and alot of them red pretty. They al killed
themsalvesin that cave rather than be taken dive by Americans. Thelittle fools were convinced we were
going to rape and kill them, and then eat their dead bodies." Gleason shuddered. "I went into the cave
and saw them. They were dl lyin' there with their eyes wide-open and deader'n shit for no reason. Some
of them weren't even Sixteen."

For amoment it looked asif Sergeant Gleason wasn't going to say anything more. Then he pointed to a
place on the hill where they were assembled. A large pile of rockslooked asif they had been freshly
gathered and placed there.

"Behind them rocks," Gleason added, "was another cave. Thisone didn't have no virginsinit, just Jap
soldiers. Maybe there was some civilians farther back, but | never saw them. The Japsfired at usfrom
the mouth of the cave and we shot in. There used to be an overhang, so our artillery and planes couldn't
get at it, dthough they tried like hell. When we got close enough, we used flamethrowers, but they just
went farther back in the cave and came back out when we stopped to seeif they were dead. After a
while, we gave up shooting at them and dynamited the overhang so that it fell into the mouth of the cave
and sedled it up. End of Japs, end of problem.”

Paul gasped. The Japs had been buried divel Everyonein the company with even the dightest hint of
claustrophobiafelt sckened at the prospect of being sedled in acave with nothing to do but wait in the
total darkness for the oxygen to run out. Paul wondered whether he would have killed himsdlf or would
have gone mad firgt if he had been sedled in acavefor al eternity.

Gleason stepped over to the pile and patted alarge rock. "Who knows, maybe some of them are ill
aiveinthere. We don't know how deep those caves are, and how much air there might be. Maybe they
can sorta hear us talking about them. Maybe they're digging their way out right now after living on the
flesh of their dead comrades and drinking their blood for their thirst.”

The men looked nervoudly at the ground asiif expecting skeletal hands to emerge and grab them.
"Sergeant Gleason," Ruger asked, "how many would you say werein this cave?'

Gleason shrugged. "Couldn't tell at all. Only saw the ones who were shooting at us. Could've been afew,
could've been hundreds.”

"And were there other caves around here, Sergeant?’

Gleason nodded. "Lotsa caves, Sr. Caves dl over thisflicking place and alot of Japs now buried in them
too, Sr."

Captain Ruger dismissed Sergeant Gleason, who was gently led away by Mackensen. Once again, Ruger
climbed on hisrock.

"Men, | had Sergeant Gleason tell you his story for areason. Our training is over, and were now going
back to camp and begin to pack and get organized to ship out. Weve only a couple of days|eft before



we're on aboat heading towards Japan. | want you to know I'm proud of you and the effort you've
put in. Let'sget moving."

Asthe men trudged down the hill in aragged column, Paul knew that he was more afraid of the unknown
than he had ever been in hislife. When he looked at the faces of his comrades, he could see that same
fear reflected intheirsaswell.

CHAPTER 26

Dennis Chambersreveled in the unaccustomed delight of eating C rations and ignored Joe Nomuras
laughing a him.

"If you don't mind," Joesaid, "I'll gick withrice. I've had enough of government food to last awhile.”

Dennis sighed and munched on a cracker. HEd aready devoured the meat portion— whatever it was
had been avast improvement on insects and the occasiona rodent— and was saving both the chocolate
bar and hard candy for dessert. Hed had to drink the instant coffee cold, but it was still wonderful, as
was the powdered lemonade, which contained vitamin C. Already he could fed his gums getting better as
hismild case of scurvy was defeated.

After the food, maybe the best part of the C-ration package was the toilet paper, although the cigarettes
camein aclose second. He never was a heavy smoker, but being able to wipe his behind with something
soft was an incredible delight.

After only acouple of days, Dennisfelt his strength and health truly returning. Joe had helped make a
proper shelter againgt the weather, which had now turned rainy. It wasn't the Wadorf-Astoria, but it was
much drier and warmer than what he'd had ether in the POW camp or on the hill where he'd first hidden.

Dennis now knew that Joe had no intention of telling him where he went when he disgppeared on his
patrols, and he'd aso not shown Dennis where the radio and other supplies were cached. That wasfine.
If captured, he couldn't divulge what he didn't know. Dennis did wonder if the Japswould believe his
tale, under torture, of aone-armed Japanese American spying on them. He knew that Nomurahad laid a
good ded of hisown safety and future on the line for aman he didn't redlly know.

For the foreseeable future, Dennis was content to be able to survive. From what Nomuratold him and
from what he'd heard before being shot down, the invasion of Japan would happen real soon. He would
wait for that day and grow strong. He would return to Barb and they would live happily ever after, he
thought with alaugh.

"Enough,” said Joe. He wiped scraps of food from hisface with his hand.
"How 'bout adrink?" asked Dennis.
"When | come back, but you help yoursdlf, okay? Just don't get drunk.”

Joe was right. When Dennis had first had a couple of swallows of the Scotch they'd taken from the Jap
pilats, it had nearly knocked him out. "I'll wait." He grinned. "I never did like drinking done."

Dennis again settled into the shrubs to wait. Something was happening down in the nearby camps, and
Joewastrying to confirm it. Joe was upset enough that he didn't even mention what it was held noticed,
athough, upon reflection, Dennisthought it likely that it was something €l se Joe didn't want him to know
about. It was, Dennisredlized, just another mystery he would have to dedl with.



PART TWO THE INVASION PLAN
CHAPTER 27

General Anami had been drunk for awhile. The other two senior officers, more recently arrived at the
command bunker, were till relatively sober. The Americans were coming and it had reached the point
where the generals and admirals could not prevent alanding. It would be up to the soldiers and sailors of
Nippon to destroy theinvaders. Inaway it was ardlief.

Anami waved his hand to get their attention as they gathered about the table in the safety of the bunker.
His gesture wasimpalite, but the othersignored the breach of etiquette.

"Kyushu," the genera said with only the hint of adur in hisvoice. "It will be Kyushu. Of that thereisno
doubt."

Generd Anami did not necessarily see such confidence in his declaration in the eyes of the others.
Admira Toyodawas openly worried, and Field Marsha Sugiyamalooked away when he heard the
gatement. They were dl thinking the same thing: the right decision meant Japan had a chance of ultimate
victory, but the wrong one would result in total disaster and an end to the Jgpan they revered. They had
focused on defending the idand of Kyushu, but now they had doulbts.

"But what if we arewrong," Toyodawondered aloud. "If the Americans choose to attack elsewhere,
such as Korea, Shikoku, or, God forbid, the Kanto Plain outside Tokyo itsdlf, we would be
hard-pressed to stop them. Indeed, we would never stop them.”

Anami dapped the table with the flat of hishand. The sharp noise made the otherswince. "Kyushu. It will
only be Kyushu! Nothing else makes sense. We know how the Americansfight. They are cowardswho
depend on theweight of their suppliesto overwhem us, instead of fighting at close range like warriors
should. For thisthey need bases and air cover. For them to attack Shikoku or the Kanto Plain would be
for them to ignore those needs. No, they will not attack Tokyo without supply depots and land-based air
cover. Like us, the Americans are out of options.”

Anami chuckled. "I recdl that the late and revered Admirad Y amamoto liked to play the American game
of poker, which he learned during histour of duty a our embassy in Washington. | aso recdl that he
taughtittous.”

Admird Toyodasmiled at the memory. "I lost agreat dedl of money to Y amamoto in avain attempt to
master that game.”

Anami wondered what the great Y amamoto would have recommended they do in a Situation such asthis.
He had the uncomfortable feding that Y amamoto, the architect of the attack on Pearl Harbor, would
have counseled surrender. Y amamoto was one of anumber of commanders who had worn the cloak of
Bushido lightly. It was asif hisyearsin the United States had softened him. Perhapsit was better for their
sacred cause that Y amamoto lived on only in memory.

Anami sighed. "To use another American saying, we must play the cards we've been dedlt. We arein
desperate straits, but we gill have some good cardsin our hand. First, they must come to us and fight on
our homelands, which our military will defend with every drop of blood in their veins. Second, we know
exactly what they will do and when they will do it.”

The others nodded reluctant agreement. Their actions had been based on a briefing by the brilliant Mg.
Eizo Hori of the Generd Staff. Hori, legendary asaresult of hisearlier assessments of American



intentions, had forecasted the attacks on Iwo Jma, Saipan, and Okinawawith stunning clarity. Japan's
tragedy was that she'd been unable to do anything to stop them.

Thistime would be different. Hori had determined that Kyushu, and only Kyushu, would be the target of
thefirst American assault, and that the attack would occur after October, when the typhoon season was
considered over. Hori had then traveled to Kyushu and interviewed

Lt. Gen. Isamu Y okoyama, the commander of the Sixteenth Military Digtrict, which comprised Kyushu.
He had then hiked the paths and traveled over the stark beaches of the forbidding idand.

Hori concluded that the Americans were going to attack in only three places, and that they would attack
more than one of them at atimein an attempt to overwhelm the Japanese defenders. The three places
were the west Sde of the Satsuma Peninsula, Ariake Bay on the east sde of Kyushu, and the land south
of the city of Miyazaki, which was aso on the eastern part of theidand. No other places made sense.
Americas godswould be to establish bases in the bays of Kagoshimaand Ariake and usethem to
launch afind assault on the Kanto Plain. Once lodged on Kyushu, the Americans would be dmost
impossible to didodge. Thus, it was absolutely essentia that they be defeated before securing bases on
Kyushu.

Hori'slogic convinced both Anami and Y okoyama, who subsequently developed their plans based on
those assessments. Anami and the others had seen nothing to change their mindsin the ensuing months.
All American efforts hinted at by intelligence sources that dlegedly aimed at Formosaor Korea, or
anywhere dsefor that matter, were dismissed asfeints. The landings would come on Kyushu, and they
would come soon. Already there were reports that large American forces had | eft the Philippines and that
others would soon leave Okinawa.

Generd Sugiyamaspped hisdrink. "Genera Y okoyama has deployed fifty-two thousand men to repel
landings on the Satsuma Peninsula, sixty-one thousand men at Miyazaki, and another fifty-five thousand
men at Ariake Bay. Altogether he will defend the coast with sixteen infantry divisions plus anumber of
fixed coastd brigades asafirst line of defense. They will be quickly reinforced by four additiona infantry
divisons and three tank brigades once the exact strength and direction of the American attacks are
ascertained.”

"Tanks?' Admird Toyoda queried with asmile and a suppressed giggle. The smdl and underarmed
Japanese tanks were monumentally inferior to their American counterparts. What armor the Japanese
army possessed had worked well against the Chinese, who had even less, but the American Sherman
tank outclassed anything the Japanese had, presuming that Japanese tanks could find their way to the
battlefield under the watching eyes of American planes.

"Our tanks," Sugiyama responded with atrace of bitterness, "aong with other reinforcements, will move
at night to placeswhere they can be dug in and hidden. They will then function asrelatively sationary
defensve wegpons.”

"Good," sad Toyodain an attempt to mallify the prickly field marshal.

Sugiyamaregained hisusua boisterous confidence. " There are now more than six hundred thousand men
on Kyushu with more arriving daily. The Americanswill be crushed.”

Anami nodded. "And what about American airpower?' Far too many of the enormous Japanese army on
Kyushu were on the northern part. They would have to travel overland to reach the southern portion
wheretheinitid battles would take place.

Sugiyamashrugged dismissivey. "Airpower has never yet won awar. Their planeswill hinder us, but they



will not stop us. Aswe will do with the tanks, we will make every effort to move our infantry at night, and
insmall groupsif they must travel during the day. That way their planeswon't see us. It will makeit
difficult for usto coordinate any large-scae attacks, but again, it will not stop us. Even now our men are
swarming over the hillsto the south of Kyushu where the decisive battle will be fought. Generd

Y okoyamawill have our men form defendve lines and independent strongpoints rather than waste
themsealves on piecemed attacks that would be decimated by overwhelming American firepower. While
attack may be the preferred method of fighting for the Japanese soldier, | concur with Generd

Y okoyamathat afierce defense would better serve our poor country.”

Generd Anami agreed. It would be far better for the Americans to impale themsalves on Japanese
defenses than for it to be the other way around. He had no doubt that the Americans would ultimately be
ableto force themselves through thefirst line of defenses on Kyushu. It was only intended that they pay a
terrible price for the privilege.

"Admira?' Anami asked as he turned to the senior nava officer.

Toyoda a so reflected confidence. "The Americanswill bleed from amillion wounds. We have amassed
more than ten thousand kamikaze planes, dong with a thousand Ohka piloted rockets. That is more than
sx times what we used with such devastating effect at Okinawa. The pilots have been instructed to leave
the picket ships aone and to go for the troopships and carriers only. They are not to squander
themsalves on unimportant targets like destroyers and other small ships.”

They recalled the efforts wasted on the American picket destroyers at Okinawa. It was reputed that one
destroyer, the Laffey, had been hit by twenty kamikazes, atotal waste of effort. Anami wasn't even
certain that the Laffey had been sunk after dl that effort.

"There are," Toyoda announced proudly, "still more than adozen destroyers and fifty submarines
remaining in our fleet. The destroyerswill al attack, aswill those submarines not in use ferrying soldiers
from Koreaor currently on other duties. We have more than four hundred midget submarinesaswell as
thousands of smdller craft which have been equipped with mines, bombs, and torpedoes. While many of
the men sailing in them are not true kamikazes, dl have pledged to presstheir atackswith vigor.”

"Good," said Anami.

Toyodabowed at the brief compliment. "As Fidd Marshd Sugiyamahas said, our effortsto launch the
attacks and to carry them out will be handicapped by the American planes, but not halted. Our aircraft
and naval forces are dispersed and well hidden. We had hoped to be able to launch our attacks on their
shipping as one overwheming wave of planes and ships, but the disruptions to our communications will
prevent that. Instead, our forceswill attack asthey recelve the ordersto do so. Thismay beablessng in
disguise asthe result will be many days of continuous warfare, which will strain and exhaust the
Americansat the mogt critica time of the battle.”

It wasredity, Anami concluded, and his companions had adapted to it. "Genera Sugiyama, how about
your plansto arm the civilian population?”

Sugiyama flushed dightly. "It has not gone well. There are some units forming, but not in the numberswe
expected. We are dismayed by the defeatism within the civilian population. When the bombers come
over, more and more civilians are putting out white flags of surrender, asif— he snorted derisvely— "the
bombers could see them. There are so many civilians waving white flags that our police have dmost given
up trying to stop them. Genera 'Y okoyamafed sthey would be ahindrancein battle and | have deferred
to hisjudgment. On the other hand, heis using tens of thousands of civiliansto dig defenses, carry
supplies overland, and to staff hospitals. What wegpons we have are being given to infantry newly arrived



from Korea, many of whom have lost so much in escaping from the mainland.

Those few civilians who have volunteered to fight are being given bamboo spears and taught how to
make Molotov cocktails."

Again, Anami accepted the redlity. The bulk of the population of Japan were not warriors, not samural,
and had been shocked and terrified by the devastation the war had brought them. The economic fabric of
Japan had been torn apart. People no longer went to work; instead, they spent their time in hiding and
amost never emerged. It was up to men like himself to save them.

"The Americans are weak," Anami added softly. "Their economy isin ruinsand their army isready to
mutiny. Why elsewould they cancel the rationing of civilian goods, and why esewould they release their
best warriors and return them to civilian life? No, the United States is severely weakened and needs only
apush beforeitswill to fight disintegrates. Because they have released so many soldiers, we will be
fighting their second and third best, many of whom have no combat experience. Their better soldiers have
hed ther fill of usand are running home. These are more reasons why we will win this battle and save
Japan!" he added vehemently.

"But what about the Russians?' Sugiyamaasked. A quick glance at the map showed that Soviet forces
were wdl| south of the Yau in Korea and were on the verge of taking the city of Pyongyang, while other
Red armieswere driving into the heart of China. Amphibious forces of the Red Army had taken the Kuril
Idands and Sakhadin Idand to the north of theidand of Hokkaido. Those idands, however, had not been
heavily defended. Thisdid not stop the assaults from shocking the Anami government. Asaresult,
additiona forces had been sent northward to defend Hokkaido from similar landings. It had aso forced
the Japanese to reassess their Situation with regard to the Soviets.

"The Russans," Anami said with asneer, "are paying the price of their treachery. Already they are
running out of supplies, and a Siberian winter is beginning to blanket them in ice and snow. Do not worry
about the Russians. Stalin's frozen and hungry legions are not going to be afactor in the coming bettle.”

And so much more was going on with Stdin. At Anami'sdirection, Foreign Minister Hideki Tojo was
working wonders with the most subtle of negotiations. With only the dightest good fortune, there would
be some unpleasant diplomatic and military surprises for the Americans as the despised Sovietswere
being extremely cooperative. Anami thought that the Soviets d so wanted the Americansto bleed
profusdly.

Anami took another sip of the cheap, harsh whiskey that was adl that remained of what had once been a
magnificent supply. But they would be stopped, he swore.

The Decisve Battle would begin shortly. The storm that had swept the Pacific and caused so much
damage on Okinawa had delayed the inevitable invasion but not stopped it. Y et, every day theinvasion
was delayed had brought additional strength and numbers to the defenders of Kyushu. What a
magnificent thing it would be, Anami thought, surging with pride, if the typhoon turned out to be yet
another divinewind, atrue kamikaze.

CHAPTER 28

Asaways, Commander Hashimoto let no hint of any emotion show on hisface ashe stood in the
conning tower of the-58. Inwardly, he was churning. He wanted to ydl| at the confused soldierswho
had spilled out of the hatches and onto his deck. They looked like fish escaping from atorn net. He
wanted them to hurry even faster than they were, for every instant spent on the surface and so close to
land was fraught with peril. Even seconds too long could mean desth. He silently cursed.



Aswith the other trangits, thistoo had been alitany of confusion and even horror as one soldier, confined
in asubmarine that was under the ocean and jammed full of sweating, stinking bodies, had gone mad and
been bludgeoned to degth. It could not be helped. Ferrying soldiers from Koreato Kyushu by submarine
was the only way their arrival could reasonably be assured. The 1-58 had made a score of those trips
between Korea and Kyushu and, by Hashimoto's count, had delivered more than fifteen hundred
frontline soldiersto fight the coming of the Americans.

The routine was smple. The 1-58 would surface in the night off the Korean coast and south of the city of
Pusan. Smdll boats would stream out from the shore and deposit as many soldiers asthe 1-58 could hold.
That most were without weapons or other equipment meant that more could be squeezed in. Once
|oaded, the 1-58 would submerge and make the 150-mile journey to Kyushu. Sometimes they would
pause at Tshushimaldand, arough midway point in their journey, and surface to clear the air that the
presence of so many bodies had fouled. The 1-58 had been refitted with a German air-breathing device
cdled a Schnorchel, but it was barely adequate under normal circumstances, and the additiona men
amply overwhelmed the schnorchel's dbilities.

When they arrived at the night-darkened coast of Kyushu, the soldiers would be off-loaded onto yet
another svarm of small boats and taken ashore where they would get new equipment. From there they
would be sent southward to stem the anticipated ondaught.

While Hashimoto recognized the need to do this, he resented that his submarine had been forced to act
asatransport and not as awegpon. He knew it was as aresult of hisusing two of the precious kaiten
human torpedoes againgt that damned American sub. In retrospect, he redized that he should not have
giveninto thewalils of the young volunteers and should have saved them for amore significant target,
such asacarrier, and used conventiona torpedoes against the American sub. He had been rebuked for
his actions, and the assignment as an underwater ferryboat captain had been his punishment.

Thank God, his stint in purgatory was about to end. Or it would as soon asthe last of the soldiers
stumbled and bumbled their way off hisboat and onto the small craft. Thankfully, they were being quiet.
Whilethelikelihood of voices carrying over water to where an American patrol boat might be lurking
was small, it was not a chance he was prepared to take. The soldiers had been ordered to maintain
slence under pendty of degth.

Hashimoto saw hislookouts straining, staring into the darknessto try to detect even the dightest hint of
motion. If they saw anything, the [-58 would submerge immediately, even if that meant that some of the
soldierswere logt.

Many of the larger American planes had radar and would, upon registering a contact, drop flares and use
searchlightsto pin atarget. Then they would strafe with machine guns and drop depth chargesto sink the
target. Sincethe I-58 wasin relatively shalow water, a sudden attack would be fatal, as he could not
dive deeply to get away. Hashimoto had a submariner's dread of being submerged so close to the surface
asto bevisbleto an enemy plane.

Hashimoto saw an army officer heading toward the conning tower. It was the commander of the army
unit. What the hell did the man want?

"Captain, | wish to thank you for bringing us safely home."

Hashimoto wanted to tell the man to shut up and get the flick off his ship, but he forced himsdlf to be
polite. The officer wheeled and stepped briskly onto the last of the small craft. En route, the officer had
told an interesting story. He claimed that he and his men had actually passed safely through the Russian
lines on their way to the Pusan area. Mogt interesting if it wastrue. But then, the officer was quite young



and most likely confused. The Russians were Japan's enemies, and not her dlies.

Hashimoto ordered the hatches closed, and the I-58, free of its cargo, turned its nose toward the sea and

sy

"Thelast time," Hashimoto muttered, and afew heads turned at the sound of hisvoice. No one dared to
ask what he was talking aboui.

Hashimoto gave the order to dive and went to his cramped cabin, where he sat down at his small desk
and examined the piece of paper on which hisradio operator had written his new orders. His hands
shook dightly as he reread the orders. The 1-58 was to proceed with al prudent haste to a position off
southern Kyushu. There, American ships were gathering for the invasion. His orders concluded with the
simple phrase that he wasto attack and destroy any and all targets of opportunity, but with specia
emphasis on carriers and troop transports.

For thefirgt timein weeks, Hashimoto smiled. The orders had told him he could return to base and get
additional suppliesif that was necessary. He had thought about it briefly, but decided against it. Hewas
safest under the seaand not alongside adock at some navy base that was subject to bombing. No, he
would proceed directly to the waters off southern Kyushu. He had food and water for several weeks
normal cruising and could extend that by cutting back on rations. He had afull complement of Type 95
torpedoes. He did not have any of the distracting kaiten on thistrip and didn't want them.

Targets of opportunity, the orders said. The I-58 and her ssterswere free to roam and kill asthey
wished. Instead of working asferries, they were to be sharks, predators of the sea. It was glorious, as
was the phrase targets of opportunity. It wasasubmariner's dream and he vowed to liveit to the
fulles.

CHAPTER 29

With more than a thousand men and many tons of their equipment jammed onto the attack transport
USS Luce, Morrell found it more comfortable to be on the deck than below in their cramped deeping
quarters. In this he was joined by hundreds of others, who, after severa days afloat, found the
accumul ated stenches from bel owdecks alittle difficult to take.

Severa days of puking and sweating had turned the interior of the Luce into something of aputrid
garbage dump. No lights were permitted on deck, not even cigarettes, and Paul wondered if Jap pilots
could really see the ship from the glow of abunch of cigarettes. Maybe they could, but it probably was
an unnecessary precaution. Even soldy with starlight, he could see the shapes of other shipsinthe
Convoy.

Another, more primal force drove the men to the decks. They approached ever closer to Japan each
timethe Luce's bow surged into the choppy November waves. They al knew that death might strike at
them at any moment, just asit was striking at those who were going before them. Along with the
so-far-unseen suicide planes, Japanese submarines were presumed to be nearby, and no one wanted to
beinsde aship asit sank into the depths of the Pacific. They would much prefer to take their chances on
the cold waters of the ocean, rather than a downward plunge in a seven-thousand-ton stedl coffin. Most
of the soldiers had decided that the risk of being struck by a kamikaze while on the decks of the Luce
wasthe lesser of evils.

Paul shifted his aching buttocks on the cold metd of the deck. Therewasachill in the November air, but
it wasnt redly cold yet. If only he had a pillow or acushion to sit on, thingswould really be okay. He
reached into his pocket and pulled out hiswallet, which he opened to the photo of Debbie. He could



barely see her face in the stiffly formal studio picture sheldd sent him. The face that looked up at him redlly
wasn't her. It didn't show her laughing, or flashing that silly grin heliked so much, and it didn't capture
anything of her persondity. It didn't smell at dl like her, and it sure ashell didn't fed like her, and the
portrait was from the shoulders up so it didn't show any of the dender but delightful body he liked to
hold.

But it was the only thing he had to remember her by and it triggered rushes of memoriesthat almost
caused tearstowell up in hiseyes.

"Nice-looking girl, Paul. Gonnamarry her?'

It was Captain Ruger. Paul laughed reluctantly, folded hiswallet, and put it back in itswaterproof pouch.
At least he hoped it was waterproof. "I hope so. If | get back, that is." Then he corrected himsalf. "I
mean, when | get back.”

Ruger sat down beside him and watched as a couple of soldiers edged by them. Right now their biggest
danger came from being stepped on, not from the Japanese.

"l just put my wife and kids picture away too. It hurtsalot to look at it, but | had to at least one last
time. | guess everyone on thissow ship to nowhere fed sthat same way."

They had spent their last days on Okinawa packing their gear for the journey and spending their empty
nightstrying to forget about it. In what some felt was amacabre sal ute to the departing soldiers, thered
been USO shows gadoreto lighten their emotiona burden. Bob Hope did arrive and brought Jerry
Colonnaand Frances Langford with him. Danny Kaye was there and so was Kate Smith. In just afew
daysthey got more entertainment than many could handle, athough that didn't top some Glswith a
warped sense of humor from announcing that Glenn Miller would be gppearing at aparticular fidld. This
resulted in severa hundred men waiting patiently at the designated place for the arriva of aman who had
been killed ayear earlier over the English Channdl.

Findly, they had been taken out to the attack transport Luce, where they had, once again, waited. When
they did move out to seg, it wasto join avast convoy. Comments were made about being able to walk
across the rows and rows of shipsall the way to Japan without getting their feet wet.

During the daylight hours they saw the destroyers and other escort ships dipping in and out of the endless
lines of trangports and herding them like sheepdogs keeping the wolves away.

Then the convoy dowed and almost stopped. Word went through the ship that the invasion had started.
Thiswas quickly confirmed by the Luce's captain, who read an announcement to that effect to the
soldiersand crew. On hearing it, afew men had cheered, while some others wept. The mgority
responded in grim, almogt prayerful silence. Now any hopes they'd been harboring that they would not
have to take part in the ordeal were dashed. Their turn to land on Japanese shores could come at any
time

"Y ou take care of everything like | told you?' Ruger asked.

"l did. I told the men that if something happened to you, | was taking over the company and that
Sergeant Collinswould be responsible for the platoon. Or if something happened to me, for that matter, it
was gtill Callins. | ran down acomplete chain of command involving al the NCOs and made certain they
knew just who wasnextinline

"How'd they takeit?'



Paul laughed softly. "1t went okay until the PFCs got into the act and figured out that Private Randolph
was the most junior man in the platoon. Randol ph then said if he was ever in charge of the platoon, he
wastaking it and him home right away and flick thewar."

Ruger chuckled in the night. It never ceased to amaze him how men found humor in the darkest of
Stuations. The black humor showed that morae wasfairly high. “Good for them. Y ou told them to make
wills?'

"Y eah, but most of them didn't. They said it's bad luck to make awill on the eve of abattle. | didn't,
ether. | rationdized my way out of it by deciding | didn't have anything to leave anyone.”

And | redly don't, Paul thought grimly. What the hell kind of amark will I haveleft on thisworld if some
Jap shoots me? No wife, no kids, nothing. My parents would mourn for me and Debbie would too, but,
after awnhile, life would go on. My parents would go about their own lives, and Debbie would find
someone else. God, she would haveto. She had alifeto lead. At least his parents were older, dmost
fifty. He had written Debbie and told her not to waste herself on his memory in case he got killed, and
that he wanted her to live alife that was full, whether it was with him or not. Hed started to cry while
writingit.

"l did write some last | etters, though,” Paul said. "If worse comes, they'll know that | loved them.”

Ruger nodded and Paul redlized it was difficult for the other man to speak. Ruger had kids and awife.
Maybe it was better not to have family like that.

Finaly, Ruger recovered hisvoice. "Everyoneswriting letters. Are you censoring them?'

"Hell no!" Paul snapped. "I don't want to read what may be their last words. Besides, what kind of
secrets could they give away? Dear Mom and Dad, I'm on atransport and we're headed for Japan
and— oh, by theway— I'm scared shitless. Sure as hell aren't any secretsin aletter like that, are there?"

Ruger smiled in the darkness. "Agreed, and that's one of thelittle reasons you're my heir apparent. |
actudly had to tel young Lieutenant Marcelli to lay off reading the men's|ettersfor just that reason. Let
them know they have privacy. | put you infor first lieutenant, but | don't expect you'll get the promotion
officdly beforethisisover.”

Paul muttered histhanks. "What happens now, Captain? When do we go in?"

Ruger took a deep breath and watched it mist as he exhaed. "Word isthat the first waves have been
mauled pretty badly, alot worse than expected. That means we could be landing as early astomorrow. |
guessthey'retrying to figure out exactly where."

"Jesus." He'd been hoping for afew days, maybe even aweek before going ashore.

"Yeah. We dl should be getting agood night'srest, but | think that's kind of impossible under the
circumstances. | can't imagine anybody able to deep much thisnight.”

Paul felt his heart race and he tasted a surge of bile. "Whatever you do, don't et them hurry usin on my
account.”

Ruger stood and looked over therailing. The captain was staring in the direction of Japan, and adistinct
glow was now on the horizon. The ship and the entire convoy had been zigzagging, and the motion was
enough to cause a standing man to sway, but they were till moving inexorably closer to Japan.

"|sthat the battle?' Paul asked in wonderment.



Ruger gripped therailing. The Luce had changed course again, and their bodiestilted dightly. Ships
aways zigzagged now. What had happened to the cruiser Indianapolis when she had failed to do so
was on the minds of everyone. She'd been sunk with enormousloss of life by one Jap sub.

"It sureain't the dawn,” Ruger said hoarsdy. Histhroat was suddenly dry. "That would arrive from the
other direction. Yeah," hesad, ill in little more than awhisper, "it'sthe landings. Were moving dowly
but still getting closer with every minute.”

Paul stood and walked the couple of stepsto therailing. Others had seen the strange light in the distance,
and therail was soon lined with silent men straining to look and listen. Thelight, an orange-reddish glow,
seemed to flicker dightly, and the men became aware of adull, rolling, thundering sound. Guns. They
could hear the big gunsfrom the ships.

"Before | saw you sitting here," Ruger said softly, "I went up top asfar as| could inthistub and | saw the
lightsfrom off in the distance. Funny thing about a ship, you can see for twenty miles, maybe more. | just
dtared at it until someone from the crew asked meto get down.”

"Thefiresof hell," Paul ragped. Now the quivering light extended for milesin each direction, painting
numerous shipsin its satanic glow. "How far away from Japan do you figure we are?’

"Maybefifty miles. Maybealittleless.”

Suddenly, light flashed above them, followed by the booming sound of an explosion. In theflaring light of
the explosion aplane disintegrated and fdll into the seain flaming pieces, some only afew hundred feet
away. Men pointed and yelled at the Sight.

"Ohmy God," gasped Paul.
"I think we just saw our firgt suicide attacker, and it looks like one of our planesgot him."

The decks of the Luce bristled with 20mm and 40mm Oerlikon antiaircraft guns, whose crews strained
to seein the night skies. What would have happened if the Jap hadn't been seen by the American pilot?
Both men shuddered and concluded that there was no safety on the USS Luce, or anywhere elsein the
world.

Lines of tracersfrom other shipsilluminated the night as gunners sought out targets that neither Paul nor
Ruger could see. A hemeted sailor ran by and told the soldiersto get their asses belowdecks. A few
complied, but most remained on the deck. They would take their chances where they were.

The Luce's antiaircraft guns added to the angry, deadly chatter. Still, no one could see what the guns
were shooting at. Paul and Ruger crouched on the deck. All around them, men removed their boots and
some of their clothing in case they were plunged into the water. They could hear yelling and screaming
from below.

"Jesus Chrigt," Ruger yelled, "we'd better get down and try to calm them.” He turned and raced toward
the sound of the tumult. They didn't want a hysterical mob on their hands.

There was another burst of light. A ship was on fire about amile away as akamikaze drew blood. Then
another ship was hit as more kamikazes struck home, and both wounded vessels became plumes of
flame. What if those shipswerefull of men likethe Luce? How many hundreds were dead or wounded
inwhat had to be apair of charnel houses? He caught the silhouette of adestroyer againgt the flames asit
raced toward one of the stricken shipsto pick up survivors.

Oh, God, he moaned again as he headed bel ow to escape the carnage.



CHAPTER 30

The young and disturbingly neat kempei officer stood at attention, looking elsewhere and avoiding eye
contact, but was otherwise undaunted as Col. Tadashi Sakel vented hiswrath.

"It isinconceivable that you have been unable to find one radio and one spy with al the resources at your
disposd. It iseven further inconceivable that you have been taken off the assgnment. Isit your
commander'sintention that the traitor wander about Kyushu until he dies of old age?’

The lieutenant wasn't sure just who was going to die of old age, the spy or his commander, but decided it
would beimprudent to ask. "Sir, the invasion in the south has forced us to reassess our prioritiesin light
of our capabilities. There arefar too many civilians who wish to surrender, and there have been some
desartionsfromthearmy.”

Sakel was aghast. Weakness from civilians he could understand, but Japanese soldiers running from the
enemy? Never! But then he recdled that many of the men now in Japan's army were new soldiers, very
young, and not well trained. With that in mind, he concluded that he should not be surprised that many
were not imbued with dedication to the code of Bushido.

Sakel shook his head in disgust. " So, you gave up on the spy.”

"Not entirely, Colonel. While my captain is of the firm opinion that we will never be able to find the spy
with the detection gear we now have, we will not cease looking. But we have given up on using
technology to locate the clandestine radio. We will haveto wait for him to make amistake.”

Sakel rubbed his forehead. He had a savage headache. There had been many of thoselatdly. "Again, tell
mewhy."

"Colond, we need three pieces of directiona information to locate atransmitter, whichis, of course, why
the method is cdled triangulation. One or two will only give usalong line, and the traitor could be
broadcasting from anywhere adong that line, which could conceivably stretch around the earth. Three
sourcesis an absolute necessity, and we must have them before the spy's radio is moved. We have been
ableto get one, sometimes two positions, but never three because the hillsand valeys block thesigndl.
The roads are so miserable that we cannot get our trucks with the triangulation gear out into the valeysto
set up for that third source.

"To betruthful, S, triangulation works best in an urban environment, not the countryside. The spy
transmitsin short bursts, rarely more than a couple of minutes each time, and it takes us hoursto set up, if
we are ableto get out into the field in the first place. By then, heisaways off the air well before we can
establish meaningful contact. He is cunning and never broadcasts from the same location. The best welve
been ableto doisidentify afifty-square-mile areain which heis operating.”

Sakel took adeep breath to control himsalf. Even though he'd like to strangle the insolent and pompous
kempel puppy, he wastdling the truth. They would find the spy when he made amistake, and not
sooner. He reassured himsalf with the knowledge that most people in such asituation would make a
mistake sooner or later. Sakel could only hope the mistake occurred before the war ended.

"Areyou dill ableto trandate his messages?!

The officer beamed, delighted to change the subject. "Indeed, sir. Heis il using the very smple code he
gtarted with, and we now suspect it's the only one he has. Moreover heisrotating hisfrequencieson a
predictable basis. Again, wethink he was given only afew to work with, so we are able to anticipate him
and ligen to histransmissions.



"Sir, the spy continuesto give the Americans information about our food resources, the medical
conditionsin the area, and the units and numbers of men coming through the area. Wethink hewasa
soldier because he uses a soldier's terminology and comments on their condition and weapons rather
skillfully. There are those who suspect that the spy is an American from the phrases he uses, but it may
be a Japanese citizen who spent sometimein the United States.”

Sakei agreed with that possibility, athough he still wondered at the spy's place of origin. More and more
he too had wondered if the spy actually was a Japanese. He recalled that many Japanese had emigrated
to the United States in the years and decades past. Could one of them be the spy? he asked the kempei
lieutenant.

"Yes, Colond, it could. We believe there are anumber of people of Japanese descent working for the
Americans. That would tiein with the spy's comments about a submarine that was sunk. We weren't
certain whether it brought him, or his supplies, or both. He seemsto have picked up an accomplice as
well. Heinformed his contacts that someone was with him by running off astring of numbers. Aswe now
have an index of dl American POWSs, we were able to identify the numbers as belonging to an American
officer weld thought had been killed in the Nagasaki bombing. He must have survived and then run off
into the hillsin the ensuing confusion. If so, he was lucky. Mobs have caught other Americans and ripped
them to pieces."

The lieutenant added that he thought that the last bit of information was both good and bad news. Bad
because he now had two people on the run and two to search for. Two could help each other and stand
guard over each other. But the news was also good, because at least one of thetwo waslikely a
Caucasian, awhite-skinned gaijin. Those few whites who remained free in Japan were diplomats from
neutra countries. They were kept near their diplomatic postingsin Tokyo, unlessthey were taken out on
acarefully guided venture to see some American atrocity. Thus, any white-skinned American would, as
they themsalves said, stick out like a sore thumb. The spy would have greet difficulty hiding his
companion.

Sakei stood and dismissed the lieutenant, who disappeared gratefully. Sakei then walked to a connecting
tent where Emperor Hirohito was held.

"Well," said the emperor, "4ill unableto find your spy?'

"Hewill be caught," Sakel replied iffly.

"And the American invasion, what further news on that?'

"It ismy understanding that our defenses are holding and that counterattacks are taking place.”

Hirohito smiled grimly. "In other words, the Americans have landed successfully and the Japanese army
has been unable to drive them off. General Anami must be proud of what he has brought to Japan.”

Sakel did not respond. Hirohito's assessment was correct. The Americans had landed the day beforein
overwhelming force and were inching their way inland despite brutal losses. The coastal defenses had
been breached in many places and would soon be overrun. It was grimly apparent that, in only afew
days, far too many Americanswould have landed to be did odged without an enormous effort. He
wondered if Japan was capable of that effort. He shook the defeatist thought from his mind.

"Your Mgesty, the Americans are paying dearly for the privilege of desecrating our land. Asto driving
them off, the landings started only yesterday. It will take time to accumulate our army and attack.”

"| don't doubt that. | just wonder what good it will do.”



So did Sakel, and the thought astounded him. Americans were on Japanese soil, and Japanese soldiers
were gtarting to run. It struck him that hisworld could be ending.

"Magesty, in the speech you never made to the country— the one in which you counseled surrender?>—
you used a phrase to the effect that we would have to endure the unendurable. Well, it is Genera
Anami'sintent to force the Americans to endure what is not endurable so that they depart our lands and
leave usin peace."

"At least the bombings have ceased.”

Sakel agreed. Even though the tent compound that housed the emperor wasin a clearly marked hospital
area, there was dways the threat of attack from the air. Sakei had taken great painsto ensure that his
now much smaller number of guards dressed like hospital orderlies and that nothing threatening or
unusua was apparent from the air. Even so, there was the constant fear of an American pilot making a
mistake, an accidenta bombing, or some hotheaded Y ank just wanting to kill Japs and not caring if it was
ahogpitdl in hissghts.

Therefore, everyone was thankful that the landings had drawn virtualy al the American planes southward
to protect their ships and men. Even the giant bombers seemed to have vanished. Both men wondered
just how long the relative cam would continue. Should the American planesreturn, it would mean that the
landings had been so successful that the Americans on the ground no longer needed such constant
protection. Sakel tried to visualize the titanic battles taking place just alittle more than 150 miles away.

Sakel bowed and |eft his unrepentant emperor. If the planes returned, it might mean that he would again
have to move the emperor to yet another safe place. He did not relish that thought at al. He'd been lucky
so far, but how much longer could that luck last?
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Dark smoke haf-obscured the harsh hills of Kyushu from the men who again lined therails of the Luce.
Cloudsfrom fires and recent explosions billowed skyward, and the men on the crowded transport could
seeindividud explosonswhere shellsimpacted on targets farther inland. Rumblings of man-made
thunder, occasionally punctuated by sharper, cracking sounds, buffeted them congtantly. It was asiif
Kyushu were dive and angry.

It had been a deepless night for the men on the Luce. Theincipient panic had hated and the men had
camed down. Most then spent the rest of their time mentaly trying to prepare for the ordeal ahead.
Sardonically, most had decided they would rather face Japanese guns than trust the dubious safety of the
Luce asthe nightlong bettle between the kamikazes and the navy had turned more shipsinto flaming
ruins

When the LCls hadn't arrived for them by midmorning, the men began to chafe and wonder, even hope
that their landing had been canceled. The ddlayswere agonizing.

To aman, they hoped that the daylight hours would be free from more kamikaze attacks, but the white
linesin the skiestold them otherwise. Above the low clouds, contrails twisted and crossed each other as
American planes continued to seek out their suicida enemy.

Then, suddenly, the guns on anearby ship would open up at adiving plane. Soldiers would gape and
pray as streams of shells sought out the dark blot in the sky that was the Jap plane. A kamikaze who'd
made it that far was a survivor who had somehow penetrated the fighter defenses only to face being



blown out of the sky by shipborne guns. When a suicide plane was hit, it either exploded into pieces or
had awing ripped off, which caused the plane to cartwhed out of control and into the ocean. When that
occurred, the men cheered.

Sometimes, however, an enemy plane got through, and as they waited, another transport took a hit. They
watched in horror as flames billowed from the ship. The stricken ship quickly launched lifeboats, and
hundreds of soldierstried to escape the inferno by jumping into the sea. 1t looked like an anthill that had
been disturbed, only those were people, not ants. The Luce did not change course. Picking up survivors
was the job of the destroyers and their smaller cousins, the destroyer escorts.

"Get me ashore," Paul muttered, and shook as he watched men's heads disappear forever beneath the
waves. "Please, God, get me off thisship.”

At long last, thelanding craft arrived and the men clambered awkwardly down cargo nets.

One man screamed and fell into the boat. He grabbed hisleg and began to writhe and moan. A medic
checked him quickly and turned to Captain Ruger.

"His ankle's broken, Captain. We gotta get him to a hospita ship.”

Ruger was coldly furious. "Bullshit. | saw that cowardly little motherfucker let go and fdl intentionaly. He
dayswhere heis"

The soldier in question was wide-eyed with fear and pain, and the medic was confused. "What do | do
with him, Sr?| gottatreat him."

Paul had heard of people hurting themsdvesintentionally to avoid going into combet, even shooting
themselves, but held never seen it before. He wondered if Ruger was correct in his judgment.

"That sorry son of abitch isgoing with usto Japan,” Ruger snarled. "When we get there, you drag his ass
out onto the ground and leave him there. If he'slucky, somebody'll take pity on him and takehimto a
field hospita. But there's no way thét little shit isgoing to deep on abed with clean sheetswhile the rest
of usarefighting Japs.”

That brought an angry growl from the rest of the men, and the LClswere quickly filled. Theinjured man
whimpered that he didn't want to go, which seemed to confirm Ruger's assessment, but he otherwise
stayed quiet.

The LClsformed alarge circle asthey waited for al of them to be loaded, and men got sick asthey
bobbed in the choppy water, and the stink of vomit was added to the scent of fear. Findly, the little boats
were lined up with the others that had loaded their human cargo from other transports, and the wholeline
headed inshore.

Asthey drew closer to land, Paul peeked over the edge of the boat and |ooked at Japan. The steep hills
seemed to spring directly from the sea. They were scarred and torn, with most of their vegetation blown
away or burned off. He could see ruined vehicles and other unidentifiable things that burned fiercely.

Asthey passed through aline of warships, they tried to identify them. The only one they were certain of
was the battleship West Virginia. When her sixteen-inch gunsfired at some distant target, the blast was
deafening, and it was asif the whole ocean quivered like an earthquake. Despite the shaking they took
from the sound of the firing, many were cheered by the sght of the old battlewagon pounding Japan. The
West Virginia had been mauled and sunk at Pearl Harbor and, like most of the others sunk in that
catastrophe, had been refloated and given an opportunity to take revenge. The Wee-Vee, as shewas



affectionately known, was happily complying.

"Lookit!" one of the men yelled. Paul followed the soldier's outstretched arm and saw a body floating
facedown in the water. Then he saw another, and another. All were Americans. "Aw, Jesus," said
someone, who began retching.

"Get your fucking heads down!" yelled the ensign in charge of the LCI asit turned sharply to avoid
something. An anonymous voice exclaimed that it was amine. Bullets clanged againgt the hull and
someone screamed. Paul turned and saw a sailor crumple to the deck. Blood gushed from his massive
stomach wound. A medic rushed to help him, but the ensign only glanced briefly at hisfalen crewman.
His eyes stayed fixed on the dangerous waters and the task of navigating toward the shore.

Sergeant Collins stared at the wounded man. "Jesus, Lieutenant, | thought we owned at least part of this
place. Wheat the hell'sgoing on?'

Paul shook hishead in disbeli€f. If the landing forceswere dlill taking smal-armsfireafull day after the
initial assault, just what had actudly been accomplished?

Paul pushed hisway through the packed men to the ensign. From the scars on the LCI, she seemed to
have made severd tripsto the Japanese shore. "Isit always this bad?"

Without looking at him, the nava officer laughed harshly. "Bad? Hell, buddy, thistrip isa piece of cake.
Y ou should've been here yesterday when they threw al kinds of shit at us. I've made four tripsin, and
thisisby far the easiest. I've heard that most of the guysin the first waves were wiped out and that half
the people who went ashore yesterday are dead or wounded. If you're real lucky, you guys might even
makeit onto land before you get killed."

Finaly, the ensign glanced down, and Paul saw the ensign was even younger than hewas. "The sailor
who just got shot is areplacement for another guy who got killed yesterday,” the ensign said more gently.
"Look to your left."

Paul did as hewastold and saw a capsized L Cl, and others that were bobbing, half-sunk, in the waves.
Some were abandoned and burning, with bodies still in them. The sick-sweet stink of burning flesh was
heavy intheair, and Paul gagged.

Asthey approached the shore, Paul called for al the men to check their gear onelast time. A couple of
them sank to their kneesin prayer while others lowered their heads and moaned. More bullets clattered
againg the LCI, and ashell landed close by, spraying them with water and metal splinters, but neither
caused casudties.

Findly, they felt thelanding craft'sflat hull scrape against the bottom. The ramp dropped quickly and the
men ran through knee-deep water and up onto the steeply rising land. Jesus Christ, Paul thought with
horrified dishdief as he clambered uphill, I'm in Japan!

Before the men's headlong rush could dow, a sergeant with an armband that designated him a
beachmaster popped out of afoxhole and yelled at them to follow him.

"Moveit!" he hollered. "Movefast or you're gonnastay here forever."

The platoon needed no further motivation. The beachmasters owned the landing sites, and regardless of
rank they were to be obeyed without any hesitation. The platoon ran like furies where he directed them.
Other LCls had disgorged their human cargoes, and other beachmasters guided their reluctant flocks
upward and inland. Paul ran with histroops toward a series of long, narrow trenches cut in the side of the



hill. The beachmaster herded them in. On the way, they saw more dead. The mgority had been badly
mauled or burned, with parts of bodies strewn about with ghastly abandon.

Paul saw the disconnected head of an American soldier that appeared to be taring at the sky in some
amazement. Hed seen the results of violent death in Germany and thought himself somewhat
battle-hardened, but this was death on a scale that dwarfed his experiences and threatened to overwhelm
his senses.

Inside the trench, Paul got himsalf under some semblance of control and checked his men.
Four were missing.

He turned to the beachmaster sergeant, who was bresthing heavily and staring at the glowing end of a
cigarette. "Four of my guysare missing, Sarge. Shit, we've just gotten here and I've lost four men!™

The beachmaster shook his head. "Maybe not, Lieutenant. Therésalot of confuson. Moren likely they
just got lost or rubbed off onto somebody e se's unit. If they're okay, they'll show up. If not"— he
shrugged— "then there€'s nothing you can do about it anyhow.”

He offered a smoke, which Paul accepted gratefully. His cigarettes had gotten wet. "Sarge, | thought we
owned thisplace, or at least part of it,” Paul commented, unconscioudy repesting Collinss earlier
comment.

"We thought we did too. But the Japsinfiltrated back last night and set up shop with snipersand small
mortars. That'swhy graves registration hasn't cleaned up the beach yet. Ain't no sensein getting killed
trying to save adead body. If we keep our heads down, we're safe from the snipers, and it would take a
direct hit on the trench to cause any damage from the mortars. The Japsve got some bigger guns
shooting indirect fire on us, but the navy's doing agood job of putting them out of business when they do

open up.

"Thisisbad," the sergeant continued, "but it ain't nothing like yesterday, Lieutenant, nothing likeit at al.

Y esterday was dl flying metd and Gls screaming as guys died. The Japs had troopsin bunkers near the
water that had to be burned out with flamethrowers. Sometimes a Jap would pop out from behind us and
throw agrenade. Lieutenant, thisisawalk in the park.”

Paul took a deep breath and felt the smoke from the Chesterfield scorch hislungs. It felt good. Ashe
smoked, two of hislost lambs sheepishly reported in. Asthe beachmaster had guessed, they'd run off the
beach with the wrong group of Gls. The other two arrived a couple of moments later, shaken but okay.
Paul took another drag on his cigarette.

"How far away'sthe front?' he asked the beachmaster. After dl, the man was aveteran who'd been
there awhole day and anight.

The sergeant |ooked about nervoudly. "Between ten feet and amile. Kinda depends on who's counting
and measuring. Snipers and infiltrators can be anywhere, so keep your guard up at al times. The big
front's about amile away. Y ou're gonnaseeit real soon.”

Morrdl finished the cigarette and threw the butt away. I'm in Japan, he again thought in disbelief. I'min
Japan and thousands of Japanese are going to try and kill me. Helooked at his men and saw similar fears
reflected on their pale and frightened faces. He had landed and his platoon hadn't yet lost aman. It
couldn't continue that way. The devastation in the ocean and on the shores told him that their turn was
coming. And dl he had to do was surviveit.



CHAPTER 32

Marshal arrived at the White House with Gen. Omar Bradley in tow. Bradley, who had returned from
Europe afew months earlier to take charge of the recently formed Veterans Adminigration, felt ill at ease
inthe White House. Asaresult of his new gppointment, he no longer considered himsdf afull-time
military man, and he found the change unsettling. The VA assgnment was a chore Bradley had taken on
with great reluctance.

Bradley thought it was incongruous to be worried about assmilating returning veterans when aclimactic
campaign was under way in Japan. Earlier in the year he had led amillion and ahdf meninto battle
againg the Nazis, and hefdt he should il be their commander. However, his president had thought
otherwise, and the lanky, popular, fifty-two-year-old West Point graduate had complied with the wishes
of hiscommander in chief.

Bradley had grudgingly obeyed. He was also mildly concerned by Marshdl's admonition that he should
listen rather than comment during the meeting with Truman. It was what he would have done anyhow.
Not only was he the junior member of thetrio, but he had little knowledge of what was transpiring in the
Pecific. He knew the general plans, of course, but not the details.

A few momentslater, Admira Leshy arrived and greeted the others with forma cordiality. He seemed
aurprised at Bradley'sinclusion, which did nothing for Bradley's state of mind.

Truman bade the men to sit around a smdll table. He waved a piece of paper in their direction.
"Gentlemen, | certainly hope you can shed more light on the Stuation than thisimperiouslittle
pronouncement from Genera MacA rthur does."

Marshdl smiled tightly. The pronouncement had gone out from MacArthur's heedquartersand to dll
members of the pressaswdl asthe White House. It was amost asif the president were included on the
digtribution list as an afterthought.

The message itself was painfully short: "On the morning of November 10, 1945, American ground forces
under the command of Generd Douglas MacA rthur commenced landings at severd points on the shores
of Kyushu, the southernmost of the four main Japanese home idands. Even though confronting stiff, and
a timesfanaticd, resstance, Generd MacArthur's armies are pushing steadily inland. With God's
blessng and through the bravery of our young men, we pray that the will of the United States will

preval."

Truman laid the paper on the table and looked about in exasperation. "This doesn't tell me adamned
thing about the battle. It's a press reease, nothing more. It dso impliesthat only the army isfighting and
ignores the efforts of the navy and, once again, the marines.”

The latter issue was asore point. The navy was separately commanded by Nimitz and could take care of
its own press releases. On the other hand, MacArthur commanded three divisions of marines, who
technicaly belonged to the navy but who were under his control for this campaign. The marines had
landed on the southwestern side of the idand while the army assaulted the southeastern part, and al were
involved in bitter fighting. By implication, MacArthur had snubbed the marines.

He had done thisbefore. Earlier in the war when the various units that had fought for him a Bataan and
Corregidor were recommended by him for citations, he had lft out the 4th Marine Regiment. The men of
the 4th had fought with incredible bravery and had endured terrible casuaties before ultimately having to
surrender aong with the other forces under Wainwright's Philippines command. When questioned,
MacArthur had said that the marines dready had enough medals. Theintentiona oversight had been



corrected in Washington.

"Typicd of that fellaMacArthur,” Marshdl said, using hisfavorite phrase for MacArthur. It was not a
compliment. HE seen the statement before and concurred with Truman's assessment. "Genera Krueger
isthefidd commander in charge of the Sixth Army, but you'd never know it from this statement.”

"Generd," snapped Truman, "1 redly don't care how eccentric MacArthur is, or eveniif hisego isbigger
than mine, just 0 long as he wins and wins quickly. Unfortunately, this scrap of paper doesn't tdl mea
damned thing. What is going on in Japan? Are we indeed pushing inland, and what are the costs?"

Marshdl grimaced. "The landings are alittle more than two days old and thereis till an enormous
amount of confusion. | can, however, tel you what we do know. At dl three main landing Sites, some
penetrations have been made in the Japanese defenses for distances up to two miles. In other caseswe
are dill suck near the shore and the Japs are defending their positions furioudy. It isgoing about aswe
figured. We do not have a beachhead in any depth, and we have not yet established a continuous front
from which we can break out from the beachhead. At best that will take severd more days.”

"Casudties?' Truman asked softly.

"Theseare not firm figures," Marshal responded, "but we suffered between twenty-five and thirty
thousand on the first day with between seven and eight thousand on the second. Thefirst day of an attack
such asthisisawaystheworst. If history isour guide, about athird of the casuatieswill be dead or

dying."

Truman moaned softly and looked toward the ceiling. In two days the United States had lost the
equivaent of more than two divisons, aimost an entire corps. No wonder putting the reserveforcesin as
soon as possible was urgent. The number of dead and wounded was far in excess of those suffered
during the landings at Normandy in June 1944. But then, as hed been reminded so often, the attacks on
Kyushu were much grester in scope.

"MacArthur said the Japs would bresk,” Truman said softly. "Has that happened?’

Marshall shook his head, while Bradley gazed in silence a amap onthewall. "No, sr, and in al fairness
to General MacArthur, it isfar too early to expect that to happen. There are some signsthat the
resstance will not be asfanatic asit has been in the past. In afew instances there have been withdrawas,
and asmall number of Japanese soldiers have actually surrendered. Only a couple of hundred so far, but
it'satrickle that might someday become aflood. We think it's attributable to both the war-weariness of
the rank and file, aswell asto the poor quality of training that the newer conscripts have been getting.”

"Lord, | hopeso."

"Mr. President,” Leahy injected, "are you aware that General MacArthur commands from the heavy
cruiser Augusta, and that heis off Kyushu?'

Truman smiled tightly. "Y es, Admird King informed me that the old warhorse had essentidly
commandeered the cruiser. King wasn't surprised and | agreed with him that there was no reason to deny
Mac his ship. We certainly have enough of them. There was no way that MacArthur felt he could fight
this baitle from the safety of Manila, or even Guam.” To their surprise, Truman chuckled. "And | can
even seewhy heingsted on the Augusta. After dl, it wasthe ship both FDR and | sailed on when we
went to Europe. Hell, if it was good enough for two presidents of the United States, then it might just be
okay for Generd Douglas MacArthur and hisfriends."

Both generdsand Admiral Leahy smiled at the additiona reference to MacArthur's monumental ego.



"Likel said,” Truman added, "I redly don't care how strange he acts and what he needs for his persona
comfortsjust so long ashewins." Heturned to Leahy. "Now, did you get anything from Admiral King
regarding suicide attacks?"

Leahy would rather that King have delivered the information himself, but the other admiral was now
trying to find additiona transport shipping to send to the Pacific and had asked Leahy to carry the news.
King's absence pointed out the desperate Situation the navy wasin.

"Mr. President,” Leahy began, "over fifty ships have been hit by various types of suicide attacks, which
include airplanes, smal boats armed with torpedoes and dynamite, suicide midget submarines, manned
torpedoes launched from railsthat run to the water, and just about anything €l se they can think of to
throw at us. Two of our larger carriers, the Ticonderoga and the brand-new Tarawa, have been badly
damaged and have been pulled out of the battle. They may have to return to the U.S. to be repaired. One
escort carrier has been sunk, and five others so badly mauled they are no longer serviceable.”

"Injust two days?" Truman gasped.

"Yes, sr. Therest of the damage was done dmost entirely to our transports. Aswe feared, the Japs are
concentrating on the carriers and the trangports, and virtualy ignoring the other ships. One troopship was
hit by a suicide plane and badly damaged whileit still had al itstroops on board. There were more than
five hundred casudtiesin that oneincident alone, with many deed.”

"Awful,” Truman sad, "just awful. Admird, why didn't radar pick up the plane?’

"Sir, radar isgood but far from perfect. Not al of our shipseven haveit, and it breaks down alot. Then,
with dl the planesthat areintheair at al times, the operators get fatigued and overwhemed with
information that can't be deciphered fast enough. With al that going on, they can't determinewho isfriend
and whoisfoe. Lagt, the very way radar beams out in its searches leaves gaps. Low-flying planes will
often get through and must be spotted visudly.”

Truman nodded bitterly. Y et another military marvel was proving itself to be astonishingly fdlible. "If
we've logt so many, how about the Japs?!

Marshal spoke. "We are confident that the preinvasion bombing and shelling killed or wounded large
numbers. While the day of invasion, X-Day, probably cost us more than them, the Japs are paying for it
now and will continueto do soin thelong run.”

Truman nodded. "And how long can the Japs keep it up?!

Marshall looked to seeif Leahy wanted to add anything. The admiral did not. ""Probably for quite some
time. They appear to have more troops on Kyushu than we thought they did, and they continue to be
able to feed more into the battle. They are coming across the mountains of central Kyushu in numerous
but widdy dispersed small groupsthat are virtualy impossible to see by air, much lesshit. Therearea
score of these rough trails and amost twenty thousand men aday can makeit overland from northern
Kyushu to the battle area.”

"And," Leahy injected, "we are dead certain they are ill able to bring reinforcements from both Korea
and themain idand of Honshu. They are using submarines as transports from Korea, and our intelligence
estimates say they can bring over about two thousand men each day that way. During bad westher,
which is getting more and more frequent aswinter gets closer, they are attempting surface runs with

troopships.
"Additiondly, the straits between Honshu and Kyushu are only amile wide at their narrowest, which



means small boats can swarm across a night, take casuaties from mines and planes, and till land alot of
men. During bad weather they are virtualy unstoppable because they can't be seen.”

"What about using our surface ships?' Truman asked.

"Sir," Leshy sad, "using surface shipsin the waters north of Kyushu or in the straits makes them terribly
vulnerable to attacks by kamikazes. We have some of our own subslooking in the area, but bad weather
hindersthem aswell."

"Mr. President,” Marshal added, "through radio intercepts and our source on the ground, we've
identified anumber of divisons now on Kyushu asthose that had been manning the defenses outside
Tokyo. This supports our contention that the war will be won or lost for the Japanese on Kyushu. Thisis
congstent with their doctrine of fighting the one Decisive Béttle that will givethem victory. But thereis
something very disturbing going on.”

Truman looked at Marshall. The whole thing was disturbing. What € se could be going wrong? " And?!

"Sir, it looks like some of the Japanese units coming across from Koreaare passing through Russian
defenselinesto get there."

Truman sat bolt upright. "What?"

Marshall walked to amap of Chinaand Korea. "When the Reds camein, in Augus, they launched a
two-pronged attack. One quickly headed south into Korea, where it has staled around the city of Seoul.
Thiswas no surpriseto us. Northern Koreaiisredly just an extenson of Sberia. In ashort whilethe
westher will turn miserable and everything will freeze. The Russanswill soon have adevil of atime
keeping their very large army supplied and fueled over the totally inadequate Trans-Siberian Railway.

"The second prong headed south through Manchuriaand into Chinato help Chiang and Mao Tse-tung
fight the Japs there. Chiang has been complaining that the Russians are hel ping Mao fight the Chinese
Nationdigts rather than the Japs, but weve dl fdt it was Chiang exaggerating again.”

To some, Chiang was highly unloved and considered cgpable of many duplicitiesto get additiond
American materid help, which would then be stolen or used to fight the Communists and not the
Japanese. It stood to reason that the Russian Communists would be far more hel pful to the Chinese
Communigts than they would to the Nationdists, who were foes of the Communists.

"Goon," sad Truman.

"Sir, it may just be the vastness of Chinaand Manchuriathat is permitting bypassed Japanese unitsto
filter through the Russian armies, but | believe it is something that should be watched carefully.”

Truman said it would be, rose, and dismissed the mesting. Leahy left separately, while Marshal and
Bradley drove off together. Asthelr staff car headed down Congtitution Avenuein the direction of
Arlington, thetwo generdsrodein silence. Finaly, Bradley broke the spell.

"Genera Marshdl, why did you have me attend that meeting?'
Marshall turned away and did not answer.

Bradley perssted, "General, you are never aman to waste time, either yours or anyone ese's. While it
was most interesting, it has nothing whatsoever to do with my new duties at the Veterans Adminigiration.
Therefore, what was the reason?’



Marshdl'sface was grim. "Genera Bradley, what did you think of that fella MacArthur's announcement?
Did he gtate a case for his normaly overwhelming sense of moral superiority that would end in total and
unegquivocd victory for him and for us?'

Bradley thought back over the precise words Mac had used. He hadn't tried to memorize the message,
but he felt he recaled the sense of the short document.

"No," Bradley responded quietly, "it wasless than his usua splendid rhetoric, and there were some big ifs
impliedinit. If | recal correctly, the gist of it wasthat he prayed for victory, but did not guarantee it.”

"Exactly. Generd MacArthur started out this summer by saying the invasion of Kyushu would bea
cakewalk, and that the Japs would run and quit. Now he's saying we should win, but we just might not.
He'sfindly admitting there are alot more Jgps on Kyushu than anyone dared admit to him, and that the
Stuation could be quite grave. Tdl me, Generd Bradley, what'sthe largest army Mac's ever
commanded?’

The question puzzled Bradley. "Maybe haf amillion in the Philippines|ast year. No, the Philippine
campaign was smaller than that. Maybe three hundred thousand.”

"Y es, and now he has more than twice that. And don't forget he's sixty-five years old, the same age as |
am. It'sthetime where most people are thinking of retirement, not commanding vast armiesin mgjor
campaigns. God knows | wonder if | could do what heistrying to do."

Marshdl grimaced in distaste. "Also, he thinks both ke and | hate him because of the things he's said
about us earlier in our careers. Asaresult, hethinks| left him and hisarmy out to dry in Bataan in 1942.
| am more and more convinced that MacArthur thinks everyone in Washington and the Pentagon is out
to get him. | can't proveit, but | wonder if the man's paranoid.”

"I'm curious,” Bradley said. "I know he referred to Ike as the best clerk held ever had, but what about
you?"

Marshdl chuckled briefly. "He said I'd never rise to anything higher than aregimental command. Now, of
course, I've got five stars like he does, and he's under my command. Therefore, he thinks I'm out to
humiliate himin aquest for revenge.”

Bradley smiled. HEd heard the story before, but only through the rumor mill. "That makes him alousy
judge of character, but do you redly think he thinks you're out for him?"

Marshdl nodded grimly. ™Y es, and from 1942 on."

Bradley whistled tunelesdy. "And for that reason you think he thinks you've set him up to fail? Y oure
making it sound like we've indeed got an aging paranoid who'sin over his head and commanding the
American army that just invaded Japan.”

Marshall nodded. Bradley sank back in his seat. "Good grief, Generd, but just wheredo | comein?”’

Marshdl looked a him grimly. "Genera Bradley, | want you to do only the minimum necessary work at
the VA. For the next couple of weeks, | want you to learn as much as you can about Operations
Downfal and Olympic. Theimplicationsare obvious. If MacArthur faters or collgpsesfrom the gtrain,
and | fed both are very possible, well need someoneto step in and take over.”

Gen. Omar Bradley looked out the window at the passing Washington scene. They had crossed the
Arlington Bridge and were headed toward the Pentagon. Bradley felt asif atremendous weight had
landed on his shoulders and then did down to the pit of his ssomach. He had wanted to be rid of the



Veterans Administration assignment and now it seemed he might be relieved of it. But what on earth
might he get in return?

PART THREE THE WAVES ON KYUSHU
CHAPTER 33

The angry bark of arifle sent scores of soldiers sprawling on the ground. " Sniper!” someoneyelled, and a
fusllade of bullets, thistime from American guns, filled the air. There was slence and then someone
screamed for amedic.

Lt. Paul Morrell raised himsdlf to his hands and knees and tried to see what had happened. They had
been climbing aheavily shrubbed but not particularly steep hill near Miyazaki in Kyushu, and the men had
been moving out in skirmish formation when the shot had been fired.

There was motion to Paul's [eft so he dithered over in that direction. Other prone soldiers grudgingly
moved out of hisway.

"Over here, Lieutenant." It wasWills, the medic.

There was more firing and Sergeant Collins profandly called for the men to stop. Paul got up and ran
hunched over, expecting every second to be shot by the sniper. He made it safely to where Willswas
working on asoldier who lay on his back. Paul threw himself down beside the two men.

It was Haskins, ayoung PFC about twenty. Histhroat looked asif it had exploded, and Willswas
franticaly trying to stop the blood that was gushing out over both of them. Paul tried not to look at the
ripped and torn cartilage that was exposed just beneath the young man's chin. Haskinss mouth was
flapping and it looked asif he wastrying to say something; he couldn't, except for alow gurgling.
Haskinss eyesfixed on Paul, slently imploring him to get him out of the mess he found himself in.

Paul looked at the medic, who shook his head. "I gave him morphine. A lot of it." A few seconds later,
Haskins's eyes glazed over and he stopped breathing. "Nothing | could do, sir,” Wills said, and he began
to gather up hisgear.

"You did your best," Paul said, conscious of the emptiness of the comment.

Wills didn't respond. Nothing would be said about the overdose of morphine that had hastened Haskins's
death. Many of the soldiers carried extramorphine to put either themsalves or abuddy out of misery in
the event of an awful wound. It was something else the people a home didn't know about.

Haskinswas the platoon'sfirg fatality snce landing on Kyushu dmost aweek earlier. A couple men had
been wounded, but none killed. They'd been fortunate. The powersthat directed their lives had kept their
battalion as aregimenta reserve until earlier in the day. Thus, they'd left reserve status and moved up to
the front only afew hours earlier.

Paul moved afew feet away from the dead soldier and sat down in the dirt. Heredlly didn't know
Haskinswell at dl. Hed been aquiet kid who just did what he had to and pretty much stayed out of
trouble. HE been alate arrival to the company and had replaced one of the earlier men who'd been a
total screwup. Now, because he was more competent than the dud whose place held taken, hewas lying
dead on the ground with histhroat ripped out.

Sergeant Collins flopped down beside Paul. "We got the sniper, sir. Wanna see?!



Paul redlized that he did want to see the Jap who'd killed Haskins. "Y eah.”

Coallinsled him up the hill about a hundred yards to where a couple of men stared at the ground. A body
lay hdf out of ahole. The upper torso, riddied with bullets, barely looked human. Leaves and branches
jutted from the webbing of the Jap's helmet, part of his camouflage. The man'sriflelay beside him.

Collinskicked at the corpse and it did back into its hole. "He wasn't very smart. He was pretty well
hidden and should have waited until we passed. Then he could have hopped out and shot a couple of us
before we got him. | think he panicked.”

Wonderful, Paul thought, and shuddered. He hoped none of the Jap soldiers had the ballsto wait while
the army had passed by and over them.

Captain Ruger approached and found him deep in thought. "Shakeit, Paul. Y ou lost aman. It was your
first and it won't beyour last.”

"I know, Captain. We lost our first American and we just killed our first Jap. That's one for one. Tell me,
how many Japs are there on this stinking idand?’

"A lot," Ruger siid.

"Y eah, just afew minutes on the line and we've got adead kid. Now I've got to write aletter to hisfamily
telling them that he was brave and died both instantly and painlessly, when we al know he was scared to
desth for severa agonizing minutes and flopping like afish. And dl the while hewastrying to say
something through aholein hisneck that was so big you could stick your fist in it."

Ruger eyed Paul coldly. ™Y ou gonna be okay? Y ou've got aright to be upset, but | don't need my
second-in-command collgpsing on me.”

"l won't collapse,” Paul said grimly. "This never happened to me, not even when | wasin Germany. Of
course, the war was almost over so even the krauts were concentrating on staying dive. | had a couple of
guys hurt, but it was mainly their own fault. What the hell did Haskins do to get killed like that?"

"Hewasborn," Ruger said, and grasped Paul's shoulder. "L ook at the bright side. We took the hill. Only
thing, theré's another hill right after this, and another one after that."

Paul stood and dung his carbine over his shoulder. "Y eah, and thisis supposed to be the gentle part of
the terrain around here. What the hell are we gonna do when the ground getsredly difficult? Youand |
both know that therell be more than one sniper on the next one.”

They both turned toward the north. Hill after hill grimly rose in serrated splendor, like so many sword
blades waiting to dash them. They were not hills, Paul redlized, they were wegponsin the Japanese
arsend, and every one of them would have to be disarmed.

CHAPTER 3#4

It had been Comdr. Mochitsura Hashimoto's fond hope that the submarine I-58 would be able to sneak
out and around the flank of the American invasion flegt, then attack transports and carriers through what
had to beits more vulnerable rear. After al, wouldn't the eyes, ears, and guns of the Americans be
pointed toward Japan and not back in the direction from which they'd come? He admitted to himsdlf that
thismight be afutile wish, but it was the course he would pursue.

Firg, the Imperia Navy's submarine command had changed their minds and radioed that he should
indeed carry the didiked kaiten human torpedoes on his sub when he attacked the American fleet. He



had complied without protest. If ever the kaiten were going to prove themselves useful, thiswould be the
time

This necesstated adelay while he sailed to the hidden supply facility and had the four human-piloted
torpedoes attached to the deck of the 1-58. His sub could have carried six of the strange things, but the
specially adapted torpedoes were in short supply. There were more than enough human volunteersto
ride them to their doom, but the American raids had severdly affected Jgpan's ability to manufacture the

weapons,

Along with torpedoes, Hashimoto thought ruefully, everything ese wasin short supply. When he asked
for supplies, dl he received was alitany of unavailable items, including fud. Hewas able to top off his
tanks, but a harried supply officer informed him that there were no more fuel reserves. So, thiswould
likely be hislast cruise. If that proved to be the case, he could end his part in this dreadful war and return
home with honor satisfied.

What redlly dashed his hope for arearward assault was even more significant than the del ays required for
theingalation of the kaiten. The utter vastness of the American fleet precluded any attempt to flank it.
His executive officer had bitterly surmised that it would be necessary to sall to Audtrdiato find the
American flank. Aswith many abitter jest, it held anugget of truth. The numbers of enemy warships off
the coast of Kyushu defied counting. There were more American battleships and carriers off Kyushu than
the Japanese navy had ever dreamed of having in their fleet, and they were accompanied by vast hordes
of smdler cruisers and destroyers. Truly, the American ability to manufacture wegpons had tragically
been underestimated by the Japanese government. Even though he would fight bravely, Hashimoto knew
that hisefforts, even if successful beyond his dreams, would be meaningless when compared with the size
of the American flest.

He hoped that his fellow submariners would have the same type of successthat he planned on for the
[-58. Cumulatively, perhaps they could affect the outcome of the war. Hashimoto had no delusions
regarding the ultimate end to the conflict: Japan was doomed to lose. All he could do was what held been
ordered to, and that was to help cause so much damage to the Americans that they would negotiate a
better peace for Japan. It seemed foolish to him. An earlier peace might have found the Americansin a
more forgiving mood. Now they would truly be vindictive.

The 1-58 gpproached the American armadafrontally, but submerged and with great stedlth. Although
Hashimoto's main concern was detection by American sonar, he felt that he till had some advantages.
For one thing, the sheer volume of shipping made for inconsistent and cluttered sonar readings as
hundreds of ships screws churned the water and, he hoped, sent confusing information to the sonar
operators.

Sonar was a devilish weapon. Ultrasonic waves were radiated out by the sending ship and, when they
bounced off an object in the water, announced to the world that asubmarine might be calling. At first it
was thought that sonar would spell the end of submarine warfare. It had not. Sonar, like radar, wasa
good but imperfect weapon, with many ways it could be fooled by a cunning submariner, and Hashimoto
counted on these imperfectionsto help him.

The volcanic continenta shelf that surrounded Japan extended well out into the Pacific and was as hilly
and rugged astheidandsit surrounded. This meant that the 1-58 could skulk about on the ocean bottom
and hide among theirregularitiesin the ocean floor when her captain felt she might be threatened by
surface enemies. A submarine lying inert on the bottom wasinvisble to sonar.

Periodically, however, the 1-58 had come to periscope depth to refresh her air through the snorkel, and
to see whether she had made it past the defending American warships through the smple expedient of



having them wash over the 1-58 asthey closed in on Kyushu.

But this had not yet happened. Each time the I-58's periscope had poked above the waves, Hashimoto
had seen long rows of destroyers and other antisubmarine craft severd milesin the distance. This portion
of the American fleet showed no indication that it would be closing on Kyushu anytime soon, and any
attempt to penetrate the lines of destroyerswould be suicidal.

Commander Hashimoto had no doubts that he would probably soon die for Japan, but he wanted his
sacrifice to be worthwhile. He had four of the precious kaiten and twenty-four standard Type 95
torpedoes ready to be fired. His orders had been specific— hewasto only attack carriersand
transports. Other shipswereto be left done.

While he recognized the order as militarily essentid, it was dso irksome. Although depressed by what he
saw astheinevitable outcome of the war, Hashimoto till had awarrior's lust to kill other warships, and
while he definitely considered a carrier awarship, he did not extend that title to the fat and duggish
transports. He would have liked nothing more than to loose a spread of torpedoes at the severa
destroyers currently in hisvision. He would sink them as he had the American cruiser Indianapolis. The
Indianapolis had gone down with greet loss of life, afact that saddened him deeply.

He ordered down periscope and stepped away. It was dmost dawn and it was no longer difficult to see
the enemy ships. He did not dare have the periscope visible for more than afew secondsat atimein the
daylight lest some eagle-eyed American lookout seeits smdl ripples running contrary to the wind and the
sea

Lt. Sakuo Y okochi, his second-in-command, looked at him in dismay. " Still nothing, Captain?'

Hashimoto wanted to snap at the man for hisfoolish question, but merdly glared at him until Y okochi
turned away. It was S0 frugtrating. There had to be away through the wal of defenders. The American
destroyers were like bees protecting the precious honey in ahive.

A digtant rumbling sound rolled over the sub and rocked it, causing some of hismen to gasp in surprise.
Someone was being fired upon, and Hashimoto concluded that the target was probably one of the
numerous midget submarines that were dso trying to snk American ships. The Americanswere derted
and it would now be atime of grest peril for the I-58.

He was about to order the I-58 back down to the bottom when a thought struck him and he smiled. It
was indeed atime of great peril, but might it not be atime of great opportunity aswell?

"Up periscope,” he ordered, and enjoyed seeing the dismay on Y okochi'sface. Lieutenant Y okochi was
afool and the type of man who would never had made it to the rank of lieutenant had there not been so
many casudtiesin the navy.

Hashimoto stared through the lens as additiona explosions vibrated dong the I-58's hull. Someone was
getting heavily depth-charged. He felt amomentary twinge of regret for the agonies of his unknown
countrymen, but he was more concerned by the possibility that this was his chance to penetrate the
American destroyer screen.

He looked at the American destroyers and smiled. Like predators moving in for thekill, the warships
were streaking away from the 1-58. Two Fletcher-class destroyers positively raced past hisview in their
hagteto join in thefun of thefina attack. The result wasagap in ther lines. It would only exist for a
while, but it did exist at this moment.

"Hal" he exulted, and ordered the still submerged 1-58 toward the gap at flank speed. He ignored the



sharp intake of breath from his officers, especialy Y okochi. He ordered the periscope down and stood
by it with hisarmsfolded across his chest. If any of the American ships did detect him undernesath the
water with their sonar, the 1-58 could be doomed.

Minutes of waiting stretched into eternity. The American line of warships had been only acouple of miles
away. He calculated time and speed; they were right where the Americans had been. If hisgamble was
successful, they would now proceed without incident into the heart of the hive and stedl the honey.
Hashimoto decided he liked the anaogy.

If they'd been detected, or if one of the American shipsthat had |eft station redlized that a mistake had
been made and returned to its place, then the 1-58 would likely be located and destroyed.

Further minutes crept by and he willed himsdlf to relax, but not show his surging emotions. The men of
the 1-58 must believe that their captain had everything under control at dl times. Beside him, Y okochi
had checked hiswatch and figured it out aswell. He smiled timidly &t his captain, who chose not to
acknowledgeit.

They were past the defenses. Now they were in the heart of the American fleet. It would be full daylight
inalittle while. Once again the 1-58 would lie on the bottom and wait for darknessto return. Thistime,
however, when night fell, the sub would be the hunter and not the hunted. This night Hashimoto would be
the predator.

CHAPTER 35
THE USS AUGUSTA, SOUTH OF KYUSHU

Seaman Tim Jardine rubbed his burning eyes and leaned againgt the mount of the 40mm antiaircraft gun
that was his battle station on the Augusta. He was supposed to be resting while others scanned the
darkened sea and skies for signs of the Japanese. Everyone on board the nine-thousand-ton heavy
cruiser wastired from days of being at their battle Sations. It was so bad Tim wondered if they would be
capable of fighting if aJap plane did manage to find them. All he and the othersreally wanted wasto go
to deep and the hdll with the Japs.

At least they were able to let some of the men rest and doze while the others watched and waited
through the night. He wished he could have a cigarette, but orders were to keep everything asdark as

possible.

Jardine caught the shadow of motion behind him and froze. At the last possible second he recognized the
famous silhouette and snapped to attention. He was about to salute when Gen. Douglas MacArthur
swept by him, unseeing and gpparently deep in thought.

Jardine turned to his mates and hissed, "Hey! Y ou guys see that? It was MacArthur, hisroya sdif.”

"Y ou mean Dugout Doug in the flesh?" chuckled Carl Haverman, one of Jardineg's buddiesin the gun
mount. A couple of the otherslaughed softly aswell.

Jardine looked at the disappearing figure as MacArthur headed toward the bow of the cruiser. " Shit, |
hope he didn't hear you. | got thisthing about not insulting five-star generds. Piss one of them off and he
can redly makeyour life miserable”

Haverman snorted. "'l don't careif he hears us or not. What the hell can he do to us, huh? Hell, hé'sthe
reason we're here, ain't he? If it weren't for him flicking up so badly in the Philippinesand dl over the
ocean, wed al be home by now."



Jardine looked to see if anyone ese had heard Haverman's comments. He was particularly concerned
that the ensign on duty didn't take offense, but that young man was hunched over in his chair and snoring

deeply.

MacA rthur was considered ahero by somefor his actions, and abum by others. Therewaslittle middie
ground. Either you admired the man or you thought he was scum. Jardine tended to admire him, feding
that people didn't get to five-star rank on charm aone. He rubbed hiseyesagain and tried torest. Ina
littlewhile it would be histurn to look into the night and try to differentiate between twinkling sarsand a

Jop fighter.

Alone on the bow of the Augusta, Douglas MacArthur gripped the rail and tried to peer through the
night toward Japan. Only the dight glint of starlight off his West Point ring of the class of 1903 was
vishle

Although an older man who needed glassesto read, his hearing was excellent and he had heard
Haverman's comment calling him Dugout Doug. He had heard it athousand times before and even seen it
in print. It wasn't fair. None of the disasters of late 1941 and early '42 were hisfaullt.

Presdent Franklin Delano Roosevet had put him in an impossible position, then blamed him when the
Japanese had swarmed over the Philippines and caused the surrenders of Bataan and Corregidor dong
with tens of thousands of American and Philippine troops. Gen. Douglas MacArthur also held the rank of
fiddd marshd in the Philippine army. He had wanted to stay with his men of both nations and fight
aongside them, perhaps die with them.

Roosevelt would have none of it. There had been too great arisk that MacArthur would have been
captured instead of killed, then displayed as atrophy by the Japs. Instead, Roosevelt had ordered
MacArthur to escapeto Audtrdia. MacArthur had reluctantly complied and, dong with hiswife and
young son, taken the danger-filled trek across the southern Pacific.

Only when he arrived at Audtraiadid he understand Roosevelt's treachery as augmented by his other
enemy, Generd Marshall. MacArthur's understanding was that he would retain control over thearmy in
the Philippines, but Marshall placed Lt. Gen. Jonathan Wainwright in command. Wainwright had
surrendered, not MacArthur. MacArthur had wanted Wainwright to fight on, but Wainwright had
received permission from Marshall to surrender not only Bataan and Corregidor, but al of the
Philippines. It was outrageous. Some of the land and soldiers surrendered hadn't been threatened and
could have held out as armed enclaves for quite sometime, perhaps until being reinforced.

Of course, as he later found out, there were to be no reinforcements. Roosevelt had decreed that Nazi
Germany was the primary threat to Americaand that the Pacific war could wait. Instead of an army,
MacArthur had been given only handftils of units and dribbles of reinforcements with which to launch
limited and bloody offensives. Even so, he had persevered and won idand after idand and battle after
battle, culminating in the liberation of the Philippinesin 1944 and now, the ultimate, theinvasion of Japan
hersdf.

For that he was till castigated by somein hisarmy, and by members of the press as Dugout Doug.
Worse, what should have been his hour of triumph was rapidly becoming very, very hollow. Vita
information had been withheld from him regarding true Japanese numbers and strength on Kyushu. He
and his staff hadn't gotten true figures until far too late to change their plans. Thus, hisarmy was now
dogging and clawing itsway inch by bloody inch into Japan instead of advancing triumphantly through its
cities

Sometold him that it was his own staffsfault that he'd been mided, but MacArthur rejected that.



Generas Willoughby and Sutherland had been with him through thick and thin, and while they certainly
made some human mistakes, they wereloya to him and that wasthat.

Helet go of therail and began to pace back and forth across the narrow bow of the cruiser. Above him,
the three eght-inch guns of the forward turret glowered protection for him as he reviewed the combat
gtugion.

The marines on the west of Kyushu had reached the high ground between their landing sites and the deep
waters of KagoshimaBay. They could now look down into the large, sheltered anchorage, but they had
not yet forced the west gate to the bay, and the Japs had dug in to prevent that. To deny Kagoshima Bay
to the United States, the Japs only had to hold one side of the gate.

To the eat, the two army corps were nowhere near their objectives. Only afew small towns had fallen,
and the American navy was till unable to use Ariake Bay. Until Ariake Bay was taken, there could be
no port or airfields devel oped. Without a port, there could be no massive reinforcements of men and
equipment. Take Ariake and the army could legpfrog into Kagoshima Bay and join up with the marines.
Without it, they were forced to live like vagabonds and depend on what was stored on the hundreds of
support shipsthat waited in giant convoys just off Kyushu. It was not an efficient way to run acampaign
and had to change soon.

MacA rthur wondered how much of it was Krueger'sfault. Certainly, Lt. Gen. Walter Krueger wasa
solid professiona soldier, dthough perhaps abit unimaginative. The men under Krueger's command
seemed to lack azest for battle and were getting bogged down at the smallest obstacle. Should he
replace Krueger with Eichelberger? He would think on it. Eichelberger had wanted the task, but
MacArthur had ingsted on Krueger having histurn. Now he wondered if he had been too hasty in
gppointing Krueger over Eichelberger.

The casualties had been appdling. Instead of bresking and collgpsing, the Japanese had fought like the
devil in most places and showed no sign of changing, athough some second-rate units and individua
soldiers had given up. How the insdious Genera Marshall must enjoy seeing MacArthur's battle reports
and redlizing that dl was not going aswell as he had predicted.

Marshall now had Truman's ear just as held had Roosevdt's, and that Situation bore watching. Truman
was such anintdlectud lightweight that Marshal was bound to dominate him. MacArthur did haveto
give Marshd| his due; he had akeener mind than MacArthur had thought and had used it to his utmost
advantage.

At least MacArthur had managed to keep the invasion both an al-American show and an
al-white-American war. He had withstood pressure from Roosavelt and then Truman to incorporate
three divisons of British Commonwedth troopsinto hisarmy. Greset Britain had offered them, but he had
withstood it. The three divisons— one each from Australia, Britain, and Canada— would have been a
logistical nightmare to keep in the field. Unlike the European thester, where there were ports and
occupied landmasses where vast and differing kinds of supplies could be tored, al of his men would
haveto live for sometime off what was on the ships. MacArthur had rightly convinced Marshdl that he
didn't have the resources to supply the Commonwed th troops with their own ammunition, food, and
wegpons. Therefore, the three Commonwedlth divisions had to change to American tacticsand
equipment if they wereto join the battle.

With neither the time nor the resources to do this, the British had backed off, athough they were
beginning to switch over to American gear in anticipation of the second phase of the battle for Japan—
Operation Coronet, theinvasion of Honshu. This MacArthur could accept. When Coronet occurred,
there would be supply depots on Kyushu, and the logistical problem would be over.



Asto minority soldiers, MacArthur smply didn't think they would fight well. Roosevelt, doubtless egged
on by hisaggravating wife, Eleanor, had felt they should be incorporated into the army as fighting men,
instead of supply soldiers and |aborers, which was their norma use. Truman now supported this
incredible ideaas well, to MacArthur's astonishment. MacArthur felt that he could understand the
political logic and the urgency to widen the population base from which the soldiers were drawn, but he
could not permit this to happen to the detriment of hisarmy. Negroes, whilefinefellowsin their own way,
were Ssmply not cut out to be warriors. He had put hisfoot down before and would do it again. There
would be no Negroesin the front linesin the invasion of Japan.

Of course, and MacArthur smiled at the thought, if Eisenhower wanted them in Europe and if that freed
up white soldiersto fight in Japan, well, that was fine by him. MacArthur recalled Ike as being afine chief
of staff for him, but he now was one of Marshdl's boys and, therefore, part of the cabal against him.

It further pleased MacArthur that he had kept the despised Office of Strategic Services, the OSS, out of
his area of operations. Hed heard that they'd done well in Europe, but doubted it. He despised amateurs
and that's dl they were. Imagine, they'd wanted to use some of his severd hundred nisal trandators as
espionage agents and spiesto be inserted into Japan. No, held answered. Once there, it wastoo likely
they'd go over to the Japanese side. Let hisnisal stay in Australiawhere they could be watched.

If the OSS, through the navy, wished to send in Japanese Americans, then let them find their own
qudified people and run the risk of losing them. He would not hel p the navy. MacArthur had heard
reports that the OSS had managed to land one man, who had done some good, and were following up
with others, but they would not use his tame Japanese in the ensuing battles.

Douglas MacArthur was not afraid of the outcome of combat. He accepted that he was far braver than
most men. It was not that he was without fear; indeed, he knew it and despised what it could do to a
man. But he was able to contral it, even conquer it.

Bravery was something that came quite naturally to MacArthur. Hed first seen combat during the 1914
punitive expedition to Vera Cruz, Mexico, where held pistoled at least a half dozen Mexican soldiers.
He'd been nominated for the Medal of Honor, but denied it because his one-man patrol hadn't been
authorized. It had been thefirst inalong line of persond affronts againgt him by bureaucratsin
Washington. Later, he'd been decorated in World War | and had, of course, been unperturbable under
fire severd times during the current conflict. Thus, it galled him mightily when people cast doubts on his
manhood and courage. He'd thought of personally berating the sailor, but decided it would be usdless.
L et them judge him on the basis of the victory that would surely come.

MacArthur looked out on one of the severa destroyers escorting the Augusta. The heavy cruiser was
the center of itsown small task force, and his presence on her caused four additiona warshipsto be
detailed to protect both him and the Augusta. Someday soon, one of his palitical enemieswould make
comments about that, but American ships no longer traveled adone. The catastrophic sinking of the
Indianapolis was too fresh on everyone's mind. Even if he hadn't been on board the cruiser, shewould
not be alone.

MacArthur had heard muted criticism regarding his choosing the Augusta in thefirst place. The whispers
said that he wanted the Augusta because two presidents had sailed on her. What foolishness! Hed
selected the Augusta because it had been configured to handle an admird's staff, which meant it could
house his. Admira Nimitz had suggested they share the resources of Nimitz's command ship, the
Wasatch. MacArthur, while appreciating the gesture, had demurred. He'd feared that his presence on
the Wasatch would look asif he were under Nimitz's command when the command was actually shared
by the two men.



On the other hand, there was no reason for the Augusta to be so far from Japan. They were afull
hundred miles behind the fleet, which itself stretched for scores of miles, and this was not what hed had
in mind when held voiced the wish to be closer to the battlefid ds. He would tell Admira Nimitz it was
essentid that the Augusta move much closer to Japan.

MacArthur thought and smiled. He would direct that the Augusta be stationed off Ariake Bay; thus,
when circumstances permitted, he would be ready to go ashore on Japanese soil at the first opportunity.
Wouldn't Gen. George Catlett Marshall like that!

MacArthur chuckled deeply at the picture. Some damn Republicans had contacted him about a
presdentia candidacy in 1948 against what they presumed would be that country nitwit, Harry Truman.
A triumphal entry onto Japanese territory would help that cause, and the cause of America, immensely.

Now, if the Japanese army would only cooperate and begin to shatter. He sighed and bit down on the
stemn of hisunlit corncob pipe. It was incredible that the Japs were dtill fighting. They had few weapons,
fewer supplies, rudimentary organization, primitive communications, and poor leaders. He had to givethe
Japanese soldier awarrior's credit for being personally quite brave, but they would ultimately be
defeated. Then Generd of the Army Douglas MacArthur would have his revenge, both on the Japanese
and on the coterie of enemies conspiring againgt him in Washington. Y es, he thought, and smiled again, it
would be a pleasant time.

CHAPTER 36

Joe Nomurawalked dowly and disconsolately down the dirt path that cut through the overgrown field.
Hewas upset and frustrated. American armies were fighting desperately 150 miles south of him and he
had done nothing lately to help them. He had continued his periodic reports, but there had been nothing
new to report for awhile.

Therewas il littlefood for the civilian population, and medicine wasin even shorter supply. He had told
his listeners that the average Japanese civilian was on the verge of starvation and disease and wanted the
war to end, even if it meant surrender. He sometimes wondered if anyone important was actualy getting
his messages, or whether he was sending them into an electronic mine shaft.

The Japanese people had lost horribly in terms of their homes, their livelihoods, and the lives of thelr
loved ones. The devastation of their cities, even those not atom-bombed, was virtualy total. Work and
travel wereimpossible. They cursed the American planesthat flew overhead and bombed their homes
and few remaining factories with almost contemptuous ease. In one way, the American invasonwasa
blessing for the Japanese civilians asit continued to siphon off large numbers of American warplanes.

The civilians he saw were Sick a heart and discontented with the Anami government, which perssted in
fighting awar they saw no way of winning. Strangely, this discontent did not reflect in adidikefor the
vanished emperor. Virtually no one in Japan had ever heard Hirohito speak, so no one noticed his
absence from the public forum. However, they did understand that Anami was in charge and that the
military and the kempei backed Anami. Even with his own Japanese background Joe found it hard to
understand their fatalism, but the civilians accepted the Situation.

Joe had reported that large numbers of Japanese soldiers continued to infiltrate from north Kyushu to the
south after either being shipped by submarine from Korea or having navigated the narrow gtraits between
Honshu and Kyushu in swarms of smal boats. Hed identified severd maor unitsorigindly stationed
around Tokyo as having been switched to Kyushu, including severd Imperia Guard divisions. It
confirmed his opinion that Japan's major effort would be on Kyushu. He hadn't reported his opinion. Let
the generdsfigure that out for themselves. He thought it was so obvious that they wouldn't need help



from alowly field operative to draw that conclusion.

Gathering this data had required little in the way of effort. The soldiers hed met on the trail were more
than happy to chatter like magpies when they'd met up with him. After dl, he was one of them, wasn't
he? Nomuras tattered uniform and missing arm were more than enough to induce the soldiersto tell him
everything they knew. It was inconceivable that he could be anything other than what he looked like— an
honored Japanese war veteran.

But what had he done lately? Joe wanted to do something that would redlly help the men who were
fighting and dying for him. At least Dennis Chamberswas Hlill dive, feding well, kicking and bitching.
Chamberswas asfrudtrated as hewas. Living thelife of avirtua hermit on a Kyushu mountaintop was
driving Chambers nutsaswell. An air force pilot, not arecluse, he too wanted to do something.

When they'd heard of the landings, the two men had discussed the possibility of working their way south
and into the American lines. Thisthey'd quickly discarded as an improbable accomplishment. Denniss
white skin would mark him as an enemy to the Japanese, and held be shot on sight if hewas lucky. Then,
Joe's yellow skin would draw fire from every American who saw him, and they'd ask questions | ater.
They'd reluctantly decided they were much better staying where they were and not trying to get through
the combatants. If the Japs surrendered, then they would decide how to deliver themsalves to the proper
authorities.

What redlly worried both men was that the war would develop into a prolonged staemate, causing them
to say in hiding indefinitely in northern Kyushu. Equdly frightening was the thought thet the fighting would
work itsway northward and wash over them. Thiswould cause the same difficulties astrying to get
through thelinesin thefirst place.

It wasn't fair, but what the hell else was new? Then he saw the bicycle lying on its Sde on the edge of the
path. He grinned as he saw that no rider was around. If it was abandoned and ridegble, it would begt the
hell out of walking dl over Kyushu in search of information to send back to mamain the States.

Joe grabbed the handlebars, righted it, and worked the pedals. It was dirty and battered, but the tires
had air and it otherwise looked dl right. Finaly, he might be more useful. He would take the bike back to
where Denniswas hidden and they'd discussit over ashot of their dwindling supply of whiskey.

The bicycle was painted brown, which meant that it belonged to the military or a least had at sometime
initspast. Thisdidn't worry him. With the desperate shortage of fuel, bicycles were everywhere, and
many had belonged to the military. A brown bicycle would draw no attention, particularly sinceit would
be ridden by aone-armed vet.

As he turned the bike around and began to pedd awkwardly, he saw something sticking out of thetall
grassdongsdethe path. It was aleg.

"Hello, hdlo," he said softly, then grimaced as he redlized held accidentally spoken in English. He hadn't
made that mistake in awhile, not even with Chambers.

Joe got off the bike and walked over to where the body lay facedown. The man wore the uniform of a
captain in the Japanese secret police, the kempei. Joe knelt down and checked for a pulse even though
the body was cold and graying. The captain of the secret police was dead. Joe rolled the corpse on its
back and saw amassve indentation in its skull.

With no other evidence, he concluded that the Jap officer had crashed his bike and fractured his skull in
thefal. A little checking showed arock near where he'd first found the bike that had what looked like
dry bloodstains on it. The officer had probably crawled the few feet away from the accident before



dying.

So now what to do? he wondered. Joe grinned and rifled the man's pockets, finding identification papers
and money, dong with aring of keys. Joe took the corpse by one foot and dragged it farther into the
underbrush. There, he stripped off the uniform and boots. After hesitating only a second, he took the
dead man's underwear, leaving the body naked and unidentifiable. If he wasn't found in a couple of days,
held be bloated and haf-eaten by bugs. The kempei officer would become just another dead body ina
country that was filled with corpses.

All the while he did this, Joe kept looking up and down the path to see if anyone €lse was coming. No
one did and Joe wasn't surprised. Other than the army, or refugees on the main paths leading farther
north, everyonetried to stay near the refugee camps, where there was at least alittle food. A lot of
people had aso made the passage across to Honshu to get away from the fighting. He thought the civilian
population of Kyushu was hdf what it had been when held first landed.

Joe made abag out of the dead man's pants, dung the improvised sack over his shoulder, and remounted
the bike. As he pedaed down the path, his spirits were uplifted. He had absolutely no ideawhat he might
do with the kempel uniform, but he had a least done something. Or maybe the beginning of something.
Maybe he and Dennis could work on the uniform and makeit fit him. It was a shame that the dead Jap
was such aplump little shit. It would make dterations that much more difficult. But not impossible, he
exulted, not impossibleat all.

CHAPTER 37

The U.S. Army's| Corps heedquarterswas in abadly damaged brick building in the smal port city of
Miyazaki. The shattered windows were covered with wood, and it was ringed by grim-faced American
sentries. Even though the town was considered secure, no one was taking chances on suicide attacks.

After meeting briefly with the commander of the 41t Infantry Division, Brig. Gen. John Monck walked
out into the shattered streets and up to his chief of staff, Colondl Parker. Asthey walked, their four-man
security detail formed aloose perimeter around them. Monck hating having them, but, like the Situation at
| Corps, it was better to be safe than sorry. More than one senior officer had already been killed by Jap

ipers.

Parker was his usua dmost insolent saif. "Well, what new tidings did they give you, Generd? Will the
war be over by Chrisgmas? The way the Japs are till fighting, the only way that could occur would be for
usto surrender to them.”

Monck sighed. He was exhausted and not really in the mood for Parker's often snide comments. As
usua, though, he said nothing. Parker was far too vauable to him for him to be put off by his attitude.
Besides, Parker was so often right.

"Parker, Mg or Genera Doe sayswe are doing afinejob and that we should keep up the good work.
We areto continue plugging our way north, killing Japs and climbing hills aswe go. Before you say
anything, let me agree with you. It isn't much in theway of grand strategy, or innovative tactics, but then,
thereisn't much we can be strategic or innovative about in this campaign. At this point, thisis nothing
more than adugging maich.”

Parker raised his hands briefly in mock surrender. "What about our casuaties? Did Generd Doe have
any comment there?'

Monck shook hishead sadly. "When | told Doe we had taken eighty dead and more than two hundred
wounded in lessthan aweek of actud fighting, he didn't seem unduly disturbed or impressed. When |



reminded him that it was about eight percent of my regiment, he just shrugged and said held see what he
could do about getting us some replacements.”

"God," Parker muttered. Both men could do the arithmetic. At the rate they werelosing men and without
replacements, the regiment would ceaseto exist in areatively short while. They both knew that the dead
and wounded had dl been incurred in what news rel eases referred to as"minor skirmishes™ The entire
battle for Kyushu so far conssted of hundreds of such minor skirmishes.

"Generd, what'll we do when the Japs counterattack in strength as they must? Did General Doe have
anything to say about that? And what about Swift?' Parker asked, referring to Mg. Gen. Innis Swift,
who commanded | Corps.

"Swift wasn't there. He's off conferring with Krueger, who's probably getting more orders from Mac.
Krueger, by the way, hasfinaly gotten his headquarters ashore. He's set up shop on ahill just off Ariske
Bay. Look, don't be so harsh on Doe, or Swift, for that matter. Everybody's taking it on the chin from the
Japs, and some of the people who started fighting before we did are in even worse shape.”

"I know, | know," Parker said. "It just seemslike such awaste. What did he say about us getting better
artillery support?'

The U.S. Army possessed virtually totd air and artillery superiority, but had been unable to knock out
very many of the numerous Japanese strongpoints. While they had gotten ahigh percentage of them, the
better-sited and stronger Japanese positions remained impervious to bombing and indirect artillery fire.
What was needed was close-in firepower that could shoot right down the throat of abunker or cave.
Artillery could plow up the ground nearby, but the hidden and dug-in Japs remained imperviousto
anything but the fortuitous direct hit on agun embrasure. Ultimatdly, it was then necessary for theinfantry
to root them out, and thiswas wasting lives.

"Doe understands. He's trying to get some tanks and mountain howitzers assigned to forward units.”
"Gredt. | just hopeit occurs soon."

Monck agreed. He looked around and saw they were not headed back to their jegps. "Colond, just
wherethe hdl are you teking me?"

"Tothisdisma excuse for atown'swaterfront, Generd. Therere acouple of things| thought you'd liketo
%‘ll

Monck alowed himsdlf to be led to the shore, where low waves d oshed among a number of small and
ruined wooden fishing ships. Some of them clearly showed bullet holes where they'd been strafed by
low-flying aircraft. Their broken remains were either on the beach or in the shalow water. Thelivelihood
of Miyazaki had been smashed, which might be one of the reasons there were so few peoplein the
firebombed town. With the exception of afew old men and women, the civilian population gppeared to
have fled, doubtlessto the north.

A number of them, however, must be deed, killed in the attacks that sank their shipsand leveled their
buildings. The air wasfilled with the lingering stench of rotting flesh. It was nothing new and they dmost
took it as normal, dong with the scent of smoke from countless till-smoldering fires. They had been
breathing the stink of decay since the moment they had landed. Fresh, clean air was an dmost forgotten

memory.

"Look, Generd."



Monck followed where Parker was pointing. "What the hell isthat?' Monck asked ashe stared & a
small wooden boat about ten feet long that waslying on its Side on the beach. It had an extremely low
freeboard and asingle seat in the back. The whole thing, with the exception of where the seat was, was
covered by wooden decking. It reminded him of akayak.

Parker walked over and towered over it, and it dmost looked like achild'stoy. "That, Generd, isa
suicide boat that never made it out to sea. There are alot of them around here. The front of the damned
thing is supposed to be stuffed with explosives, and the driver sitsin the rear with hislegs covered by the
decking. Then it scoots out into the water, and he triesto ram one of our ships. At that point the whole
thing is supposed to blow up, taking the Jap to the Happy Hunting Ground or wherever dead Japs go,
and sending the unlucky target ship to the bottom. There was a smal outboard motor, but it lookslike
someone liberated it Since | saw it afew minutes ago.”

Monck tried to imagine going out to seain such afrail craft, with waves crashing around and over it, and
knowing that desth was the only goa. Thelittle boat pointed out the alienness of the Japanese way of
fighting, and the desperation that made them such formidable enemies.

Parker wasn't through with histour. He led Monck aways down the waterfront to where a set of
railroad tracks led directly into the water.

"Thisonesrealy something ese, Sr.” They followed the tracksless than ahundred yardsinland, to
where a cave had been dug into alow hill. Inside, along tubular shape rested on aflat handcar.

"Generd, thisisone of their human torpedoes. They cdl it a kaiten. Theintelligence boysweredl over it
sncethey thought al the kaiten were launched from ships. Now they know the Japs can send them
down trackslike this, and into the water, from anyplace aong the coast of Japan. Intelligenceis
particularly concerned that some of these bastards will be launched at us from the confines of Ariake and
Kagoshima bays where the bigger ships won't have so much freedom to maneuver and escepe.”

"What happened to thisone?"

"There were a couple of dead Japs lying around alittle earlier, and one of them was probably the pilot.
My guessisthat anear missfrom abomb killed them. Maybe the same thing happened to the guys who
were supposed to man the little boats. Who cares, just so long as they never got launched.”

"Good," Monck muttered as he thought about the ships lying offshore. A number of them could be seen
from where he was standing. Human torpedoes came in severd types and had effective ranges that began
with severd thousand yards and went up to severd miles. Again it was gppdling to think of someone
riding atorpedo asif it were ahorse and sending it crashing into the hull of aship.

Monck shook his head and thought of the men who werefighting and dying at sea, and then of hisown
men, who were clawing their way up each hill they confronted. Like most soldiers, he had often been
jedlous of the navy and that their war was relatively clean. It seemed to have just gotten awhole ot
dirtier.

"Parker, just what the hell have we gotten oursalvesinto?”

He had no answer. Monck gestured to their guards and they began the journey back to their regiment.
CHAPTER 38

KYUSHU, NORTH OF MIYAZAKI



Platoon Sgt. Frank Collins dithered down the steep and rain-dicked hill obliviousto the light but constant
rain. His clothing and the soft flesh undernesth were cut where the small, wet rocks that jutted from the
volcanic soil had diced at him. Heignored them dl. His only urge was to make himself one with the
hateful ground and thus not be seen by the guns on the hill above him.

The thought that some Jap was |ooking down at him and aiming either his cannon or machinegun a him
made him whimper with fear. With every jerky motion of hisarmsand legs, he prayed that he would be
alowed to make another. He tried desperately to stay within the folds of the hill, but he had that
nightmare feding that scores of danty eyeswere glaring at him and laughing a hisdow, painful progress
to shelter.

Mud-covered and exhausted, he dipped into asmal ravine and felt a surge of relief. He was safe. At
least for the moment. Collins sucked afew lungfuls of air and moved over to Lieutenant Morrell, who
looked at him with concern.

"Y ou okay?' Paul asked.

"Other than scared shitless, Lieutenant, I'm just fine, thank you." Morrdl| offered Sergeant Collins his
canteen, and Collins accepted it gratefully. The water, warm and rancid, tasted undeservedly delicious.
Not even the purification tablets could rob it of itstaste. Callinstook adirty rag from his pocket and
wiped sweset and cold mist from hisface. "I want to take up another line of work, sr.”

"Don't we al, Sarge. Now, what'd you see up there?"

The platoon's advance up the fairly steep hill was halted by abrief cannonade and the staccato crackle of
Japanese machine guns. They'd dropped where they were, then scrambled downhill for cover and dug in
asthe previoudy unseen cannon again fired from a bunker about two-thirds of theway up the hill. At that
point, they redized the Jap gunners had them pinned down. They could not advance and they couldn't
retreat without exposing themsalvesto additional casudties.

First they'd called on artillery support, which hadn't been effective. The rain obscured their spotter's
vison and the maps of the areawere inaccurate. With logic firmly on their Side, the regiment's artillery
was reluctant to loose a heavy barrage on the Jap position when American soldiers were only a couple of
hundred yards away. Asaresult, only afew rounds had been fired onto the hill, and none had shut down

the Jap gun.

Air cover was equally unavailable because of the layer of mist that touched the top of the hill. The planes
would not fly and bomb blindly ether. The platoon was on its own. They'd plunked afew mortar rounds
at the Jap postion, but these had merely churned up somedirt.

Then Sergeant Collins had made his solitary patrol.

"Sir, it'sa standard Jap bunker setup. There's one main fortification and at least three machine-gun nests
connected to it by zigzagging trenches. There may be afourth on the other side of the hill, but | kinda
doubt it. For once artillery did help out, at least alittle. They nailed the nest directly in front of the main
bunker. Ain't nothin' left but smoke and dead Japs. However, the big bunker and the two light machine
gunsflanking it are operating just fine, thank you."

Paul nodded. The Jap complex had been well hidden, and had the enemy gunners showed any fire
disciplineat dl, the platoon would have waked right up to it and been daughtered. Asit was, they'd ill
been hurt. Jap light machine guns had thirty-shot clips, and he considered them the equivaent of an
American Browning automatic rifle, or BAR, and not atrue machine gun, which was belt-fed. Even so,
they could be quite letha and were helping to keep the platoon pinned down.



"How'remy guys?' Collins asked.

"Holcomb took abullet through the hand that ripped off at least three fingers,” Paul answered, thinking of
the gridy mess of tendons and flesh that was Holcomb's hand. "He's okay, but in shock. Keye was shot
inthe thigh and lost alot of blood before someone got atourniquet on him. Unless we can get them to the
rear sometime soon, they may not makeit."

Both men understood. The healthy could wait in wet misery for darkness and then make their escape, but
the wounded needed help immediately.

Paul sighed. "What'sin the bunker?'

" Jop tank."

"A what?" said Paul, astonished. Since landing on Kyushu, no one had seen a Jap tank. For that matter,
they'd seen precious few American ones.

Coallinsgrinned through hisfatigue. "Y esgir, it'sared live Jap tank, and she'sdug in hull-down in the
bunker and covered with dirt and logs. Nothing but adirect hit is going to knock her out, and there's
damn little of her poking out from the bunker besides her big gun.”

It was commonly accepted that Jap tanks were small, thinly armored, and carried asmdll-caliber cannon.
Thus, they were no match for American M4 Shermans, or even the lighter M24 Chaffees. But even a
small-caliber cannon was more than Paul's platoon had.

However, that was not his main problem. He had two men who might dieif he didn't get them some help,
and he might lose till more men if he tried to move them back. There was only one answer. Hewould
not sacrifice additional men for hiswounded. They would have to wait until darkness or until help came.

"Sir," Collins asked, "you get through to the captain?'

"Y eah. He's got his own problems but said he'd try to get us out of thismess." Therest of the company
was one hill over and had their own problems with Japanese guns. Theirregular folds of ground had
separated their platoon from the rest of the company. For that matter, Paul thought, they were pretty well
separated from the rest of the army. He had the damnedest fedling that he and his platoon were al done
on Kyushu.

Collinsrisked aquick look at the top of the hill, where the mist now seemed even thicker. "Too bad we
can't get angpam strike on them. Armor or no, that'd cook their goose, literdly, and settle things redl
fadt. It'sashamethe flyboys don't like to run into mountains when they bomb in theran.”

They gave no thought to sending a man up with aflamethrower. They had one, but he'd be an easy target
for the Japs.

With that, they settled down to wait for help or night, whichever came first. Astime ground on, they dug
in deegper and were able to put substantial mounds of earth between themsel ves and the machine guns,
while the Jap cannon remained ominoudy silent. It occurred to Paul that the entire platoon had been
stopped by fewer than a dozen Japanese.

At firgt Paul didn't notice the grinding, whining, growling sound in the distance, but asit grew louder, he
redlized that something big was getting close. Then he and the others grinned hugely as an M4 Sherman
tank breasted the hill behind them and descended gracelesdy, diding the last few feet into the ravine
where they were hidden. The tank commander positioned the Sherman between them and the Jap guns,
and Paul cautiously moved over to the driver's hatch, which opened acrack.



"You guyscdl for atank?' came avoice from insde the dull brown armored vehicle.
Paul grinned. "Damned right.”

The hatch opened wider and aman with dark, curly hair stuck his upper body out. There was grease on
hisface. "I'm Staff Sergeant Joey Orlando and thisis my tank. How can | help?’

Paul quickly explained the situation with the Jap tank and the machine guns. Asif on cue, the Jap tank
fired around that landed farther down the ravine, and one of the machine gunsfired aburst that did
nothing but make everyone wince. The Japs had seen the American tank and weren't happy.

Orlando grunted. "I make that a thirty-seven-millimeter gun, which tellsmethat it'saJap Modd 95. She's
got two machine gunsin her aswell, but they're probably usel ess with them dug in like that. The Model
95isadinky piece of shit with thin armor. I've got her outgunned with my seventy-six millimeter. If | can
get aclear shot at her, one of my roundsl| go through her like shit through agoose.”

"Bemy gues," Paul offered. Y ou going straight up the hill ?*

"Naw, and | can't afford to get in a shooting match with that pig. I've only got twenty rounds left. | wanna
flank her, and | want some infantry to protect me from any little yellow assholes coming out of holeswith
grenades or Molotov cocktails. This might be a better tank than the Jap, but she will burn real fast under
theright conditions, and | don't want to lose atread to that thirty-seven of theirs, either. That happens
and | gotta St there and walit for nightfal just like you were. No, | wannatake her inthe side or rear.
That'll dso give me achanceto find asafe way up that hill where my tank won't get stuck or dide back.
Who's gonnalead the troops going with me?”

Paul shrugged. "I guess| am.”

Sergeant Orlando smiled openly. "Good. | know too damn many officers who would volunteer their
mother rather than go up that hill."

"Sergeant Orlando, | am not thrilled at the thought.”

"Lieutenant, I'm not ether. Y'know there were four tanksin my platoon yesterday? One blew an engine
and isbeing fixed, while another got blown up by acrazy Jap with abottle full of gasand dl fiveguysinit
got burned to desth. Then the fourth rolled down one of these hills and rolled over. Nobody got killed in
that one, but everybody has broken bones and a couple of my friends may never walk again. So, if you
dont mind, I'm alittle leery of this place and am gonnatakeit as cautiousas| can.”

Paul nodded. "Well take good care of you, Sergeant.”

"Then let'sgo." Orlando closed the hatch. A moment later, the Sherman rumbled out of the ravine and
moved toward the platoon's | eft flank. Paul, ahaf dozen riflemen, and one man with the flamethrower
scrambled dongside and struggled to keep the tank between themselves and the Japanese on the hill.

Paul had ordered Collins and the rest of the platoon to move up around the right flank and keep the
second machine gun occupied. He presumed the cannon in the bunker would concentrate itsfire on
Sergeant Orlando's hulking tank when it wasvisible.

They got to where the Jap tank couldn't see the infantry well and started up the hill. The wet ground
made the climb difficult for the tank, and a couple of times Paul thought that Sergeant Orlando would say
he couldn't makeit. But Orlando was both skilled and persistent and they kept inching upward. The
flanking Japanese machine gun opened up and bulletsrattled harmlessly off the Sherman'sturret, while
the Jap tank's cannon fired sporadically to no effect. Sergeant Orlando's tank returned fire with the



meachine gunin her hull, hitting nothing but keeping the Jap gunners heads down.

The infantrymen stayed in the shadow of the tank and kept an eye out for anything that looked like a
camouflaged hole from where a Jap might emerge. Nothing stirred and the men gained confidence asthey
climbed farther up the hill.

The Americans drew closer until they could seethetip of the barrel of the machine gun asit spewed out
itshate. Paul tried not to think of what might be going through the gunners minds asthey saw the
American tank approaching. They had to know they were doomed. Why didn't they retrest? What the
hell was wrong with these people?

Just as Paul was beginning to wonder when Orlando would use his main gun, he was rocked back by the
sound and concussion of the Sherman's 76mm cannon firing. An ingtant later, the Japanese machine gun
disappeared in acloud of smoke and a shower of rocks.

Safer now, but still moving carefully, the men spread out and advanced on the smoking nest. When they
looked in, they saw the shredded remains of what might have been four or five Japs. With dl the pieces
of smoking flesh lying about, it was hard to be exact.

The Sherman's hatch opened and Orlando looked down on his handiwork. "Not bad,” he reasoned.
"Oneshotisdl it took."

"Yeah," said Paul. "Now al we got to do is get that buried tank.”

Orlando closed the hatch and the Sherman started up again, thistime veering for the higher ground above
and behind the bunker. Paul understood immediately. Orlando was going to hit the Jap from behind. The
way the bunker had been laid out, it probably lacked afiring port in the rear. This meant the Jap would
be blind and hel pless as they advanced down onit.

Orlando drove the Sherman up the hill to where he was above the bunker and within a hundred feet of it.
Paul gripped hisrifletightly and found it hard to comprehend thet live Japs were just afew feet from him.

"Get ready,” Orlando yelled through the cracked hatch, "and get your men spread out, Lieutenant.”

Seconds later, the Sherman's gun fired, then fired again shortly after. When the dust and smoke cleared,
they could see the rear of the enemy tank where the shelling had blown away the back of the bunker.
One more shot and the Jap tank shuddered and began to smoke. The soldier with the flamethrower ran
to the hulk and fired a stream of liquid fire onto the Jap tank, where it stuck to the exposed metal and
began to blaze with an insane fury.

"Migod," Paul said as he recoiled from the suddenness of the flamethrower and the hest it was
generating. Within afew seconds the Jap tank began to rumble and then it exploded, filling the hill witha
small fireworks display as ammunition and fudl blew up. Last, there was one big explosion and the turret
of the Jap tank flew through the remaining earthen cover and severa feet into the air before coming to a
rest alittle ways down the hill, whereit lay like a child's broken toy.

Paul heard an animal howling and redlized it was coming from histhroat as he and the others cheered
their little victory. The Sherman's hatch opened again and Sergeant Orlando climbed out and shook
Paul's hand. "Hot damn,” Orlando said, laughing. "My first timein combat and | got me a Jap tank.”

"Excdlent!" Paul exulted. "Now what about that other machine-gun nest?'

Ashe sad that, Sergeant Collins ran up to them from the other side of the bunker. "Gone, sir. They saw
what happened to their buddies and bailed out.”



"Look out!" Paul exclaimed, wide-eyed, and fired in Orlando's direction.
A lone Japanese gunner clutched his heart and fell.
"Guessnot dl of them," Coallinssaid. "WEell do aclean sveep.”

Thanksto Orlando's tank, Paul's men had taken the hill, wiped out a bunker with atank in it, destroyed a
machine gun nest, and done it with no additional casudties. Better, they'd caused some Japsto bresk and
run away, which they rarely did.

Now he could send his wounded back to the rear without fear of more casudlties, and they could get
medica care. "Staff Sergeant Orlando, you and yours got anyplacein particular to go right now?”

Orlando shrugged. "Home, but they won't let me. Why?'
"| think we work well together. Y ou want to stick around?”
"And be your mascot, Sir?' Orlando grinned infectioudy. " Sounds good to me. Besides, | owe you."

Laughter rang out, awelcome and rare sound.

CHAPTER 39
KYUSHU, EAST OF NAGASAKI

OSSfidd operative Joe Nomura performed an avkward pirouette in front of the small fire, bowed, and
laughed at the thought of a kempel officer behaving in such amanner. Dennis Chambers smiled and
shook his head at the incongruous sight.

"Dammit, Joe, you look real enough to scare anyone when you just stand there in that toy-soldier outfit,
but the shitty little dance you did kind of killsthe effect."

Nomuralaughed. "I never could dance, that's why. How does the uniform ook without the arm?”

"Hell, it looks greet, particularly without your arm. It makes you look sinister, like some old-time warrior
who's survived a hundred battles and come back awar-wise hero. Y ou'd make atremendous samurai."

Joe took the compliment with asmile. After anumber of false sarts and experiments while the two men
taught themsdlves the art of sewing, they'd successfully cut the dead kempei captain's uniform down to
whereit fit Joefarly well. It wasn't perfect, but both men felt it would pass casua observation as most
uniformsworn by the Japanese military were even more ragged and ill-fitting than they usualy were.

Unlike Germany's Gestapo, who had their own digtinctive uniforms, kempei officers wore the standard
Japanese officer's uniform, but with a distinctive armband displaying the Japanese characters ken and
hel, which trandated as"law soldier." Usudly, asin this case, the characters were black on white, and
they made the wearer of them aminor god with enormous power over other peopl€'slives and
well-being.

According to his papers, the dead soldier, Capt. Shozo Onichi, had commanded a buntai, or section, in
the area. Based on Onichi's rank, the two men guessed that a section would be about a hundred men.
Logic also said these would be scattered about Onichi's areaof control, which they presumed to be fairly
large, but that the men would know who Onichi was and what he looked like. This meant that
impersonating Onichi was out of the question. Joe would have to use another identity if he wasto wander
around in the uniform.



Kempe officers carried asword and apistol. Joe kept the pistol but discarded any thought of carrying

the sword. For one thing, a one-armed swordsman looked out of place, and for another, the sword had
been made especialy for Onichi and had been engraved with his name. Joe's possession of it would be
extremdy difficult to explain.

"Okay, buddy, now what?' Dennis asked. "What're you gonna do? Halloween was months ago.”

Joe checked the fit of the tunic. What he was planning frankly scared the hell out of him. "Dennis, | am
going to ride that bike into the nearest village or camp and find the kempei fidld office there. After that,
I'm going to makeit up as| go dong and seewhat | can turn up.”

Dennis shook his head in mock dismay. "That'swhat | was afraid you were going to say.”

Joe grinned. "Who knows, this could be the opportunity of alifetime.” Or theend of alifetime, he didn't
add. Joe wasn't certain why he was going through with thisidea, only that the opportunity was too good

to pass up.

"What if someone recognizesyou?' Dennis asked. "After al, you've been wandering the areafor some
weeks as a shot-up veteran. How'll you explain yoursdlf?

Joe shook hishead. "Won't have to. I'm the secret police, Japan's Gestapo, remember? Even if
somebody should make the connection, they wouldn't dare ask me about it. Hell, | could shoot them on
the spot for their insolence. Nah, they know that kempei often go around in plain clothes so they can spy
on people. They'd probably think | was the biggest prick dive and then wonder what they might have
said to methat would come back to haunt them and get them thrown in prison.”

"How long do you think you'll be gone and what should | do about it?* Dennis asked amogt plaintively.
Hewasin no hurry to beleft lone again. He also regretted that their carefully hoarded supply of liquor
was al used up. He could see where he could need adrink if Joe left him aone for any period of time.

"A couple of days, maybe less, maybe more. But | do want you to move away from here. If things go
wrong for me, it could be real dangerous for you." Joe looked farther up the wooded hillside and across
thevalley. "Go up there, or someplace else where you can keep an eye on this camp. Y ou pick the spot
so | won't know it and won't be able to tell anyone no matter what they do. Y ou see me come back
alone, wait until you're sureit's okay. Y ou see me being followed, or Jap soldiers around me, you run like
hell. Oh, yeah, don't forget to take the pistol and don't hesitate to use it on yourself if it lookslike you're
going to be taken."

Dennis nodded glumly. He wasjust getting used to the idea that he and Joe might makeit through this
thing. He had again started to dream and plan of life with Barb back in Caiforniawhen hefindly came
home to her. Now Joe Nomuras actions stood a good chance of wrecking those plans.

But Chambers had a sense of duty and honor aswell, and he understood what Joe was doing and why.
It wasjust that he didn't particularly haveto likeit. It was one thing to wander through Japanese camps
asan innocuous and invisible refugee, but it was completely different to be an officer in the kempei, one
of the ditein the Japanese military. It was sort of like sticking your head in the proverbid lion's mouth.
He knew Joeto be resourceful and intelligent, long with ruthless, and he could only hope that those
talents and traits would be enough to see him through.

CHAPTER 40
KYUSHU, NORTH OF ARIAKE BAY



Sot. Yuji Yokotaand Ens. Keizo Ikeda had reached an accommodation concerning their persona
differences. After dl, with only the two of them remaining at the clandestine base, it made no senseto
argue, and it was now obviousto Ikeda that the mechanic sergeant was doing everything he could to
ready the planefor itsfina gloriousflight. Keizo acknowledged that it was not Y okota's fault that the
other five planes a their hidden base had managed to take off as ordered and fulfill their destiny as
kamikazes.

Hewaswrong, of course. Y okota had been staling, hoping to delay histransfer back to the army once
Ikeda had departed. Y okota had no intention of dying if he could avoid it. He did understand the ensign's
motives. keda's family had been destroyed by American bombers and the boy wanted revenge. Y okota
disagreed with him, but he respected the young officer's sense of grief and loss. Y okotawondered how
he'd react to theloss of hisown family. It was an academic question as he had no family. The army had
been hisfamily and he was more than ready to disownit.

Thus, asthe next day dragged on and the plane was not ready as promised, neither man lost patience
with the other. To hisdismay, Y okota found there were red problems with the plane that he had great
troublefixing. Finaly, well after his estimated completion time, Y okota put down histools, wiped hisface
with agreasy rag, stood, and bowed before Ikeda, who was genuinely surprised at the gesture.

"Itwill fly, Sr."
Ikedabeamed inrelief. At last. "Thank you, Sergeant.”

"Sir, it will not, however, fly very well. Despite everything I've done, and for reasons | do not understand,
the plane smply will not fly very high.”

Ikeda's face clouded. Thiswas not good. Standard tactics called for a kamikaze to dive out of the
obscuring sun and plummet onto atarget. Thistactic aso drastically increased the speed of the plane,
which then reduced the likelihood of its being shot down. "What do you recommend?’

Y okota was surprised that the officer, particularly ayoung pup such as Ikeda, would ask his opinion.
"Sir, thereisno choice. Y ou must stay well beneath athousand feet at all times.™

I keda thought quickly; hewould stay well below the thousand-foot figure. Instead of diving from the sun,
he would skim the earth. If he could not hide in the clouds, he would seek shelter in the trees and the
folds of the hills of Kyushu. It would be extremdy difficult flying, but he could doit.

"Will you take off at dawn?"' Y okota asked, recalling Ikeda's remark that he wished to be one with the
sun. Thisday wasdmogt over and it would be dark in alittle while.

Ikeda smiled. It was curioudy bestific. "If the planeisfuded, | will fly now, Sergeant. I've seen enough
unrses”

Y okota disagreed with that aswell, as he wished to see many more sunrises, but he helped Ikedawith
thefina preparations. A few minuteslater, the old plane, laden with explosives and tins of carefully
hoarded extra gasoline to aid in itsimmolation, lumbered down the grass runway. The engine ran roughly
and it didn't look asif the plane would gain enough speed to become airborne. Y et somehow it did, and
the small craft began to curl itsway around the nearby hills.

Asthe old wood-and-cloth plane departed, Sergeant Y okota wished the young ensign a successful
encounter with the U.S. Navy and a peaceful eternity. Then he stripped off his uniform and anything else
that marked him asasoldier.



In the plane, Ikeda exulted. He was on hisway. As he kept tight control of his erratic steed, he
concluded that alow-leve night attack might give him an advantage. Coming in low and dow, he might
not be noticed until it wastoo late. Also, the planewas adark gray. He began to like the idea even better
than that of diving out of the sky.

Beneeth him, the ground sped by. Even though it was night, he could still see signs of habitation, and
sometimes people paused to ook up a him as he came upon them so quickly that they could not run and
hide. In the distance he could see the flashes and glows that were the battle for Japan's future. He was
aurprised. The fighting was much closer than he thought.

Then hewas over the battlefield. It was marked by the continuing flicker of smdl-armsfirein both
directions, and then he was past and over the American lines. Again, flying low was an advantage. Even
though occasiond tracers reached out their glowing fingersto pluck him from the sky, he was beyond
them before the gunners had a chance to react to him. He thought it amazing that he could actudly see
American tanks and trucks, along with tents and other facilities as he swept overhead. The Americans
meade no effort to shelter themsdves.

In the distance he saw the flat darkness of the ocean. But before he reached that, he flew over some
American supply dumps and saw the immenseness of them. Then he viewed an airfield under
congtruction, followed by yet another one, which aready had ahandful of planes parked along the
runway. If the Americans were confident enough of their position to build airfields, even small ones, then
thingsweretruly direfor Japan. He prayed that his effort would help.

Soon he was over the dark waters of Ariake Bay and headed out toward the vastness of the ocean. A
couple of American destroyers were anchored just offshore and fired at him with no effect. They could
barely see him in the night and were afraid of hitting each other as he flew just over the waves between
them.

| keda regained some atitude and scanned the area, but saw no tankers or large transports that would be
worthy targets, only smaler craft that seemed to scatter benesth him. Again he exulted; they were afraid
of him. "Banzai!" he shrieked to thewind.

Satified that there was nothing in the bay whose sinking would fulfill his sense of destiny, Ikeda pressed
on toward the open sea. As before, his orders were to attack carriers or large transports and to ignore
gmaller ships, even warships. Only in the case of dire necessity was he to deviate from his orders.

Asheflew on, the plane's unreliable engine started skipping. Perhaps the poor-qudity fuel was clogging
it, or maybe Y okota wasn't quite the mechanic he thought he was. Either way, it didn't matter. Histimein
the air was now limited, and unless he wished to crash usdesdy into the sea, he had better find atarget,
any target.

Ikedaflew on and prayed. He could not die unfulfilled. He had to find aship. It was difficult to stay
arborne, and soon his dtitude fell to under ahundred feet. He could dmost feel the waves reaching out
to doom his quest. Then, in the distance, he saw adim, dark shape on the water with an even larger one
behind it. American ships, but what type were they? He laughed. Whatever they were, they would have
to do.

Ikedaturned his struggling plane toward the larger of thetwo ships. Asit drew closer, the larger ship
took on shape and identity as awarship. It had massive turrets and a superstructure that was now taller
than the height at which he was flying. Ikeda hoped that it was a battleship. That would be afine ending
to hislife

Bullets and shells reached out toward him from both enemy warships, but it wastoo late and he flew



through them asif protected by amagician's spell. Asthe American ship filled hisview, he closed hiseyes
and thought of hisfamily.

CHAPTER 41

Seaman 14 Class Tim Jardine fdt that he was now living dmogt dl hislife within ten feet of the
antiaircraft gunsthat pointed out into the chill night. He comforted himself by redlizing that it could have
been awholelot worse. At least some of the maddening restrictions on their behavior and movement had
been relaxed. In away it was funny. The closer they got to Japan, the less edgy the brass had gotten
about the possibility of enemy attacks. Maybe they were getting used toit.

It did seem that fewer Jap planes were flying, and it waslogica that the Japs had to run out of suicide
pilots someday. After dl, akamikaze didn't make many return flightsif he set out to kill himsdif.

Jardine and the other men in the gun mount had also concluded that their officer, Ensign Hollowell, wasa
pretty good guy, even if he was an officer and young and inexperienced at that. For one thing, he had
devised a better way of rotating men at the guns that kept them fresher during the night. He dso wasn't a
prick when it came to keeping things neat and shipshapein the area. If the navy wanted the guns manned
al thetime, then certain things had to be considered lessimportant than others. The turret and its
occupants may have looked alittle casud, but they were ready to fight.

But the best thing about Hollowell was that he was always hungry and had agreat habit of getting food
and Cokesfor the men. Jardine bit into a sandwich and decided that if feeding people made them like
you, then Hollowell was going to be very popular.

Haverman handed Jardine his binoculars and stretched his shoulders. They ached from the strain of
peering out into the darkness of the night. "Here, your turn.”

"Thanks," Jardine said as he settled the straps over his helmet. "Keep an eye out for MacArthur, hewas
waking around alittlewhile ago.”

Haverman grunted but did not make any disparaging comments about their important guest. MacArthur's
nocturna habit of pacing the ship onewas an old story by now. Just about everyone had seen him,
athough no one spoke to him. MacArthur just wanted to be aone to think, and who could blame him?
Theinvasion was amonth old and the Japs were gtill hanging in there with no signs of their giving up.
Jardine shuddered at the thought of the hell the men on Kyushu were going through. Thank God held
been drafted into the navy.

Jardine looked through the powerful glasses. Asusud, there was nothing. Then astar twinkled and went
out. What the hell? He checked where the star was and it returned.

"Dammit," he muttered.
"What isit?' Ensggn Hollowdl| asked.

"I'm not certain, but there may be something out there, just over the horizon. I'm kinda certain | saw
some motion low inthe sky."

Hollowell made aquick phonecall. A moment later he hung up. "Lieutenant Greene saysthere's nothing
onradar, S0, if it'saplane, it'sway the hell out there. The darkness may be playing tricks on you. Greene
thinksit might beabird.”

"Okay, sr," Jardine said, but he didn't feel comfortable. He had that gut fedling that whatever he saw was



farly close, and it sure ashedl didn't strike him as abird. Wrong sort of motion, athough he had to admit
that he hadn't seen all that much. It was just asensethat it wasn't abird.

So why hadn't radar latched onto it? If it was a plane and was close by, it should have. But where wasi it
written that radar was perfect? The more he thought about what he hadn't quite seen, the more
uncomfortable he became.

Oh, hell, maybe he was just alittle tense being so much closer to Japan than they had been afew days
ago. They'd al been surprised when the five-ship unit had changed its routine and moved well north of
their origina position. Now, instead of being behind the fleet, they were just within the navy's defensive
perimeter. Then he laughed to himsdlf. Like, how did he know that they redly were closer? There had
never been any land in Sight to prove to them that they were actudly any nearer Japan than they had been
before. Maybe it was dl abig joke and they'd wake up tomorrow off San Francisco.

Then he saw it again. It was dark and just afew feet above the waves, and it looked like some weird
bird of prey. But it wasn't abird. It was definitely aplane and it was close, very damn close and coming
at them. He yelled and the antiaircraft battery came dive. Ensign Hollowell saw the dark shape and
hollered out the range but not the order to openfire.

There was a second's hesitation. What if it was an American plane? Was the Augusta's floatplane out on
some damn fool errand? Hollowell sure as hell didn't want to shoot down an American plane.

At that moment, the portside destroyer opened fire, and searchlights it up the sky. Instead of helping, it
blinded the men in the Augusta.

"Dammit,” snarled Jardine as he tried to blink away the sudden loss of night vision.
"Canyou seeit?" screamed Hollowell.

"No!" Jardine could see nothing except light stresks across hiseyes. Then it wasin front of him. "Yes!”
he yelled back. The guns opened up at the dark plane that was dreadfully close and still only afew feet
above the water. Streams of tracers laced the sky, but none seemed to hit the plane that was now only a
hundred yards away and closing in with horrifying quickness.

"It'sgoing to hit usl" Haverman moaned, and covered his head. The plane was headed right for them.
Then, at the last second, the plane was struck by a shell and shuddered. It seemed to rise up higher by a
few feet and flew right over Jardine's head. It was so close that he saw the [anding gear above him. With
aroar it crashed into one of the eight-inch bow turrets. Explosions and flames racked the bow of the
ship, hurling Jardine to the deck. He screamed in fear and confusion as the cloud of burning gasoline
swept above them, showering him with flaming debris. Frantically, he pounded at the host of littlefires
that had started around him until they were out. Only then did he realize that he had burned his hands.

Behind him, damage-control parties rushed toward them and their hoses sent water hurling onto the
major fires. Secondary streams doused Jardine's gun mount and ended any fear of their ammunition
exploding. Jardine heard others moaning in pain and redlized that, other than his hands, which had begun
to blister, he wasn't badly hurt. He whimpered at the joy of it. The goddamn kamikaze, and that's what it
had to have been, had tried to kill him, but had failed. He was till lying facedown, with debris on top of
him. He had to have alot of bruises, but al of hislimbs seemed to be functioning.

Ensgn Hollowd | lurched to hisfeet. Theright Sde of hisfacewasdl red and one eye was closed.
"Sound off," he ordered, and the men complied, identifying themselves. Everyonewas dive, but acouple
were injured. Haverman said he thought his leg was broken, and that seemed to be theworst of it,
presuming that Jardin€g's burns weren't too bad. Maybe he could get atrip back to the States out of it?



"] think I'm okay," Jardine responded, "but there's a bunch of crap on my back.” He didn't want to move.
The debriswasn't dl that heavy, but there might be an unexploded shell or something else that might hurt
him if hemoved it himsdlf. " Somebody check it out, please.”

Ensign Hollowdll staggered to him and pulled some things off him. Then helooked down. "Aw, shit,"
Hollowell said, and garted gagging. "It'sanarm.”

Jardine shrieked and jerked away, causing the limb to flop down on the deck where he stared at it in
shock and revulsion. The arm had been ripped off a the shoulder and was badly burned. "Ain't one of
our guys," Jardinefinally said. "Thank God." Somebody had been ripped apart, but it wasn't one of his
buddies in the gun mount. He was being heartless, but so what? He was alive and the other guy wasn't
and that's al therewas. "Hey, maybe it belongsto that Jap pilot?"

Hollowell looked a the severed arm in the light of the still burning gasoline. Damage control had brought
the fire under control and there were no more explosions, but flames gtill flickered in a score of places.

"Therésaring on the hand,” Hollowell muttered, and willed himsdlf to examine the ghastly thing further.
"Oh, Christ have mercy," he whispered as he turned the charred hand over and examined the ring. "Oh,
Lord."

"What isit, Sr?" Jardine asked. What the hell was so important about aring? He looked at it more
closdly, shocked to recognize aWest Point ring, class of 1903.

CHAPTER 42

Presdent Harry Truman's demeanor reflected the shock and sadness of the entire nation. For dl his
faults, MacArthur had somehow been considered immorta, and his death had been a severe blow to the
nation's collective sairit.

"I want afull military funerd for the man, and that includes his body lying in state in the Capitol Rotunda.
If hiswidow will permit it, Genera MacArthur will be buried in Arlington with absolutely the fullest
military honors possible. Like him or not, the man was alegend who died for his nation, and wewill not
permit his memory to be forgotten.”

Marshal and Leahy nodded. For anation that was till grieving the loss of FDR, the announcement of the
desth of Gen. Douglas MacArthur in akamikaze attack on the cruiser Augusta was too much to bear.

"For reasons | will never comprehend, | don't believe he ever liked me,” Truman continued, "but | can't
hold that againgt him. Hell, if every man who didiked me stood in aline, that linewould likely circlethe
earth at least acouple of times. What isimportant isthat he isthe highest-ranking American killed in this
or any other war, and he will be given what he deserves, amilitary funeral that includes aparade to
Arlington."

Marshal nodded. Desths of ranking officersin combat were rarein modern warfare. Mg. Gen. Maurice
Rose, commander of the 3rd Armored Division, had been killed in Europe, and Lt. Gen. Smon Bolivar
Buckner, the commander of the Tenth Army on Okinawa, had been killed by Japanese artillery on the
last day of thefighting on that idand. Other generas, such as Wainwright and Sharp, had been captured
in the Philippines, but no one even approaching MacArthur's five-star rank had even been scratched.

Asthey discussed an outline for the funeral, Truman redlized that the desth of MacArthur removed a
strong Republican candidate for the presidency in'48. Redigticdly, that only left New Y ork's Tom
Dewey asathreat to hiseection as presdent in hisown right.



Truman hated himsdlf for thinking of partisan politicsa atimelike this, but held been at it for so long it
wasimpossible not to. At least MacArthur's tragic end had deflected questions regarding Japan's
so-called list of prisonersthey'd received from a Swedish emissary. Hed promised aresponseto it as
soon as the people a the Pentagon had finished examining it, and alot of parents and wives were getting
angry and frustrated at the length of time it wastaking.

Truman shook hishead. It was dl so futile. "What were the total casudties on the Augusta?’

Leshy responded, "Besides MacArthur, ten killed and seventy-two wounded. All of the dead and most
of the serioudy wounded were in the forward turret which was directly hit by the plane. The menin that
turret were burned by the gasoline from the plane. Fortunately, the ammunition in the Augusta's turret did
not explode, so shelll be back on station fairly shortly. The mgority of the other wounded are light to
moderately so and will return to duty within a couple of weeks."

"All right,” Truman sighed, "just bring MacArthur's body home as soon as possible.”

Asaresult of the explosion and fire, little had been found of Douglas MacArthur's morta remains. The
largest portion identifiable as hiswas his right arm, and that only because the hand wore his West Point
ring. Other body parts had been found but were too badly damaged to determine whether they were his
or somebody e se's. Ironicaly, more of the Jap pilot's body had been found strapped in the cockpit of
the wreckage of his plane than had been found of MacArthur's. The navy had even identified the Jap
before burying him at sea. Sometime in the future, some scholar or military historian might want to find
out more about the otherwise inggnificant man who had struck down Generd of the Army Douglas
MacArthur.

"Generd MacArthur was amogt difficult man,” Truman added. ""He was pompous, obstinate, arrogant,
and agenius. But most of dl, hewasours. Likel said, he getsafuneral amost befitting ahead of state.”

"Sir," Marshall said, "thismay be distasteful, but, whether we wish to or not, we must quickly appoint a
successor to MacArthur.”

"Anybody in mind?' Truman had no doubtsthat Marshd| dready had an heir designated for MacArthur's
position. Marshal was dways anumber of steps ahead of everyone else when it came to planning, which
meade him without peer in his pogtion.

"Mr. President, | wish to appoint Generad Omar Bradley to succeed General Douglas MacArthur.”
"A good choice, Generd Marshdl, but why him in particular?'

Marshdl was prepared. "Sir, while only the Sixth Army under Genera Krueger is currently activein
Kyushu, the First and Eighth armies are preparing to invade Honshu, near Tokyo. Put together, you have
an army group, and Generd Bradley has extensive experience a that command level having led onein

Europe."
Truman had read hismind. "What about yoursdf?*

Marshall smiled. "Other than the fact that you wouldn't let me go, | have to admit that | can serve the war
effort better herein Washington than | could over there.”

Truman concurred but was insistent. " Then what about Patton, or Eichelberger, or even Genera
Krueger, for that matter?’

"Sir, Genera Peatton isthe wrong type of commander for thiswar. The very aggressiveness that made him
successful againgt the Naziswould hinder him in Japan. Kyushu represents a grinding type of assault and



not the war of motion and maneuver that is Patton's speciaty. I'm afraid the result would be still more
casudtiesand little gained fromiit.

"Generds Eichdberger and Krueger are fine men, but they suffer from two flaws. Firg, neither has
commanded at the army group level, and it is not time to experiment or train someone. Second, neither
Eichelberger nor Krueger are reconizable names to the American public. The death of MacArthur isa
terrible shock, and in order to keep the confidence of the American public, that shock must be countered
by naming someone of great stature and high regard to replace him. By al aspects, General Omar
Bradley isthe best— no, the only— choice.”

"Agreed,” Truman said softly. Marshdl was right on both counts, particularly the second. Marshdl's
political acumen and sense of what the nation wanted did not surprise him. It reinforced his opinion that
Marshal might be an excellent replacement for Byrnes at State. Byrnes's health had begun to fail, and at
sxty-9x he wasn't getting any younger. Hell, Truman snorted, who was?

"Sir, I'veincluded Generd Bradley on everything about Olympic and the subsequent plans for Coronet
for more than amonth now. Heisaswell prepared as he possibly could be."

Truman was surprised and wondered why he felt that way. Marshdl was aways doing these things. The
man wasincredible. "And why, may | ask, did you presumeto do that?'

"Mr. Presdent, | had no ideaithat General MacArthur would bekilled. | did, however, have serious

concernsthat he might not be physically or emationadly up to the monumenta task before him. | was

worried that he might have problems that would require him to be replaced very quickly, and | made
certain that General Bradley was well groomed to succeed him in the event that occurred.”

Truman smiled. "God, you are a coldhearted bastard. But I'm damned glad you're on our side and not
theirs, and I'm even more glad you did what you did, distasteful though | find it.”

"Generd Bradley found it distasteful aswell, but | prevailed on his sense of duty and he agreed to spend
histime boning up on Downfdl. | am confident that he is as knowledgeable as he could be without
actudly being there."

"When can he be ready to leave for Japan?"'

Marshdl checked hiswatch. "General Bradley is packed and ready to depart at a moment's notice.
Planes are ready to begin relaying him across the country and then acrossthe Pecific. If dl goeswell, he
could be with Nimitz on Guam or Okinawain twenty-four to thirty-six hours.”

Truman was pleased. "Whereishe now? | would like to make an announcement of his appointment, and
he should be standing besde mewhen | doiit."

Marshdl again amiled. "Sir, héswaiting in the next room."
CHAPTER 43

Joe Nomura pedaled carefully through the narrow and littered streets of the squalid camp. It wasn't easy
to maneuver the bike with only one arm, and the dirt paths between the hundreds of tentswerefilled with
hordes of displaced humanity. The areas between the rough living quarters were strewn with trash, a
most un-Japanese phenomenon. To Joe it meant that the fabric of Japanese civilization was unraveling.

It amused him to watch the reactions on the faces of the Japanese civilians. Their eyesimmediately went
to the kempei armband and they moved out of the way as quickly as possibleto let him pass. Don't stop



here, they slently told him. No one wanted to be on the kempel shit list, he decided. From what held
heard about the kempei's more recent methods of punishment and extracting information, he couldn't
blamethem. The kempel had not aways been overly brutal, but the desperation of the timeswas driving
themtoit.

Joe found a policeman and harshly ordered him to direct him to the kempei field office. Joe had dmost
asked him politely, but recalled that Japanese officers habitual ly trested those of lesser rank and stature
with cold contempt. His rudeness was expected and in keeping with his position.

The kempel officein Camp 10 was awooden structure that might once have been the house of someone
fairly well-to-do. As such, it was one of the few red buildingsin the areawith aroof, and it did not
surprise him that the kempei had taken it over for themsalves. Everything elsein the camp wastents or
hovelslargely made of debris. A disturbing number of people wereliving out in the open, and the weather
was definitely cooling. He pitied them. With bad weather accompanying chronic food shortages, many
would succumb to illness in the weeks and months ahead if the war continued.

Helad hisbike against awall, confident it would not be touched by the people watching him, and tried
the door to the house. It opened easily and he entered. An oil lamp was on atable and helit it with one
of the matchesthat lay besideit. There was no éectricity in the camp.

Theroom contained severad file cabinets, adesk with atypewriter, and severd chairs. A telephone hung
on thewall, and when hetried it, there was no dia tone or the voice of an operator. A shortwave radio
by another wall was set on one of his frequencies, which he did not consider comforting. A hand-crank
generator connected to another bicycle powered it.

The cabinets were locked, but he found that he had the key to them, along with the key to the desk
drawers. In the desk he found what he wanted— blank kempel identity cards.

Humming contentedly, he set up the typewriter and tried to recal what his mother had taught him about
typing Japanese characters. After afew mistakes, he managed to give himsdf an officia kempei identity
card, using his own name, Jochi Nomura. His OSS handlers had mentioned in passing that, sSinceit was
S0 easy to forget an dias, an agent should use his own name whenever possible. Why not, when no knew
him from Adam anyhow?

Joe had just signed the card in the name of the regional commander and put it away in the wallet that had
once belonged to the late Captain Onichi when the outside door opened and ayoung private entered.
The man stared and blinked at him for a second and snapped to attention.

Joetook theinitiative. "Why was no one here?' he demanded. "Do you aways leave the office and
officid filesin such amanner? Isthere no sense of security here?'

"Sir," the private sammered, "there are only two of usand my corpora was out investigating an incident
when | received word of adidoyal act occurring. Someone had put up awhiteflag and | did not fed |
could walit for hisreturn before tearing it down.”

Good, Joe thought, only two people at thislittle sation. "I presumethat you resolved it satisfactorily,” he
sad haughtily.

"Y es, Sr. The man who put up the flag was identified by his neighbors and beaten thoroughly.”

"Very good,”" Joe said, and the private relaxed. The unknown captain was not going to punish him.
"Whereis Captain Onichi?| was expecting to find him here."



"Sir, | have not seen him in acouple of weeks. Thisisavery smal station and he spends very littletime
here. Y ou will morethan likely find him a Camp Seven.” The private pointed to amap. It showed that
Camp 7 was about ten miles farther away and to the west.

"Indeed. Why would he be there? Is Camp Seven dl that much larger or more important than Camp
Ten?'

The private |looked puzzled. "Sir, the camp is about the same size asthisis, and I'm not certain about the
reason he spends histime there.”

Joe thought that the fat little captain whose body was rotting in afield was either getting laid or fed a
Camp 7. Maybe even both, but he was curious at the ook in the private's eyes and the tentative tone of
hisvoice. Joe decided to probe alittle more about the late Onichi's actions.

"Then tell mewhat it isyou are not certain about.”

Now the private was definitely uncomfortable. "Sir, it'sonly arumor, but | have heard it said that there
may be avery important member of the government under guard in the hospitd at the camp.”

Joe was intrigued and wondered who it was. More important, was it information that was worth
forwarding to hishandlers. "Redly? What makes you think that?"

The private clearly wished he were e sewhere. Thiswas the longest conversation he'd ever had with an
officer. Even shorter ones had usudly resulted in his being punched. He was degthly afraid hed make a
mistake and be punished.

"Sir, one of my fellow soldiers went there once with Captain Onichi. Thereisan area of the medica
compound that is restricted and protected by soldiers of the Imperid Guard, who are commanded by a
guards colonel. The soldiers are disguised as hospital workers and alow no onein or out of the restricted
areawithout the colond's permisson.”

Interesting, Joe thought. Disguised as hospitdl workers, they could not be identified as soldiers from the
ar and thus compromise whatever they were doing. Why were they going to al that effort, and whom
werethey protecting? " And you believe that your captain should be there now?’

"Yes, gr," the soldier responded eagerly. Perhaps the unknown officer would leave right now if he was
encouraged. "Captain Onichi and the guards colonel are working very hard together to capture the spy
who isactiveinthearea”

"I know," Joe lied glibly, although his heart was racing. The private had just confirmed that the radio
Setting was no coincidence. "That iswhy | am here. Catching the py isvery important.”

The private was even more eager to please. "Perhaps you would like to see the latest radio interceptswe
got from the spy? We get copies of what we don't hear ourselves so that they will help us catch him.”

Joe would indeed like to see them, and the private got them. As he read the partia transcripts of his
messages to the OSS, Joe congratul ated himself on not telling the outside world what hewas doing. As
he'd suspected, the Japanese were reading and decoding his messages, and any reference to hisbeing
disguised as aone-armed kempei officer would have meant his doom. He still had an ace up hisdeevein
the form of another way of sending a coded message, but he'd been told to save it for something truly
important, as any code could be broken over time. He would use the second method asalast and
desperate resort when there would not be enough time for the Japs to decipher it.

Then he wondered. Why would the guards colond and the late Captain Onichi be so concerned about



the actions of the spy? Why would they consider one spy such athrest to whatever it wasthey were
doing? Whom or what did they have at Camp 7 that they were so desperate to hide? Joe had the nagging
fedling that whoever wasin seclusion at Camp 7 was more important than the average wounded genera
or admird.

Joe walked over to the map and checked the coordinates. If he left immediately, he could bein Camp 7
inalitlewhile

CHAPTER 44
YUSHU, REFUGEE CAMP 7

Joe Nomura stood at attention in the tent that served as acommand post and tried to anayze the man
he'd just reported to. Col. Tadashi Sakel was a strong and dominating presence, but seemed to be on the
edge of an emotional dliff. The colond's|eft eye twitched and he looked exhausted, most haggard, ashe
questioned Joe about his background. Something was clearly bothering the colonel.

Joe wondered what pressures the man was under. Camp 7 was amost a mirror image of Camp 10,
where held gotten the phony identification that Colond Sakel had ingsted on seeing and examining
carefully. Thisinitself was unusua. The uniform and the armband had so far been more than sufficient to
ensure cooperation. No one had asked for proof that he was a kempei officer, and he had begun to
wonder if he had wasted his time by forging the document. Now he knew it wastime well spent asthe
hawk-eyed colond stared at the piece of paper.

But why the concern and the el aborate disguise? Camp 7 was crowded and dirty, filled with thousands of
confused and frightened civilians who lived in disorganized and shabby clusters. Thefoca point of the
camp was the hospital in which Nomuranow stood. Sekel wore amedic's jacket over hisuniform and
immediaey indsted that Joe do the same. There had been no explanation for this behavior except the
obvious one— Sakel wanted no one flying overhead to detect soldiers on duty in what was otherwise a
civilian hospital. Why? Why the hell were armed soldiers disguised as orderlies guarding asmall tent
complex?

Sakel findly returned Joe's identification. "Be seated, Captain Nomura." When Joe complied, Sakel went
on, "Tell me, where is Onichi? He was supposed to report to me yesterday.”

"I don't know, Sr. He hasn't been seen in severa days." True enough, Joe thought. Even if he was found
now, no one would be able to recognize him. "It is possible that he could have been killed or wounded
by an American plane.”

"Or he could have run off and tried to save himsdif. | hope this doesn't offend you, Captain, but Onichi
did not strike me as astrong-willed person. Certainly he did not have your combat experience. Where
did you say you lost your arm?"

"Guadacanal. | waswounded in the early fighting and was fortunate to be evacuated.” He managed to
look sad ashe said thet asif in memory of lost friends. The vast mgority of the Japanese sent to fight the
Americans on Guada cana were dead and rotting in the jungle. The Japanese navy had performed
marvelsin getting a least some of them off, but many thousands did not makeit.

Sakei examined afingernail. "How were you evacuated? Destroyer or submarine?’

Joe wondered, Is hetrying to trip me?"Colonel, | realy don't recal. My arm was badly infected,
gangrenous, and | was heavily sedated. My only recollection of the entiretrip isthat of pipesoverhead. |
have no idea whether they were from asubmarine or adestroyer. To be honest, ar, | redly don't care.”



To hissurprise, Sakei laughed. The nonanswer seemed to satisfy him. " Someday you'll haveto find out
which it was and thank them properly. And now, what is your reason for being herein Camp Seven?”

"Sir, | was directed to work with Captain Onichi and you regarding the American spy and theradio
broadcasts that we've intercepted.”

Sakei registered surprise. "Why do you think he'san American?'

Oops, Joe thought. Shouldn't have said that. " Sir, it's the opinion of those who've read his reports, which
arein English. The speech patternsare digtinctivey American.”

"Ah," said Sake. "Do you spegk English, Captain?
"Yes, gr, and quitewd| if | might say s0."
"And do you agree with that assessment”?’

Joetook adeep breath. "Sir, | believeit is either an American or someone who has spent agreat deal of
timein the United States."

"Is he of Japanese descent, in your opinion?"

Joe hoped Sakel's next question wasn't whether the spy had only one arm. "Possibly, but not
necessarily,”" he answered, forcing himsdlf to be cam and dispassonate in what amounted to adiscussion
of himsdf. "The spy, and we do think there is only one dthough heistraveling with an escaped POW,
could be another escaped prisoner, or even apilot who crashed and has managed to escape detection.
Either dternative would raise the question of how the spy got hisradio. Therefore, it ismost likely
someone who was landed by submarine or small boat. In that case it does not necessarily follow that the
person would be Japanese. Someone who is stedlthy, good at disguises, or perhaps just extremely bold
might get away with what hesdoing.”

Sakel took a cigarette from hisjacket pocket and offered one to Joe, who took it gratefully. It wasa
Chesterfield and he wondered how Sakei had gotten it this late in the game. Probably off a POW, or

even abody.

"Captain Nomura, | want you to continue looking for the spy. | don't think Onichi will ever turn up, and |
want you to work directly with me. Isthat a problem?’

"No, gr."
"Good. Do you understand why | am so concerned about this one spy?"

"No, g, | am not. | do presumethat it has something to do with the presence of you and your men in this
compound and the fact that you are disguised as medics." Joe decided to add another truthful statement
to hisstory. "At Camp Ten, | read Onichi'sfiles and they made reference to someone of importance
being inthishospitd. Again, | presumethat isthe reason.”

Sakel looked at him thoughtfully. " Captain, do you play chess?'

Joeblinked in surprise. "A little. Truthfully, | haven't played in years." Joe recalled being taught by a
thirtyish schoolteacher who'd been on vacation one summer when he was seventeen. Sheld aso taught
him some amazing new sexua adventuresthat had been much more interesting than chess.

"Areyou intimidated by extremely important people, Captain?"



"l don't think so, Sir. | repect them, of course, but | am not intimidated to the point wherel am unableto
function properly.”

"Good. Somehow | did not think that a veteran who'd faced degth in the jungles of Guadal cana would
be incapable of thought or action in the presence of a high-ranking personage. Theindividud we are
protecting is an extremely important member of theroya family. Let'sjust say heisnot fully behind the
current war effort and is being kept out of the public eye for hisown good aswell asthat of Japan.”

"l see" Joe said thoughtfully. Who the hell wasit? One of the princes? Hirohito had two brothersand a
on.

"The gentleman is bored and is congtantly after meto play chesswith him. While playing, he harangues
me with reasons why we should quit thewar. If he were alesser personage, | would beat him with my
fistssaswell asat chess. Heisbut amediocre player, and | am confident you would be able to hold your
own with him aswell asrefute his misplaced logic, or a least not be affected by it.”

Joe dlowed himself agmile. "I sharethat confidence, ar, but how will it affect my search for the spy?*

"Y ou will haveto do both, Captain. | will giveyou asmall traveling chess set that | have. Please refresn
yourself and practice. If youwould like, 1 will play you and give you some pointers.”

Joe smiled ingratiatingly. "At thistime | do not think | would be aworthy opponent for aninfant. | will,
however, take you up on your challengein a couple of days."

Sakel laughed. "It isgood to be with asoldier. Y ou have no idea how weak Onichi was. Hewas so
squeamish during interrogations of civilian suspectsthat he had to turn them over to hisunderlings. He did
not know that afew painful and necessarily brutd deaths were but asmal priceto pay for victory.”

Joe took the small case with the chess set, saluted, and left. He hated chess, but if he was going to find
out what was going on in Camp 7 and determine whether it was important enough to report, then he
would play the damn game. But Sakei's comments about interrogating suspects surprised him. The
kempel in Japan rarely physically abused Japanese citizens. They might kick or punch someone, but
Sakel had strongly implied brutal torture. The kempei preferred more subtle methods of intimidation to
inspireterror.

So what then was so important that people had to die for it? Who the hell was the haggard Colond Sakel
trying to protect? Who could be so important? Then it dawned on him. Sakel hadn't been referring to one
of the princes or even the crown prince when he said it was one of theroya family. Themaninthe
hospital was Hirohito himsdf!

CHAPTER 45
"Maine, youdie!"
Lt. Paul Morrdl nudged Sergeant Collins. "Maybe we should tell him we're U.S. Army and not marines.”

Coallins coughed deeply and spat on the ground. Like most of the men, the chill air had given him abad
cold. "Let'm die happy, gr. If hewantsto think we're marines, it'sjust fineby me. I'mjust alittle
surprised he pronounced hisr so well. Don't they have difficulty snceit'snot in their aphabet?!

Once again, they lay prone on ahill and faced upward at a Japanese strongpoint. Thisonewas acave
that had been pounded by artillery without destroying it or killing the occupants. The machine-gun fire
from its narrow opening had staled the advance, and the ground leading to it was too steep for Sergeant



Orlando'stank to negotiate. Attempts to burn them out with a stlandard infantry flamethrower had aso
been futile. They were less than a hundred yards away from the cave and the inhabitants had started
ydling & themin bad English.

"Youdielike MacArthur!™
One of the men near Paul asked, " Should we yell back, sir?!
"Dont let me stop you."

Morrell checked the shadows on the ground. In afew minutesit would be night and the advantages
would shift, but to whom? Maybe he could get some men close enough in the dark to throw in a satchel
charge and blow up the cave entrance. He thought back to the lecture on Okinawa and shuddered at the
thought of people, even Jap soldierswho had it coming, being buried alive. He hadn't had to do that yet,
but it looked asif the time was coming.

On the other hand, there was the distinct possibility that the Japs in the cave were working up enough
nerve for abanzai attack, which would end it al and take them out in ablaze of fanatic glory. If that was
the case, he didn't want his men out of the holes they'd dug when it occurred. They'd wait awhile.

The sky darkened and the cloud layer made it even more gloomy and difficult to see. Paul checked by
radio with Captain Ruger and was told that mortars with flares were ready for firing. Paul and Ruger
wished they weren't o damned close to the cave. As aways, the Japs had waited until the platoon was
on top of them before revealing their existence. Once again, he had wounded to carefor.

"MacArthur dead! Y ou dead too!"

"How the hell do they know these things?' Sergeant Collins wondered. "They get anewspaper in there or
something?'

"Beatsme," Paul answered. "Y ou have any thoughts as to how many of them arein that cave?'
"| gottaguess at least ten or so, but not too many more. Goddamn cave just doesn't look that big.”

That was close enough to what Paul was figuring. Not that many Japs, but they were so damn closeto
them. If only the flamethrower had killed them, but it hadn't. Maybe the cave was degp enough for the
Japsto hide in and save oxygen, which aso meant that there might be more Japs ingde than they thought.
Or maybe the enemy had built baffles or wallswithin the cave that the fire from the flamethrower could
not negotiate itsway past. It hadn't taken long for the Japs on Kyushu to figure out that a flamethrower's
stream could be deflected by awall of rocks and that the persons behind the barrier would be reasonably
safe aslong asther air held out.

"I want aflare,” Paul ordered. A few seconds later, the hillsde wasilluminated with aharsh, artificid light
that floated down to the earth, where it gradually faded away. There were no Japs under it.

"Nimitz est shit!"

"Nimitzsasalor," Paul found himsdf saying. "What'd you expect?' That got more laughter from those
who heard it, causing Paul to wonder again just how men could find humor in such deadly circumstances.
Theresliency of both himsdf and the men under his command wasincredible.

"Banza!"

They froze. Was there motion by the cave? Paul cdled for another flare. It revealed nothing.



"Banzal!" Thevoicewasalament and ascream. A frightening call to arms.
"Sergeant,” Paul said, "you know whét the hell they're doing?’

Collinswas chewing gum nervoudly. "I think they're working up the nerve to come out. Probably liquored
al to shit aswdl."

"Banzal! Banza!"
"Hare," Paul ordered, and again the lights came on. Still no Japs.

Then, just asthe light faded, Japanese soldiers spilled out of the cave like ants erupting from a disturbed
colony. In an ingtant of shocking clarity, Paul could seethat only acouple of the dozen or so Japanese
running a them had rifles. Most carried grenades and ran toward them with their mouths wide-open and
screaming incoherently. In front of them, one man, obvioudy their leader, waved a sword and exhorted
themon.

"Fird" Paul screamed. "Moreflares!”

Rifle and BAR firerippled down the American line. Japs were hit, tumbled, and jerked about. Within
seconds, a hdf dozen were down and writhing on the ground, but another handful had made it through.
More gunfire erupted and additiona enemy soldiers thrashed and twitched and rolled downhill. They
were dead, but their momentum carried them forward.

A couple of them were still unhit. The officer with the sword was nowhere to be seen, but two men with
grenades in each hand were amost on them. Then there was one. He stopped afew yardsin front of
them and hurled both grenades just as his body was ripped to bloody pieces by a score of bullets.

One grenade exploded harmlesdy in front of them, but Paul watched in horror as the second grenade
arced through the air toward the soldiersto hisleft. First, he heard screams of panic, then aloud
PHUMP! andfindly acdl for amedic.

While the rest of the platoon continued to shoot the fallen Japanese to make sure they were dead, Paul
raced to where the cry for amedic continued with rising intendity. He legped into a ditch where two
previoudy wounded men looked on in shock at the body of their medic, Corpord Wills. Willslay
facedown with his arms stretched out. Blood and gore saturated the ground on al sides around his
abdomen. Sickened by what he knew he would find, Paul turned the man over.

Willss body from the chest cavity to the hips had been hollowed out asif agiant scoop had spooned out
his body organs. Paul could see his heart dong with his spina cord and hip bones. The heart twitched a
couple of times and stopped. Willssface bore alook of surprise.

Paul turned away and vomited while the two wounded men began to whimper. He returned Willsto his
facedown position and the whimpering stopped.

When he could findly speak, Paul asked the two wounded men what had happened. One spoke while
the other nodded agreement. " Sir, the grenade rolled in and Wills jumped on it. Maybe he thought he
could throw it out, but there wasn't time. Hejumped on it and it blew him all to shit.”

A second medic arrived, and a shaken Paul Morrell left the Ste to find Captain Ruger. Collinstold him
Ruger had arrived and was at the Jap cave. Paul climbed the darkened, body-cluttered ground to the
cave mouth. He flinched as someone emerged from the cave and into the night. It was Ruger.

"Try not to shoot me, Mr. Morrdl."



Paul'sleft hand had started shaking. " Sorry, Sir.”

"The caveisempty. A couple of dead bodies, but nothing ese." Ruger ignored Paul’s nervous reaction to
thefight. "The place wasn't booby-trapped and they left nothing useful. Just some ammo cases and afew
bottles of what |ooks like home-brewed whiskey. Thefilthy swine drank everything before they attacked
and didn't leave adamn thing for us. Good job stopping them, Paul. That was ahdluvafight.”

Paul disagreed. "One of them got through and killed Wills. | had thirty men on line and they couldn't stop
adozen Nipswho were at point-blank range.”

"Couldn't be helped, and you're being too hard on yoursdlf and them. The Japs were running downhill
and had only alittlewaysto go. Y our men didn't have time to choose targets, so I'll bet most of your
men, those who fired, dl hit the sametargets. Hell, that officer with the sword probably got shot a
hundred times. I'll bet everybody wanted a chunk of his skinny yelow ass.”

Paul recdled how only afew had gone down in thefirst fusiliade. ™Y eah. But what do you mean ‘those
who fired? Everybody shot, didn't they?"

Ruger laughed. "In agtuation like that I'll bet half your boys were so shocked shitless by the sight of real
live Japs running down their throats that they couldn't shoot at dl. Either that or they fired so wildly they
stood a better chance of hitting the moon than they did the bad guys. Tell me, how many of them did you
kill with that popgun of yours?'

Paul thought for a second, and the answer stunned him. "'l was so scared of the Japs, and so busy yelling
for someone to shoot them aong with caling for moreflares, that | never did athing with my carbine. |
might aswdl haveleft it & home.”

"That'swhat | mean, Paul. And your boys probably did better than most would've. After al, we're
Veterans now."

There was no sarcasm in Ruger's comments. Once again, hours of boredom had been followed by
seconds of sheer terror. Some soldiers had done well, others poorly. All had behaved normdly.

"Captain, | want Wills decorated,” Paul said, and explained that the young medic had thrown himself on
the grenade in an gpparent effort to save the other two men.

"You sure heactudly fel onit intentionally?' Ruger asked. "Maybe he just sumbled trying to throw it
away or whiletrying to get out of there himsaf?"

"Two men will testify that he made no effort to save hisown life, evenif he could, and that he jumped on
the grenade to save hismen.”

Ruger started the walk down the hill. Paul saw that he was carrying the Jap officer's sheathed samurai
sword. "What're you going to do with that thing, Captain?'

Ruger paused and waved it awkwardly with one hand. The long, single-edged blade was designed to be
gripped with two hands. "Keep it as atrophy for the company. If | l€ft it here, some rear-echelon asshole
would pick it up and send it home as asouvenir of his bravery. Thesethings areindividualy made and
may have belonged to that Jap'sfamily for generations, maybe longer. If | can, I'll try to get it back to his
relatives after the war isover. If not, I'll keep it or give it to amuseum. The Jap was abrave man.
Incredibly stupid, but brave.”

"SowasWills, sr. Bravethat is, not stupid.”



"So put him infor something, Paul. How "bout the Distinguished Service Cross?"

Paul could see Willss mutilated body and the eternal 1ook of surprise on hisyoung face. Wills had been
one of the good guysin the platoon, athough Paul now thought of just about dl of them as good guys.
"No, gr, let'sgo al theway. Let's put Willsin for the Meda of Honor."

Ruger thought for amoment. Politicians and senior officers getting honorsfor just being in the vicinity of
the shooting, and not for doing anything even remotely heroic. What Wills had done on ableak hill on
Kyushu definitely deserved to be remembered.

"Yeah," Ruger answered softly, "let'sdoit.”

Paul felt better. Willss death would have some reason for occurring. "And another thing, Captain. You'd
might want to stop waving that sword around. Some Jap sniper'slikely to get alittle pissed at you for
having it instead of the origina owner."

He laughed out loud when Ruger quickly dropped the sword down to hisleg and looked nervously
about.

CHAPTER 46
KOREA, NORTH OF THE HAN RIVER

Light feathers of icy snow whipped the barren hill overlooking the frosty brown waters of the Han River.
A few milesto thewest was the ruined city of Seoul. It could only be seen asadistant and still-smoking
blur on the horizon, but it marked the only part of Korea south of the muddy and ice-swollen Han River
currently occupied by Soviet forces.

To Marshd Aleksandr Vasilevsky, commander in chief of the Red Army's Far Eastern Forces, the city of
Seoul and the Han River line congtituted only atemporary halt in the inexorable advance of the Soviet
forces againg the Japanese armies. That the halt was essentia and commanded by M oscow did not
affect hisopinion that it was temporary.

On August 9, 1945, the same day the Americans dropped the second nuclear bomb, on Nagasaki, a
million and ahdf Soviet soldiers and airmen had surged into Manchuriaand then on into Koreaand
China. Organized into three army fronts— the Trans-Baikal, the First Far Eastern, and the Second Far
Eagtern— they consisted of eighty infantry and armored divisions, which contained five thousand
armored vehicles and twenty-six thousand guns and mortars dong with afleet of five thousand planes.
This overwhelming and battle-hardened force was hurled at the Japanese, who were pitifully short of
manpower and modern weapons.

With few exceptions, Japanese forces confronting them had aready been depleted by the need to
transfer so many frontline soldiers back to Japan and had been swept aside or bypassed. Japanese
airpower was nonexistent, and Japanese armor was laughably inadequate against the Soviet T-34, the
finest tank in the world. The vaunted Japanese soldier had no chance to stand and fight against Soviet
armor and firepower. In the face of the ferocious Soviet ondaught and far away from home, many
Japanese units had crumbled and run, making the code of Bushido ajoke. Within afew weeks,
Manchuria, northern Korea, and northern China had been overrun with only moderate losses to the Red
Army attackers.

On orders from the Stavka, the Soviet military's high command and in redlity the word of Joseph Stalin,
Vaslevsky had diverted forces from the drive on Koreato concentrate on the effortsin China. The
Korean peninsulawas an apple that could be plucked at any time, while the opportunity to take China



from the Japanese, and to hel p the Chinese Red Army at the same time, was too greet to be ignored.

It aso mattered that the tenuous Soviet supply line from west of the Urdsto Manchuriawas overloaded
and could not sustain Vasilevsky's entire army with food, fudl, and ammunition. When the Siberian winter
closed down roads and rail lines, choices had to be made as to which areas would be supported by the
limited resources, and sustaining operationsin Chinawas the choice.

Vadlevsky had hated his operationsin Koreawhile focusing his effortsin Chinaand had been pleased
with the results. Beijing and Shanghai had fallen along with anumber of other mgjor cities, and the
Soviets il drove southward.

But now, as he watched the columns of antlike figures cross the pontoon bridges of the Han River,
Marshal Aleksandr Vasilevsky was no longer quite so pleased with his success. That was because Lazar
Kaganovich stood beside him on the frozen hill overlooking the Han. Kaganovich was the deputy premier
of the Soviet Union, theoretically second only to Joseph Stain.

Thefifty-year-old Vasilevsky had origindly been aczarist officer and had, before that, even sudied for
the priesthood. Both occurred before the Revolution, which, when it came, he endorsed with fervor.
With his background, along with his tendency to be cultured rather than affect the crudeness of so many
other Soviet officers, Vaslevsky had never felt comfortablein theinner circles of the Soviet hierarchy.

Even though Stalin himsdlf had once considered taking holy orders, Vasilevsky was till concerned that
hisrelatively ditist background might come back to haunt him. He had worked closdaly with Stalin and
knew that he had the power of death at hiswhim. Vaslevsky's command at the far end of the Soviet
empire pleased him because it meant he was far from the reaches of Joseph Stalin and the murderous
intrigues of the Soviet empire.

However, Lazar Kaganovich's presence on the Korean hill meant that Stalin had reached out to him. To
some people, the huge but cadaverous-looking Kaganovich personified evil. Y ears earlier, he had
delivered his own teenage daughter to be seduced by Stain, then permitted his own brother to be
executed. Kaganovich had further demondtrated hisloydty to Stalin when he orchestrated the desth by
garvation of the millions of progperous farmers, the kulaks, whose continuing prosperity insulted the
egditarian ideds of communism. Asdeputy premier to aman who kept everything to himsdf,
Kaganovich'smain role wasto be Stalin's executioner.

"Doesthe sght please you?' Kaganovich asked.

Vadlevsky wondered how any man could permit Stalin to flick his own daughter, murder his brother, and
gtill work for him. Kaganovich's degree of devotion to Stdin was frightening.

"Indeed it does, comrade, as does anything Comrade Stalin wishes."

"Some might say that we are |etting the Japanese get away," he said, gesturing to the columns of Japanese
infantry that moved acrossthe bridgesin plain Sght and under scores of sllent Soviet guns.

Vadlevsky recognized the clumsy probe and deflected it. " Anyone who felt that way would be didoydl.
Comrade Stain knows what he is doing and has proven that many times over."

"Good. Even though wedl fdt you would understand and comply, it was considered important enough
that | come here to bring you the message in person.”

"l understand.” Vasilevsky aso understood that the pendty for hesitation in complying with Stain's order
would have been abullet to the brain from Kaganovich's pistal. It had been widely rumored that Stalin



had gotten Kaganovich's daughter pregnant as aresult of the seduction. Vasilevsky wondered what had
happened to the unfortunate girl and her bastard child. He doubted that either till lived.

Y et, despite his personad and unreveded misgivings, Vaslevsky had to admire the audacity of the new
Stuation. Kaganovich's message was that Stalin had reached a secret accord with the Japanese
government. Under it, the Red armiesin Koreawould halt in place and safe passage through the Russian
lineswould be granted to the Japanese forces in Chinaand other parts of Asa. Theresults of the
agreement were below Vasilevsky. Long lines of Japanese soldiers, including many taken prisoner in the
preceding battles, were crossing over the Han and back into Japanese control.

"Comrade Kaganovich, how long do you think the secret of the accord will endure?’

Kaganovich's laugh was asharp cackle. "Long enough for many tens of thousands of Japanese to escape
to Korea, and long enough for usto tilt the balance of the war of liberation against the corrupt Chiang
Kai-shek regimein the favor of Mao Tse-tung's Marxist forces. Then, like Poland and eastern Germany,
we will present the United States with afait accompli which they can only undo by force of ams. They
will not fight for Chinaany more than they will for Poland or any other country we desireto control.”

"Do we care what ultimately happens to the Japanese crossing our lines? Have we made further
arrangementsto get them to Japan itself?"

"We care nothing about them," Kaganovich snarled. "Once the stinking yelow shits are across the Han,
they are Japan's problem. Let the Americans bomb them to pieces when they try to crossthe straitsto
Honshu and Kyushu. But those that do make it to their home idandswill go on fighting and further
wesken the United States by the casudtiesthey will inevitably inflict. Thisisadl part of Comrade Stalin's
grand plan. Heis delighted when the capitdist nations such as Japan, Germany, Great Britain, and the
United States fight each other. Each battle between them weakens them all and makes the ultimate
victory of communism that much more likely to occur soon.

"Jgpan,” Kaganovich continued, "cannot win thiswar no matter what awful weapons she decidesto use.
All she can do ismake her defeat and destruction dl the more absolute. At the sametime, shewill drag
the United States down with her. After awhile, we shal take over the remainder of Koreaand excisethe
Japanese army with as much difficulty as| would have squeezing aripe yellow pimple. Then wewill bein
apostion to take over Japan itself once the Americans are through exacting their revenge.”

Vaslevsky shivered and it wasn't from the cold. What if the American reaction to this betrayd by Russa
was not what Stain predicted. The Americans had the atomic bomb. Would they useit in revenge againgt
the Soviet Union? He shivered again. If that occurred, millionswould be daughtered and the fighting
might go on forever. What kind of world might be left for the descendants of Lenin's cause to inherit?

CHAPTER 47

KADENA, OKINAWA

Adm. Chester Nimitz greeted Gen. Omar Bradley with hisusud casud cordidity. Bradley had been
about to salute the five-star Nimitz when he found his hand grasped firmly and shaken by the admiral.

"Good to see you, Generd." Nimitz's smile waswide and sincere. It was easy for Bradley to respond in
kind.

Bradley had beeninthe air in amiscelany of transports and bombers for what seemed an eternity and
had not, other than for catnaps, had much deep in the last couple of days. Arrivd at the Okinawan air
base had energized him. Overflying theidand, now an even vaster military camp than it had been prior to



the invasion of Kyushu, he had been reminded of the vast accumulation of men and matériel in England
just before the Normandy landings. Better yet, the affable Nimitz seemed genuindly pleased to have him
here to take over control of the suddenly leaderless army and its accumul ating woes.

They walked briskly to ahangar that Nimitz had converted into an instant meeting area. Bradley had
flown with only afew lower-ranking aides, and Nimitz, seeing that his own staff outnumbered and
outranked Bradley's, sent most of his men away. Such tact and concern were typical of Nimitz, and
Bradley wondered if Mac Arthur had ever appreciated it.

"Beforewe get darted,” Nimitz said, "thisisfor you." He held out asmall package, which apuzzled
Bradley took and opened. Insde were two sets of five stars. "I just got word a couple of hours ago that
you've been promoted,” Nimitz continued. "Thisis an extraset of mine. I'd be honored if you'd wear
them.”

Bradley's face flushed with embarrassment and pleasure. He grinned and cheerfully dlowed that he'd be
deeply honored to accept them. Nimitz pinned them on him while the handful of ades applauded, and the
two men sat on comfortable chairs that faced each other. There was no table and Bradley commented
that there was nothing between them. The two men realized that Bradley's promotion meant a
continuation of the divided command structure: Bradley would command on land, while Nimitz
commanded at sea. Each had his own subgtantia air arm. The command issue remained touchy.
Cooperation would be required.

"Generd Bradley, where do you intend to exercise command?”’

Bradley had given that alot of thought on the flights over. "I've sent ordersthat MacArthur's saff isto
move to Okinawaimmediately. The Philippines arejust too far away from the war. Lord, in Europe |
thought a hundred miles behind the lineswas along ways, but the Philippines are thousands of milesfrom
Japan. | can't command from that far away. Asthereisno rea centra point where land forcesfor the
next phase of the operation are gathering, there's no reason not to be closer.”

Nimitz chuckled. "The concept of distanceisradicdly different in the Pacific. Are you keeping al of
Mac's gaff?

The question was acareful reference to the problems Nimitz and his people had had dealing with
MacArthur's arrogant chief of saff, Gen. Richard K. Sutherland, and the arguments over intelligence
estimates with hisintelligence expert, Gen. Charles A. Willoughby.

"Willoughby and Sutherland are gone. Willoughby was wounded in the attack on the Augusta, and I'm
having Sutherland reassigned stateside. Asto therest of his staff, | don't think it'swiseto changetoo
many horsesin midstream, so I'm just going to keep his people for the time being and see how they work
out. If people need replacing, it will be done on anindividua basis. I'm not planning any housecleaning.
Willoughby and Sutherland will be replaced by their immediate subordinates, athough | am bringing Matt
Ridgway in from Europe with an open-ended assgnment to assist me."

"Makes sense.” Nimitz did not add that Willoughby and Sutherland's aasence might improve the army's
willingness to accept intelligence estimates from sources other than their own. The choice of Lt. Gen.
Matthew Ridgway as an apparent liaison to serve where needed was wise aswell. The fifty-year-old
Ridgway had distinguished himsalf in the European theater and would be well placed to step in if any field
commander faltered.

"Mac's gaff should be arriving in asteady stream over the next severd days," Bradley said. "'l can't
imaginethey'll dl bethrilled to leave the rdative comforts of Manilafor the tents and huts of Okinawa,
but I think it best."



Nimitz smiled at the thought of some of Mac's staff actualy having to rough it alittle. So far, hewas
pleased with the army's new commander. Bradley was living up to his reputation for common sense and
plain deding.

"Admird, inalittlewnhile plan on visiting Krueger on Kyushu, aong with Eichelberger and Hodges, and
getting some redl up-to-date information on the army. But what about the navy's Situation?"

Nimitz sighed. "We have suffered more losses a the hands of the Japs than we did in any battle or
campaign dl throughout the war. The kamikaze aircraft in particular have been devagtating. We haven't
lost any mgjor ships— no battleships, fleet carriers, or heavy cruisers— but a score of smdl carriers have
been sunk aong with anumber of light cruisers and destroyers. At least ahundred transports have gone
to the bottom, which is causing red problemsin supplying the army. Many, many ships, including an
additiona number of transports aswell asthe largest warshipsin our fleet, have been struck and
damaged to some degree. A number of them have had to leave Japanese waters for repair.

"We arefairly safe here on Okinawa, but the ships off Kyushu live in fear twenty-four hoursaday. The
attack on the Augusta seemsto have energized the Japs. From a manpower standpoint, the navy's
suffered more than thirty thousand casudties with haf of them killed, and many of the wounded very
serioudy s0. Our only hopeisthat the Japs will soon run out of planes and suicide boats.”

"How many of their planes have been shot down?' Bradley asked, recaling that the Japs had an
estimated ten to twel ve thousand planes when the invasion Started.

Nimitz laughed. "If you believe my pilots and gunners, then al of them and at least twice over.
Redligticaly, we may have shot down five thousand, but more than eight hundred have struck their
targets. Based on intelligence estimates and message intercepts, another thousand or so never got near
the fleet and crashed because of mechanica problems or other defects. However, agood estimateis that
there are somewhere between three and six thousand planes still waiting in Japan for us. Good newsis
that we seem to have the submarine threat under control, and other types of suicide craft— small boats,
divers, and such— have been pretty well eliminated. All that remains are the darned planes.”

To Bradley it sounded asif the navy was taking a besting. Y et the fleet was il close to Kyushu and
nava planes continued to fly close cover for the men on the ground. If the navy gave up, it would be
impossible for the men on the ground to sustain their dow but steady advances. The kamikazes would
aso be freeto find targets of opportunity on Kyushu, with supply and fuel depots being particularly
vulnerable,

"Admird, | understand that you made an offer to share the facilities on the command ship Wasatch with
Generd MacArthur, and he, uh, did not think it sppropriate.”

Nimitz grinned at the memory of it. MacArthur had been polite but there was no misinterpreting his
fedingstha he would be subordinate to Nimitz if he and his staff were on the Wasatch. "That's one way
of puttingit," Nimitz said drily.

"Well, if the offer fill stands, 1'd like to take you up on it and move myself and afew key people onto
the Wasatch."

Nimitz beamed. "That would be excdlent!" The two cocommanders could talk to each other face-to-face
and solve problems without being separated by thousands of miles of ocean.

Sometimes Nimitz wondered how Americas army and navy had done aswell asthey had with the
prevailing arrangements.



"Say, Generd Bradley,” Nimitz said teasingly. "May | presume you'll be our guest for dinner and possibly
permit usto celebrate your well-deserved promotion in atraditiona manner? Alcoholic beverages may
be forbidden on ship, but it appears that we are on land a the moment.”

"Delighted, Admira. And when | am on board the Wasatch, I'll be certain to designate a portion of it
army territory so we can get around thet little prohibition.”

Better and better, Nimitz thought. " And one other thing. Do you play horseshoes?!

Horseshoes, which Nimitz loved, had been prescribed for him asameans of dleviating the stress of his
position. "Admira Nimitz, | would be ddighted to take you on in horseshoes.”

CHAPTER 48
THE STRAITSBETWEEN HONSHU AND KYUSHU

Onanormd evening, the rugged coagtd hills of the nearby idand of Kyushu would have been plainly
visible from the equaly harsh coast of Honshu. Buit this, Fidd Marsha Shunroku Hata mused happily,
was not an ordinary evening. Thiswas awonderful evening. It was one of those nights when the marriage
of the cold wind from the north and the warm sea from the south had turned the night air into adense fog
that would last for many hours.

If he was shrouded in the fog, the American bombers and fighters would be blind to his actions. All dong
the shore, amighty host had assembled, and its crossing of the mile-wide Straits separating the larger
idand of Honshu from the smdler idand of Kyushu would be amilitary triumph that would ring through
Japanese history. Hata mentally compared it with Hanniba's crossing the Alps against the Romans. In this
case, it would be the arrogant and supposedly invincible Americans who would be shocked to find that
the battle-torn army on Kyushu had been so stunningly reinforced by two fresh and well-equipped
infantry divisons.

For weeks he had planned, hoarded, and hid histhousands of men in places dong or near the coast.
Patiently, he had waited for the right weather conditions that would ensure that the two reinforced
divisonsof infantry would be able to cross that maddeningly narrow body of water without great harm.

Along with men, Field Marsha Hatahad used his skills and power to accumulate hundreds of small boats
that could hold anywhere between ten and fifty soldiers each. They werefilling with men and would soon
rush acrossthe gtraits. There they would unload their human cargo and return for another trip. Hata's staff
had felt it would take only two or three trips to complete the transfer. Thanksto the wegther, it would al
occur this one evening. Thetwo divisons, thirty thousand men, would be safely across and inland on
Kyushu before the westher changed. They would swarm the narrow dtraits like locusts crossing afield.

Japanese weather forecasters a ong northern Honshu and Korea were confident that the bad weather
would hold at least throughout the night. Hatalaughed silently at the term bad weather. He considered it
marvel ous westher. Some other day he would appreciate the sun and the blue sky; tonight he adored the
gloom and fog. If the kamikazes were the divine wind, then tonight was the night of the divine migt.

The sixty-six-year-old Fiedld Marsha Hatawasin overall command of three areaarmies. the Sixteenth on
Kyushu, which was currently fighting the Americans, the Fifteenth, which was based on the part of
Honshu facing Kyushu; and the small Fifth Area Army, which was based on the northernmost idand of
Hokkaido. While the Sixteenth and Fifteenth faced the Americans, the Fifth looked nervoudy acrossthe
waters toward Sakhalin and Siberia, where the Soviets lurked.

At least he did not have to worry about the Red Army at thistime. He had been assured that the Soviets



would not move against Hokkaido or anywhere else. This enabled him to strip garrisons and exchange
unitswithout fear of the Russians stabbing him in the back.

The Russians might be athresat in the future, but the immediate problem was the American invaders, and
an additiond force of thirty thousand men might be enough to tip the scaesin the favor of Japan.

The sgnd was given. Asfar ashislimited vison would alow him, Hata could see hundreds of men
pushing off into small boats while their comrades cheered them on, exhorting them to move more swiftly
S0 they could make the journey themsalves. It was glorious and made him think of amedieval pageant as
the little boats disappeared into the fog.

Under normd circumstances, having so many men gathered in ranks along the beaches would have been
suicidd, an invitation to the Americans to bomb and strafe, but this night the mist cloaked them. Hatas
two divisonswould go ashore and head inland, skirting the radioactive ruins of Kokura asthey began
their trek to the front lines.

"Banzai!" someone yelled, and athousand nearby throats repeated the cry. Hatas chest nearly burst with
pride and an unbidden tear swelled in his eye. These were good troops, the best Japan had |eft, and they
would stop the Americans.

Feld Marshd Hatawaked the rocky beach, letting his men see him. They saluted and cheered him, and
he saluted back with an uncharacteristic broad smile on hisface. He knew it pleased them to know that
he shared the night with them. Not many generad's, much lessfield marshas, got this close to the men who
would diefor them. Hataknew it would further inspire the brave young soldiersin their fight for Japan's
urvivd.

He checked hiswatch. It had been more than an hour, and the first wave should be acrossthe dtraits. He
received confirmation of thisfrom aradioman, who said that many were dready unloading and the men
were heading inland. Some of the swifter boats had aready made it back to Honshu and were loading
again. He squinted out into the dark waters and wished he could see more clearly.

And then he could.

There was no mist. For afraction of asecond, he could see every small craft that bobbed on the waves
and the dark columns of infantry beyond that snaked into the hills of Kyushu. Then alight brighter than a
thousand suns washed across him, baking him. A second later, a shock wave blasted across the straits
and blew his charred body into a thousand pieces. The shock wave continued up the hills of Kyushu and
Honshu, draining the life from many of those who had not been killed by thefire of theinitid blast.

Those who survived the heat and shock wave watched in agony as the evil-looking mushroom cloud
lifted toward the heavens. At its base, amassive tidal wave formed and hurled itself onto theland,
washing away further thousands of those who had lived through the first seconds of the explosion and
dragging their bodies down to the sea.

When it was over, few remained to tell of the catastrophe, and most of those who did live were sickened
and later killed by therain of radioactive water and debris that blanketed the area. Had more been dive
when this deadly torrent occurred, the deaths from radiation poisoning would have been greater. Asit
was, only ahandful werel€eft to sicken and die.

Asthe angry wave receded back into the churning straits, the mist soon returned and covered the water.
If someone had walked into the scene and not known the truth, it would have appeared peaceful and
serene with only amoderate rain faling to mar the night. No one would have believed that the thirty
thousand men of the Japanese 81t and 214th Infantry Divisions had been there and then ceased to exigt.



CHAPTER 49
MIYAKONOJO, KYUSHU

It seemed like amiracle, or maybe severa miracles, 1t Lt. Paul Morrell thought. Their ordedl at the front
wasover, a least for awhile. The entire regiment had been rotated out of linefor rest and refit and sent
to acamp near the undistinguished town of Miyakonojo, abouit fifty milesinland, while some other poor
dobstook over the thankless task of climbing hillsthe Japs didn't want them to.

Asan example of their new status as temporarily rear-echelon, they'd had the opportunity to wash their
uniforms and shower. An astonishing amount of dirt had run off Paul's body, and he was surprised a how
skinny he'd become. He weighed himsalf and found that held lost fifteen pounds and that his body was
mottled with bruises and laced by scratches. Helooked at himsalf in amirror and saw a gaunt-looking
stranger with deep-sunk and fatigued eyes. What the hell had happened to the young man held once
been? He wondered if he could ever go back to hisprior life.

They ate hot meals topped off with adessert of cold ice cream, and so what if they ran out of
chocolate— everything was ddlicious. They had cotsin tentsthat actualy kept out the wind and therain.
Paul vowed that he would never again think of atent asa primitive place to live. Compared with the
previous weeks of living in rain, mud, and squaor, atent was luxury beyond compare. The
Waldorf-Agtoriain New Y ork would not have been better, he thought. Then he laughed at himsdlf. Of
course it would be better.

Even more civilizing was the presence of good, cold American beer. Paul clutched severd bottlesto his
chest and stepped outside. Despite the chill, he and most of the others found it relaxing to be in the open
ar to smoke, drink, and just walow in the wondrous fact of their being dive and well. A number of guys
were gtill indoors playing cards or just deeping, but it was exquisite to be outsde and able to walk
upright without fear. Although artillery rumbled in the distance, the air was free of the stench of death and
the smell of sulfur from exploding shells. For once, the air they breathed was actually fresh.

Wesgpons were stacked in thelir tents, but they dl still wore the stedl pots that had protected their skulls
sgncethelanding. About athird of the men who had landed with the regiment were dead or wounded.
They'd paid ahdluva price for abeer and awarm place to deep.

Paul walked past agroup of enlisted men who were sprawled on the chill ground. "Hiya, Lieutenant,”
saild Weaver, a PFC from Chicago. Weaver had been dightly wounded but had declined achanceto go
to therear earlier. By declining to go, he had probably screwed up his chance for a Purple Heart. Paul
made amentd noteto seeif he could do something about that.

"Hi yoursdlf," Paul said, grinning, ignoring that none of them had made any effort to come to attention. It
was not the time to be tight on military formaity. Now was areminder that it redly wasacitizen army,
with few professiona or career soldiers. Firgt Sergeant Mackensen was the only one he could think of,
athough some would doubtless want to remain in the service after the war ended. If, that is, thewar ever
ended.

"Got aquestion for you, sir," Weaver said.
Paul stopped. "Okay."
"Do you think they should have drafted Frank Sinatralike they did Joe Louis?'

Paul laughed. "I have aquestion for you— who the hell cares?'



Weaver pretended to be hurt. "We do, sir. Every day we come up with atopic to discuss, and Sinatra's
draft statusistoday's issue of deepest concern. Hell, g, it helps keep our minds out of the war."

Makes sense, Paul thought. Keep the agony at bay with silliness. "What other questions have you come
up with?"

Weaver belched and dmost dropped his beer. Asit was, he spilled some and it doshed over hisleg. He
didn't seemto notice. "Wdll, gr, yesterday we discussed whether or not Judy Garland fucked the Tin
Man, and the day before we decided that smoking really was good for you and wouldn't stunt your
growth."

"Heavy stuff." Paul laughed. "What's the consensus on Sinatra?"

Weaver looked at the others, who nodded for him to continue. "Well, we think we're better off without
him. Wethink he's so skinny someonewould haveto carry hisgear for him. Also, | don't think he sings
that great anyhow and won't last, despite what my little Sister writes about him. She just loves his skinny
little dago ass. By the way, last week we decided that Scarlett O'Hara probably was alousy lay. We il
wonder, though, whether Jap pussy is danted sdeways liketheir eyes are. Guess welll have to find that
out ourselves, athough none of us are o horny yet that well screw someone who actualy eatsraw fish."

"You will be soon,” Paul told them solemnly. "Keep up the good work, men.”

Hewaked past where Sergeant Collins, First Sergeant Mackensen, and several otherswererelaxing as
well. Callinshad asilly grin on hisface while Mackensen's eyes were blank. Sweet dreams, Paul thought.
Sergeant Orlando, owner of the M4 Sherman that had proven its worth a dozen times, brushed by him
on hisway to join the group.

"Sorry, Lieutenant, but thisisthe NCO club. Officers country istwo trees and five rocks over to your
left.”

Paul dapped him on the shoulder and told him where he could drive histank and then spin the turret. All
theruleswererelaxed, at least for the time being, and it was good, damn good, to be dive.

Just about two trees and five rocks over, Paul found Captain Ruger, Lieutenant Marcelli, and Lieutenant
Bergen stting on the ground. Lieutenant Kinski, he recalled, was resting from about of near pneumonia
Kinski was anew guy who'd replaced Houle, who'd been killed aweek before.

"Siddown," Ruger ordered, and Paul happily complied. He squatted on the ground and took along pull
of beer. Each of the others had abeer in his hand and a couple more in the pockets of his jacket.
"Ammunition," Ruger added, and patted afull bottle. "Never want to run out of ftickin' anmo.”

Paul sprawled on the ground and looked up at the sky. "What now, brave captain?’
Marcelli answered, "Live for today. There may not be atomorrow."

Ruger cuffed him on thearm. "God, that's disma. We're getting out of here. All of usl Even Kinski, when
he getsover his case of the sniffles.”

Paul thought such fond hopes were the acohal talking. Unless the war ended soon, they'd have to return
to thefighting and take their share of casualties once more. Paul wondered just how many timesaman
could be shot at before the bullet with hisname on it was fired. He decided to change the subject.

"Okay, Captain, we go home. Then what?"



"Gottaget homered fast and get out of the army so | can make alot of money whilel can. The
Depression was ended by the war, but it sure as hell iscoming back. Roosevet might have fixed it for a
little bit, but this Truman character ain't smart enough to keep the wolves from returning. | was poor
before and | ain't gonna be poor again.”

Ruger finished a bottle and threw it angrily into the darkness, where it landed with adull thud. "That's
what | hate about being here. All the people who werein the army are getting out and getting all the good
jobsand al the good women. Thank God | got agood woman waiting for me, at least that'sonething |
won't have to worry about. But by the time we get discharged, there won't be shit |eft in the way of jobs,
and the Depresson will come back in dl itsugliness.”

Marcelli handed Ruger afresh bottle. " Some people say that the economy won't go belly-up. They say
there's so much pent-up demand for goods that a boom economy will last along time. | read an article
about that ina Collier's | found,” Marcelli added brightly.

"S0, how you gonna solve the problem, Captain?' Paul asked.

"Red edtate," Ruger answered quickly. "Nobody's built any housesin years, and thereisn't that much
room left to build in the cities, and, besides, most city houses are small and cramped. People who have
money are going to want something better than thelittle homestheir parents had and will be moving out
into the countryside. Hell, alot of them are il living with their parentsin those little houses. I'm going to
buy vacant land and build housesoniit.”

Paul wondered how that ambition jibed with his earlier satement that the economy would go to hell, but
decided not to pursue it with the inebriated captain. However, he was intrigued by the comment that no
homes had been built since the war started. No cars had been made, so it made sense that other aspects
of the economy had frozen in place aswell. If so, it meant that alot of people did indeed have alot of
money to spend. Large plots of vacant land outside of the city might be agood ideafor an investment. All
he had to do was get home and get his hands on some money. He had acollege degree, liberd arts, and
it wastimeto put it to use.

"l just want ajob, any job," muttered Lieutenant Bergen. "My dad had afarm in Kansasand lost it dl.”
Ruger raised an eyebrow. "1 thought you were from New Y ork?"

"] am now. We moved there and lived with rel atives and tried to find work. There wasn't much there
ather”

Paul thought of hisamost privileged background. At times his parents had been worried about money,
but they had never been destitute. He had seen people begging in the streets and sifting through other
peopl€estrash for thrown-away treasures, but, even during the worst of times, he had never thought it
could happen to him. Now he was beginning to redize just how fortunate he'd been and just how much
he had taken it for granted.

Weaver's comments about Sinatraand his being skinny might have been about the Depression aswell.
He'd known of alot of guyswho'd failed their preinduction physicals smply because they weren't hedthy
enough to be soldiers. There was nothing gpparently wrong with them, but years of poor egting had
damaged them physicaly. He wondered if they would live shorter lives asaresult. He laughed. Hell, they
might live alot longer than he would. After al, the Japs weren't shooting at them.

"Here'sto MacArthur.” Bergen raised his beer and dopped some onto his chest. "Shit," he said, and
wiped it off awkwardly.



"Fuck MacArthur,” Marcelli snarled. "If held done thisright, we wouldn't be here. Wed have won
already. He's dead and good riddance.”

Captain Ruger coughed and fumbled for acigarette. "Y ou think Bradley'll do better?’
"Couldn't doworse," Marcelli answered.

Paul wondered about that as well. He knew of Bradley from hisreputation in Europe and fdlt they'd
gotten atop-notch man to replace MacArthur. Bradley would do agood, solid job and not place hismen
in unnecessary jeopardy. But, of course, much of what occured would depend on the Japanese, who
had, so far, proven damned uncooperétive.

They talked and drank until they ran out of beer. Then they sent Lieutenant Bergen— he wasthe junior
officer present aswell as the most sober— back for more, which they polished off. Findly it wastimeto
return to their tents and the luxury of deeping on cotsinstead of the ground. They would wallow inthe
ability to deep in until the headaches that were going to occur from their drinking wore off. The MP
guards around the camp would protect them from any Jap snipers or infiltrators. All they had to do was
rest and build up their strength for the next round of fighting.

AsPaul staggered into histent and stripped down to his Skivvies, he wondered just what life would be
like when he got back home. He wondered what Debbi€'s reaction would be when hefindly got back to
her. Inaway, hefdt guilty. It'd been awhile since held had the time and the opportunity to even think of
her, much lesswrite her. Their mail hadn't caught up with them so he didn't know if she had written lately
or not. He closed his eyes and conjured up avision of her face. She seemed to smile at him and then he
was adleep.

CHAPTER 50
ARIAKE BAY,KYUSHU

Men stiffened to attention as the four-seater R5 A helicopter lowered itself awkwardly onto the ground.
When the rotors stopped their insane whirling, Lt. Gen. Robert Eicheberger sdluted Generd of the Army
Omar Bradley as Bradley emerged gingerly from the ungainly machine.

"Welcometo paradise,”" Eichelberger said as Bradley returned the salute. The two men then shook hands
warmly. "Did you enjoy your hdlicopter ride?"

"Incredible machine. | knew we had them, but thisisthefirst timel'veriddenin one. And it was afine
idea having me ferried out from the Wasatch init. How many others are there and what are we using
them for besides limosfor generals?

Eichdberger laughed. "We have nearly ahundred in totd, although many are smdler than the oneyou
rode in. We use them for courier service because the roads here are nonexistent, and you'll be pleased to
know that we are using choppers for medica rescues and evacuations. Of course, the wounded have to
be heavily sedated or they'll go into shock from the redlization of what they'reflyingin."

"Wonderful," Bradley said sncerely. The care of hiswounded was dways a primary concern.

"Wefirst used themin thejungles of Burmaayear or so ago, and under the circumstances, it was a
logical thing to do here. We've a o ouitfitted some choppers with rockets and machine guns and have
had alittle success with them as gun platforms. Unfortunately, they're so damned vulnerable to dmost any
kind of gunfire that we've put that idea on the back burner. Pretty soon I'm confident that someone will
come up with ahelicopter that's larger and will be armored enough to stand smal-armsfire.”



"Good idea," Bradley said asthey walked toward the miscellany of huts and tents that were the
headquarters buildings of the American army in Kyushu.

Bradley hdted. "Istheair force here?!

"Yes, ar. Per your ingructions, you'll talk with LeMay done, and then with Krueger, Hodges, and mysdlf
tomorrow."

"Good." What he had to say to Mg. Gen. Curtis LeMay would best be said in private. The air corps
was ayoung service, and CurtisLeMay, at thirty-nine, was avery young genera who was brilliant,
hard-driving, and innovative. Hisideato strip the B-29s of machine guns so they'd be lighter and then fly
low-level bombing runs on the Japanese had worked brilliantly. Many Japanese cities had been reduced
to flaming rubble with few losses to the B-29 fleet. Asrecently appointed commander of the Twentieth
Air Force, LeMay wasthe senior air corps officer in the Pacific.

Sometimes, however, LeMay's aggressiveness caused others to question his judgment.

Bradley entered the hut Eichelberger indicated. LeMay, aburly man, stood and snapped to attention.
Bradley gestured for him to St down.

When both were comfortable, Bradley began, "Generd LeMay, you have areputation for directness. |
want some straight answers to some smple questions. First, who ordered the atom bombing of the dtraits
between Honshu and Kyushu?'

"l did," LeMay answered without hesitation.
"On who ese's orders?"
"President Truman's."

Bradley hid hissurprise. Marshadl had radioed him that the bombing had come as a complete surprise to
Truman. This meant that LeMay had liberally interpreted his orders. Or disobeyed them. "Clarify that for
me, Generd."

LeMay'seyesregistered mild surprise. "Generd, following Hiroshima and Nagasaki, we then bombed
Kokura. Washington was informed that there were no other targets remaining in Japan that were worthy
of an atomic bombing, even though one city, Niigata, did remain from the origind list of four. | did not
quite agree with the decision, but complied. However, we were able to continue firebombing cities and
other targets with conventional bombs, and it was clearly understood that atomic bombs could be utilized
inthefuture againg targetsthat were purdly military in nature.”

"And the graits bombing fit this description?’

"It did absolutely. Two divisons of infantry were out in the open and packed together likelittle yellow
sardines. We bombed them and wekilled dl of them.”

"What about civilian casudties? | wasled to believe that Jap refugees crossed the other way from
Kyushu to Honshu."

"Could've been some, but | doubt that. Our eavesdroppers said that the Jap army had grabbed
everything that floated for this effort. There would have been damn few civilians, if any, out on the water
that night. Besides, who cares? Thereisn't atarget in the world that's one hundred percent military.
Civilians have been getting in the way since man invented the club, and that's just too bad for them.”



"What about our POWs?" Bradley asked. "Were any of them in the area as hostages?”

"Possibly, athough probably not. Thiswas asecret move on the part of the Japs so they wouldn't
broadcast the fact that our boys were out there as hostages. It would give away thelr little scheme. And if
any of our guyswerekilled by the bomb, then it wasthe fault of the Jgpsfor putting them there instead of
in proper camps. Sorry, but it wouldn't be the first time Americans were killed by our own bombs. Y ou
do know that a couple of dozen werekilled at Nagasaki, don't you?"

Bradley concurred grimly. Japanese usage of Allied prisonersin military and industria work was contrary
to internationa law and had caused anumber of tragic casudties. "General LeMay, are you aware that
many of the world's countries are calling us butchers and barbarians for dropping yet another atomic
bomb?'

LeMay laughed harshly. He started to take acigar from his shirt pocket and then thought better of it.
"Generd Bradley, that's bullshit and you know it. Hell, I've killed ten times as many Japs, civilian and
military, with conventional weaponsas| have with nukes. And don't let them snow you with that crap
about radiation. As| seeit, anything that kills Japs, whether today or next month or even the next
century, isfineby me™

LeMay again grabbed for that elusive cigar and retrested. He was not certain what Bradley's reaction
would beto his smoking it. "What the hell do those people want, Genera ? Should we go back to
crosshows? Nah, the more we kill, the sooner thiswar ends and the killing stops. Then we can get
prepared for the next one againg the Russians. The commies are going to be aheluvalot harder to fight
than the Japs."

No argument there, Bradley thought. He too fdlt that the Russanswere the redl threset to a peaceful
future. "Generd, don't you think it would have been appropriate to inform your commanding officer of
your intentions to bomb the straits?"

"Generd Bradley, the opportunity came up quickly and we didn't think we'd be able to communicate with
you and explain the Situation in time. We know the Japs are trying to pick up our broadcasts, and we
were afraid they'd realize we were up to something. We a so thought you'd approve, even if after the
fact.”

Bradley leaned back in hischair and glared. "Y ou're right about my approving it. | would have. It'sthe
best possible use of aterrible wegpon. But the rest of what you said is pure crap. Y ou don't just throw
on anuclear mission just like that and take off in ten minutes. Y ou've been listening to the Japs planning
thisthing from the beginning, at least days and perhaps weeks, and decided along time ago that getting
me, or whoever e se might have replaced MacArthur, angry was arisk worth taking. Y ou weren't going
to take the chance of being turned down, were you?'

LeMay shrugged unconcernedly. "Guilty. | got awar to win and Japsto kill. Screw it, Sir, it was atarget
handmade for an atomic bomb. Conventional bombing would have been worthless because of the bad
wesgther. With an atomic bomb, the bombardier only needed to drop the damn thing in the genera vicinity
of the gtraits and accuracy wouldn't matter one damn bit. Colond Tibbets commands the squadron that's
dropped d| the atomic bombs and he flew the plane himsdlf, and they managed to drop it right on the
bull's-eye. The dumb Japs didn't know that the mist hung only a couple of hundred feet above the water
s0 the bombardier had some recogni zable mountains to use as aming points. We bagged ourselves two
full divisonsand onefidld marsha. Not abad night'swork if you ask me, dthough the scientists say that
the migt actuadly held down deaths from the flash.”

Damned if LeMay doesn't remind me of Petton, Bradley thought with some satisfaction. He and Petton



had once been friends until it was necessary for Bradley to rein him in once too often. He would try to
avoid that problem with the belligerent LeMay.

"Generd LeMay, do you want thet third star?"
The question surprised the young generd. "Hell yes."

"Good. Now theway to do it isto keep from surprising me. Y ou will not, repeat not, use any nuclear
weapons in the future without my express permission. Had you told me of your plan for bombing the
graits, | would have heard you out, asked some of the questions I've raised today, and then very likely
approved. Thusarmed | would not have felt like afool when Truman asked me about the bombing.
Whatever authority you fed you might have had from Truman, Marshall, MacArthur, or God Almighty no
longer exists. Until and if the air corps becomes aseparate service, it isstill part of the army, and the
army reportsto me. Isthat clear?’

"Perfectly.” LeMay looked surprised and chastened.
"Do you have any plansfor A-bombs pending now?'
"None whatsoever, dthough we are dtill 1ooking for anything fat and juicy like the sraits."

"Good." Bradley relaxed. The Stuation was under control. LeMay might be overly aggressive, but hewas
ambitious and ethical and would follow direct and succinct orders. He would not jeopardize a chance at
that third star. One question nagged at Bradley. "Tell me, what would Tibbets have doneif he could not
have found the target in the mis? He could not have returned to Tinian."

LeMay was horrified at the thought. "Hell no! Nobody's gonnatry and land abomber with an atom
bomb on it, or any other kind of bomb for that matter, at abase of mineif | can helpit. No, sir, hewasto
dropitinthe oceanif hehadto. If it was dready armed, then it would go off and he would kill alot of
fishesbut that's dl. Better he killsfishes than the damn thing explodeswhen helands at Tinian and we
lose aperfectly good base and ahdluvalot of good guys.”

Made sense, Bradley thought, although the very idea of discarding one of their precious atomic bombs
wasjarring after dl the effort that had gone into developing them. "What about the navy?' Bradley
teased. "Any concern that you might cause damage to them if you'd had to ditch the bomb?"

LeMay grinned evilly. " Screw the navy. Nah, sir, they would have been warned.”

Bradley laughed and rose. "Generd LeMay, please go back to killing Japs, and for God's sake, smoke
that darn cigar.”

CHAPTER 51

THE PACIFIC, SOUTH OF TANEGA-SHIMA ISLAND

The ocean floor isfar from flat. Itsundulating hillsand valeys of varying sizes and depths generdly reflect
theland it surrounds. Japan, ahilly and mountainous collection of idands, isencircled by asubmerged
continuation of hersdlf. Thus, asubmarine lying in hiding on the ocean floor on the Japanese continental
shelf wasrardy astable and leve platform.

The 1-58 was down at the bow and tilted dightly to starboard as she lay silently on the bottom. This
made any norma function such as standing, walking, or sitting awkward at best. One couldn't evenlie
down properly under the circumstances, and this made deeping difficult. Exhaustion on the sub wasa



common result.

But, hidden asthey were in asubmerged crevasse, they were safe from detection. Sonar probes couldn't
find them. Commander Hashimoto again reviewed his successes and hisfailures. On the postive side of
the ledger were the sinkings of two freighters and an American warship that might have been alight
cruiser or adestroyer. Which it was he didn't know. It had attacked him so quickly while he waslining up
another freighter that hisonly concern wasto sink it quickly and get away. Identifying it wasirrdlevant.

On the negative sde, threefairly undistinguished shipswere al he had to show for acombat cruisein
which he had hoped for fat pickings once he had penetrated the American destroyer screen. Despite his
best efforts, it hadn't worked out that way. Even though hundreds of American transports and scores of
carierswerein the areg, the vastness of the North Pacific worked to hide them. Then, when he did find
agroup of potentia targets, the wolfish and snarling destroyers were aways present. He had attacked on
occasion, but the counterattacks by the destroyers had forced him to hide, and the men of the 1-58 did
not press the attacks to their conclusions.

At least he had gotten rid of the kaiten. Thelast remaining suicide-torpedo pilot had ridden his chariot to
glory and death the previous day. Whether he had hit the freighter they'd targeted, Hashimoto didn't
know. He and the crew of the I-58 rather doubted it as there had been no explosions rumbling in the
distant ocean. With profound sadness, heimagined the kaiten spiraling downward in the sea's darkness
to oblivion. What awaste. He hoped the eager young fool had died quickly.

One other time, the 1-58 had been forced to make an emergency descent when apair of American
destroyers had angrily charged on his periscope. He thought they'd been directed to him by an airplane
that had seen the 1-58's shape underneath the waves. At least his unloved executive officer had findly
served apurpose, if not in life then in desth. The man had been killed in an earlier depth charge attack
when an explosion hurled him againgt a pipe, cracking his skull. Afterward, hisbody had been kept in
cold storage. When the depth charges got too close for comfort, the cadaver was stuffed into atorpedo
tube and released upward with some debris. It had convinced the destroyers that the I-58 had been
killed and they had departed.

Hashimoto checked his position. He wasfifty miles south of theidand of Tanega-Shima, which itsdf was
south of Kyushu. Tanega-Shimawas not a safe haven asit had been occupied by the American 158th
Regimenta Combat Team since early November, severa days before the main assault on Kyushu.

Hashimoto had intended to stay closer to Kyushu, but American destroyers and alack of good targets
had caused him to stalk his prey ever farther away from Japan proper.

Enough, he decided. They had rested here asufficient length of time. " Periscope depth,” he ordered, and
the boat dowly rose toward the surface. Asit left the mud of the undersearavine, the 1-58 stabilized and
Hashimoto was able to stand and walk properly.

"Anything?" he asked the men whose ears and listening devices strained for the sound of the turning
screws of ahogtile ship.

Neither he nor the others detected any ominous noises. This did not necessarily mean they were safe. A
destroyer could belying slently on the surface and waiting for him to betray himsdlf, or an American
search plane with radar might detect his periscope asit lifted above the waves and drop bombs on his
head. As a precaution, his ascent was dow and he would raise his periscope with great caution.

Findly, Hashimoto ordered up periscope and began avisud search. He swiveled in afull three-sixty and
saw no sign of danger, or targets for that matter. Dammit, he cursed. Where were al the American ships?



Then he blinked. A smudge was on the horizon. Y es, the light was good and there was definitely
something there, actudly just below the horizon. He calculated distance and speed and concluded that it
was alarge ship. Perhapsit was the carrier that had been denied him. Incredibly, the ship seemed to be
aone. Could the Americans be repeating the mistake that had cost them the Indianapolis? He found that
hard to believe, but the evidence of his eyes wastoo compelling.

Then the grim truth hit him as he reworked his cdculations. The distant ship was moving dightly away
from him and at a speed in excess of thirty knots. The 1-58 could do nine knots submerged and just over
twenty on the surface. He would never catch her, and he wasn't even closeto being in range for one of
the dozen torpedoes he had remaining. While the torpedoes could speed toward an enemy at forty-five
knots, their range was only two and a haf miles. He wished for the larger torpedo that once flew from
Japan's now sunken surface ships. Their range was more than twelve miles. Even with that, he conceded
grudgingly, the attempt would have been futile as the target was more than twelve miles out.

"Ah," he said suddenly, and the otherslooked a him. "Thetarget isturning,” he announced with atight
smile, and there were gasps of surprise.

The target was zigzagging and one of her movements was bringing her closer to the I-58. But how close?
he wondered. Would he be able to fire historpedoes at her, or would shejust tantalize him with her
presence and then race away?

Hashimoto ordered down periscope and directed the sub's full submerged speed toward where he
thought the target was headed. And then he waited. If fate was with him, the target ship would be drawn
close. If not, then he would swallow his anger and seek another.

Half an hour later, he again looked through the periscope. The target was markedly closer and il
moving at great speed. Perhaps that was why she was done. She could move more swiftly than any
escorts. Better, shetruly was agrest ship. The dazzle camouflage painting on her hull and upper works
broke up her design so he could not determine what she was, athough she lacked the boxy shape of a
carrier. Shewas, however, smply the largest ship he had ever seen.

Then it dawned on him. The massive target drawing closer to him was an ocean liner, probably the
Queen Mary or the Queen Elizabeth. The leviathans had sped across the Atlantic Ocean with
passengers in peacetime and now carried soldiers, but he had never before seen one. He knew they'd
made numerous solo Atlantic crossings without incident because they had almost twice the speed of a
submarine and were much faster than most surface warships. Traveling in aconvoy had been deemed
much more of adanger than cruising aone. Y es, that'swhat it must be, and she was coming toward his
position like a greyhound. Hashimoto plotted a new course to intercept her, one that presumed she
would not change again. He feared that she would turn away before she cameinto range, but he had to
make the effort. He peered through the periscope until his head ached but he couldn't stop looking. More
minutes crawled by, and now the great ship was dmost within range of the I-58's arsend. Thetarget was
plotted and al four bow tubes were ready.

No! Hashimoto dapped at the periscope in fury. She was starting her turn. He wanted to scream. But
then he smiled. She was so big that turning quickly was physicaly impossible. Soon her drift had carried
her well within range, and she had presented him with virtualy her whole length to shoot a. She had
come close enough that, with the periscope telescope at full zoom, he could see dots that were people on
her deck.

"Fire tubes one through four," he ordered. His voice was incredibly calm even though he wanted to exult
aloud with the ecstasy of success. The Japanese torpedoes were superb and would do their work.



The submarine rocked in the water as four torpedoes, each with amost nine hundred pounds of high
explosives, surged outward and underwater at speeds many automobiles couldn't reach on land.

Hashimoto's eyes stayed glued to the scene. Asthe seconds counted off, he saw an antiaircraft gun on
the ship fire tracers toward him. Either the periscope or the torpedo tracks had been sighted, but it was
too late for the liner to do anything but continue her inexorable starboard turn.

The firgt torpedo struck near the bow on the port side and was followed in quick succession by three
more as explosionstook in nearly the entire length of the giant ship. Her continued forward motion
caused the ocean to surge through the gaping holesin the target's hull. The liner wasliterdly driving
hersdlf into the sea.

The forward tubes were rd oaded with incredible haste. "Fre one and two."

Again the submarine rocked as nearly aton of death raced toward the stricken target. These torpedoes
too exploded on the port side, and with the accumulation of wounds, the ship began to roll sickeningly on
her sde.

Then Hashimoto knew horror. The ship's decks were black with humanity. Thousands of men were on
the target, moving and swirling like peoplein a crowded Tokyo street, and they were dl trying to escape
the dying ocean queen at once. The ship continued to roll on her side with astonishing swiftness. It was
like watching a child'stoy in apond. Nothing that mighty should die so quickly, but she did.

Minutes later she had turned completely on her side. Scores of men stood helpless on her exposed hull as
it bobbed and wallowed in the water. She shook them off her dippery hull like adog shedsitsdf of

water. Then her bow did into the water, and her stern, with her propellers still spinning in obedience to
her last ingtructions, followed until there was only gurgling white water where the great liner had been. On
board the -58, they could hear the creaking and groaning sound of the giant metal ship bresking up inits
descent to the bottom. Hashimoto thought he could hear the desth screams of those trapped belowdecks
for her find ride,

A stunned Hashimoto |ooked on the sea where the ship had been. The handful of lifeboats and rafts were
jammed with humanity. The seawas covered with dark dots that each represented the head of a
desperate svimmer. The water wasn't frigid, but the men in the water wouldn't last long. He briefly
contemplated surfacing and trying to rescue some of them, or even giving them his own rafts, but thought
better of it. There were just too many and the danger was too great. There had been more than enough
timefor the ship to have gotten off adistress call, hadn't there? Help for the dead queen had to be on the
way, wasn't it?

But what if there wasn't? The Americans hadn't missed hisearlier kill, the Indianapoalis, for severa days
after the snking. What if thiswas arepest ofthat incident? Thiswas war and they werethefoe. Thel-58
had hurt the enemy of Japan and hurt him badly. Hashimoto still had a handful of torpedoes |eft and more
targets to seek out before trying to sneak back to Japan.

But the sght of so many men thrown into the ocean sickened Hashimoto. He stopped looking through the
periscope and pressed his forehead against the cold metal of the tube.

"Down periscope,” he ordered, and gave a course that would take them away from this place of death.
He grieved for the men held just killed. Hashimoto would continue the war, but he was now sick of the
killing. Thefeding had been growing in his soul for sometime. He would report his successto Tokyo, but
would takeno joy init. Thejoy he had fet at finding such atarget had disappeared.

Then Hashimoto knew what he would do. The Americans were looking and listening for Japanese subs.



Hewould radio hisreport in such away that they would know exactly where to look for the survivors of
the dead queen. Perhapsthat way he could live with himsdlf in afuture world.

CHAPTER 52

President Harry Truman buried hisfacein his hands and would have wept if it would have done any
good. The other man in the office, Gen. George C. Marshdl, bit hislower lip and waited for the tirade he
expected and in someway felt he deserved. But it didn't come.

"Why?" Truman asked softly. "Why on earth was the Queen Elizabeth sailing aone to Japan? Why
weren't there any escortswith her?

Marshdl lowered hishead sadly. Admird Leahy or King ought to have been answering Truman, but
Leahy had emationdly collgpsed asaresult of the sinking, aswell asbeing in disfavor with Truman
because of hisincreasingly pacifist views, while King was trying to coordinate the continuing but
increasingly futile search effortsfor survivors.

"Both the Queen Elizabeth and the Queen Mary have been leased to us by Britain's Cunard Line and
neither has ever sailed with an escort. They are so fast that most warships smply couldn't keep up with
them, and they certainly were able to outrace any submarine. They've made numerous trips across the
Atlantic to England and made them without any U-boat attacks, and with even greater numbers of Glson
board. The U-boats were dways amuch greater menace to shipping than any submarines the Japanese
sent out.” Marshal didn't add that both he and King thought that virtualy al the Jap submarines had been
unk.

"So what happened thistime? Did we just run out of luck?!

"It appears that the Queen Elizabeth was guilty of nothing more than sumbling on awaiting Jap I-boat.”
He added that there would be no further solitary sailings. The fully laden Queen Mary had been recdled
to San Francisco. "After al issaid and done, bad luck and amechanical problem with the ship's sonar
may be the answer."

"And, after dl issad and done," Truman said, unconscioudy mimicking Marshdl, "how many young
Americans are dead?'

Marshdl started to answer, but his voice broke with pent-up emotion. He took a deep breath and tried
again. "Therewere just over fourteen thousand unassigned army replacements on the ship. While rescue
effortsare il continuing, we have picked up only alittle more than two thousand of them, and alot of
them arein pretty bad shape. Admiras Nimitz and King hold out little hope that we will find more than a
few more men dive. Rescue ships have plucked several hundred bodies from the waters and will
continue that aspect of the recovery effort.”

Truman winced. "And if it wasn't for the broadcast from the Jap sub, we wouldn't have yet missed her,
would we?'

Thekiller of the Queen Elizabeth had been identified through his broadcast report as Comdr.
Mochitsura Hashimoto and the sub as the 1-58. Hashimoto and the 1-58 had destroyed the Indianapolis
only afew monthsearlier in circumgtancesthat were chillingly smilar.

"Generd, isthis Hashimoto awar crimina?' Truman asked. " Can we promise the American public the
satisfaction of ahanging in return for this disaster?”

Marshal again wished that anava officer was present to respond. "The Queen Elizabeth wasa



legitimate target and he was under no compulsion to warn her, or do anything else that might have
endangered himsdlf. His actionswere smilar to what many of our own submariners are doing in their
actions againgt Japanese shipping. In fact, Hashimoto may have saved alot of lives by broadcasting his
triumph in the clear, without any encoding. He gave the precise location of the sinking, which was highly
unusud. Since the Queen Elizabeth's radio was knocked out within minutes of being hit, that
transmisson was our only real knowledge of whereto begin looking."

Truman had wondered about that aswell. "Do you think he did that on purpose to help us get those boys
out of thewater, or was hetrying to show off and rub it in?"

"I don't know. Although rather unlikely, it isjust possible that hewastrying to savelives by thetime he
sent hismessage. If thewar ever ends, we might have a chance to ask him."

Truman stood and |ooked out the window behind his desk. "I'm curious. England had any number of
portswhere aliner full of soldiers could disembark troops, while we don't yet hold asingle good-sized
Japanese port. Just where on earth was the Queen Elizabeth going to dock and unload al those

troops?

"She was going to reach a point off Japan where she would be surrounded by a horde of destroyersto
protect her. LSTs and other smdller craft would swarm around her, and men would disembark directly
onto them. As Nimitz's boys had it planned and rehearsed, the Queen Elizabeth would be emptiedina
few hours and be back on her way to Hawaii or Cdifornia."

But it hadn't gone as planned and amost twel ve thousand American boys had been drowned. Sofar,
they'd managed to keep news of the catastrophe out of the newspapers and off the radio. Just how much
longer this could keep up was debatable. A few days was the best guess. With the earlier crises of the
war behind them, many reporters and correspondents were openly chafing against what they felt was
unnecessary government censorship. Severa papers had aready announced that they would no longer
abide by censorship rules, and the attorney generd had told Truman that there redly wasn't much the
government could do about it. Prosecuting newspapers would be politicaly disastrous and might not
result in afavorable verdict in the courts.

A few days, Truman thought. Just afew days and then the world would know that twelve thousand Gls
had died not in battle but in getting there. That it was nearly Christmas would makeit even more
devadtating. The atom bomb had killed thirty thousand Jap soldiers afew days earlier, and a conventiona
torpedo had just killed twelve thousand Americansin what the Japanese were sureto cal judtifiable
revenge. Where was the justice? What the hdll use wasit to have superwespons when the enemy's old
onesworked so damnably well?

CHAPTER 53
KYUSHU, CAMP 7

Joe Nomura was about to |ose the chess match to the Son of Heaven.
"Check!" he said in an undeniable tone of gloating.
Joe bowed and smiled. "Y ou win, Your Mgesty. Would you like another game?"

Hirohito laughed again. "No, beating you four timesin arow isenough. Y ou try hard and areimproving,
but you redly aren't avery good player.”

"It'sbeen years Since | had the opportunity to play, Sir." And that wasin Hawaii, dammit!



"I know," the emperor said gently. "'l did not mean to make fun of you. | enjoy playing chesswith you
and | enjoy having you to talk with. Y ou are so much less aradica than the good colond, my jailer.” Joe
was genuinely surprised. "Oh, | know you are amember of the kempei, which meansyou should bea
fanatic like Sakel, but | seein your eyesthat you are wesaried by the war.”

"I think everyoneis, Your Mgesty." It was agood, safe answer.

"Of course, but thereisagreat deal of disagreement over what to do about it. Y ou are aware, are you
not, that | am here because | agreed to surrender to the Americans?'

"Y$,"

"Anami and the otherswho took over are afraid that the Americans will destroy Japanese culture. |
disagree. | fed that surrender isthe only way to preserveit, and there are many who agree with me. Tdll
me, Captain, what do you seein this camp, and when you leave here and walk through the countryside?
Do you see a culture being preserved, or do you see dirty and starving people eating roots and dying of
cold? And when you listen to military reports, do you hear that the Americans have been driven from
Kyushu or that their planes have stopped bombing our few remaining cities?

"No! Captain, | believethat it ismen like Anami and his puppet Colonel Sakei who will destroy Japan if
they are not stopped. It isthey who threaten the continued existence of Japanese culture, and not your
emperor.”

Joe said nothing. Even though hisfew sessionswith Hirohito had been cordial, one did not argue with
one'semperor. Nor did one agree with him too promptly. There was the concern that he was being
tested, but for what? Silence was the best course.

"l understand, Captain, that you will neither say nor do anything that will put you in any jeopardy, and |
applaud both your tact and your restraint. Y et again your eyes betray you. Y ou wish you could say
something, but don't know how or what to say, do you?"'

Joeamiled. "Your Mgesty isquitewise."

"And perceptive.”
Joe did not disagree. Where the hell was this going? he wondered.

"Someday you may have to make some difficult, even agonizing decisons, Captain. Y ou may haveto
decide where your true loyalty lies. Isit to Anami and Sakei, or isit to Japan and your emperor? My
duty liesin ending thiswar as quickly as possible and by using any meansavailable. | fed that | could
have been the instrument of peace. | pray that it is not too late for me."

Hirohito clapped his hands. "Go now. Think about what | have said and whét is the evidence of your
eyes, your mind, and your heart. | know you will make the decision that is best for Japan.”

Almost in shock, Joe stood and bowed. He left the compound hastily and rode his bike out into the
countryside. What the hell was Hirohito saying? It sounded asif he wanted Joe's hel p to spring him from
his prison, and the more he thought about Hirohito's words, the more he became convinced that his
assumption was correct.

Now what? Jesus. Just when he thought he had a handle on things, someone went and changed the
damned rules. He had to get back to camp and contact his handlers. Maybe it wastime to break into the
new code? Hewasonly to use it asalast resort because, after that, there was no other. Maybe he
should try to use the old one without compromising himsdlf. Hed have to talk to Dennis. Denniswas



damned clever and would help come up with something.

With ajolt that nearly caused him to fal off the bike, he redized that he might have it within his power to
end thewholewar if he could get Hirohito out of his confinement and into the hands of other people who
thought the way he did.

CHAPTER %4

Ernest Bevin was Greet Britain's secretary of state for foreign affairsin the reatively new government of
Prime Minister Clement Attlee. It seemed poignant and significant to President Truman that the heads of
both the world's greatest democracies had falen within a couple of months of each other. Franklin
Roosavelt had died of amassive stroke, while Winston Churchill had been replaced by a L abour
government that the British people felt was better qudified to lead them through the coming peace.

Of the three world leaderswho'd forged the wartime dliance againgt the Nazis, only Joseph Stalin
remained.

"Mr. President, | have come on amission of great urgency, and it isimperative that we be able to speak
frankly and candidly, even though that will require the stating of some unpleasant truths.” Bevin chuckled.
"Indeed. First let me say that | come as the representative of a country, Great Britain, that isyour only
truefriend on thisearth.”

Byrnesresponded quizzically, "I'm delighted that you reaffirm our dliance, but why do you State that you
are our only true friend?"

Bevin nodded. "Because France, under the insufferable Charles de Gaulle, is going its own arrogant way,
and the other European countries are too devastated to provide anything beyond lip-service support to
you asdlies. In Ada, Chiang's Chinaistottering and claimsto be your aly for the sole reason that you
provide Chiang with the materia resourcesto fight the Japanese and the Communists. Russia, of course,
isbetraying you routindy."

There was overwhelming evidence that the Russans were fighting only the Chinese Nationdists, while
permitting hundreds of thousands of Japanese soldiersto trek through Soviet linesto Korea, where the
Japanese tried to dip them into either Honshu or Kyushu.

"l spoke with Ambassador Gromyko thismorning in person,” Truman said, "and with Molotov by phone.
Both men flatly deny any complicity in the fact that the Japs are getting through to Korea. When |
showed Gromyko proof that Russian ships were actualy ferrying Japs to Korea, they professed shock
and said it must be the actions of adeviant local commander.”

Bevin arched an eyebrow. "Did you believe them?"

"Hell no, and | let Gromyko have it with both barrels." Truman laughed bitterly. "When | tried to scold
Molotov, the son of a bitch hung up on me. Deviant local commander, my foot. Nobody in the Soviet
Union even goesto the John without Stalin's specific permisson.”

Bevin rdaxed dightly. "Do you accept that Chinaislog?!

"I don't see how it could be otherwise," Truman answered. "I've met with some congressmen who are
supporters of Chiang Kai-shek and they've yelled at me that we have to do something, anything, to help
Chiang, but nobody knows what that something or anything might be. Y es, Mr. Bevin, Chinaislost no
matter what the so-caled China Lobby in Congress says and wishes."



"Mr. President, distasteful though that may be, it helps bring me to the reason for my visit. The Russans
are moving down the coast of Chinaand taking over theland held by the Japanese, which includes dl the
major coastal cities.”

Byrnes nodded. "But how does that affect Greet Britain?'
"Hong Kong," Bevin stated smply.
"l see," said Marshall. ™Y ou want your empire back and you wish usto help you get it."

"Not totally," Bevin corrected. "England isemationdly, physicaly, and economicaly ruined by thiswar.
What my government hasto do for her peopleisto end the war as quickly as possible so that we can
begin to recover before recovery isimpossible. Our army and navy must be brought home and the
enormous expenditure in war materiad must be pared down."

"And how does Hong Kong fit in this picture?' Truman asked.

"It ismuch more than asymbol of empire. | know that your nation hates the thought of colonia empires
and has made it emphatic that you are not going to fight to reestablish European colonies, but Hong Kong
isunique. It isaBritish city-state, albeit with alarge Chinese population, thet is both a symbol to my
country and a place where agreat number of British prisoners, civilian and military, are being detained.”

Truman understood and conceded that point. "The safety of our prisonersin Japanese handsisagrave
concern.”

"Then you were as horrified as we were about the massacre in Kagoshima,” Bevin said.

U.S. Marines had findly stormed Kagoshima City in bloody house-to-house fighting. After dogging
through the charred ruins of the town, they'd found more than two hundred Allied prisoners of war who'd
systematically been murdered by the Japanese before they themsalves committed suicide. The prisoners
hands had been tied behind their backs and they had been beheaded.

"We have to get our prisoners back," Bevin said. "The Japs have saven or eight Dutch or Commonwealth
prisonersfor every one American in captivity. While we have liberated some helpless wretchesin our
drive through Burma, the vast mgjority remain in very brutd Jap hands. Y ou were truly fortunate in that
you rescued so many in the Philippines, but you know full well just how terribly they'd been treated.”

Only now were the truths of the Bataan Death March and the atrocities at the Philippine camps such as
Cabanatuan being accurately assessed. The kindest camps were those where the inmates were merely
overworked, beaten, and starved. At others, these were combined with torture, hideous experiments,
and ritual murder. Lt. Gen. Masaharu Homma had commanded the Japs in the Philippines at the time of
Bataan and was one of the leading candidates to be hanged after the war. Gen. Tomoyuki Y amashita,
who currently led the ragged remnants of the Japanese army in the hills of Luzon, was another.

"So what do you want?" Truman asked.

"As| stated, Hong Kong. We wish your support intaking it. I'll be candid. If we do not get it, we may
have to consider making a separate peace with the Japanese. It isthat important to us.”

"Just how do you plan to use our support to take the city?' General Marshall asked.

"At ther current pace, we estimate that the Russanswill bein Hong Kong in four months, six & the
latest. The Soviet thrust does seem to be running out of steam, but it is till pushing southward.



"We wish to detach our task force from your Pecific fleet and useit to support arelief expedition. That
Roya Navy force includes four battleships, five carriers, and anumber of cruisers and destroyers. We
aso have three divisions training to invade Honshu as part of Operation Coronet. We need American
trangports to take those three divisions to Hong Kong and help land them in sufficient time to retake the
city and forestall its takeover by the Communidgts. Let's be honest, gentlemen. America neither needs nor
particularly wants Grest Britain's participation in the coming invasion.”

"General MacArthur may not have wanted your help,” Marshall said, "but Genera Bradley absolutely
does. And | know that your smal but heavily armored carriers are dmost impervious to Japanese
kamikaze attacks, which makes them immensdy valuable a thistime.”

"When?' Truman asked, cutting off Marshdl.

"In sxty days. Ninety at the mogt. If the Reds get wind of our intentions, they will expedite their march
down the coast. We must get there first and leave the Russians outside Hong Kong."

Marshd| was concerned. "Mr. President, we are planning theinvasion of Honshu in alittle more than
three months. Because of the losses we've taken from the kamikazes and wegther, we have barely
enough transports now to complete our plans. If we skim off enough to take three divisons and their
suppliesto Hong Kong, | don't think they can be back to their staging areasin time. Theinvason will
have to be postponed.”

"Or accelerated,” Truman said softly, and watched as Marshal's face registered astonishment. "Hereis
what wewill do," Truman said, turning back to Bevin. "Generd Marshdl and Generd Bradley will
determine whether we can land on Honshu sooner rather than later and free up the shipping. | agree with
you, thewar must be ended. The United States is growing wearier of thiswar far more quickly than |
ever dreamed.”

News of the existence of alist of prisoners had caused many relatives of missng Americansto hopefor
the best. Some had marched in the streetsin favor of an end to the war. So far, they were avoca
minority, but Truman knew that another disaster like the Queen Elizabeth or the massacre a Kagoshima
would increase their numbers to where they would be aforce to be reckoned with.

Truman leaned forward and smiled in Bevin'sface. "Now let's discuss the price of our cooperation.”
Bevin laughed. "What do you want?'

"Britain will immediately support the idea of ahomeland for Jewsin Paestine and begin to act on that
support.”

Bevin pretended surprise. He had expected this sort of quid pro quo. "That is contrary to our current
policy and will outragethe Arabs."”

Truman smiled. "I don't give adamn about the Arabs. Congressiond eectionsare coming in lessthan a
year and presidential electionsin two years after that. | wish to be redected and so do you. My party
represents an international focus, while the Republicans till harbor alarge number of isolationists. Think
about it. Who ismore likely to be present with you in Europe to confront the Russians. Tom Dewey or
me? The Republicans are against communism and Dewey isfairly forward-thinking, but other
Republicans, Vandenberg for instance, would rather fight the Reds on the coasts of New Jersey. | am
certain you would rather we confront them on the Elbe in Germany.

"Mr. Bevin, there are very few Arabsin America, and those who are here aren't particularly political, but
there are many, many Jews. American Jews normally vote for my party, the Democrats. Giving into the



legitimate aspirations of European Jews for ahomeland and keeping your earlier promises about it being
in Palegtinewill help me get eected in '48. It'sjust that smple. Y ou want Hong Kong and | want
Palegtine. If you agree, we will assst you in three months, not sooner. That might just give ustimeto
invade Honshu and swing a sufficient number of transports south with your warships. Do we have an
agreement?'

Bevin calculated hislosses. The hell with both the Jews and the Arabs, he thought. More than ether,
Britain needed Hong Kong, and three months should be more than sufficient time. Even though most
Englishmen knew that the days of empire were over, they wanted England to be the country making the
decisions and setting the terms that would free her colonies. Fortunately, it was amyth that Greet Britain
was economically dependent on places such as Hong Kong and India. She wasnt.

Bevin conceded. "All right, but there are many Jews who do not wish to go to Paestine and instead wish
to cometo America. These you will take. Also, the opening of Palestine to Jewish immigration must be
donein such away that the Arabswill see your country as pushing and bullying usinto doing it and
thereby hate the United States and not us. We are dependent on their oil and need their goodwill to make
it back economicaly. Y ou may never be able to get petroleum from the Arabsin the future, however."

"That's acceptable,” Truman said. In the world of politics, forever never occurred. Regardless of the
rhetoric and the passion, today's enemies could easily become tomorrow's dliesand viceversa. "The
Arabs can keep their damned oil. We have more than enough for our needs.”

CHAPTER 55
KYUSHU, NORTH OF MIYAKONOJO

The commander of 528th's 1¢t Battalion, Mg. Jmmy Lee Redwald, was alittle too flamboyant in his
dress and mannerismsfor Brig. Gen. John Monck's persond taste. Redwald casually ignored the
unwritten prohibition on looking too much like an officer whilein acombat area. Hisfatigues were ways
clean and pressed, and his boots shined. Since Redwald didn't have the rank to have anyone available as
avdet, Monck presumed that the mgor did the laundry and spit-shining himsalf. Monck could think of
severd better waysto spend an evening.

Redwald aso kept hismgjor'sinsigniaon thefront of his helmet, although he did not use the shiny brass
that would have drawn sniper fire from dl across Japan. The mgjor was infatuated with what hed heard
and read about the hard-driving George Patton in Europe. On occasion, Monck had reminded Redwald
that Patton operated farther behind the front linesthan amere mgor did and waslesslikely to draw
enemy fire. That little fact did not appear to impressthe lanky Oklahoman.

On the positive Sde, Mgor Redwa d's battalion was well run and the men seemed to respect their
commander while tolerating his attempt at being colorful with quiet amusement. On baance, therewerea
lot worse officers and not that many better.

What the hell, Monck thought as he, Parker, Redwad, and Monck's driver drove toward Redwald's
command post with their guard vehicles ahead and behind them. If being a show-off works for Redwald,
who cares. "Jmmy Lee, who'sthis boy you're putting up for the Meda ?"

"Didn't you get my report, Generd ?'

"Of course | did and it reads quite well. But they all do, don't they? | know what it says, but what doesit
mean? Did heredlly dive on that grenade to save others, or wasit somekind of fluke? Asmuch asli'd
like to have aMeda of Honor awarded to one of my men, the Medal's aprecious thing and | want to



know what's right before | endorse the report and send it on to division.”

Monck's endorsement was but one of many steps before aMeda of Honor could be awarded to the
dead medic, while alack of an gpprova would kill it.

"I've been wondering that same thing since Ruger forwarded Lieutenant Morrell's report to me with his
endorsement,” Redwald said. "All | can say isno onereally knowswhat went on in that poor boy's mind
when he saw that grenade lying in front of him. Was heredly trying to save hismen or did he think he
could smother it and save himsdlf? Maybe he just plain ssumbled while trying to get out of theway and
fell on it despite himsdf. | redly don't know and no one else does either. The only thing | do know isthat
the Wills boy is dead and two wounded men aren't, and all asaresult of hisactions. Ask the two
wounded boys and they'll say Willswas Jesus Christ himsdif."

Monck agreed silently with Redwal d's assessment. Neither officer would speak of another fact, that
having aMeda of Honor winner under their command would mean an honor to the unit and some would
rub off on Willss superiorsdl theway up the chain of command.

"Y ou gonna gpprove it, Generd?' Redwald asked hopefully.

"I don't know." Monck wasn't going to recommend something he didn't believein. "Willssgoing to get
something, but | don't know just what. Y ou know aswell as| do that it might get knocked downto a
Digtinguished Service Cross or a Silver Star before the whole processis over. Both of them are high
honors, but neither oneisthe Medad. Parker, what do you think?

Parker ignored the talk and looked instead at the surrounding desolation. The areathey were driving
through had been heavily fought over, and amultitude of shell craters made theterrain ook likea
moonscape. At least the dead had been picked up. American graves registration had interred U.S. dead
in temporary cemeteries, while Japanese dead had been buried in mass graves or plowed over where
they'd falen.

Ason most of occupied Kyushu, no Japanese civilians were around, which was prudent on their part.
Even civilians stood a good chance of being shot on sight. There had been enough suicide attacks on the
part of old men, women, and even children to justify the quick response by the Gls. The few Japanese
who did remain on southern Kyushu were housed in camps.

"Persondly,” Parker finaly answered, "I'm glad | don't have to make that decision.”
Monck grinned. "Thanksfor your help.”

"What'sredly important,” Parker continued, "iswhy the shiny mgjor in the front seat hasn't been shot at
by the Japs. | mean, heis so clean he glistens.”

Redwald laughed. Theteasing was old hat. "Just trying to set an example for my men.”

Thejeep lurched through alarge shell holein the dirt road, then made awide turn to avoid another one.
They werelessthan amile behind the dowly advancing front lines and traveling conditions were primitive
at best. What few roads there were had been chewed up by the war. In many areas, supplies had to be
hand-hauled up to the front, which further dowed the regiment's advance.

The Situation was the samefor the rest of the invasion force. Requests for mules had gone out and would
befilled. Mules had been used with considerable successin Itay and in other rugged areas, but the need
for them had not been anticipated in Kyushu, which was becoming more and more reminiscent of a
World War | battlefield instead of amodern World War 11 killing ground.



In Monck's opinion, the lack of muleswas just another after-the-fact screwup. A great big book would
someday be written about what could have been done better in Kyushu. By that time, of course, it would
betoo late for the participants.

The jegp cameto avirtud stop asthey inched their way past alarge pile of loose rubble. Suddenly the
pile exploded and ademonic screech filled the air. Monck was paralyzed by the apparition that emerged
through the dirt and dust. It was a Japanese soldier, his mouth wide with his scream, and a samurai
sword gripped with both hands. With incredible quickness, he brought it up from hiswaist to over his
head and swung it expertly.

With anear-slent swish it diced off Redwad's head, sending it flying through the air to land on the
ground with adull thud. He swung again. Monck threw himsalf out of the jeep and the blade clanged
againgt the metal side of the vehicle. Parker had scrambled out the other side, but the driver was trapped
and had started to scream. Monck fumbled for his pistol, pointed it at the Jap, and pulled the trigger.
Nothing. He had forgotten to remove the safety.

The Japanese soldier again shrieked hisfury and the sound was recognizable as "Banza.” Just ashewas
about to kill the driver, one of the guards from the rear jeep ran up, jammed a Thomjpson submachine
gun into the Jap's chest, and fired a burst that shredded their attacker's torso. He howled and fell
backward. The GI stood over him and fired another burst, which further pulverized hisbody, sending
flesh and bone spraying through the air.

Monck checked the driver, who was shaken and sobbing but otherwise okay. Parker was on hisfeet
and unhurt, although amost equaly shocked. The blood on Monck's uniform had come from Redwad's
headless body, which sill sat primly in the front seat beside the driver, who had begun vomiting over the
other side.

Good idea, Monck thought. His own stomach was heaving at the gridy sight. He looked over to where
Redwad's head lay faceup. Incredibly, it looked asif he was smiling.

"Parker," Monck gasped, "what the hell just happened? | thought this place was safe?”

Colond Parker lit acigarette with trembling hands. "Ain't nothing safe on thisidand, Generd. | think that
was one of what our boysre caling spider men. Those are suicide soldierswho dig into the ground and
cover themsdaves up. Then they wait until the fighting has passed by and attack targets of opportunity like
one of those trap-door spiders back home in Arizona." He took a deep drag and it seemed to steady
him. "Y'know, | think he went after Redwald and not you or me because Redwald looked more like a
senior officer than we do."

"Helluvapriceto pay for clean living,” Monck muttered, but he agreed with Parker's assessment.
Redwald was dead and they were not because Redwald looked the part of an officer more than they did.

Monck's guards had finished searching the dead Jap's body. They were eager to drag the corpse out of
sght so they could seeif he had any gold fillings. It was a despicable habit, but if the frontline troops
didn't get acrack at thefillings, then some rear-echelon jerk would pry them out. Monck tolerated pulling
goldfillings, but drew the line at cutting off ears or penises and drying them for use as an obscene
necklace.

According to the dead Jap's papers, he was an officer and about forty yearsold. In that case, Monck
wondered, where the hell were the rest of the guy's troops? Maybe they were dl dead and he wasthe
last of the M ohicans and determined to join them. If so, hed just got hiswish.

CHAPTER 56



SHIBUSHI, ARIAKE BAY, KYUSHU

Gen. Omar Bradley ducked his head as he and Eichelberger entered the dugout headquarters of the U.S.
Sixth Army on Kyushu. Along with the stale air and the heavy overlay of cigarette smoke, Bradley
noticed the pathetic attempts at Christmas decorations. A few ribbons and some Christmas-tree balls
hung on alocd fir do not a holiday make, he thought ruefully. Another Christmas would be spent with
American soldierskilling the enemy and dying in turn. What alousy world it sometimeswas.

In the distance, antiaircraft guns crumped into the sky, and the people in the dugout complex |ooked
nervoudy a each other.

Bradley turned to General Krueger. "Should we get to ashelter?' Theroof over their heads was
camouflaged canvas.

Krueger looked worn-out. His eyes were dark-ringed and his face sagged. "No, at least not yet.”

Bradley accepted the decision. Asaresult of the army and marine advances, some Japanese kamikaze
attacks had shifted to ground targets. High on their list were fuel dumps and anything that looked like a
supply depot. Thearmy had lost alarge amount of itsfuel and ammunition reservesin the atacks.

Nor were places like Sixth Army headquartersimmune. Thiswas the reason for the highly visible and
well-defended headquarters complex that was a couple of miles away and totally empty of working
personnel. 1t had drawn Jap suicide planes the way honey draws bees, while the real headquarters,
haf-buried and well hidden, remained unmolested.

Bradley took a seat by the makeshift conferencetable. "Genera Marshal wishesthis offensive wrapped
up as soon as possi ble so we can concentrate on the second phase of the operation.”

At sixty-four, Lt. Gen. Water Krueger now looked eighty. He was known as a meticulous planner, an
ingtructor, and aman who worked mightily to keep casuaties down. Now he was haunted by failing in
that godl.

"Genera Bradley," Krueger said dowly, the fatigue evident in hisvoice, "we're moving inland and up the
idand asfast aswe can. If wetry to push harder against Jap resistance, well only stack up more dead
and wounded. Just like on Okinawa, it sometimes takes daysto clear a cave complex on one smal hill
only to find another one afew hundred yards away. Thisis not the type of fighting that can be rushed.”

Bradley stepped to awall map that showed the line of American advance. A little more than one quarter
of Kyushu wasin American hands. Theline of American battle symbolsran from just north of Sendai on
the west coast and looped acrosstheidand to a point halfway aong the east coast between Miyazaki
and Nobeoka. Kagoshima and the dormant vol cano that dominated the city had been taken, as had Mt.
Kirishimain themiddle of theidand. Artificid harborswere under construction in Kagoshimaand Ariake
bays, while more than adozen smdll airfieldswere in operation.

Land areas taken included those optimigtically labeled the Ariake, Miyazaki, and, on the other side of the
idand, the Kushikino "plains.”" Other areas were labeled "corridors,” asif they formed an easy path to the
interior of Kyushu. Plains and corridors they might have gppeared on maps, and the land might actudly
have been more gentle than that in the interior, but it was till rugged. By moving through those aleged
plains and corridors, the army and marines had been rewarded by confronting even more difficult and
arduousterrain. It hardly seemed fair, Bradley thought.

"Genera Krueger," Bradley said, "the origina plans caled for usto take only the southern third of
Kyushu, and | believe we have pretty much accomplished what we set out to do. Ariake Bay isours, as



isKagoshimaBay. Our ships are using both shelters and will use them even moreif only the kamikazes
would stop coming over."

Asif to punctuate the comment, something exploded afew miles away.

"Gentlemen, the president is under tremendous pressure to finish thiswar. Heis under additiona pressure
to support British operations aong the China coast in conjunction with the liberation of Hong Kong. He
has committed to supporting the British with transports and landing craft in three months."

"No!" Generd Eicheberger blurted. "That'll mean adday in our attack on Tokyo."

Bradley smiled grimly. "It isnow amost Chrismasand it isjust over three months before Operation
Coronet, the invasion of Tokyo, is scheduled to take place. | want that attack accelerated. Gentlemen, |
want this battle on Kyushu wound down so that al our resources can be directed towards Honshu and
Tokyo. | want our boys ashore on the Kanto Plain and driving towards the Imperia Palace as soon asis
humanly possible. We cannot delay Coronet; therefore we must accelerateit.”

"But what will | do for an army?" Eichelberger asked softly. It was areminder to Bradley that he and the
absent Hodges were scheduled to be field commanders for Coronet as Krueger was for the smaller
Olympic. "Surely you don't expect to use the men now on Kyushu?'

"That's correct, | do not. Along with their presence being needed here, they are far too worn-out for
further offensive operations. No, they areto stay here.”

"Thank God," said Krueger, who could findly see an end to hishorrors. "But Bob's right. What will he
usefor an army? Theinvasion of Honshu will use an additiond fourteen divisonsin theinitid phase done.
Half those boys are either en route or not even formed up.”

Bradley smiled tightly. "Then well usethe haf we got. Gentlemen, I've been coordinating with Nimitz and
the Pentagon on the status of the Japanese army defending Tokyo. What had once been estimated at
eighteen infantry and two armored divisions has been reduced to less than haf that, and many of those
remaining soldiers are nothing but untrained warm bodiesin uniforms. They are recent conscripts who've
had no training whatsoever and don't possess much in the way of wegpons. Our air force has been
pounding anything they see, 0 there hasto be further erosion in their ability to fight.

"Bob, W, | don't think the Japs have anything left near Tokyo to fight with. | agree with intelligence
esimatesthat there will belittle resstance to an invasion of Honshu.”

Bradley saw the dishelief on their faces. They'd heard much the same thing from MacArthur earlier inthe
year, and it had proven horribly, tragicaly wrong. But Bradley aso saw aglimmer of hope that thiswould
end the terrible fighting. Thiswasinformation that had come from severa sources, and not just
MacArthur's pet intelligence coordinators who had been deemed infalible by their late commander.

Bradley moved away from the map. "The battle lines are dmost static and we are playing into their
hands. The harder we push againg their defenses, the more men we lose. This battle for Kyushu is
nothing more than arehash of Verdunin thelast war, or Stalingrad in this one, where one sdetried to
make the other sde bleed itself to death. We can't continue fighting and losing men at thisrate.”

"All right," admitted Eichelberger. "We can't. So what's Walt to do while Hodges and | try to pull an
army out of thinar?'

"Frg of dl, Bob," Bradley said, "your army isn't coming out of the air. Itl be coming from the
Philippines, California, Hawaii, and Europe. It'll be close, but I'll guarantee you at least two marine and



ten army divisons, dong with at least one armored brigade, for theinvasion.”
Eichelberger nodded. "If you're right about the state of the Jap army, it'll do. In fact, it'll more than do.”

Bradley turned to Krueger. "Walt, you may have the mogt difficult part. Any reinforcements and
replacements not aready landed here are now going to go to Bob. Y ou'll have to make do with what you
have.

Krueger shrugged. "'l kindaguessed as much. If it'll help end thisthing, I'm game. Asif | had achoice.”
Hegrinned for thefirg time.

"Good," said Bradley. "Onething | am very afraid of isamagor Jap counterattack. If they detect that
we've dowed down and eased off on the pressure, I'm convinced they'll try one. | want you to keep up a
minimum leve of pressure to keep their attention focused on Kyushu.”

Eichelberger arched an eyebrow. "A counterattack? Do you redly think the Japs are up to that? Weve
hit them pretty hard, Brad. They've taken alot of casudties, probably alot more than we have."

Bradley seated himself and leaned back in the chair. " Just about ayear ago | wasin Europe and we were
all counting out the German army. They were dead, we said, defeated and destroyed. Then the Germans
found aweak spot in the Ardennes and we wound up fighting the bloodiest battlein the history of the
United States, at least until thisone.

"Againg dl odds, the Nazis managed one last attack, one last hurrah, and just when we thought they
couldn't. We were caught preparing our own plansasif they didn't have any of their own. Areyou aware
that our latest intelligence estimates are that the Japs till have more than haf amillion men on Kyushu?'

"I know," said Krueger. "Wekill them and they keep replacing them with fresh bodies from Koreaand
Honshu. Maybe they aren't top-notch soldiers, but they're still fighting. Damned Reds are hel ping them
too. Wethink we've caused a quarter of amillion Jap dead or wounded, but they keep making good the
losses"

"Truman will take care of the Russians," Bradley commented hopefully, "but you've got to watch out for
the Japs. If the Battle of the Bulge isany guide, they will wait for an extended period of rotten weather
when our air forces are grounded and attack then. Unfortunately, they are still getting good westher
information from gtationsin Korea and even from Manchuria. Since the winter sorms flow down from up
there, they will have several days advance notice. So will we, of course. Nimitz has aready put anumber
of navy weather experts on ships and has them in the Sea of Japan off Koreaand Honshu.”

"Good," both other generals muttered in near unison.

"Genera Krueger, | want your boysto be ready to circle the wagons— and | mean that dmost literally—
when Nimitz givesthe signd that the westher isripe for the Japsto attack. If nothing comes of it, that'll be
fineby me, but I'd rather have afase darm, even anumber of them, than arehash of the Bulge, where
two regiments of the 106th Divison were forced to surrender. | don't want to even think of additional
American troops being captured by the Japs. | don't care how you do it, but there will be no weak

places for the Japsto exploit if and when they do attack.”

"What about atom bombs?' Eichelberger queried.

"There won't be aplace for them on the battlefield that | envison if the Japs do attack us." Mentdly,
Bradley hedged the statement. If a suitable target was found far enough from the battle lines, he would
congder it.



The door to the room burst open. "Incoming!" yelled a sergeant. " Jap planes on adead line towards us."

"Shit," said Krueger asthe men raced in undignified haste down an earthen corridor to the reinforced
shdter. "l guessour little secret'sout. | wasredly starting to get fond of thishole."

CHAPTER 57
TOKYO

Relations between senior officers of the Japanese army and the navy were generdly formal at best. The
rivalry was historicaly intense. Each had its own priorities and each was bitterly jeal ous of the other, even
to the point of orchestrating assassinationsin the decades prior to the war.

The army had argued against the southward push of the navy that had brought the United States and
Grest Britain into thewar. At thetime of Pearl Harbor the Japanese army wasfully involved inamagor
land war with China— one it had started without seeking government gpproval— and wished to finish
that war before starting any new adventures.

Within ayear of the attack on Pearl Harbor, the Imperia Japanese Army could only sit and seethein
impotent fury asthe Imperia Japanese Navy logt battle after battle and watch in frustration as enemy
warships drew ever closer to Japan.

As 1945 drew to aclose, only the army remained to defend Japan, and the naval officers who'd been so
proud and smug the years before were scarcely tolerated pariahs whose rash efforts had failed the
empire. While the navy licked itswounds and tallied itslosses, the army had gone on the offensivein
Chinaand pushed the Chinese Nationaists southward, forcing the American air forces to evacuate bases
from which they'd been bombing the homeidands. Asaresult, many army officers now looked down on
their naval counterparts. The army had dways felt that Japan's true adversary was the Soviet Union, and
it had gdled the generals to have to make peace, however temporary, with Stalin, who had broken it that
summer.

In this hostile environment, the unique friendship between Lt. Gen. Massharu Hommaand Vice Admira
Jsaburo Ozawa somehow first devel oped, then flourished. Both werein their latefifties, and each had
experienced glory and despair. Both men had pragmatic fedlings about the war and felt that it had to be
concluded quickly before Japan disappeared.

They dso thought that the code of Bushido, which required fighting to the death, was nonsensein the
current circumstances. Homma, who had served two terms as liaison with the British army, waswell
aware of the fighting capabilities and theindustrid might of the West. Ozawa had seen that might in more
recent action. He had watched in agony as ship after ship of hisfleet sank asaresult of the hammer
blowsinflicted by the overwhelmingly powerful Americans.

In 1941, Homma had commanded the Fourteenth Japanese Area Army in the invasion of the Philippines.
He had succeeded, but had paid aterrible price for the victory. Instead of the quick and easy conquest
that intelligence estimates had promised, the American and Philippine soldiers had fought bravely and
held out for monthslonger than anticipated. The defense of Bataan and Corregidor had upset the
Japanese timetable for conquest, and Homma, upon ultimate completion of histask, had been returned to
Japan and |eft in adminigrative limbo.

Hommawas further sung that the Americans had blamed him for the Death March and other atrocities
committed by his subordinates. He had ordered that prisoners be treated fairly, but these orders had
been ignored. Homma accepted the blame. Morally, he felt responsible. He had conquered anation but



had lost his career.

Ozawa, on the other hand, had merely lost hisfleet. Highly regarded and respected, he had been an early
proponent of airpower and had skillfully led his carriersin combat until the last of them was overwhelmed
inthe climectic Battle of Leyte Gulf. A quiet and bascally humble man, he knew there was nothing more

uselessthan an admira without aflegt, and he no longer had asingle mgjor surface ship, much lessaflest.

Each man understood the other and their relationship grew. Had the government of Genera Anami been
aware of it, it might have expressed disgpprovad. But the Anami government had many other and more
compelling problemsto resolve than to worry about two old officers getting together for drinksand idle
conversaion.

General Hommas vivacious and tiny wife, Fujito, beamed happily as she answered the door and
admitted the admiral. She bowed and took Ozawa's soggy hat and raincoat, then departed to let the
admira and her husband have their talk.

"Y our journey here was uninterrupted?' Hommainquired.
"Safe enough,” Ozawareplied. "Oneinnocuous car is not going to attract an attack."

Both men knew it was not quite that smple. With fud rationing so strict that civilian car usage was
virtudly nonexistent, American pilots had easily concluded that any car or truck on the road was a
legitimate military target. Ozawahad been both prudent and lucky. He did not burden his host with the
fact that he and his driver had twice bolted from the vehicle during his ten-mile journey out of fear that he
had been sighted by Y ank planes. He had wiped most of the mud from his uniform trousersfrom his
having hid in aditch. Hommawas too tactful to comment on the stains.

"You arefortunate,” Ozawa commented, "that you live far enough away from Tokyo proper to be
relaively free of the bombers and thefires." Ozawa's own small house had gone up in flamesduring a
bombing. He now lived with relatives.

Hommanodded. Hishomein exile was only twenty milesfrom the Imperid Pdace, but it might aswell
have been a thousand miles from the source of power. At least until recently.

After teawas drunk and the amenities observed, Homma brought out some rice brandy that alocal
entrepreneur had made. If not good, it was at least potent. Ozawa smacked hislipsin appreciation, then
leaned forward and smiled dyly. "Should | congratulate you or offer condolences, my friend?”

Homma.chuckled. "A little of both would bein order."

Asareault of the deeth of Fiddd Marsha Hatain the latest nuclear bombing, the army commands had
been reorgani zed. General Homma had been recalled from exile and given command of the Twelfth Area
Army, which encompassed Tokyo and most of the areasurrounding it.

"At least you have an army,” Ozawasaid softly. "While | have no surface shipsat dl. The last destroyer
was sunk acouple of days ago. A few submarines remain, but the enormous American flegt islargely
unmolested. My tripsto headquarters are little more than exercisesin futility.”

"Good friend," Hommareplied, "thetruth isthat my Stuation is as bad asyours. The Twelfth Area Army
largely exists on paper and in the confused mind of Genera Anami. Onceit conssted of eighteen infantry
and two armored divisions, but it now lists but eight infantry and one armored, and these are but terribly
depleted shadows of themselves. The other divisions have been sent to the daughterhouse in Kyushu,
while the remaining units have been stripped by transfers and then pounded to pieces by the ever-present



American planes. | doubt that | could field fifty thousand trained men and twenty tanks. My soldiers
cower intheir bunkersal over the Kanto Plain. It would be virtualy impossible for me to assemble them
into atrue fighting force under the circumstances. For al intents and purposes, Tokyo is undefended by

the Japanese army.”

Ozawawas shocked. "l had no ideaiit was so bad."

"Nor did I. Until my recent gppointment, | was uninformed of the Situation. It isthe same e sawhere on
the homeidands. The Fifth Army on Hokkaido has been reduced from five divisonsto two, the Eleventh
north of here from six divisonsto one, the Thirteenth to my south from six to two, and the Fifteenth,
which is adjacent to Kyushu, from eight to three. Large numbers of civilian militia have been formed, but
they are unarmed and untrained. They will be usdess when the Americans come.”

"Isit possible that they won't come?' Ozawa asked hopefully, even though he knew the dreaded answer.

"They will come. Itisonly amatter of time. Anami thinks otherwise of course. He fedlsthat the recent
dowdown in American operations on Kyushu means they have been defeated, or at least so bloodied
that they have no will to continue. Anami fedsthetimeisripefor acounterattack that will drivethe
Americans back into the ocean. Another Decisive Battle, he says, and the war will be won to the extent
that we can have a negotiated peace with honor."

Ozawalaughed in derison. "A Decisive Battle? Just how many of those will we fight? Pearl Harbor was
aDecisve Battle, aswere Midway, Leyte, anumber of others. Leyte Gulf was supposed to be the battle
that ended the war and it dmost did. We lost what was | eft of our navy init! What afool heisto believe
inthat discredited doctrine!”

Asthe smdler nation, Japan had dways |ooked for away to deliver aknockout blow against the
overwhelming might of the Americans. The nava war had been predicated on sucking the American flegt
into adecisve battle with the Japanese fleet off Japan that would end in an overwhelming victory for
Japan. It was a shame the Americans hadn't cooperated, Ozawa thought ruefully.

Homma poured alittle more brandy. "Mgor Hori, who has been so successful in anticipating American
actions, told Anami the Americans have not been defeated. Instead, Hori feesthey have taken dl they
require of Kyushu for use as astaging area and are now preparing to invade south of Tokyo. For the first
time, Anami disagreed with Hori and sent him away after atongue-lashing. | agree with Hori. The
Americanswill invade Honshu and will do it soon.”

A planeflew low over the house, and the frail structure began to shake. Both men looked at each other
asthey recognized the now distinctive growl of an American P-51. It was so symbalic of their total

hel plessness that an American fighter could gaze down on them from only afew hundred feet and nothing
could be done about it.

"Admira, so many of the fine young men weve sent to Kyushu have been killed or wounded in the
fighting, while many others never even madeit to the cursed idand. It isaclosay guarded secret, but only
about half the men sent on the journey ever arrive. The American planeskill them en route or sink thelr
boatsin the dtraits. The same is happening with the men we are trying to bring from Korea. The daughter
of the young isincredible. An entire generation of Japanese men is being destroyed. If we do not end this,
wewill be like France was after the last war. Emascul ated.”

Ozawa thought for amoment. There was something he had to say, but it had to be said carefully. "In your
opinion, isthe military Stuation hopeless?!

"Y$"



"Isnothing going right for us?*

"Well, the Americans haven't quite figured it out, but with our hidden airstrips on Kyushu just afew miles
behind the front lines, suicide attacks are no longer as necessary as they had been. The planes can
actudly load up with bombs and return without too much difficulty. Many now fly but afew feet off the
ground, bomb, and return to their hideouts. American supplies are in such abundance that it isvirtualy
impossiblefor even the most inexperienced pilot to miss dropping abomb on something important. Our
flierswill not resume actud suicide attacks until the counterattack, which will not come until the weather
grounds the American planes.”

"But what about the secret wegpons? Are they but rumors?”

Hommashook his head. "Some of them areredl, but may bring more harm to Japan than to the
Americans. We have quantities of poison gas and plague germsto use against them, but | fear for
American retdiation, which could utterly destroy what little remains of Japan.”

Gas? Germs? Ozawawas gppd led. What kind of war was Anami waging? Ozawas voice nearly broke
in despair. "Isthere nothing we can do?’

Hommalaughed harshly and took the legp of faith that Ozawawaswith him. "Are you suggesting a
coup?'

"Why not? That's how Anami came to power, isn't it? It would be justice to turn the tables on that
drunken buffoon.”

"Indeed, but Anami has the emperor and claimsto speak for him. Aslong asthat isthe case, any coup
would beignored. Besides, Anami has surrounded himsalf with thoseloyd to him and they are not under
my command. Heisvery careful and trusts very few inthe army. Myself, | am watched very closely
when | am near his headquarters. | believe | was chosen for my current assignment because | was
avallable, not out of any great confidencein my abilitiesor inmy loydty."

Interesting, thought Ozawa. "Where isthe emperor? We've heard rumors, but what isthe truth?"

"The emperor isat some undisclosed place on Kyushu. Incredibly, he was sent there before theinvasion
because it was deemed safer than Tokyo. It is now considered too dangerousto try and bring him back.”

"Amazing," the admira commented. "So wewill continue to fight until the last young man is dead and until
the Americans have stormed the Imperial Paace. But what if we found the emperor and he announced a
desirefor peace?'

"Then much would be changed, my friend. Perhaps what remains of Japan could even be saved.”

They spoke for awhile longer, thistime of families and friends, many of them recently dead. Much later,
the admird departed and Hommafervently wished him asafejourney.

Hommawent to his bedroom, undressed, and lay down on his back on the deeping mat. Fujito came and
knelt beside him. She was his second wife and younger than he. She was one person who had brought
gahility to his otherwise wild and erratic youth. She was priceessto him. Without her, hewould have
wound up an irrespons ble and drunken fool.

"Didit gowd|?" she asked as she ran her hands down his muscular chest.

"Very wdl," he said with asmile as he enjoyed the gentle touch of her hands. He knew full well that she
had been listening dl thetime. "The good admird understands everything. | believe | have planted a seed,



athough there may have aready been one present. We will now have to see what grows.”
Fujito'shandsroamed lower. "Ah." She giggled softly. "I have found something that is growing aready!”

Hommalaughed. She dipped off her robe, then swung her dender, naked body over hisand led him into
her. He was strong tonight and she moaned happily and reveled in each powerful upward thrust. The
inaction of the previous years had dmost driven him to despair and sometimes sapped his manhood. He
was atiger, not adomestic animal to be kept penned. His new command and its challenges were so
much better for both of them. Fujito had sublime confidence in her generd. If anyone could solve Japan's
terrible dilemma, she was confident that her husband could.

CHAPTER 58
KYUSHU, NORTH OF MIYAKANOJO

When Captain Ruger had dictated what Paul Morrdl| referred to as his"last will and testament” while on
the troopship off Kyushu, both had thought that the personnd changesin it would occur after hisbeing
killed or wounded. Promotion had not been athought.

Thekilling of Mgor Redwad, their battalion commander, had changed that. Ruger had been promoted
to the temporary rank of mgor, and Paul was given Ruger's old command, athough not the rank of
captain. Firg lieutenant was acommon enough rank for an inexperienced company commander. In the
absence of any other available junior officers, Sergeant Collins assumed command of Paul's old platoon.
Sergeant Orlando continued to provide support with his tank.

Both Paul and Mg or Ruger had made it clear that they didn't want to break in any rookie second
lieutenants at this stage of the battle. Paul in particular found that amusing. Only afew months earlier he
had been the unwanted and untested rookie. Now he was considered experienced and part of the old
guard.

Firgt Sergeant Mackensen put down the field phone. "'Lieutenant, there's a problem with Lieutenant
Marcdli. | think you'd better go over."

Paul swore softly and scrambled out of hisfoxhole and through the light cover of brush to where the
second platoon was dug in. Mackensen and a radioman followed close behind.

The company had been back in thelines for severa days after their dl too brief respite. Little had
changed in their absence, dthough a cockamamy rumor said that they were to seize some good defensive
ground and hold on until the Japs starved to death.

Bullshit. They had continued to inch up increasingly steep hills and fight their way through strong Jap
positions. Paul had lost track of the date. Wasit Chrisgmas yet? If s, he thought as he sumbled on a
rock and dmost lost his hemet, how would Santa find him? At least held gotten some mail and managed
to send some good letters off to Debbie. Thank God he could count on her.

"Over herg, Lieutenant,” one of Marcdlli's soldiersyelled.

Paul covered the last few yardsto where asmal group of men clustered about alarge lump that lay ina
foxhole. It was Marcelh. He was facedown and till, but his chest moved from the effort of bresthing.

"What happened to him?" Paul asked. The men shrugged and moved off. They didn't want to know.

Mackensen did into the hole and tried to move Marcelh. He was curled up in afetd position and



unresponsive. The stink of feces and urine wafted up from the hole. Lieutenant Marcelh had fouled
himsdf.

When Mackensen moved Marcelh's head, his eyes were squinched shut asif daring the world to make
him look. Mackensen tried to straighten him out, but he returned to his curled-up ball position likea
preformed rubber toy. It was ghastly to look at. This creature looked nothing like the eager young officer
who was Paul'sfriend.

"He's shell-shocked, Lieutenant,” Mackensen announced softly. "He's gone someplace e s, the lucky
bastard.”

Paul did down beside the lieutenant, shook him gently, and patted him on the cheek. "Jerry, can you hear
me?' he whispered in Marcelli's ear. "Jerry, c'mon, buddy. We got ajob to do and | need you. Help me
out thisonetime and well al get to go home.™

He heard alow moan and saw athin line of drool starting to run down Marcelli's chin. Seeing aman like
that was even more awful than seeing one wounded by abullet or shrapnd. Bullet wounds you could
bandage, but what the hell did you do when aman's mind snapped? No wonder the other soldiersdidn't
want to hang around. They were afraid it was contagious. It wasn't, of course, but each man knew that
he had his own breaking point. They just didn't want to be reminded of it. Paul had to get rid of Marcelli
before his condition played havoc with the rest of the company's morae.

Paul snapped at hisradioman, "Get amedic up here with astretcher. | want him out of here right now."
The operator gulped and sent the message.

Paul found a blanket and covered Marcdlli. He wanted to keep him warm, but he also didn't want
anyone dse gtaring a him asif hewere somekind of freak. "Well, First Sergeant, what do you think

happened?’

Mackensen shrugged. He didn't understand weakness, and in hisworld, battle fatigue or shell shock
qudified as weakness. He knew it occurred and was sympathetic to thoseit hit, but he had no ideawhy it

happened.

"Beats me, Sir. We both saw him yesterday and he wasfine. A little nervous, maybe, but that's not
unusud out here.”

No, Paul sighed, not unusud at al in aland where everything, even the earth and the trees, was hogtile.
Shell shock was getting more and more common, athough this wasthefirgt case hed seeninthe
company. There would be more as there was only so much that the human psyche and soul could take.

With the exception of the few daysin the rear, they'd been in combat almost every day since landing
more than a month ago. The company had suffered more than seventy casuaties and had received only a
dozen fresh-faced young replacements, who'd been unprepared for the horrors confronting them. Asa
result, a high percentage of the innocent and clean-uniformed replacements had themsalves gone down.
What saddened Paul the most was that few knew who the dead and wounded replacements were. No
one wanted to make friends with someone who waslikdly to die. They were stuck with the people they'd
begun with in the company, but they didn't have to open their hearts and soulsto anyone else. Why
compound problems with the burden of grief when someone waslost.

The stretcher-bearers came and got Marcdlli strapped down and carried away. For amoment, the young
lieutenant had opened his eyes, and Paul had been struck by the total blankness behind them. Wherever
Marcdli'smind was, it wasn't in thisworld. As he disgppeared down the hill, Paul wished him peace,
athough he feared that Marcelli would become like one of those World War | veterans he'd once seen at



agovernment hospital. They'd lived there for decades, utterly unaware and comprehending nothing. Hed
been twelve at the time, and the scene had given him nightmares.

Paul shuddered and wondered when he would break. Then he wondered if his mind hadn't adready gone.
Perhaps thiswhole thing wasjust a nightmare? Maybe dl he had to do was close hiseyesand it would dl
go away? Maybe he could will himself home with his head cradled between Deb's breasts while she
kissed his forehead and told him everything was okay.

Y eah, sure, and dl he had to do was click his heels and held bein Kansas with Dorothy and Toto.
Mackensen was looking at him funny. Had he been babbling out loud?"Any orders, sr?'
"Yeah," sad Paul grimly. "Let'sgo kill some fucking Japs and get this over with."

CHAPTER 59

OKINAWA

OSS agent Johnson didn't like working alone after al the time spent with Peters. The two men had
established arapport that was amost the same as two brainsworking in tandem, or perhaps being
married, as some of the other OSS personnel teased. Teamwork was especialy important because the
puzzle he was working on wouldn't cooperate and divulge its solution. Thus, he was tickled when his
partner in crime, Peters, walked through the door of their hut and hung hiswet coat on ahook. Peters
had caught the flu and had been on sick call for acouple of days. He still looked like shit, but Johnson
head missed him.

Johnson looked down at the piece of paper whose meaning had been euding him. "Got avery cryptic
message from Nomurathat | don't understand. Instead of using the emergency code, hesusing a
message within amessage, only | don't know what it is. It's gotta be obvious, but not to me right now."

Peters knew what he meant. Sometimes messages were like crossword puzzles. Where one person might
be stymied, a second would see the solution immediately. Johnson handed him the paper and Petersread
the elusive message verbatim: " Sound of tall construction machinery adjacent. Cooperation expected
from chief operator in moving it from the premises.”

"What the hell?' Peters said.
Johnson laughed. "Now | don't fed so bad. It's been driving me nuts sinceit camein afew hours ago.”

Peters thought hard. What did the phrase tall construction machinery redly mean? Intuitively, he knew
those words were the key to the solution. They aso knew that it must have been extremely important for
Joe to have sent the information in such amanner. Y et it was still not important enough for Nomurato
have used the emergency code. He was still saving that.

"Quick, ligt dl thetypestall construction machinery you can think of," Peters ordered.

"Derrick, crane, steam shovel, hoist, windlass? Hell, | don't know. There€'s probably others| can't think
of."

Something clicked in Peterss mind. Aninvoluntary shiver went down his spine. Hewas afraid of the way
his thoughts were proceeding. "Would voice be asynonym for sound?"

"Sure, are you onto something?'



"Y eah. Or maybe | am. Substitute voice for sound and crane for tall construction machinery and you
have 'voice of the craneis adjacent." "

Johnson's jaw dropped. "V oice of the Craneis one of Hirohito'stitles. Jesus, is Nomuratelling usthat he
isin direct contact with the emperor?”’

Peters nodded. "It'shard to believe, but | think heis. And if I'm right on that count, he'saso telling us
that Hirohito wantsto get out of wherever heis and we're expected to help.”

"Hoo, boy," Johnson whistled. "Thisisway too big for usto handle. We better bring some brass on
board with this. Do we tell Washington?"

"No," Peters said reluctantly, "For thetime being, | think we'd better keep thisright here on Okinawa. |
don't want this secret to leave thisidand just yet. Besides, if our assessment isfull of crap, | don't want
that news off Okinawaeither."

* * *

Peters and JOHNSON stood at attention as Lt. Gen. Matthew Ridgway entered the small conference
room. Both agents were dressed in army uniforms, but without any indications of rank. Ridgway's crisp,
strong-jawed appearance reinforced the impression of a can-do type of leader. He looked younger than
hisfifty years and had only recently transferred in from the European theater, where, asamgor generd,
he had commanded the XV 111 Airborne Corps, which had included the 82nd and 101st Airborne
divisonsin the Battle of the Bulge, and the earlier and ill-fated Operation Market Garden. Ridgway's
third star was only afew months old. He held no specific command; instead, he functioned asa
troubleshooter for Gen. Omar Bradley. His presence was taken by Johnson and Peters as a good omen.

Ridgway took a seat and directed the othersto do likewise. "Where's Hirohito and just why do you think
we can snatch him away from his own people?* he snapped.

Peters answered, "He's being held by Anami's people in northern Kyushu. | don't know exactly where
and our agent declined to give specifics. It'sfar too risky for him to divulge that he has that knowledge as
we arefairly certain the Japs are picking up alot of what he's sending and decoding it by now.”

Ridgway grunted. "And you redly believe your manisin contact with him?"*

The generd had their brief written report, but wanted to hear their answersverbaly. Their fear that it
would be laughed away was dready disspating. They had hoped to see either Bradley or Nimitz, but this
conference with Ridgway meant that at |east Someone at the top thought it was worth pursuing.

"The message from Nomurais necessarily cryptic,” Peters continued, "but we strongly believe that isthe
gist of it. Our agent has located Hirohito, who islikely a prisoner, and the emperor wants out of his
captors hands so he can bring peace.”

“Why?

It was Johnson'sturn. "Intelligence analysi's says the emperor was never that strong an advocate for war
against Americaand was more than ready to surrender after Hiroshima and Nagasaki. The subsequent
overthrow of the Japanese government by Anami and his cohorts had nothing to do with Hirohito except
to put himin persond jeopardy.”

Ridgway shook his head. It was almost too incredible to believe. "And we're supposed to accept that this
Nomura character of yours haslanded on Japan, wandered around for months, somehow become
Hirohito's best friend, and, as aresult, the emperor will let ustake him off Kyushu and out to an



American warship? Y ou know afew people on Bradley's and Nimitz's staffs think you guys are either
drunk or hdlucinating? Worse, there's the serious possibility that you've misread the message, or that the
wholething isatrap to kill anyonewho triesto liberate Hirohito. For al we know, this Nomura character
has either been captured and tortured or he's become aturncoat.”

Johnson persisted, "General, Mr. Nomura has proven himsdlf very resourceful. We do not believe he has
been captured or is sending messages under any duress. There were key words to use and ways of
phrasing things that would have tipped us off if that wasthe case. No, | believe heis dedling with Hirohito
and that Hirohito wantsto get somewhere so he can realy and finally end thiswar. What we need is your
approva and assistance in getting them out.”

Ridgway cupped his chin thoughtfully. "I'm curious, gentlemen, just how had you planned on extracting
Nomurain thefirg place when thetime wasright?*

"By submarine, sr," Peters answered. Inwardly, he exulted. Ridgway was ill listening to them. He hadn't
laughed them out of the office. "We were going to get him out the same way he got in. Only when the
boat that landed him was sunk, we didn't think the navy would let us have another one.”

"So you essentidly wrote him off after that.”

"Yes, gir. To be brutaly frank, we wrote him off even before that," Johnson added with candor. "We
thought held last maybe aweek or so and redlly never expected to have to pull him off under any
circumstances. We gave him some plans, but they were more like placebos to make him feel good. We
never expected him to do thiswell or last al thistime. Weredly thought hed have been caught or killed a
long time ago. What he's done for us has been nothing short of incredible.”

"So I've heard." Ridgway had read the reports from Nomura and what was now asmall but efficient
cadre of other Japanese-American OSS agents operating on Honshu. When the book about these
activitieswaswritten, held decided, it would be a hdluva bestsdller.

Ridgway took adeep bresth and made adecision. "All right, well do it. First off, we need to insert some
peoplein thereto do somered operationa planning. How do we get that message to him without tipping
off Jap eavesdroppers?'

Peters handed Ridgway atyped sheet of paper. "Thisis part of his placebo, only wereferred to it asa
menu. It'salist of possible extraction locations, dates, and an equivaent a phanumeric code. All we have
to doistell him to designate the best time and place from his copy of thelist, and you can send inwhat |
presume will be an advance party.”

"Very good." Ridgway grinned. God, if he could pull this off, he would go down in the history books as
the general who ended the most miserable war in American history and saved many thousands of
American lives. So too would this Nomura character, who must have ared set of ballsto be doing what
he was doing. Ridgway had long since decided he'd like to meet Nomura. Bradley and Nimitz had said
hed havetowaitinline,

Ridgway chuckled. "Admira Nimitz told Bradley that there was anew eradawning regarding
cooperation between the army and the navy. | have afew thoughts on how to help out your Mr. Nomura
and test the good admird's Sincerity a the sametime. Gentlemen," he said, grinning, "I think the next few
daysare going to be very, very interesting.”

CHAPTER 60
KYUSHU, CAMP 7



Emperor Hirohito moved hisrook, pausing before removing his hand. Once helet go of the piece, the
move would stand. Until then, it was tentative and reversible. Finally helet go and smiled. "I believe you
arein check, Captain Nomura."

Nomura sagged. Damn, he was getting so closeto winning. "Indeed | am, Your Mgesty.”

"A shame. For awhilethere| thought you were redlly improving, but then you made a couple of moves
that disproved my theory. Unless, of course, your mind is not on your game.”

Nomurasmiled. "You are correct, Sr. Many things are distracting me. With regrets, gr, itistruly difficult
to concentrate.”

"l understand, Captain. Chessin the midst of awar for survival must seem like atrivia enterprise. Now
then, what solutions do you propose to my dilemma?”

Nomuratook a deep breath. Thiswas the moment held been both anticipating and dreading. To divulge
anything would be to brand himself as either atraitor or aspy. If he had misunderstood what Hirohito
wanted, or if Hirohito had changed his mind, he would place himsdlf in morta danger smply by opening
hismouth. All or nothing, he decided.

"Sir. Arrangementsthat | would not wish to comment on are being made to free you. When that time
occurs, you will be able to make any announcement you wish regarding your opposition to the war.
Hopefully, the result will be the honorable surrender of Japan.”

"Colond Sakel and hissoldierswill not surrender me to the oppaosition without a struggle.”
"I know."

Hirohito looked saddened. He fully understood that men would die in the effort to free him. The blame
was Anami's, and not his own. Anami, the man he had once thought of asafriend, had caused his
imprisonment and continued the war, causing the deaths of so many tens of thousands. So what if afew
more died? In amacabre way, it would be an investment, and the profit regped would be the
continuation of Japan. He accepted that.

"Captain, when | am, ah, freed from here, it cannot be to another prison cell, not even ahighly gilded
one"

"l understand.” Nomura hoped the people in Washington understood that as well.

"Do you? Wherever | wind up, it must be asthe emperor of Japan, the spiritual and congtitutional |eader
of asovereign nation that wishes an honorable peace with the United States. Any attempt to use me or to
show me off asatrophy will backfire and result in my remova from the throne by thewarlords. This
could even occur in absentia”

Nomura nodded his understanding. He was almost too surprised to speak. Was the emperor signding
that he understood that the Americans would take him, and that he would not be rescued by another
group of Japanese? Nomuradid not think he had given any hint ofthat.

"Captain, would you do me afavor?'
"Certanly, Mgesty."

"Please remove your tunic and shirt."



Confused, Nomura stood and did as requested.
"Itisas| thought,” Hirohito said. "Y ou are an American.”
"What?'

"Don't deny it, Captain. Look at your vaccination. Y ou were vaccinated on the arm. Japanese are
vaccinated on the hip.”

Nomuras mind whirled. Should hetry to deny it and say he had received his shotswhilein the United
States or something like that? After al, he had aready told Hirohito that he'd traveled widely. But if the
emperor believed he was an American and voiced his opinion to Sakel, then Nomura was doomed. Who
would take hisword againgt that of an emperor, even an imprisoned one?

"We|?' the emperor asked. "Do you admit it?"
Nomurabowed hisheed. "Yes."
"When did you plan to tell me?"

"I had no idea, Y our Mg esty. Maybe not until thelast minute, Sir, when it would be too late to do
anything about it."

Hirohito looked pained. "I suspected that would be the case. | understand your logic and | accept it. |
have no idea how you will accomplish thisand do not wish to know. Y ou are an incredibly brave and
resourceful man, Captain. Y ou have fooled Colond Sakel, who, however, seeswhat he wishesto see.
Put on your clothing before someone comesin, and we shdl play another game. It iswell that we do
something whilewetak."

Nomuraagain did as requested. "How did you suspect, Sr?"

"A number of small things, nothing significant taken individuadly, but collectively they becomerelevant.
Most of the people | ded with are members of the extended roya family or the military hierarchy, and |
am used to the manner in which they defer to me. Y ou, however, portrayed yoursdf asan ordinary
officer without Imperial connections. Y ou were properly subservient, except at those times when your
wish to win at chess overpowered your discretion. No ordinary Japanese would have behaved like you
did. Atfirst | put it down to my own ignorance of ordinary Japanese, but then | more closaly watched the
behavior of the othersin Sakel's detachment. Prisoner or no, they think of me asagod, and your eyestdll
methat you think otherwise.

"Then, on redlizing that the so-caled spy was still on theloose, | began to put two and two together. |
aso thought it unlikely that atrue kempei officer would be so easly suborned. Tl me, did you kill the
man whose uniform you wear?"

"He was dead dready. A traffic accident.”
"Amazing. Inthe midst of awar we till have traffic accidents.”
"Sir, you said Sekel seeswhat he wishes. Are you confident ofthat?"

Hirohito pushed afew pieces around the board and Nomuradid likewise. "Y es, Captain. Like his |eader,
Anami, heisblinded from the truth. Y ou wear the uniform of a Japanese officer and say you are hisaly.
Therefore, he bdievesyou. It isdmost inconceivable to him that an officer could betray his nation.
Continue acting as you have and keep telling him that Japan iswinning, and the poor deluded man will



think you areastaunch aly.”

Hirohito sighed deeply and for amoment Nomurathought hewasin pain. "When | became emperor in
1926, | named my reign showa, which means 'enlightened peace.’ | never thought it would cometo this.
Thiswar must be concluded.”

Joe Nomura bowed in degpest respect. "It will end, sir."

"Captain,” Hirohito said sternly, "I meant what | said about not being treated as a prisoner. If my people
perceivethat | amin shackles or held againgt my will, they will disown me, and al my effortswill cometo
naught. Y ou must make your superiors understand that.”

"I will, gr." Nomurahad no ideaiif he could accomplish that. He only hoped that his superiorswould
figureit out for themsdves.

"One other thing, Captain.”
IIS' I?I

Hirohito smiled briefly. "Y ou gavein far too eadly. | have no ideahow or where the ordinary Japanese
people are vaccinated.”

CHAPTER 61

As he stepped out into the cold and damp December air, Truman waved to the onlookers and began his
morning walk. The streets of Washington were busy with vehicular and pedestrian traffic. Dressed in suit,
overcoat, and snap-brim hat, Truman madeit an dmost daily ritual that delighted spectators dmost as
much asit tickled him.

Ashemoved out briskly at a pace that would daunt asoldier, Secret Service agentstook up their places
around the president while agaggle of reporters and the just plain curioustrailed behind. In dl, the ad hoc
parade consisted of abouit fifty people. It amused Truman that so many of the older print and radio
reporters had declined to even try to keep up with him. Now it was the young pups such as Brinkley,
Sevareid, and Rooney who tried to keep pace with aman who knew he wasin excdlent physical
condition and proved it with astonishing frequency. It tickled Truman that the heavy boozers and
incessant smokers among the journalists had al been walked into the ground.

Today he had exited the White House on Pennsylvania Avenue. He would walk down Fifteenth Street to
whereit rgjoined Pennsylvaniaand then to the Capitol, loop around to Independence Avenue, and finally
back to the White House by way of Seventeenth Street. It was severa solid miles of walking and it
would fed good. Somehow life dways became easier when he managed to get in some exercise.

"Mr. President, any further comment on the prisoner of war lists?"

One of the more unusua aspects of Truman's daily walks was that the reporters keeping up with him
could ask him any questions they wished. Of course, he didn't have to answer, or, if he did, he could
frame the answer any way he wished. Harry Truman had long ago figured out that the
guestion-and-answer game could be worked both ways.

"Asl'vesaid, boys" he responded solemnly, "thelist isacrue delusion and only goesto show what a
hard and unreasonable foe were fighting. It sickened me when they listed asliving so many young men
we knew were dead. That it gave false hopes to people back home was aterrible thing for the Japanese
to do.”



Thelist had been given by the Japanese to the Swedish embassy, who had turned it over to the Reuters
News Agency. It contained the names of people who were known to have died in the campaigns or had
already been liberated and appeared to presume that no one had died in Japanese camps. Many other
names were suspected of being fictitious.

"Asto the young men they've put in jeopardy by placing them in danger areas," Truman continued, "well,
the rules of war say they are responsible for our men's safety. If they do not make areasonable effort to
protect the Allied servicemen they have as prisoners, then they are crimindly liable.”

He didn't add that the condition of those who would be liberated was likely to be ghastly at best.

"Mr. President, there are rumors that the British are working on a separate peace with the Japs. How
would that affect the war?'

Truman returned afriendly wave from ablack woman standing by the curb. "Thewar in the Pecificisan
amogt al-American effort. If the Britsdo decideit isin their best interests to make peace, then theré's
nothing we can doto stop it."

However, Truman knew it was highly unlikely. The British needed American help to get to Hong Kong,
and the Japanese there had already reached an accommodation with the Russians and didn't need one
with the British. A loca truce with the commandant at Hong K ong was possible, but nothing that would
end the dliance with the United States.

"What about the revoltsin the Holy Land? Isit true that well be sending troops to help the English keep
order?'

Truman shook hishead. "They haven't asked for our help yet, athough | might look favorably on sucha
request. We cannot have Mudlims and Jewskilling each other. It isinconceivable to me that survivors of
the Holocaust cannot find peacein the Holy Land.”

The announcement that Britain was going to open up Jewish immigration to Paestine had caused an
unexpectedly serious exploson among the indigenous Mudim population. Hundreds had been killed in
rioting, and the cities of the Holy Land were burning. Anti-American sentiment in Arab countries was at
andl-timehigh.

In Paestine itsdlf, British forces were hard-pressed to keep order, and there were indications they
favored the Mudims anyhow. Truman had aready decided that the British might be getting help from
American forces now in Europe whether they wanted it or not.

"What's being done to stop the Russians?"

Good question, Truman thought. He avoided adirect answer by laughing and making smal tak with a
startled group of passersby. In fact, the Soviets were taking over everywhere their tanks were parked.
Poland was gone, and East Germany was occupied as was part of Austria. Hungary and Czechodovakia
were tottering, while Bulgariaand Romaniawere dready solidly alied with Stalin. Only in Greece had the
Reds been halted, and there appeared to be a curious situation developing in Yugodaviaasthe

Y ugodavs under Tito seemed to be marching to adifferent Communist drummer.

The reporter perssted, "'Sir, what additiona is going to be doneto help Chiang?”

This one he could answer. "We are continuing to send him supplies. Short of sending him troops, which
we are not in aposition to do, thereislittle else that can be done. He's going to have to fight his battle
himsdf.”



The reporter nodded and took notes. Truman had intentionally confirmed the obvious— Chinawas going
Communist and there wasn't adamn thing anybody could do about it. Even the most aggravating of the
congressmen in the China L obby now accepted that fact, although their public pronouncements said
otherwise.

"Mr. President, what about the rumors of Jap peace feders? I s there anything to them?”

"No," he snapped. "There are no true peace feders. Any so-called peace feders are the same as before
the Anami coup in Augugt. That is, they are from well-intentioned Japanese civilians, mainly low-ranking
diplomats who are stationed in Europe. They personaly wish peace but have no control or influence over
the actions of their military government.”

Truman was personaly convinced that most of the people in Japan were heartily sick of thewar. If only
they could be reached, he thought, but he was convinced it was hopeless. The Anami government
controlled the military, and the military controlled Japan.

"Mr. President, when will weinvade Honshu?"

Truman laughed heartily. The reporter flushed and grinned back. "Do you redly expect me to answer that
question?’ Truman said.

"No, s, but would you comment on the progress of the fighting on Kyushu?'

Truman paused again to shake afew hands. A tourist took his picture with aKodak. "Any fighting is
awful, and thisisextremey hard, particularly since the war should have ended months ago. However, our
boys are continuing to make progress.”

"Do you anticipate a Japanese surrender?”
"We anticipated one last August. Remember, we had one in hand and Anami's thugs snatched it away."

A reporter hdf ran to get close by. Truman could see that the boy's face was flushed. The puppy
wouldn't last more than ablock or two. "Can you comment on the pressure from the Vatican to negotiate
apeace rather than holding out for unconditiona surrender?”

Now let's see who's paying attention, Truman thought. “We will never negotiate with the Anami
government.”

The reporter took quick notes. Truman looked behind him to where a couple of the more experienced
reporterswere looking at him quizzicaly. Y es, they knew that news was often made by what was not
said, and the president of the United States had just not said a mouthful.

Before anybody could elaborate, the disorganized entourage turned onto Independence Avenue and
were suddenly confronted by a group of several hundred women who blocked the road ahead. Asthe
Secret Service tightened their protective cordon around Truman, he saw that many of the women were
carrying signs and placards. END THE WAR NOW some said, while othersread BRING OUR BOY S
HOME or END THE KILLING TODAY . He was particularly stunned by one placard naming him asa
murderer of American youth.

The women themsalves |ooked nothing like the unwashed, hairy, and wild-eyed radicals who normaly
marched and protested whatever they felt was wrong with the world. These were al white women,
middle class and well dressed, and many looked at him grimly. He could read expressions of ange,
frustration, and, to hishorror, contempt. He involuntarily recoiled from the depths of their passon while
flashbulbs popped and photographersimmortdized the event.



Truman was hustled down a Side Street by the Secret Service and then into the backseet of atrailing car.
He brushed off the apologies from the chief agent. The chief said held known of asmall demonstrationin
front of the Capitol, but had thought nothing of it as there were d most dways demongtrations of some
kind. But this one had quickly become unusudly large and particularly vocal.

When Truman returned to his office, he checked with Jm Byrnes and found that Smilar demongtrations
were taking place in anumber of cities across the nation, and that the demonstrators were primarily
women, tens of thousands of women. Truman was shocked. It was almost unheard-of for alarge portion
of the "norma" population to be againgt an American war. He poured himsdlf awhiskey and water and
another for Byrnes.

"Jm, what the devil'sgoing on? Why arethey blaming meinstead of the Japs?"

Byrnestook aquick swallow. "I think we're gonna be catching red hell from now on. People aretired of
the war and sickened by the casualties. Thisweek it's the women protesting. Next week it'll be their
husbands. Good Lord, what'll happen if this spreads to the young men and they stop showing up for
military service? Hell, they know we can't prosecute everyone.”

Truman thought Byrnes was overreacting and said so. American boyswould aways do theright thing
about their obligation to serve when cdled. But he also recdled that there had been riots over the military
draft during the Civil War, and that the world war in 1918 had not been fully supported by the American
public. The attack on Pearl Harbor in 1941 had galvanized a confused nation and unified it asit had
never been before. Now it looked asif smal ripsin the fabric of unity were beginning to develop. What
on earth would he do if large numbers of young men actualy decided not to show up for induction?

Truman put down hisglass. He had to find away to end the war. "Jmmy, | seem to recal you wanted
thisjob yoursdf a onetime?’

Byrnes helped himsdf to some morewhiskey. "I believe you've been grossdy misinformed, Sr. Nobody in
his right mind would want to be president.”

"True" Truman laughed.

Truman knew that Byrnes's statement was facetious. In 1944, Byrnes had campaigned hard for the
vice-presdentiad nomination, but Roosevet's dight and dmost uncaring nod had givenit to Truman
instead. Asaresult, Truman was stuck with thejob.

Now, Truman had to ded with therea concernsthat were developing. Only afew months ago, a Galup
poll had said that fully 90 percent of the public supported forcing Japan to an unconditiona surrender.
But that was no longer the case. The polls still showed amajority wanted unconditional surrender, but
that number was declining. Truman mistrusted polls, but he acknowledged that atrend was occurring. If
the wives and mothers of Americawere turning againgt him, what did it mean for the nation's future?

CHAPTER 62
KYUSHU, NEAR MIYAKONOJO

Theflat, sharp crack of the nearby rifle shot sent everyone sprawling in the cold, wet dirt. Paul'sfirst
reaction as he hugged the ground was that someone'srifle had gone off accidentaly. With everyone
running around with loaded wegponsit was a constant worry, and he determined to find out who it was
and have Mackensen rip him anew asshole. They'd lost enough good men to the Japs without anyone
having to worry about being shot by their own men. So far, hed managed to avoid having that sort of
tragedy and planned to keep it that way.



Then, in the second it took for those thoughtsto clear his mind, he redlized that the sound of the gun said
it was not one of theirs. By now the noise made by a Garand or a carbine was afamiliar, even friendly
and reassuring one, and the shot that had sent them al scurrying was aien. A Jap had taken a shot at
them and he had been close by. And, unless he was amagician who could move through the woodsin
slence, the sniper was Hill there.

The men now hiding on the ground made no sounds. Fire control was excellent. No one was blazing
away a shadows, thus giving away their position or endangering others. Paul broke out into a swest as
he redlized that the Jap could not be more than afew score feet away, if that far. Lie dtill, hetold himself.
Any kind of motion in thelow shrubs and trees might attract the sniper's attention.

But where the hell was he? That Jap had to give them aclue asto his wheregbouts, didn't he? They
couldn't lie on the ground forever. Of course, if you were shot, forever began immediately. This thought
made lying till on the ground look very much like the right thing to do.

Again Paul's company was on asteep hillsde and attempting to seize the high ground. Thisparticular hill
was heavy with bushes and some surprisingly tall conifer treesthat reminded a couple of the men of
northern Cdifornia. Asthey had advanced northward and into the interior of Kyushu, the type of foliage
had changed from the palms and banyans of the south to the more familiar pines and beeches. Even the
trees that would normally drop their leaves retained them, although they were brown and lifeless.

It was another hill that wastoo steep for Orlando's tank to climb even if it had been available. The
Sherman wasin the rear for long-overdue maintenance. The infantry would have to solve the problems
themsdves

CRACK!

The sniper fired again and Paul flinched. He closed his mouth and neerly bit dirt ashetried to hide. This
time there was no doubt. The son of abitch was almost on top of him. Therewas no cry for help soit
appeared the Jap had again missed histarget. Either that, Paul thought ruefully, or he had killed hisvictim
ingtantly and silently. Speculation didn't matter; the sniper had to be taken out.

Paul shifted hisbody with dmost glacid downess. He would make no sudden motions that would attract
the enemy. After what seemed like an eternity, he had rolled onto on his back with his carbine on his
chest. He looked upward through the trees and tried to figure out which one hid one Jap sniper.

He could see nothing. Thetreeswere dl thick and blotted out the sun. Y et the sniper had to bein atree,
and that tree was damned near to him.

Click.

Paul froze. Oh, Jesus, he thought. The sound had come from amost directly above him, and it wasa
bullet being chambered in arifle. The sniper was going to shoot. He squinted and stared at a cluster of
limbs about thirty feet above him. Wasit the Jap or were his eyesfooling him? The cluster of branches
could be aplatform hiding the sniper or they could be a perfectly natural accumulation of falen debris. If
hefired at it and was wrong, he would have given away his position to the sniper, and that sort of mistake
could befatal. He stared at the branches and willed the Jap to do something to give himself away.

A stick dowly moved by the branches and began to project out. As Paul watched in fascination, he
redized that he waslooking a the barrdl of arifle. He shrieked and fired his carbine on full automatic until
the clip was empty. The sound deafened him for an instant. Leaves and twigs exploded from the trunk of
the tree and the camouflaged firing platform.



Thentherewas silence.

"Who fired?" yelled Mackensen.

"l did," Paul answered hoarsdly.
Mackensen was beside him. ™Y ou get him?"

Paul gestured upward. The obscuring branches had come off the tree, and what remained had taken on a
distinctly human form asit dangled facedown. It was limp and lifdess, but human. Then whatever had
been holding the body to the tree came loose and the Jap commenced afal to the ground, his body
hitting severa limbsthat dowed his descent.

The body landed only afew feet away from Paul and Mackensen. A second later the Arisakarifle
clattered down beside its owner. Severa of Paul's soldiers had emerged from their refuges and looked a
the Jap, who was now sprawled awkwardly on the ground.

Mackensen moved to check him out. "Be careful," Paul said.

"Hell, ar'"— Mackensen grinned— "if that fall didn't make him go off, nothing will. | redlly don't think he's
booby-trapped.” He inserted a booted foot under the man's armpit and rolled him over on his back. Paul
gagged. One of his shots had ripped off the man's jaw, while others had ripped open his chest and
gomach.

Humming idly, Mackensen went through the Jap's pockets and pulled out his papers. There was nothing
terribly exciting. He announced that the Jap was an enlisted man in aunit they aready knew they were
fighting.

Mackensen straightened up and handed the papersto Paul. "I don't read their shit al that well, sir, but |
think this says he's seventeen years old. He also wasn't that good a shot since he didn't hit nothing.”

There was a sngpshot of an older couple who were probably the dead man's parents and another of a
young girl dressed in ademure kimono. It chilled Paul. He had apicture like that in hiswallet and he
visualized some Jap soldierslooking at it and commenting crudely. He wondered what they would have
thought of Debbi€'s photo. Would they have laughed at his parents the way his men were now doing with
the Jap's and make noises about whether they wanted to flick the girlfriend? Probably, Paul decided.

There was some Japanese paper money aswell, and he gaveit to the soldiers. It was worthless, but
everyone wanted some to send home as a souvenir.

Paul looked more closdly at the corpse. Mackensen had said he was seventeen, just about the same age
as Debhie's brother. Hewas small and frail and looked more like thirteen than seventeen. Most Japs
were smaller than Americans, but this man couldn't have been more than five feet tall and probably didn't
weigh more than ahundred pounds.

Then Paul noticed how unhedthily thin the dead man was. He was amost emaciated and Paul made a
note to passthat fact on to battalion. The only bodies they'd seen lately had been badly burned or
shredded, which made it impossible to estimate their overd| hedth. If everyonein the Japanese army was
as hungry-looking asthis sorry cadaver, then the Japanese supply system had completely broken down.

Hell, just last night Paul and his men had eaten a hot chicken dinner from amohile field kitchen. When
was the last time the Jap'd had a full meal? Weeks, he guessed, and it was probably boiled rice. If the
Jap army was starving, that was good news.



Paul checked the man's equipment. The uniform wasworn thin and in tatters. It wasafar cry from what
he and the others were wearing. It was still above freezing, but the air was damp and chill, just what his
mother referred to as perfect pneumoniawesther. This poor Jap must have been freezing, which might
have thrown off hisaim.

The dowdown in the American advance had permitted rear-echelon unitsto move closer to the front,
and the men had actually been able to warm up in atent with a portable stove the other day. Paul
wondered when the dead boy had last been warm.

The young man's footwear was as bad as the rest of his gear. The soles of his boots had worn through
and been replaced by pieces of wood. Paul looked at his own combat boots and wet-weather gear. He
was dry and fairly comfortable. How the hell had the dead boy even been able to function? Again, it was
information to send back to battalion.

A couple of men had checked the Jap's mouth and pronounced in disgust that there were no gold fillings.
Paul fet aqueasinessin his gut and walked away. He found refuge behind a bush and puked everything
that wasin his somach, including what might have been left of that hot chicken dinner. He heaved until his
stomach hurt and then his body shook. He had just killed aman and the reaction had set in.

Finally, he got control of himsalf and rejoined his men. Mackensen looked at him sympatheticaly. ™Y ou
okay, Sr?'

Paul chosetolie "I'mfine"
"Your firg?"

Paul took amouthful of water from a.canteen, swirled it around his mouth to cleanse it of the taste of hile,
then spat it out. "Y eah. It shows, doesn't it?' He was dightly ashamed of hisreaction in front of the
rocklikefirst sergeant.

"Well, sir, that puts you one up on me," thefirgt sergeant said with undisguised admiration. "That was
damned good shooting and great hunting.”

Paul thought Mackensen was kidding. Hisfirst sergeant had to have killed scores of the enemy. But then,
who knew whether you actudly killed or not? Many times Paul's men had blazed away a an unseen
enemy, or in the generd direction where they thought the Japs were. The results were impersona and
generdly unknown. Thistype of killing was unique.

The only other timesthey'd actudly seen the Japsthey'd killed were during that banzai charge and when
they'd taken out that bunkered-in tank.

"Thanks, top," Paul said, and managed agrin. "That meansalot coming from you." He saw looks of
undisguised admiration on the othersin the area. 14t Lt. Paul Morrell was akiller. Killer Morrdl had
blown a Jap's ass out of atree and saved their lives. With the GIs sense of exaggeration, he knew the
legend would grow and have him shooting a score of Japs out of a score of trees and with only six
bullets. Wéll, the only life he was certain held saved was his own.

Paul recalled Ruger's comment about his not firing during that earlier Jap attack and how upset he'd been
to redizeit. Now, not only had hefired his carbine, but he'd killed with it. He would not, however, tell
anyone that thiswasthe first time he had actually fired hiswesgpon in anger. Killer Morrell. He decided he
sort of liked it. Moreimportant, if it gave hismen more confidencein hisabilities, then it wasdl to the
good. All he had to do now was make sure he deserved that confidence.



PART FOUR RESOLUTIONS

CHAPTER 63
SOUTH OF KYUSHU, THE POLISH POPE

Mg. Stan Kutchinski wasfurious. For the second timein the last three missions, an engine was acting up
and he would have to abort the bombing run. As he looked down at the gray-black ocean almost twenty
thousand feet below him, he cursed another missed opportunity. This should have been his sixteenth
mission, but an ail leak in one of the B-29's four engines had changed dl that.

Earlier in the war, he would have pressed on dong with the other bombersin his command sincethe
B-29 could easily fly with three, or even two, engines. But orders were orders, and in the case of
mechanical failure, he wasto turn back. It wasn't something he could hide, as the problem forced him to
shut down one engine. Thus, he had turned back to base and relinquished command of the other
bombers to his number two.

Kutchinski wasn't concerned about being considered a coward for aborting the mission. The
twenty-five-year-old mgor had seen enough aerial combat to satisfy any requirement for bravery.
Instead, he was upset about missing achance to rack up another score toward getting to go home. Asa
means of pacifying rebellious young officers who wanted out of the war, the military had reingtated the
policy of rotating bomber crews back to the States after twenty-five combat missions. Today would have
been sixteen if his plane, the Polish Pope, hadn't decided to act up.

With sixteen in, he would have needed only nine more, and that would only have taken afew weeks, a
month a the most. Back home, he might have been discharged and given the opportunity to latch onto
one of the civilian airlines. Kutchinski was convinced that air travel wasthe thing of the future, and he
wanted on board an airline as quickly as possible. At theworst, he would have been given amilitary job
training other pilots and would till have had time to make contacts with the airlines.

Aborting bombing missions because of mechanicd failure wasn't done because there was so much
danger from the Japanese planes and guns. In fact, the runsweren't particularly dangerous at al anymore.
Jap interceptors were dmost nonexistent, athough the occasiona kamikaze would try to ram aB-29,
and Japanese antiaircraft guns had been battered into mush by other bombers.

But mechanica failure was a solid reason to abort because of the possibility of having to bail out over
Japan, where there was the overwhelming likelihood that they would be killed out of hand by the angry
Japs. Kutchinski and his men had heard too many tales of Americans being literdly ripped to pieces by
Jap mobs. Sometimes he wondered if he could blame the Japs. On previous missions they had flown
over the Kyushu battlefields and seen the clouds of smoke reaching thousands of feet into the sky from
the blackened and ruined land. What was occurring below in that tragic inferno was scarcely imaginable.
Then they thanked the gods that had permitted them to join the air force rather than the godforsaken
infantry.

Kutchinski'sreal fear was that thered be a genera stand-down because of alack of targets before he
could reach twenty-five missions, and held wind up being stuck in the military for the rest of eternity. No
meatter how the pie was cut, there were now too many planes and too few targets. Today they wereto
have bombed a valey where the Japs might be hiding some soldiers. A valey? What the hell kind of a
target was avaley? Then held decided that it would have been agood oneif it had helped him get to that
magic number twenty-five.



"Mgor?'
It was Sgt. Tom Franks, the belly gunner, caling on the intercom. "What isit?
"Ship on the water below us.”

Kutchinski grinned. "That's where ships are supposed to be, Sergeant.” Like the others on the Polish
Pope, Frankswas an origind member of the close-knit crew, and none of them thought too much of
military discipline when they werein the air and away from the base.

"I know that, Mgor gr, but I've been watching this one through my binocs and it looks like a sub. Aren't
they supposed to be underwater?'

"Except when they're not," Kutchinski said. "What's so interesting about this one?!
Franks paused. "1 don't believeit's one of ours."

Kutchinski turned the controls over to his copilot and went down the middle of the planeto the
underdung glass bubble that housed the belly gun. Franks handed him his binoculars. They were high
powered and unauthorized. Franks had won them in a poker game a couple of weeks earlier.

"Takealook," Franksinvited.

Kutchinski took the binoculars and focused them. It was difficult because the plane was bouncing dightly
and there wereirregularitiesin the glass bubble, but he finally managed to get agood look. Yes, itwasa
ship, and, yes, it was asubmarine. It was hard to tell its speed from their height, but the small wake
indicated it was moving dowly. Kutchinski agreed with Frank's assessment that the sub indeed |ooked
srange. He switched on the intercom and told the copilot to descend to ten thousand and circle the
vess.

"Shell seeusand diveif she'saJap,” Franks complained.
"Better that than drop aload of bombs on one of ours.”
"Ain't ours, Mgor," Franksinssted.

Kutchinski hoped it was a Jap. He had never bombed a ship and hated to abort the mission with afull
load. In afew moments he was going to have to dump the bomber's|oad into the ocean. Now maybe,
just maybe, he might have auseful target.

Kutchinski was well aware that no bomber had likely yet sunk amoving warship. Despite pilots clamsto
the contrary, it was just too difficult to hit amoving target from a great height. The ship below had too
much time to gauge the fall of the bombs and smply turn away. That there wasrealy no such thing as
precision bombing was another factor.

Despite new Norden bomb sights, most bombs didn't |land anywhere near their intended target. Norden
bomb sights didn't take into account the nervousness of the operator, where a single second's
migudgment could send abomb early or late to its destination, winds that could shift even the largest
bomb initsflight, and air turbulence that jarred the plane and spoiled the calmest bombardier'sam.
These and the fact that bombers could still befired at during some aspects of their run al conspired to
send bombs off target.

But what if it was a Jap sub and there was something wrong with her? She was clearer now and her
slhouette was definitely strange. Their radioman signaled Guam that they had a possible enemy sub



sghting and were trying to verify. Guam told them to be careful.

Maybe the Polish Pope's luck would change. After the two earlier aborts, some wiseasses were saying it
was because of the plane's name. There had never been a Polish pope, Kutchinski wastold, and there
never would be. The name was ajinx. Even Father Girarddlli, the Catholic chaplain, had suggested he
changeit. The priest had also assured him that the papacy was reserved for deserving Italians and had
gotten alittle angry when Kutchinski had told him there was no such thing as adeserving Itdian.

"He'sshooting at ugl” yelled Franks.

"Hesurdly is" Kutchinski said happily astracers arced from the sub toward their plane. That settled it.
The sub was a Jap. He bounded to the pilot's seat and took over command of the plane. And she's not
diving, he thought with glee. Maybe she can't, he thought. Such ashame.

He decided he would not try to hit the sub directly, but came at her bow-on at one thousand feet. If a
bomb dropped even near a ship, the pressure would cause the sub's hull to buckle and send her down as
effectively asif he had dropped one straight down her conning tower. He ordered the nose gunnersto
spray the decks of the sub with .50-caliber machine-gun fire as they approached. It wouldn't be
accurate, but it might make those on her deck keep their heads down for acritical second while they
bombed.

For an ingtant before the bombs dropped, he saw figures running about the deck of the sub and jumping
into the water. Then the plane flew over and peded avay. Kutchinski saw nothing but heard the tail
gunner whoop with joy. He banked the plane in atight turn and saw the waters around the sub had been
whipped into afroth as a dozen five-hundred-pound bombs exploded around her. As expected, none hit,
but they caused a pressure surge that lifted the sub out of the water and laid her on her side. She began
to take water and settle.

"Anybody taking pictures?' Kutchinski hollered. An affirmative reply came from two of hismenwho
never flew without their cameras.

Franks hollered that he could see that severd hull plates were damaged. " She's ruptured like my uncle
Harry, Mgor. She'sdonefor!"

"My sympathiesto your uncle Harry," Kutchinski yelled over theintercom. He then directed hisradio
operator to notify the navy that there might be debristhat could provide intelligence, dong with the
possibility that some Japs had survived the ondaught. Through his own binoculars he thought he could
see headsin the water.

Asthe men on the Polish Pope circled and watched, the stricken sub sank beneath the waves, breaking
in hdf just before she did from view. It occurred to Kutchinski that damned few men had been ableto
get off, and he wondered what was going on in that sinking ship asit descended to the bottom of the
Pecific. He decided he didn't really want to know.

CHAPTER 64

SOUTH OF KYUSHU, THE I-58

Comdr. Mochitsura Hashimoto vomited oily water and grasped for a piece of floating debris. The dying
submarine 1-58 had sent atorrent of matériel upward as she sank to the bottom, and much of it now
floated near him. If he could Stay afloat for awhile, he might not yet die. That hewas dill divein thefirst
place hinted that he might not yet have been chosen to die this day.



Hewiped hiseyes and squinted. The oil and the salt from the water had blurred hisvision. A life
preserver bobbed afew feet in front of him and he struggled into it. Relieved of the need to use dl his
strength swvimming, he looked about him. The I-58 was indeed gone, asif there had been adoubt. He
hollered and a scattering of voices answered.

In afew minutes he had gathered up the survivors of the sinking. Counting himself, there were eight men.
Eight men out of the entire crew. A couple were wounded, but would surviveif he could get them out of
the chill watersin areasonable amount of time. He didn't think there were sharksthisfar north, but he
quickly concluded that sharks werethe least of their problems. The cold would get them in afew hours at
mod.

They fashioned araft of sorts out of the remains of the sub and clambered on board. They had no food
or water, but at least they were dive. They werethe lucky ones.

Luck, however, could be good or bad. It had been good luck that the 1-58 had evaded destruction for
so long. They had used the last of their torpedoes and were attempting a passage back to Japan when,
bad luck, the bow fins had suddenly stuck in aposition that gradualy drove them toward the surface. But
perhaps that had been good luck? Had they jammed in the downward position, the I-58 would dowly
have descended to the bottom of the ocean, whereit would have laid forever while the men died of
oxygen lossif the depths didn't crush the sub's hull.

Hashimoto shuddered at the thought. He had thought they were far enough away from the American
warships and ordered an immediate surfacing to seeif the damaged fins could be fixed. He feared
daylight surfacing, but there had been no choice.

It had been bad luck that the American plane had spotted them. Even then he did not think the danger
was immediate. The plane, abomber, had circled them and was obvioudy puzzled at their behavior and
uncertain of their nationdity. The damage to the bow finswould only take afew minutesto fix, and then
they could dive from the vultures sight.

It had been stupidity, not bad luck, that doomed them when the machine gunner on the conning tower
had fired at the bomber. Not only was the bomber out of range, but it gave away the game. When the
bomber came in with its guns blazing, Hashimoto had been forced into the water with most of the men
who now sat with him on the raft. He and the others had just made it back onto the deck of the sub when
the bombs had exploded, killing the 1-58. That they were not in the water, good luck, had saved them.
Water does not compress so the pressure of the explosions on their bodies in the water would have
squashed the life from them.

"Captain,” said one of the sailors, pointing toward the horizon. Two shipswere gpproaching. Thistime
there was no puzzlement. They were American, and in only afew moments, heidentified them as
destroyers.

The only remaining officer was Ensgn Naha, ayoung man Hashimoto didn't reglly know. Ensgnswere
best seen and not heard. Naha stood up shakily on the raft.

"We must not be taken," he announced.

"What do you propose?' Hashimoto asked. The ensign bowed respectfully and knelt down to keep his
balance. "Do we have weapons to use on the Americans?' Hashimoto asked.

A quick check showed there were none, not even apocketknife. "I believeit is our fate to be captured,”
Hashimoto said. He wondered whether that would be good luck or bad. Regardless, it would happen.



"I will not surrender,” yelled Naha. Before anyone could stop him, he jJumped into the water and
disappeared. In afew seconds, some bubbles popped onto the surface. They were all that remained of
Ensign Naha, and the sight of yet another wasted life saddened Hashimoto. He redlized that adecision he
had away's thought impossible was now imminent.

"Captain?' asked one of the sailorsthrough blueing lips. " Shall we follow him? Give usyour orders.”

The destroyers were much closer and had paired off, one on either side of the huddled group. In afew
moments they would be on top of them. It occurred to Hashimoto that the Americans could only have
been amile or so over the horizon. Luck again?

"My ordersarethat welive."
"They will shoot us" the sailor wailed.

"Not if we show them we are harmless. Strip,” Hashimoto ordered. He and the six other men pedled off
their clothes. Hed heard that the Americans were concerned about Japanese hiding grenadesin their
clothing and on their bodies. Nakedness, however degrading under the circumstances, might show them
otherwise.

"Everything," he commanded, and in afew seconds they were all naked and shivering from fear aswell as
the cold.

With exquisite seamanship, one of the destroyers placed itsdlf virtualy dongside theraft. Do you
surrender?’ someone asked in terrible Japanese.

"We surrender,” Hashimoto responded dowly but clearly. He hoped that the American understood him.
"| am an officer and you have my word oniit."

Getting on board the destroyer was tricky. Netting was lowered, but a couple of the men were too
numbed from the cold to hold on. The Americans dropped ropes and hauled up the Japanese like cargo.
Hashimoto, asthe officer in charge, was the last and managed to climb the net.

Findly he stood, dripping and naked on the deck of the American warship. He was surrounded by at
least a score of armed men. Submachine gunswere leveled at them asif the seven cold, miserable, and
naked Japanese would try to take over the destroyer.

They are afraid of us, Hashimoto redlized. They areterrified. They outnumber us and outgun us, yet we
are to them the stuff of nightmares.

Hashimoto picked out aman who was obvioudy an officer, perhaps even the captain. Hashimoto's
English was extremely limited, but he felt compelled to say something.

Bowing with as much dignity as he could manage under the circumstances, he said, " Surrender. We
surrender. Wefight no more.”

CHAPTER 65

Secretary of State Jm Byrnes and Undersecretary Joseph Grew joined General Marshal and President
Truman in the Ova Office. The meeting had been cdled at the request of Marshdl, who immediately told
them that Magic and other sources confirmed that the Japanese were planning to use gas and biologica

WEeapOons.
The newsvisbly upset Byrnes. "Not poison gas. Not at this stage of the game."



Truman was deeply concerned, but took the news camly. "Generd, | gather you can verify this.”
"Sir, they've had a gas and biological warfare program based in Manchuriafor anumber of years.
"Goon," Truman ordered.

"Gentlemen,” Marshd| began, "one Lt. Gen. Shiro Ishii wasin charge of what the Japs referred to as Unit
731, and it was located near Harbin, Manchuria. | believe it was Stuated there well before the war
darted, so it's had time to grow and devel op with relative secrecy. The unit wasin charge of virtualy al
of Japan's research into poison gas and germ warfare. I1shii isrumored to have authorized the use of gas
and germs on Chinese villages afew years ago aswell as performed medica experiments on prisoners of
war."

Byrnes glared. "Sadigtic bastards.”

"Agreed,”" sad Marshdl. "They may have attempted germ warfare againgt the British in Burma, and it is
possible that they attempted to spread plague germs among U.S. troops on Saipan. Mercifully, the sub
bringing it in was sunk, but some evidence did drift ashore.”

Truman shook his head. "How successful would you gauge Japan's program to be, Genera ?

"Very successful. The key would be thefact that 1shii rosein rank from mgor to lieutenant generd in only
afew years. Without success, he would not have been promoted. Ishii and some of his staff are back in
Japan. This meansthat the Russans et them pass through. They doubtless brought additional quantities
of ther inventory.”

Truman seethed. "And now they can send waves of poison gas against our boys."

"Not exactly,” Marshal answered. " do not believe they have huge supplies of gas, but if they do use
gas, it will morelikely bein the form of artillery shells or bombs attached to kamikaze planes. That would
be far more accurate and nowhere as dangerous to the senders as the old method was."

In the First World War, gas had been released from containers and blown by the wind acrossto the
enemy'strenches. Onered problem wasthe likelihood of the wind shifting, thus sending the clouds of gas
back to the sde that had rdeased it. Using gasin artillery shellsand smal bombs effectively diminated
that problem.

Marshd| continued, "We've had anumber of requests from our own side to use gas against dug-in
Japanese positions. A solidly built Jap bunker can withstand a flamethrower, but not gas, which will
permeste through whatever flame-retarding barriers they have constructed. On my own initietive, | have
sent more than five thousand gas artillery shells and chemica bombsto Okinawa. They arein place and
can be transported for use on Kyushu at any time."

Truman started to glare at Marshall, but realized that the man had once again planned far ahead. "If the
Japs use those shdlls, even if the number islimited, can our boys protect themselves? Do they have gas
masks?'

Marshdl laughed harshly. "While dl of our boys were issued masks at sometimein the past, | doubt that
one Gl inten dill hasthem. They are normdly thefirst thing the soldiers throw away as excessweight to
carry. It would take awhile to resupply, and I'm afraid the danger gtill wouldn't be taken dl that serioudly.
Also, the gases and chemicas now in everyones arsenas are far more lethd than the onesused in the last
war. In some cases, the merest touch of poison on bare skin can kill, which means gas maskswould be
useless. We would have to dress our men in rubber suitsto protect them, and that is Ssmply not feasible.”



"We don't need more casudties,” Truman said softly. "Particularly not from gas.”

The American forces on Kyushu were going into afinal defensive mode prior to the attack on Honshu.
Casudtiesto date were well over the two hundred thousand mark and were still climbing, and civilian
protests were mounting. Truman had canceled hisdaily walks. He couldn't bear al the heckling and
shouts from the hundreds of people who surrounded the White House.

"Sir," Marshdl said, "the red danger may come not from gas but from germ warfare. As| said, they've
used it in Chinaand tried to use it on Saipan. They are capable of sending infected suicide soldiersinto
our linesto spread anthrax, plague, botulism, and cholera. The Chinese believe the Japanese spread
diseases by dropping crude bombs with infected fleas and other items|like infected feathers on their cities.
Based on our radio intercepts, that is an entirely likely scenario.”

"Hideous," whispered Truman.

"It getsworse,” Marshdl said. "We now believe they will try to hit the West Coast of the United States
with germ warfare. They have the capability, and in their current state of desperation, we believe they will
make the attempt.”

Truman was incredulous. "How? Their navy's sunk and their planes can't reach thisfar. Do they intend to
send germs by balloon like they did the firebombs that were supposed to burn our forests down?"

"No, gr, but not quite dl their warships have been sunk. We believe they could use at least one of thelr
remaining large submarines for that purpose. These carry small floatplanes, which could be launched just
off Cdifornia, Oregon, or Washington, and the germs could be dropped from very small bombs or
sprayed on acity much like a crop duster sprays a crop. We have no idea how much damageit could
cause. Our medicd facilities are much better than those in China, where many thousands may have died
from germ attacks. Maybe only afew will die, maybe none."

"Panic,” Truman said angrily. "If it happens, therell be a panic and everyonein Cdiforniawill head eastin
terror-stricken waves. It'sinsane. It would unleash torrents of hatred that would take an eternity to cool
down. Anami's people are foold!"

Truman turned and glared at Grew and Byrnes. "Heréswhat | want you two gentlemen to do. Y ou will
use your neutral-country contactsto tell that son of abitch Anami that any use of gas or germ warfare will
be repaid a hundredfold with gas attacks of our own. Tell him we will use every nuclear bomb we now
have and can build againgt anything that movesin Jgpan, civilian or military, and that includes Tokyo and
Osaka Wewill, if necessary, pull our boys from Kyushu and then make sure that everything that livesin
Jgpaniskilled.”

Truman took a deep breath to control hisanger. "Y ou will have them tell Anami that we also havethe
ability to use chemicasthat will destroy their rice crops, and that will ensure that anyone who survivesthe
initial bombs and gas attacks starvesto death.”

Grew was shocked at Truman'storrent of anger. One point puzzled him. "We have the ability to destroy
their food crops?’

Marshal answered. "Not yet, but they don't have to know it. Experiments with plant-killing chemicasare
progressing, and it may be ayear before they are ready, but it will happen. Very soon we will be ableto
defoliate Japan. We have been performing a number of experiments at Camp Detrick, Maryland, and the
only remaining concern is not wanting to kill civiliansalong with the crops.”

"The hdl with the civilians," Truman snapped. "I the Japs use gas or germs, then al restraints are off and



everything in Japan isatarget.”
"The Japswill get theword,” Byrnes said grimly.

"Good." Truman relaxed visbly as hisfury disspated. "And the navy will redoubleits effortsto stop any
germ-bearing sub. Now, General Marshdll, | understand thereisabit of good news.”

"Yes, dr, we have confirmed that the Jap sub that sank the Indianapolis and the Queen Elizabeth has
finaly been hunted down and destroyed. The sub wasthe 1-58, and her captain was among ahandful of
survivors who are now our prisoners.”

"Hang the bastard,” Byrnes snarled.
Truman managed agrin. "No, Jmmy, the American way isatrid first and then ahanging.”

Marshall did not think it was amusing. "His defense will be that he was doing his duty. Both the
Indianapolis and the Queen Elizabeth werelegitimate military targets, and he will argue that he was
doing nothing other than what our own subs did to Jap ships. I'm afraid we may be considering him a
mongter only because he was so successful. Heis aso proving quite useful. Like most of the Japanese
we've captured, they aren't the dightest bit rel uctant about answering every question we put to them. It's
ironic, but oncethey actudly do fdl into our hands, alot of them tell us everything they know, amost
without our asking. He may even be ableto help us stop their plague sub.”

Truman accepted the rebuff in dlence. Marshdl was right. Dammit, Marshal was dways right. Hanging
the captain of the 1-58 was immaterial. He had to keep focused on the task at hand, the ending of the
war. He did not want it complicated by some fool launching agas or germ attack on the United States.

CHAPTER 66 KYUSHU, THE NORTH SHORE

In the distance, the deep, dark clouds merged with theflat sea, giving theimpression of a continuous
oneness that was dmodt frightening initstotdity. If he didn't know better, Dennis Chambers thought he
could easlly confuse the view of sky and seawith that of adefinition of eternity.

Bringing himself back to redity, he shitted hisweight so that the small rock jabbing his buttock wasn't
quite so aggravating. Then he pointed the flashlight out into the void and repeated the sgnd: onelong
flash and two short ones. It was the Morse code symbol for the letter!). D, he'd decided, stood for
"dark,” for the night, or "dumb,” for him sitting here and waiting. That it also could've stood for "dead” he
ignored.

There would be no response from the sea. The signd was only meant to be seen, not responded to. It
would be too easy for someone else onshore to pick up asigna from the sea. Of course, there was
awaysthe possihility that a Jap patrol craft would pick up hisflashes and make their own inquiries, but
that was a chance that Dennis had to take.

Dennisfroze. There wasthe hint of movement on the water. Dark shapes moved closer. They were so
quiet and so well hidden that he hadn't detected them until they were amost on top of him. He watched in
fascination as the three rafts were beached and their occupants spilled out onto the rocky shore afew
yardsin front of him. Still slent, they lay prone and formed askirmish line afew feet from the water's
edge. Dennis signaed again, and one shape moved toward him. The man was dressed in black, had dark
guck smeared across his face, and carried an automeatic grease gun. It was an American, and the sight of
the well-armed and deadly-looking newcomer sent chills down Denniss spine.

"Y ou Joe?' the man hissed.



"I'm Chambers." Nomurawas discreetly in hiding, about ahundred yards behind Dennis.
The man leveled hisgun at him. "1 expected Joe."
"They told you there were two of us, didn't they?"

The man paused and stared at Dennis, fearing atrap. Then he relaxed dightly. Chambers obvioudy
wasn't aJap, and Chambers was the name of Joe's companion. "What's the capital of North Dakota?!

Thiswasincredible, Dennisthought. A geography test. "Buddy, | have absolutely no fucking idea.”

The man lowered hisweapon and grinned. "1 don't either. Maybe they don't have one. I'm Ensign Billy
Swain and thisis my team. Now, where the hell is Joe?'

"About a hundred yards behind me and watching us. What do you know about him?"
"Nothing. | wastold it was best that | don't.”

Nomura had thought it would be that way and Dennis responded, "Joe is Joe Nomura, a
Japanese-American OSS agent who's now wearing the uniform of a Jap officer. He dso has only one
am, which helost fighting Nazisin Italy. He thought it would be prudent if | met you first and explained
that fact so you wouldn't shoot him on sight and ask questions later.”

"Makes sense." Swain passed the word that they would see a Jap and they were not to open fire. Dennis
then gave the signa for Joeto emerge. "JesusH. Chrigt," Swain exclaimed when he saw Nomura.
"Damned good thing you didn't meet us. We'd have shot you and run like hell back to the sub. Now, let's
get inland and get our gear hidden.”

"Not so fagt,” Nomurasaid. "Isit clear who isin charge of this operation?"

Swain thought of making a smart-ass remark, but even in the gloom he saw the hard look in Nomuras
eyes."You are, Sr."

"Good. The subisill waiting for the raftsto return, isn't it?'

"Y es. While eight of my men remain here, the others take the rafts back where they can be taken back
on board the sub and stowed. That way there's no chance that they'll wash onshore and be discovered.”

A small touch, but a smart one, Joe thought. He gestured to Dennis. "He goes back with the rafts.”
Swain blinked. "That wasn't in the plan.”

"Planschange, Ensgn.”

"Indeed they do, Sir. May | ask why?'

"Two reasons. First, Dennisis an undernourished and not very hedthy airman, whileal of you guysare
trained killerswho've been eating well and have dl your strength. When thismission starts, | think Mr.
Chamberswould be a hindrance rather than ahelp. Weve talked it over and he realizes that.

"There's a second reason,” Joe continued. " There are some extremely important things about this
operation that the top command has to know about, and they can't be trusted to radio. The message
must be delivered in person. When your men return to the sub, the captain will be made to understand
that he must rendezvous with a segplane to get Captain Chambers to Okinawa as soon as possible.”



"Understood,” said Swain. The rafts were empty and ready to pull out with two paddlers each.

Dennis and Joe shook hands. Then Dennis got into one of the rafts and settled on his haunches. He
sucked in his bregath as he felt the craft bob in the water. It had just been freed from the shore of Japan.
When he was shot down and imprisoned, even after escaping, he never really thought held leave the
Land of the Risng Sun dive.

Dennis had argued with Joe about hisleaving. At first held felt he was betraying the man who'd saved his
life, but thelogic of the decision quickly became obvious. Along with being an OSS agent, Joe was an
infantry combat veteran and would be operating with skilled specidists, and Denniswould only bein the
way. Besdes, the need to ddiver the message wasred. It wasimperative that Hirohito be handled
correctly for the mission to succeed.

Dennis had exulted when hed first seen fellow Americans, armed and ready, emerging from the sea.
Now, astheland receded behind him, he felt anew wave of emotionsthat overwhelmed him. In afew
minutes he would be safe on board an American ship. In acouple of days a most hewould beon a
military base. Maybe they would let him contact Barb and |et her know he was okay.

The water in front of them seemed to bail dightly as the submarine rose from periscope depth. Seconds
later, the raft bumped gently alongside her hull. As hands reached to pull Dennisto the safety of the deck
and helped him down the conning tower, he hoped the wetness on his face would be seen as ocean spray
and not thetearsit really was.

CHAPTER 67
KYUSHU, NORTH OF MIYAKONOJO

Major Ruger and Paul Morrell stood to attention as Brigadier General Monck entered the battalion's
command tent. "At ease, fellas, relax,” Monck said. An easy grin split hisface.

Asaplatoon leader, Paul had only met Monck on a couple of occasions and hadn't even talked to the
man since becoming company commander.

He did know Monck's reputation asafirm but fair commander who didn't care much for the formalities
of rank, particularly in these circumstances.

Magor Ruger caught Paul's discomfort. "The lieutenant really doesn't think he did anything specia. After
al, hewas primarily interested in saving hisworthless ass and not winning amedd..”

Monck laughed. "Well, hisassisn't dl that worthless." The genera reached into afatigue-jacket pocket
and pulled out asmall package. "Here. The powers that be have determined that your cool headedness
under fire deserves a Bronze Star. Congratulations, Lieutenant.”

"| redly don't think | should havethis, Sr," Paul said as Monck placed the box in his hand.

Monck looked at him coolly, but with aflicker of amusement in hiseyes. "I'm not surprised you said that.
A lot of people do when they see amedal. But the truth is, you do deserveit, and certainly more so than
some of the paliticians who get honors for being on the same continent as abattle.”

"Butwhy, sr?| just did my job."

"That'sright, son. All you did was your job. But you didn't have to do your job, did you? Y ou could have
laid on the ground until somebody ese did his own job and killed the sniper. Or you could have hid until



it got dark and then you could have skulked away and let somebody el se figure out how to get rid of the
bagtard, if he hadn't already fled the coop so he could do it again. By that time who knows how much
damage even a half-starved little kid could have done. No, you did exactly what you were supposed to
do, which is solve the problem, and that, young Lieutenant Morrell, is precisely why you are getting this
medal. You did your job and you did it well."

Paul nodded and took the box. He put it in his own pocket. It would be examined later. " Then thank you,
ar.

Monck shook Paul's hand. Paul was astonished at the strength of the grip. "Lieutenant, this may not seem
like much now, but it means alot to your men to know that people like me have confidencein people like
you. A few yearsfrom now, maybe alot of yearsfrom now, you'l takeit out and show it to your kids.
You'l be proud of it and they'll be proud of you."

Paul findly grinned. "Firgt | gotta get home before | can have any kidsto show it to, Generd "

Monck laughed while, in the background, Ruger rolled his eyesin mock horror. Monck's expression
changed as he unfolded amap and spread it on the table. He was no longer laughing.

"Gentlemen, along with giving Mr. Morrdl hismedd, | am visiting al my battalion commandersto make
sure they understand precisdly what isgoing on.”

Paul asked if he should leave and Monck said no. "Thisll save the mgor atrip if you hear it from me.
What has been rumored isnow going to occur. Effectiveimmediately, the U.S. Army and Marineson
Kyushu are to cease offensive operations and dig in. Generd Bradley and Admira Nimitz fed that we
have accomplished our purpose, and that we now own enough Jap real estate to use as abase for the
next phase, theinvasion of Honshu.

"Asareault, you are to entrench and prepare to hold the ground we have. The only actions you will take
will be patrols to make sure the Japs haven't organized an army just over the next ridge. What | think will
happen isthat the Japs, once they redlize we've gone to ground, will attack the first time the westher
givesthem an opportunity. Bradley thinks that will betheir last great attempt to drive us out of here.”

Ingtinctively, al three men looked out through the tent's opening. It was cloudy and therewasalight
drizzle. It was not quite bad enough to ground air support or hamper artillery, but the January weather
wasfar from ided.

"Bradley fedsthat the Japswill attack just like the Germans did in the Bulge ayear ago December,”
Monck added. "I agree. They will try to hug usred close so our planes and guns, even those that do get
off, will be unable to bomb or fire because the Japs are too close to us.”

The other men nodded silent agreement. What was referred to as hugging had been standard operating
procedure for the Japs on the defensive ever snce the Americans had landed. That they would try it
while on the offens ve was something new and unpleasant to ponder.

"Will they have enough to hit uswith?' Ruger asked. "If that sniper's condition isany indication, the Japs
arein pretty bad shape.”

"Their army isin terrible shape," Monck admitted, "but the bastards are ill fighting. They may be sick,
cold, and starving, but theres till an awful lot of them left. Thisistheir home and they're gonnamake us
pay for it until someone like Hirohito tellsthem to stop. And one other thing. | don't just want trenches, |
want forts. If they break through, | don't want our rear areas vulnerable to being overrun. Everyoneis
going to have acircle to defend, and that includes the lard-ass rear-echelon troops you all love so much.”



Ruger understood. " So we dig trenches and set up observation posts outside them. Good. The boys will
be thrilled to not have any more hillsto climb. What about things like barbed wire and mines? Will we get
enough of that to keep them at bay?'

"Probably not," Monck said sadly. "It's one of the many things no one thought we'd need in the quantity
weld liketo have. Y oull get enough wirefor acouple of strands, but nothing like the thickets of wire that
were used in World War 1. Asto mines, | don't even know if we have any."

A couple of strands of wirewould be nothing more than an annoyance. Without wire and mines, any
successful defense would depend on having at least some warning, aswell as being able to focus
overwheming firepower on an oncoming enemy that wasn't afraid to die.

"Anything el se we should know?" Ruger asked.

"Just one more thing. How are your men set for gas masks?”'

CHAPTER 68

KYUSHU, CAMP 7

Col . Tadashi Sakei whirled as Joe Nomura entered his office, causing papersto fly from his desk onto
thefloor. "Captain Nomura," he snapped angrily, "just where the hell have you been the last couple of
days? Y ou should be here with me and your emperor! Don't you know that? Where is your sense of

duty?"

Despite the difference in ranks and the fact that Sakei was an Imperial Guards officer, Joe did not let the
other man bully him. After dl, heworethe uniform of a kempei officer and, in theory at least, was
answerable to no one, not even aguards colonel.

"I had other dutiesto attend to,” he answered tiffly.

If Sakei was upset by the borderline insolence, he didn't show it. Instead, Joe felt he probably expected it
and had smply been letting off steam. Sakel shoved abatch of papers at Joe. "Here, what do you make
of these?'

Joe glanced at them. They were copies of the most recent transmissions that had been sent from his
gation in the hills. Thistime, the radio was different as was the code. The transmissons, he saw with
satisfaction, had not yet been decoded, and the sheets were nothing more than pages of gibberish. He
pretended to study them and then handed them back.

"The spy has changed codes. | knew that. Weve been expecting it for sometime.”
"Isit agnificant, Captain? What do your superiors say?'

"I have been out of touch with my superiors,” Joe answered with ironic truthfulness. He would never think
of contacting anyone higher up in the kempei command structure. " American bombing has disrupted
communications even worse than before, and we will not get much ass stance from them for the
foreseegble future.”

Joe returned the papers. "My own opinion of the change, however, isthat one of three things has
happened. Firg, that the codes were changed smply because it wastimeto do so asthey have beenin
continuous use for some time. Second, that the spy, doubtless an American as we've agreed, has been
replaced. Perhaps he was replaced because he was killed? Third, it is possible that another spy has



landed. Other spies have landed el sewhere, so why not here?!

"Good reasoning,” Sakei mumbled, and Joe saw how the anxieties were wearing on him even more than
in the past. Sakel |ooked on the verge of collgpse. "The origind American code wasinferior inits
architecture and easily broken. Our codes are not changed because they are unbreakable.”

Privately, Joe wondered about that statement. It was typica Japanese arrogance to presume something's
superiority smply because it was of Japanese origin.

"But what do you make of the planes and the dummy parachutists?' Sakel asked. "We haveidentified an
American arbornedivision in Kyushu. Could they be planning amassive assault?'

The last couple of nights had been filled with the roar of hundreds of low-flying transports thet flew over
Kyushu and, in some cases, dropped dummy paratroops. It was al part of amassive distraction that
covered the low-level drop of a platoon of airborne rangers that even now was reconnoitering Camp 7.
As soon as possible, they and Ensgn Swain's frogmen would move againgt it and pull Hirohito out of his

cage.

"I think," Joe answered, "that the Americans are trying to distract and confuse us. By reacting and moving
our troops to counter their phantom assaullts, we expose our soldiersto further attacks fromthe air and at
little cost to the Americans.”

Sakel nodded. "Even so, | am tempted to move the emperor to a place of greater safety.”

Joe was horrified. If that occurred, they would have to make an attempt to take him aong aroad and
then fight their way back to an extraction point. All their plans were dependent on Hirohito's staying a
Camp 7. If hewas moved out of their reach, they would have to abort the attempt, and that would be

tragic.

"Sir, with respect, | believe that it would be amistake. To move the emperor now would subject the
Imperid presence to the same agrid threatsthat would befall any column of soldiers or aconvoy of
trucks. Hirohito's presence is unknown here and the camp continues to be safe from bombing. In my
opinion, Colond, at thistimethisis the safest possible place for the emperor.”

Sakei rubbed his eyeswith hisfists. He was amost groggy from worry and loss of deep. "Y ou areright,
Captain. You aredwaysright. | am glad | have you to depend on and help methink. You are acredit to
your uniform. The emperor will remain here, dthough | will notify nearby police and militiaunitsto be on
thedert."

Joe bowed and walked toward the emperor's quarters. Sakei continued to be deluded and that was
good. The colond was abutcher, asadist, and, to alarge extent, personaly responsible for the
continuation of thewar. Screw Sakei, Joe thought. Then he wondered just what effect Sakel'sderting
police and militiaunits would have on the plansto extract Hirohito. Hopefully, Hirohito's taking would be
done quickly and there would be no time for reinforcementsto arrive.

Nomuraknocked on atent pole and received the invitation to enter. As he bowed before Hirohito, it
occurred to him that he both respected and liked the little, bespectacled man who wanted peace. This
was the embodiment of Japan, not foolslike Sakel.

"How isthe good colond?' Hirohito asked.
"At the point of collgpse, Sir.”

Hirohito smiled. "Confusion to our enemies, then. What news, Captain?’



"Soon, very soon. Perhaps even tonight. | will remain here and make sure | am with you when it
happens.”

Hirohito smiled grimly. " Soon cannot be soon enough, Captain Nomura. Every moment wewait isfilled
with degth for the innocent. We mugt stop thiskilling.”

CHAPTER 69
KYUSHU, ROUND TOP

The name for the barren and war-scarred hill occurred to severa in Paul's company who had any
knowledge of the Civil War and the battle of Gettysburg. The hill they werefortifying wasfarly smdl,
strangely symmetrical, and an extremely important piece of earth to the men of the company because, as
they told him, they were onit. Thus, it was christened Little Round Top, athough, they quickly dropped
the adjective little and smply referred to it as Round Top.

The war and their efforts had denuded the hill of trees and shrubs. Many of the shattered trees had been
turned into logs, which reinforced the trenches and bunkers that now crisscrossed the hill and provided
comfort and protection for the 134 men in the company.

"Good job, Paul,” Mgor Ruger said as hefinished histour. "The numbers are alittle depressing, though.
Didn't we gtart this thing with more than two hundred men in the company?*

More than haf the company had been killed or wounded since the invasion, along with ahandful who,
like Lieutenant Marcelli, had succumbed to physica and mental illnesses. Both Paul and Ruger
remembered the lecture back on Okinawaduring which that half-crazed sergeant had predicted they
would take such heavy casudlties. It had seemed so unlikely then, but it had occurred.

"Look at 'em," Ruger said. He pointed in the direction of ahalf dozen confused, clean, and depressingly
hedlthy young soldiers. "Replacements, and they're so scared they can hardly stand there without pissing
themsdves."

"I'll spread them out so they won't be together and feed off each other'sfears,” Paul said.

Paul was fortunate to get any more help. Only those few bodies who had aready been in one of
Kyushu's severa replacement depots were being sent to frontline units. All other possible replacements
en route or not quite landed had been shunted off to the Philippines or Okinawato take part in the
invason of Honshu. Paul didn't redlly know which group wasthe luckier. Honshu didn't sound like any
more fun than Kyushu had been. At least held got six new soldiersif they didn't wind up hurting
themsdlves before they got acclimated.

"I love what you've done with the tank,” Ruger joked. Sergeant Orlando's bel oved Sherman wasin the
center of the perimeter and at the very top of the hill, where it was surrounded by an earthen berm. It had
taken agreat ded of time and effort to maneuver and manhandle the metal beast up Round Top and was
only possible after the remaining trees had been chopped down. While it gave Orlando acomplete field
of fire, it also exposed the tank, which was one of the reasons for the berm. Someone had mentioned that
from adistance the tank on the hill looked like anipple on atit, or maybe afly on apile of shit. Orlando
didn't think it was funny.

"l just wish he dtill had the big gun,” Paul said. Whileit wasin the rear for maintenance, atube had been
inserted in the 76mm's barrel. This changed it from a cannon to a giant-sized flamethrower that could
belch fire for more than ahundred yards out. "1 have doubts about the change.”



Orlando had heard the comment. He waved and grinned. "Don't worry, Lieutenant, we haven't failed you
ye."

"No, you havent," Paul said, laughing. "I just wish you had gotten more wire when you were in the back.”

Ruger winced at the comment. There just wasn't enough barbed wireto go around. Literdly. The
perimeter on Round Top was surrounded by athin line of fencing that would have been more appropriate
for preventing cattle from straying from a Montanaranch, instead of protecting afortified hill. Thelittle
ring of wirewould not be much of adeterrent.

"Want some artillery?' Ruger asked.
"Sure," Paul answered. "What's the catch?"

"Nothing, athough maybe | fed guilty about the little bit of wire and the absolute lack of mines. Genera

Monck gave me two 105-millimeter pack howitzers, and thislookslike area good spot for them. They
can protect the flanks of the companiesto your right and left, and they can hit the high ground in front of
you."

"Mount Ugly?' Paul grinned.

Ruger looked at the scarred and denuded hill in front of them and decided that the name fit marveloudly.
Technicaly, it was in Japanese hands, but Paul's soldiers had scorched it and stripped it bare of
vegetation o that the Japs could not use it for conceal ment and sneak up on Round Top.

Mt. Ugly wasalittle higher than Round Top, and that was a concern as the Japanese could hide behind it
and be out of sght. However, if the Americanstook Mt. Ugly, there would be another, higher hill behind
it, and they would aso be sticking out of the American lines and be even more vulnerable than before.
There was no choice but to make the best of Round Top. The howitzerswould help there aswell. With
their high trgjectory, they would be ableto lob shdllsjust over the ridgdine of Mt. Ugly and maybe shake
up anybody forming up for an attack.

Paul shivered asablagt of cold, wet air hit him in the face. One of the advantages of entrenching wasthat
there were places on the hill that were actudly dry and fairly warm. Of course the trenches themsalves
were dank and ankle-deep in water, which might lead to trench foot or frostbite, but the bunkers were
farly comfortable.

"Want to go insde?' Paul suggested. "Weve got hot coffee and some doughnuts left over from
breakfast.”

Ruger readily agreed. The war was getting alot more civilized. Why stay out in therain if you don't have
to? The wesather, however, concerned him. It wasn't yet bad enough to put a halt to air support or
artillery, but it was making things difficult. It wouldn't take al that much more to shift alot of advantages
to the Japanese, wherever they were hiding.

Again thewind swirled. It was raining harder now. Ruger touched Paul on the arm and pointed across
the valley to the scarred bulk of Mt. Ugly. It was scarcely visible.

CHAPTER 70
LOSANGELES, CALIFORNIA

The ringing phonejarred Barb Chambers from a deep deep. After amoment's confusion, she turned on



the light and looked at her watch. It was just after midnight. VWWho on earth could be calling her at this
ungodly hour? She hoped it wasn't adrunk wanting aride home. Her number was close to that of aloca
bar, and she often got cdls from wiveswondering just when the hdll their no-good husbands were
coming home. It would not be thefirst time her degp had been interrupted by such acall.

She walked to the kitchen and turned on that light, somehow managing to pick up the phone on the fourth
ring. "Hullo," she mumbled, her tongue till thick and uncooperdtive.

"Barb?'

Shetensed. The voice wasfaint but chillingly familiar. Too familiar. "Yes" she sad hesitantly. She had
stopped breathing and her heart had begun racing. She dared not hope, would not hope.

"It'sme, Barb."

"Dennis?' Her mind reded. This couldn't be happening. Thiswas adream and she would soon awaken
and find the happiness surging through her had been snatched away and replaced by crue redlity. Dennis
was missing. The Japs said he was a prisoner, but Truman said the Japs lied. She hadn't heard from him
inamost ayear, and it was more likely he was dead than alive,

"It'sme, honey. Intheflesh.”

Barb Chambers sat down in one of the kitchen chairs. The wood was cool to her buttocks through the
thin cotton nightgown. She could fed things, sense things; therefore, she was not dreaming. Thiswastruly

heppening.

"Whereareyou?' shesad, haf talking and half sobbing and dl the while praying he wouldn't go away.
Thiscould not beanillusion, could it? Was she hdlucinating?

There was a pause, and when Dennis responded, she could tell he was crying aswell. "I can't say. Not
just yet at least. But I'm safe, Barb, I'm safe. I'm on an American base and everything's gonna be okay."
With that hisvoice broke down.

"When will you be home?" She tucked her knees under her chin, hugged them, and began to rock back
andforth.

""'Soon. Maybe a couple of weeks, but they're gonna get me out of here asfast asthey can.” He did not
add that he wasn't going anyplace until the attempt to free Hirohito was completed, one way or another.

Dennisd had his conferencesfirst with Ridgway, and then with Bradley and Nimitz. They al said they
understood fully. Hirohito would be treated with al the courtesy afforded ahead of state and not treated
asaprisoner. Now it was rumored that Truman was flying to Okinawaand that Dennis would meet with
him aswell. What ahdll of astory hewould haveto tell Barb when hewas dlowed to tdll it. If hewas
alowed to tdll it, he corrected.

"Barb, | can't talk for very long 'cause thisis costing the government ahelluvalot of money and maybe
someone el se wants to use the phone. | just want you to know that | love you so very much and that |
thought about you dl thetime | was, ah, in trouble. The thought of coming home to you was something
that helped kegp me aive when it got rough.”

"| was so worried, so scared.” She wanted to ask how rough it had been, but she was afraid of the
answer. It could wait. He was alive and said he was well and that was al that counted.

"Sowasl, hon, but it's okay now. But, hey, how about you? How are you holding up?'



"Jugt fine, Dennis. My sigter ishere and she'shelping out alot.”
"Withwhat?' he asked, puzzled.
Barbaralaughed at his confusion. "When was the last time we made love, dear Dennis?’

He thought quickly. Hed had a brief leave just before shipping out to Guam. That, he calculated, had
been alittle more than ayear ago. They'd made love like bunnies for those few days asif therewould be
no tomorrow. There dmost wasnt, he thought ruefully.

" remember it wdl."

"Wedll, so do | and so will you. For therest of our lives were going to remember it. Dennis, you have a
son. | didn't tell you because | didn't know at first, and then you went missing and | couldn't. | wanted so
much to tell you, but there was no way," she sobbed.

"Jesus," Dennis gasped. "I'm adaddy.”

"He's Dennis Jr. and he's got dl the tools and digits he's supposed to.” In the background, Dennis Jr. had
awakened and was being soothed by Barb's sister, who was looking on increduloudy. He would need
changing and then he would want to nurse.

"Jesus," Dennis repeated.

"Dennis, have you suddenly gotten religion?" she teased.

"I'm overwhelmed."

"Soam|," shewhispered. "Now get home and let's get started on the next one.”

Thousands of miles away, OSS agent Johnson watched as Chambers shakily hung up the phone. Despite
trying to give the man some privacy, he had overheard much and understood more. The call had
obvioudy gonewell from the glazed and goofy ook on Chamberssface.

"Congratulations, pop," Johnson said, extending his hand. "First cigar you get ahold of ismine."
"Fair enough." Dennisgrinned. "Now, what do | have to do to get something to eat around here?"

"Whatyawant?" Johnson signaed to aclerk who would make aquick trip to the messhdl. They il
didn't want Chambers running around in public in case he dipped and said something. Even though it was
extraordinarily unlikely that anything said on Okinawawould fal into Jap hands, there was no sense
taking any chancesat al at thislate stage of the game.

"How 'bout a hamburger and amilk shake? Chocolate.”

Johnson rolled his eyes and guffawed. That would make three of each in thelast hour. "Dennis, you are
nothing but adamned eating machine.”

CHAPTER 71
KYUSHU, NORTH OF ROUND TOP

Sgt. Yuji Yokotas plan to avoid further military service had fallen gpart only a couple of weeks after Ens.
Keizo Ikedasfrail plane had taken off and disappeared into the darkness.



Y okota's original idea had been to head north and lie low in the hills until the war ended, as he thought it
surdy must. He had what he felt was enough food to last him, but a sudden rain squall had ruined a great
ded of it, forcing him down from the hills and into the campsto avoid Starvation.

A roadblock set up to catch deserters had nailed him almost immediately. There had been no use even
trying to lie hisway through it. For one thing, he was till too well fed to have been anything but asoldier,
and then hed made the absurd mistake of standing at attention when a kempei lieutenant had
interrogated him.

The kempel officer had sneered and given him two choices. He could "volunteer” for ashock brigade
forming to attack the Americans, or he could be hanged right then and there. With false pridein hisvoice,
Y okota had assured the officer that he would be honored to fight for Japan, which had been hisintent all
aong. After dl, heindgsted, he had been on hisway to find anew unit after his old one had been
destroyed. The lieutenant's barely stifled laugh told him he hadn't believed aword of that declaration.

In the end, his sins had been overlooked because experienced NCOs were rarer than hen'steeth at this
stage of thewar. Y okotawas delighted that they even let him keep his stripes. Even though he was
primarily amechanic, he was dill asergeant. With even that little bit of authority, he thought he might be
ableto bluff hisway out of trouble. At the very least, hewas Hill dive.

He was dismayed when he saw the unit he wasfinally assgned to. It was caled acompany, athough it
had only eighty men and to cal the soldiers men, or the men soldiers, wasto stretch either point. They
wered| extremely young and in their mid to late teens, inexperienced, ill equipped, and scarcely trained.
They dl had rifles and bayonets, athough some of the weapons dated back to the turn of the century.

They averaged only twenty rounds apiece, which wasn't enough for a skirmish, much lessawar. When
Y okota commented on that, he was told that their purpose was one grand and final attack on the
Americans, and that courageoudy thrust bayonets would prove more effective than bullets.

Wasthisal that was|eft, Sergeant Y okota wondered, an army of young boys? If thiswas the case, then
Japan wasin horrible shape indeed. Many of the young recruits|ooked terrified aswell as cold and
miserable. At least as military personnd they had access to Japan's dwindling store of rations, so they
didn't look as bad off as many people he'd seen.

Their company commander was Lt. Fumimaro Uji, who was aso the company's only officer. Asthe only
experienced NCO, Sergeant Y okota was second-in-command. Tall, thin, and extremely nearsighted,
Lieutenant Uji had been asupply officer until the army redlized it had a desperate need for officers of any
kind and, with no suppliesto distribute, had found away to utilize him.

Lieutenant Uji was unqualified to lead afield command and knew it. Asaresult and within hours of his
arrivdl, it fell to Sergeant Y okotato get the company organized and on the move toward the Americans.
Uji professed to hate the Americans and to be willing to die a glorious and bloody degth fighting them.
He made a speech to that effect that further terrified the youthful recruits.

Their trek south was fraught with peril. Even with the westher deteriorating, the American planeswere
omnipresent threats. They hiked thetrails a night in an extended single-file column that made them
difficult to be seen and hit. Even so, they often heard the crump-crump of bombsfalling in their area, and
severd times came upon the gridly remains of otherswho had been either careless or unlucky. Knowing
that the trails were in use, the Americans had started |obbing napalm bombs at suspected troop
concentrations. On a couple of occasions they had passed the charred and blasted remains of Japanese
dead. Whether they were soldiers headed to battle or civilians who happened to be in the wrong place
was not always something that could be ascertained by looking on the mangled dead.



Under the circumstances, Sergeant Y okotawasn't in the least surprised when severd of therecruits
smply disappeared into the night. Lieutenant Uji was beyond himsalf with rage and disappointment, but
even he recognized the futility of going after the deserters. It did not escape Y okotas notice that kempel
presence was incons stent the closer they got to the actua fighting.

Then camethe day he redlized they'd arrived at their destination. Their sector was quiet, but the
Americanswere only acouple of milesaway.

"Therainsare getting harder,” Lieutenant Uji exulted. "Under their cover we will soon launch oursalves
againg the enemy and rid Japan of their scourge.”

Y okota agreed that the weather was truly flicking miserable. A couple of the men had devel oped hacking
coughs and now vomited their rations. Asto whether the Americans could be driven off, he had doubts.
Even though many hundreds of other soldierswerewell hidden in the area, he wondered what they could
do against the American army's legendary firepower. What use was courage and a bayonet against a
machine gun? He'd seen that scenario played out in Chinawhen the roles were reversed. Thereit had
been the Chinese who'd had the courage but not the weapons, and they'd been daughtered.

And how would his men react when the time came? To his surprise, Y okota had found himsalf growing
attached to them and not wishing them harm. He was their grandfather and they cameto him with all
kinds of problems. One had asked him why they were fighting and when it would stop. It was evident
from the way the others watched this one that he represented all of them. They were all smart and most
were educated. In earlier days, Y okotawould have dapped them for being weak or even beaten them
senseless and sent them back to work, but not now. Too much had changed. These were children, not
soldiers, and he grieved for them and what they would suffer. He told them the war would soon end.

Worse, he knew that he was only acouple of milesand aday or two away from his own destruction.
Thiswas not the way held planned it, and he racked hisbrain trying to figure away out of the mess he'd
gotten into. He would do everything he could to save his newfound children dong with himsdf. Only
problem was, he hadn't the foggiest idea how.

CHAPTER 72

KYUSHU, CAMP 7

Joe Nomura was half-adeep outside Hirohito's bedchamber when he heard the first shout of darm. It
was followed by aburst of gunfire and a scream that ended in agurgle. It had begun. He checked the
time. It was a couple of hours before dawn. Joe pulled his pistol from its holster and ran the few feet to
Hirohito's quarters.

"Wherere you going?' yeled Sakel ashe charged in. "Traitors are attacking us. They want the emperor.
We mugt stop them." He had his own pistol out and was casting about in degp-induced confusion.

"I'm going to protect the emperor,” Nomura answered, and pushed past him. Sakel didn't protest.
Instead, he went on to battle what he thought were the Japanese forces trying to take or kill his emperor.
Nomura hoped it would be several minutes|onger before Sakel redized his mistake.

Hirohito was seated on the floor listening to the battle. Apprehension was on hisface, but not fear. "It is
time?’

Joe plopped down besdehim. "Yes."

Further conversation was cut off by afusillade of shots punctuated by further screams. ™Y our men got o



very close before being detected, didn't they?”

The bad westher had worked in their favor and hidden the gpproach of the rangers and the frogmen.
Refugees remained huddied in their miserable tents and shelters and ignored the thirty-odd men who'd
moved with near perfect slence through the camp and toward the hospital. Those who saw them noted
nothing unusud as the men had been draped in blankets. In the rain and dark they appeared to be
another group of refugees, or additiond troops for the mysterious compound.

More gunfire erupted, thistime close. The top of the tent shuddered and aline of bullet holes appeared in
it. It reminded Hirohito of the time when Sakei had first taken him prisoner in the bunker beneath the
palacein Tokyo. It was hard for Hirohito to remember that it had been only half ayear earlier. Asif to
complete the memory, Sakel burst in on them. He had apistal in his hand and his face was contorted
with rage.

"Americand" Hisvoice was ashriek. "Americans are attacking us." He turned to Nomura. "We must
move the emperor immediately.”

"No," Joe answered softly. Hefired his pistol twice, hitting Sake in the chest with both bullets.

Sakei dropped to hiskneesand let hispistal fal to the ground. "Not you," he muttered asredlization
dawned.

A moment's anger twisted Sakei's face before hiseyesrolled up in his head and he dumped to the floor.
An enlisted guard retreated in on them and Joe shot him in the back. Another entered and, seeing the
bodies, ran away before Joe could kill him aswell.

"Roy," adeep voiceydled.

"Trigger," Joe answered, completing the sgnd. After amoment'sdday, Ens. Billy Svain entered the tent
and looked in dishelief at the smal man with glasseswho sat with Nomura. He had known whom to
expect, but it still came as a shock that the emperor of Japan sat on the floor afew feet in front of him.

"Un-fucking-believable," Swain whispered as Nomura and Hirohito stood up.
"What's he saying?' Hirohito asked.
"That he'sglad to see you," Joe responded. "Now let's get out of here.”

They ran outside where a perimeter had been set up. A ranger said that their commander had been killed.
"Weve got to get out of hereright now,” Swain said. There was no disagreement. "\We've got about two
milesto go."

Nomura had not been privy to this part of the operation. Again, what Joe didn't know, Joe couldn't tell. If
the operation failed and he was captured, he could say nothing that would endanger his comrades. Thus,
he was dightly surprised when they did not make adirect run to the ocean, which was less than ten miles
from the camp. Swain had said two miles, so that meant something else was up.

Firdt they retreated through the refugee camp. There was confusion and consternation everywhere asa
result of the gunfire. People swirled and screamed as they tried to avoid the compact group of armed
Americans pushing through them. No one appeared to notice the small, bespectacled civilian in ther
midd.

Findly, they made the safety of the brush and continued through it. Joe watched the effects of the night on
Hirohito. While sometimes |ooking bewildered, he would see Joe looking a him and shake it off. He had



made afateful decison and would stand by it.

They cameto aclearing. A handful of rangers emerged and a sergeant told Swain that the message had
been sent. The cavary was on the way.

"How many casualties?' Hirohito asked. Two dead and seven wounded, he wastold. It amazed and
saddened him that these young Americans had died or been hurt on his behdf.

"How long will thistake?" Joe asked.
"Twenty minutesmax,” Swain replied.

Thisdid not congtitute good newsto Joe, who recalled Sakei's comment about aerting local police and
militia. "It better be soon. There were survivors among the guards and they'll have sent for help. Things
are going to get very interesting if the planesdon't arrive red fast.”

Billy Swain grinned. ""Planes? Joe, who the hell said anything about planes?’
CHAPTER 73
NORTH OF KYUSHU, THE USS MIDWAY

Admiras Nimitz and Halsey were uncomfortable with the Situation in which they found themselves. The
rain had kept the kamikazes away, but that was the only good thing they could say about the operation
that had grown from the proverbid shoestring and now utilized alarge part of Americas nava might.

They both thought it unlikely that the operation would succeed, with Halsey going so far asto say it
hadn't asnowbdl's chancein hell. Nimitz had initialy gone dong with it because it seemed remotely
possible and wouldn't cost much, thus making it worth atry. Now, asthey waited in the night, their
doubts ran wild.

They were on the bridge of the newest and largest carrier in the fleet, the recently commissioned USS
Midway. The Midway was amost athousand feet long, displaced over fifty-five thousand tons fully
loaded, and carried 137 airplanes. Of particular importance, she wasthe only carrier inthe U.S. fleet
with an armored deck. In alesson learned from the British, it was hoped that any kamikazes that did
attack her would bounce off, which was why she had been rushed to completion and sent to Japan.

Ironicaly, Nimitz and Halsey knew theimpressive Midway was aready obsolete. Even though a
comparative giant, her flight deck wastoo short to handle the new jet fighters that were being devel oped.
So far, jets had not played apart in theinvasion of Japan because of the lack of bases with runwayslong
enough to handle them, and since the Japs had no planesto speak of, the dower prop models were more
than sufficient to the current task.

Asfurther protection, the Midway and her important cargo were surrounded by a host of cruisersand
destroyers dong with half adozen other carriers. Thiswas just aswell since the Midway's planeshad
been forbidden to fly. There were more important usesfor the flight deck.

"Fool'serrand,” murmured Halsey. "Goddamned idiot trip."

Nimitz did not contradict him. What had seemed at |east margindly possible afew hours earlier seemed
like just so much nonsense. How could ahandful of rangers and frogmen possibly take Hirohito off

Japan?
"They're brave," Halsey conceded, "but thewhole thing'sjust afolly. | only hopethey don't dl die.”



"l agree," said Nimitz. Normally he would have been a his command post at Okinawaor on the
Wasatch; however, the situation was so unique that he felt compelled to be on the Midway wating for
success or failure. That he was not the only important person on the carrier was aso not lost on him.
Should anything happen to the Midway, history might well change dramaticaly.

A junior officer interrupted Nimitz's thoughts. " Sir, we have amessage from Roy. He says send Dale.”
"My gawd," said Halsey. " Something's actualy happening out there, isn't it?!

Nimitz nodded. The question wasrhetorical. Dale wasthe sgnd to begin extracting the troops. He
wondered if the American raiders had actudly taken Hirohito or werejust running for their lives.
Irrelevently, he wondered who'd thought of using the names of Roy Rogers and Dae Evansfor the
operation.

CHAPTER 74

KYUSHU, NEAR CAMP 7

Nomuralooked at the clearing that was now surrounded by lights that pierced the foggy sky. Swain had
said help was coming and that was good. Bad news, however, was that a Jap patrol had found them,
probably attracted by the lights. It had been driven off, but the sky was getting brighter, and Jap
reinforcements were coming through the brush and homing in on the beacons.

"When, Mr. Swain?' Joe asked impatiently.
"Any second now."

Ashe said that, aranger outpost began firing at approaching Japanese. The Japanese shot back, and
mortar shells began to drop near the perimeter. In the background Joe heard a distant clattering sound
that rapidly grew closer. He turned and watched as what appeared to be a giant insect dropped from the

ky.
"What the hdl isthat?"

Swain grinned. "That my friend isahdicopter. Chopper for short." As he spoke, a mortar exploded,
hurling Swain on top of Nomura. Joe pushed him off and saw that the back of Swain's head had been
blown away. Joe's leg was bleeding and he was covered with Swain's gore. He had picked up shrapnel
and maybe pieces of Billy Swain. He picked himsalf up and managed to stand and control the pain.

Thefirgt chopper landed, quickly followed by a second. Sounds told Joe that others were approaching.
He made aquick decision. "Get the emperor out on the first one and send one of the Japanese speakers
withhim."

"What about you?' one of the rangers asked.
"That's my problem. Hirohito goesfirst and then the rest of us."

Hirohito and awounded ranger headed for thefirst helicopter. The emperor hesitated momentarily as he
redlized that the frail-looking craft was expected to fly him out over the Pecific. He turned, waved at Joe,
then boarded. Joe was glad to see that the wounded man was one of the Japanese speakers. Good.
Someone was using his head and killing two birds with one stone.

Hirohito looked out through the window as the helicopter began its dow, noisy ascent. Joe wanted to
scream for it to hurry, to make al the dead and wounded relevant.



Prudently, the pilot kept the chopper low and headed away from the approaching Japanese. The second
helicopter lifted off and two more landed in their place. These were quickly filled with wounded and flew
away. Wounded now had the highest priority. The dead would have to remain.

The sequence of drop-down and liftoff continued despite Japanese fire, which got closer and heavier. As
the Americans departed, it meant fewer and fewer remained to man the defenses, and Joe realized that
he had adifficult decision to make.

Suddenly, a helicopter was hit and exploded in aburst of flames. It crashed to the ground. No oneleft it.
The approaching chopper pilotsignored the fire and carnage to land and remove more men.

"How many left?" Joe yelled after dill another pair had lifted off. The men sounded off. Only five were left
dive, counting himsdif.

Two more helicopters managed to land, avoiding the flaming ruins of the burning one. Two menfilled one
and it lifted off.

"Go," Joe ordered.
A ranger looked aghast. "What about you, Sir?"
"No room at theinn, buddy. I'll bedl right. Just get your asses out of here."

The remaining rangers didn't need more urging. They sprinted to the last helicopter and flung themselves
into the cabin, and the chopper immediately took off.

Joe turned and saw Japs approaching less than ahundred yards away. The sun was beginning to rise and
thewhole arearemained lit by the lights and thefire. "Hurry!" he screamed at the gpproaching Japanese.
"Hurry! The Americans are getting away. Kill them!™

With that, he stood and shot at the helicopter, which was now safely out of range. He only stopped when
the wave of advancing soldiersraced by him.

A militiaofficer trotted up to him, saw the kempel uniform, and sduted. "Areyou dl right, Sr?"

"Y es, but some of them may have gotten away." Joe gestured vaguely in the direction of some hillsto his
left. "Send your men in that direction.” The officer did as he wastold and Joe was again aone.

Joe thought he had afew minutes before they started to think and wonder just what he had been doing
insde the American perimeter. They wouldn't believe for long that he'd been captured and escaped, or
that he'd bravely followed the American raiders.

He staggered. Hisleg hurt like abitch. The wounds didn't seem serious, but walking was going to be
painful and dow. But what choice did he have? At least one guard had seen him shoot another. Did that
man gtill live? Had he informed his comrades about the kempei officer's strange behavior? Soon the
place would be crawling with investigators.

After dl, one didn't lose an emperor and then just write it off. No, real kempel would be here soon. The
time for masquerading asa kempel officer was over.

Joe limped down the path. His cache of equipment, food, clothes, and the precious radio were miles
away. Hewould either have to get to them or find some other civilian clothing and, once again, let himsalf
be swallowed up and madeinvisible by the throngs of refugees. Joe could only hope that the Japanese
wouldn't belooking too hard for aman with one arm.



CHAPTER 75

USS MIDWAY

An honor guard of marines stood on the deck of the carrier. Halsey had personaly checked to make
sure that theriflesthey carried were unloaded. The last thing they needed was for someone to go crazy
with revenge and shoot the emperor of Japan.

Halsey il couldn't believe thiswas happening, and he was reasonably sure that Nimitz didn't either. The
approaching helicopter had first landed on one of the smaller escort carriers, where it was refueled and
sent on to the Midway. It was a shame that helicopters had such short legs, but Halsey was certain that
future ones would see the problem rectified.

Almogt daintily, the helicopter carrying Hirohito poised above the flight deck and lowered itsdlf to land
gently. There was amomentary wait while the blades stopped whirling.

Animprovised red carpet waslaid from the helicopter to the carrier's supersiructure. Then anaval officer
in aclean dress uniform walked to the helicopter with as much dignity as he could manage. The hatch
was opened and the carrier's band began to play the Japanese nationa anthem, which was followed by
"The Star-Spangled Banner." Halsey thought that the latter was played with more verve and gusto than
the former.

Hirohito leaned out of the chopper and stepped onto the deck. There was a collective gasp from the
hundreds of crewmen who had gathered around the flight deck for the historic event, even though it had
been unpubhcized. The carrier wasasmall town that kept few secrets.

Hirohito stood for amoment. Then he amiled dightly and waked forward to meet President Harry
Truman, who had emerged from the shadows of the superstructure and was walking toward him.

As the men approached each other, the throng of sailors commenced to applaud and then cheer asthey
redlized the significance of what was occurring.

CHAPTER 76
TOKYO

Japanese naval captain Minoru Gendawas dmost universally conceded to be abrave and extraordinarily
brilliant officer who had atremendous future before him. In hisyounger days— he was ill only
forty-one— many had despaired that he would not live long enough for his brilliance to blossom. He had
been part of an acrobatic-flying group and had later been nicknamed the Madman because of hisintense
fedingsthat nava air wasthe way of the future. Hisfervor in proclaiming that carriers had made
battleshi ps obsol ete had won him few friendsin abig-gun navy.

Genda had helped plan the attack on Pearl Harbor and had taken part in numerous other battles. Some
felt that if he had not been sickly during theill-fated Battle of Midway, it and the war would have turned
out differently for Japan.

Most recently, Genda had been assigned to help coordinate Japan's air defenses, which meant he had
little to do Since Japan'sair defenses were virtually nonexistent. Thus, he could often be found at Anami's
subterranean headquarters, and his presence was even looked forward to by those who considered him
ahero.

After acursory search for weapons— none of any kind were permitted in Anami's presence— Genda



was admitted to Anami's private office. As he entered, a clerk closed the door behind him. As Genda
expected, he and Anami were done. The errand Anami had sent him on required a high degree of

SECrecy.
But firgt, there was apersonal concern. ™Y our arm. What happened?' Anami asked.

Gendagrimaced. Hisleft aamwasin alarge cast. "Sir, the trip to Kyushu was even more dangerous than
| expected. Thisis courtesy of an American plane my pilot and | amost couldn't evade. It looks worse
thanitis, however, and it will hedl in afew weeks."

"l am glad for your safe return,” Anami said with sincerity. He wished he had many more Gendasto
depend on. "But tell me, isthe Situation as bad as we've been led to believe?’

"Itis," Gendaconceded sadly. "If anything, it isworse."

The day before, Anami had received frantic coded signds from Kyushu that Hirohito had been
kidnapped by an American raiding party. Anami had prevailed on Gendato fly to Camp 7 on Kyushu
and verify the disater.

Gendaawkwardly lit acigarette with hisgood arm. "1 was able to confirm that an American raider force
knew precisay where Hirohito was, and after abrief fight, they took him away by helicopters, which they
used to fly him out to their ships. Witnesses saw aman fitting Hirohito's description with them, and it may
be that the emperor went willingly. A Japanese officer was dso seen asssting the Americans, which
indicates acongpiracy, at least at the lower level. We must assume that the emperor isin American hands
and will cooperate with them. The Japanese officer in question has not been found.”

And doubtlesswon't be, Genda didn't add. Whoever the Japanese officer was and anyone elsein on the
conspiracy werein hiding and not worth looking for. Hirohito's taking had stunned the Tokyo
headquarters, but, so far, the news had not spread to the rest of Japan. It did, however, present aunique
opportunity for those brave enough to takeiit.

Anami took the bad newswith surprisng cam. Then he smiled grimly. "No," Anami findly said. "Hirohito
was murdered by the Americans. It is an unspesgkable atrocity that we will blame on them.”

"But, s, Hirohito may make public announcements for the Americans, even cdling for surrender. What
then?'

Anami dammed hisfigt on hisdesk. "They will be denounced aslies and fabrications. We will inform the
world that Hirohito is dead and that his son Akihito isthe new emperor, and that | have been appointed
regent. We shdl smply ignore anything Hirohito does and saysfor the Americans. We will announce that,
after murdering him, the Americans have hired an actor to pretend he isthe emperor.”

Amazing, Genda thought. How could Akihito be proclaimed emperor of anything when no one knew
where he was? Anami's control of Japan was far from absolute. Gendaforced asmile. "Excellent. But
how will that enable usto win thewar?'

Anami chuckled. "Why, Captain, we have dready won the war. This attempt by the Americansto
undermine the Empire shows how bankrupt they are. Our counterattacks will begin very shortly and they
will bleed the Americans so badly that they will sue for a peace that leaves us strong.”

"Andif they don't?'

"Thenwewill fight on, Genda. We will fight on forever. We will never surrender and be destroyed asthe
Americans have planned for us."



"Good. Then | will returnto my dutieswith grester zed "

Genda stood and bowed. The cast on hisarm threw him off-balance and he nearly stumbled. He grasped
the edge of Anami's desk for support while grimacing in pain.

Anami rose quickly and steadied him. "Genda, are you al right? Perhaps you should see a doctor before
going back to duty?'

"I'madl right," Gendainssted.

As he said that, the hand encased in the cast squeezed a rubber bottle, which emitted a puff of misty fluid
that hit Anami square in the face. For a second, the genera appeared puzzled. Then his eyeswidened
and he began to choke and spasm soundlessly. He sat down hard on his chair and dumped forward.
Gendawaited amoment. There was no need to check for apulse. He only wanted to be sure that it was
safe to proceed.

The mist wasanerve gas, aparticularly virulent derivative of a German gas called sarin that Generd Ishii
had managed to bring with him from Manchuria. 1t killed on contact with the skin by pardyzing the
nerves. It dso evaporated into the air and lost its potency dmost immediately, which made it usdesson
the bettlefield, yet marveloudy lethd in thisinstance.

Findly, Gendawas satisfied that enough time had passed and that it would be safe to handle the genera
without fear of contamination, particularly sncetheair vent in the underground office had been humming
and pulling out sdeair. "Help!" Genda hollered. "The generd has collgpsed. Help!"

The door opened and others rushed in. They pulled Anami off hischair and laid him on the floor. At least
two checked for a pulse that wasn't there, then started pushing on his chest asif that would start his
bresthing again.

Generd Hommarushed in from his own office down the hall and took command, chasing out gawkers.
Only acouple of men who continued to try to revive Anami remained. "What happened?' he asked
Genda.

Genda spoke clearly. It wasimperative that hisverson betold and heard first. "We were talking when he
suddenly clutched his chest and pitched forward. He didn't make asound. He just fell over and didn't
move."

Homma nodded and responded firmly, "A doctor has been summoned, but for what purpose | don't
know. It appearsthat General Anami has suffered a heart attack or astroke.” He looked at the faces
assembled just outside the open office door. Many looked stunned, but some appeared strangely

hopeful. "I am senior here Hommawent on, "therefore, | am assuming command. Y ou will return to
your duties and continue as before. Captain Genda, you will follow me and make a brief statement for the
record.”

Genda's statement to a clerk was aformality. Anami was dead of amassive heart attack probably
brought on by theimmense strain of hisduties. In afew minutes Genda was aboveground after watching
Homma begin to take over the reins of the Japanese government. Only the plotters knew that acoup had
just occurred, and that Homma and Ozawa were part of it. As part of their plans, "emergencies’ had sent
both Admirad Toyodaand Field Marsha Sugiyama away from the headquarters.

Even though political nation had been amacabre kind of Japanese tradition in the decades prior to
the war, Genda deeply regretted that necessity had forced him to do it. Gendawas awarrior, not a
murderer. Anami had been awarrior too before he had succumbed to the madness that was keeping



Japan in the war. Now Gendawould inform hisfriend and mentor Admira Ozawathat his misson was
completed.

Even now, Generd Homma was setting more whedlsin motion. There were othersto round up or
dispose of before anew government could be formed under Genera Hommaand Admiral Ozawa. A
government, Genda hoped, that would bring an end to the war that was destroying Japan.

As hewalked toward his hidden vehicle, he chuckled. Who on earth was a so plotting the overthrow of
the government? Despite his disclaimer, he felt that the kidnapping of Hirohito must have had high-level
help for it to have succeeded so neatly. He earnestly hoped that the various sets of conspirators didn't get
in each other'sway.

CHAPTER 77
KAGOSHIMA BAY

The weather on the flight deck of the Midway continued wet and miserable. Despite this, both men had
dressed formally and intended to be photographed without overcoats. It was important that they be seen
asdignified heads of state, and not as ordinary people scuttling about in the rain.

Equdly important was the need for a background that would convince the Japanese people that the
emperor was both respected by the United States as a head of state, and that he was still in Japan. A
picture of him anywhere e se might be interpreted as his having fled the land and would mean his disgrace
and thefailure of hishistoric misson.

At firg there had been hope that something in the city of Kagoshima could be used as a background, but
little was | eft that was more than three feet tall. Weeks of hard fighting, coupled with the flimsy
congtruction of most Japanese buildings, had resulted in an appallingly unrecognizable collection of ruins.

Then Undersecretary of State Joseph Grew thought of using Mt. Kagoshima as a background. While
hardly as well-known as the snowcapped extinct volcano Mt. Fuji, it was well enough known to those
who lived in the area asit dominated both the bay and the city. At any rate, it would haveto do. The
emperor and the president could only hope that enough Japanese soldiers would recognize the
background as being uniquely Japanese and then be impressed by the message.

The weather refused to cooperate, though. Rain and large flakes of soft snow obscured the view of the
mountain from the carrier. A photograph near the sde of the flight deck could be posed to show nothing
of the carrier, which might indicate that Hirohito was a prisoner, and dl of the mountain, which would
indicate that he wasfree. If only, of course, they could see the damned mountain.

Truman paced back and forth in the small room off the superstructure where he and Admiral Nimitz
waited. "We can't stay here forever. Why not just take some pictures and get on with it.”

"If it comesto that, we will," Nimitz answered wearily. He desperately wanted to get the Midway and
Truman out of the area. "But | agree with Mr. Grew and so does Hirohito. We need to get that mountain
in the background if there's any way we can.”

"But we can't wait too much longer,” Truman ingsted. Indications were that the Japanese counterattacks
would begin at any timeif they hadn't started dready. Who redly knew what was going onin the misty
hills beyond the bay? If it was too late to stop al the bloodshed, then they could at |east stop some of it.

"Still think we should shoot the little bastard,” muttered Halsey. Truman stifled agrin. The belligerent little
admira's thoughts weren't dl that far from his own. He still had a hard time accepting that there was



nothing Hirohito could have doneto prevent the current phase of the war from ever sarting in thefirst
place, much less stopping it without outside help. Truman wondered if the emperor hadn't gotten asort of
religious conversion when held redlized the war was lost. Perhaps he was actually maneuvering to keep
histhrone and for aplacein history as agrest humanitarian.

But, Truman thought, who the hell cares? End the war and worry later about what should have been
done.

The phone rang and Halsey answered. "Thereé's abresk in the westher," he said as he hung up. "If we act
right now, we might get some good pictures.”

Truman and the two admirals raced out onto the flight deck, while Hirohito and Grew came from another
room. Grew was the only person on the carrier Hirohito knew, and he had firmly refused to let the
diplomat out of his sight. The former ambassador spoke fluent Japanese, which made him doubly
vauable.

Hirohito and Truman took up stations by the edge of the deck. It occurred to Truman that, with just one
little shove, one smal emperor would suddenly find himsdf in the middle of adeep bay. The thought
meade him grin.

Cameraswere hurriedly set up. In the background, the bulk of Mt. Kagoshima had become visible.

"Now," the photographer said. A movie camerawas set up aongside the till photographer. 1t had all
been well rehearsed. The two leaders stood beside each other, close but not touching. They would not
shake hands as such contact was repugnant to Japanese males. They smiled and appeared as equals
while the cameras whirred and clicked. More pictures were taken of them bowing toward each other a a
depth that signified utmost mutua respect. Most Americans had little ideathat a Japanese bow wasfilled
with meaning. Too deep abow and one signified subservience to the other; too shallow and it indicated
dominance over the other. The bow had to bejust right to convey the proper message of equdity.

Severd more pictures were taken while the light and the view remained. Hal sey looked about nervoudly.
If he could see the mountain, the Jap pilots could see the Midway. Granted the skieswerefilled with
scores of American fighters and radar indicated nothing hostile in the area, but he remembered what
happened to the Augusta and MacArthur. Halsey didn't want to go down in history asthe admira who
lost the president of the United States. If the little Jap standing beside Truman got shot up, well, that was
okay, but not the president of the United States.

"That'sit,” Truman said. "We have enough pictures and I'm freezing my butt off."

Grew trandated the comment to Hirohito, who grinned and nodded. Truman wondered just how litera
the trand ation had been and whether the emperor was alittle less of a stick-in-the-mud than he
appeared.

The executive officer of the carrier ran out onto the flight deck to intercept the group of men. He looked
at dl the assembled rank and directed his statement to Truman.

"Sir, were receiving abroadcast from Tokyo. It saysthat Anami has been overthrown and that Admira
Ozawaand Generd Hommaare now in charge. They're aso saying they want to talk peace.”

CHAPTER 78
KYUSHU, ROUND TOP



A Jap attack on Round Top could come from three directions. It could come from over the hill known
as Mt. Ugly, or around either side of it. Because of the poor visibility caused by the rotten wesether, a
series of two-man listening posts had been established at each of the three points, with afourth outpost
coordinating and commanding the three.

Sergeant Collins had been in the command-outpost foxhole for several hours and longed for hiswatch to
end. Along with being wet, cold, hungry, and miserable, the Situation was scary. The weather remained
bad, it was night, and he couldn't see more than a hundred feet in front. The thought that Japs could be
just out of hisview was unnerving at best.

But that, of course, waswhy he and Private First Class Hanks, hisradioman, wereinthe hole. It wasfar
better that he and the othersin the outposts be overrun by a horde of Japs than that the entire company
suffer that fate. It had sounded faintly heroic when it had been discussed back on Round Top. Now it
sounded foolish and downright stupid.

Small, wireless walkie-talkies connected the four outposts to each other. Asthe closest to Round Top,
Collins dso had the luxury of afield phone connecting him with the rest of the company. Phones were not
considered good ideas for the three forward outposts because the wires could be cut or even stumbled
upon by the Japs and used to trace back to an outpost itsalf.

Communications with the three posts were limited to clicks, not words. Collinss command post would
send one click out, and a one-click response meant everything was okay. The command post would then
send one back as confirmation that the signal had been received. In case of possible danger, themenin
an outpost would click twice and withdraw from their exposed position. They didn't haveto wait for a
response. A series of three or more clicks meant that everybody should run like hell. The postswereto
respond to the clicks from Collins every few minutes. It was hoped that the discreet and muffled sounds
would not carry.

The system was far from perfect. Severd fase alarms had led to precipitous retreats back to Round Top.
These had been followed by sheepish crawls back to their positions by the men who'd just run from
them. Lieutenant Morrell hadn't chewed out anyone for his actions, but the continued unnecessary derts
caused stress and fatigue. Callins chewed his gum and wished for acigarette. Why the hell wouldn't the
Japs come and get it over with?

It had been severa minutes since the last outpost check. "Hit 'em, Hanks," he whispered.

Hanks grunted, crouched over the walkie-talkie, and made a clicking noise with hismouth. A few
seconds later he looked up. "One reports okay, Sarge." He returned to histask. Then there was a pause.
"Nothing from two."

"Do three." Two was at the crest of Mt. Ugly, while the others were on the lower ground flanking it.
"Three'sokay. Should | try two again?”'

"Of course.” Callinss mind raced. Was something wrong? A delay in responding had happened before,
and he'd chewed assfor it. People were supposed to pay attention, not scare him half to deeath.

Hankslooked up from his crouch, concern on hisface. "Still nothing."

They tried athird time and again no response. Outpost two was alittle more than aquarter mile avay
and well within the range of the handheld radios. Were they mafunctioning? No, in that case either of the
two men would have redized they hadn't heard from Coallinsin awhile and used the backup set each
group had. Kerns and Fellows were good guys and wouldn't just be sitting there with their thumbs up



their asses.
Shit.

Collinss next dternative wasto crawl out there and find them, which he dreaded. It was bad enough that
he had to take the men out there when their shift started and return to get them when it ended. At least
then he had their replacements with him and wasn't done. Maybe he should get some help from
Lieutenant Morrell? Under any circumstances, he would have to notify Morréll of the problem. The
gtuation was the stuff of nightmares and hisfearswere as normal asthe next guy's. Chrigt, if only he
could see!

Thewind swirled and he thought he picked up movement in the distance, maybe a couple of hundred
yards away. It couldn't be Kerns and Fellows, it was too broad a sensation.

But it couldn't be the Japs because they dways began their attacks with yellsand al kinds of noiseto
ingpirethem.

Hismind raced. It couldn't be the Japs, could it?
Then heredized the cold truth: the Japs weren't yelling!

"They're coming," Collins blurted to Hanks, who immediately began making clicking sounds asfast ashe
could. Kerns and Fellows hadn't answered because they were dead. Now he had to recall his other men
and get the hell back to Round Top. There was no time for a phone cal to warn Morrell and the others.
The Japs might be right on top of him in seconds. He smply began firing into the air. With dl need for
secrecy gone, the approaching Japanese began to scream and howl like achorus of devils.

CHAPTER 79
TOKYO

General Homma was frustrated. He was now the de facto premier of Japan and commander of al the
empire'sarmed forces, yet he found himsdf unable to function effectively in either capacity. Once again
his communi cations officer had sadly informed him that they were till unable to reach Sixteenth Area
Army headquarters on Kyushu. Damn the Americang! If they wanted the war stopped, they had to let
him restore some semblance of communications so that he could contact his commanders and tdll them to
ceaefiring.

He had just completed meeting with Admira Ozawa, who had taken control of the Foreign Office, where
he had ousted Tojo. Field Marshd Sugiyama had killed himself when confronted with arrest, while
Admird Toyoda had disappeared; thus, they had no seriousrivas. Many peace-inclined diplomats had
been arrested by the previous regime, while others were in hiding, but the remainder, such as Togo and
Marquis Kido, were now frantically trying to make contact with the Americans. Ozawa was confident
that the Potsdam Declaration could be utilized as abasis for ending the war on terms that would
guarantee that the Japanese world would not disappear. It would be shameful, but better than dying
usdedy.

Lt. Gen. Shiro Ishii knocked. He entered and bowed. Hommawanted to didike Ishii for adl the
despicable things he had done with his chemicas and germs, but the little man with the thick mustache
had performed an inva uable service by providing the meansto diminate Anami and would be
compensated by being alowed to live. I1shii would disappesar.

Hommadrummed his fingers on his desk. "Have you stopped the gases?'



"Likeyou, | have been unableto raise Genera Y okoyama on Kyushu. | have been able to ascertain,
however, that very littlein theway of chemicd shells or grenades actualy made it acrossthe straitsto
Kyushu, and absolutely none of the bombs. Most are till in vaults here on Honshu or were on boats
sunk in the straits by American planes. | now doubt that more than a couple hundred chemica wesgpons
areon Kyushu."

Hommadid not consider thisentirely good news. Even alittle bit of gas used on the Americans might
provoke a devastating reaction from them. It was imperative that they somehow reach Genera
Y okoyama and cancel thefina phase of Ketsu-go #6, the plans for the defense of Kyushu.

"What about the submarine?’ Homma asked.

The submarine, one of the large R-classtypes, carried afloatplanein awaterproof deck-hangar. The sub
had more than enough range to crossto North America. Thereits orders were to launch its plane, which
would be loaded with anumber of small ceramic bombsthat carried plague-infested fleas kept aivein an
oxygen mixture.

"It attempted to leave two days ago. It was sunk by American destroyers.”
"Thank God," Homma said, and wondered why he wasn't distressed by the additiona degths.

Americawas civilized, clean, and possessed excdlent medicd facilities. After theinitid terror, the plague
would easly have been eliminated and would only have added to Americas fury with Japan. The attempt
to spread germsin America had been total madness.

A gaff officer interrupted. His expression was one of deep rdlief. "Genera Homma, we havefindly
established contact with Generd Y okoyama.”

Hommavirtualy ran to the radio set. The reception was weak and distorted by static, but he convinced
Generd Y okoyamathat he, not Anami or Sugiyama, was now in charge.

"Generd,” Hommasad, virtudly yelling to be understood, "you must not use the gas shellsyou have
received."

"I wasn't going to," Y okoyamaanswered. "Apart from the fact that such weapons are not an honorable
means of waging war, there were too few of them to make a difference, and we have no rea way of
delivering them effectively. | had them put in a cave and the entrance sedled.”

Wonderful, Hommathought, such good news. "Excellent. Now, it isimperative that al aspects of
Ketsu-go be hdted. Do you understand? Y ou must not launch your attacks. Neither your army nor the
remaining kamikazes mugt atack.”

After prolonged silence, Homma thought he might have lost contact. Findly, Generd Y okoyamas voice
camethrough faintly but distinctly.

"My dear Generd Homma. | deeply regret to inform you that the attacks are commencing as we speak
and thereisno way | can stop them. The soldiers are marching and the planesare now inthe air. The
arrow has been fired from the bow. It cannot be recaled.”

CHAPTER 80
ROUND TOP

Collins and Hanks narrowly avoided being shot by their own men asthey crawled into the trenches on



Round Top. Moments later, two more men from his outposts clambered in, their facesamixture of relief
and terror. No more followed, and it was reluctantly concluded that the four missing men were most
likely dead.

"What did anybody see?' Morrell asked. "How many Japs are there?' The men, Collinsincluded, shook
their heads.

"Weredly didnt seemuch at al," Collinssaid. "Just alot of commotion and noise." Behind and below
them, the inferna shrieks continued, further emphasizing that no more Americans would be returning from
the outposts around Mt. Ugly. " Sorry, Lieutenant, but we weren't in any position to hang around and
count noses."

"They're going around us," Morrell muttered. "Openfireinto the valley."

Gunfirerang out and rippled down the hill in al directions. It was ajoy and arelief to be able to shoot.
There was plenty of ammunition, and Morrell had earlier decided there was no point in saving it. Indirect
fire againgt an unseen enemy was nowhere near as effective as shooting atarget that wasvisble, but it
would cause some casualties and maybe disrupt the Japs plans. Similar firing could be heard from other
American postions.

"Why aren't they coming?' someone yelled, and Morrell had to wonder aswell. According to Callins,
they'd been just alittle behind him asheld run for safety.

A Jap mortar shell exploded in their perimeter, followed by others. While they lacked heavy artillery, the
Japanese had alarge number of the extremely portable 50mm mortars and shells and were using them to
effect.

Paul yelled for the company's own 60mm mortars to return fire and ordered the howitzersto open up as
well. Asthe mortars responded, the sergeant in charge of the two pack howitzerstold him the Japs were
too close for him to shoot at. Effectively, they were under the barrels of hisguns.

"They're hugging us," Morrell growled, and Sergeant Mackensen agreed. "Even if the wegther bresks,
nobody can help us."

Morrell tried divison artillery and wastold they were busy with other attacks, which he could now hear
in the distance, and that the Japs were too closeto his postion to risk shelling blindly into the gloom and
mist.

A plane hummed low overhead. It missed the hill by only afew feet. "Kamikaze!" someone yelled.
Seconds later, there was aflash and the sound of an explosion behind them. The kamikaze had missed
Round Top but had hit the hill behind them.

" Sonofabitch, that was close!™ snapped Callins.

"Get to your men,” Morrell ordered. Collinswasin charge of a score of men Paul had designated their
reserve. They wereto reinforce any areawhere the Japs broke through.

Otherwise, the defense of Round Top consisted of two platoons that faced the front and curved dong the
gdesof the hill. There they met the third platoon, which faced rearward and had the greetest length of
ground to cover. Putting most of his defenders toward the front had seemed like the best idea, but now
with the Japs hugging the hill and circling behind it, Paul was no longer so certain.

A group of men ran through the rear of the defenses, and Morrell recognized some of them from Ruger's
headquarters and heavy-weapons companies. Then he remembered that theirswas the hill behind Round



Top, the one the kamikaze had hit.

"Wheresthe mgor?' he asked, and wastold that no one knew. A Jap plane had landed smack on the
command bunker, then the hill had been overrun. The Japs were solidly behind Round Top. At least a
couple of dozen men had made it through to him and were welcome reinforcements. Poor Ruger, he
thought, then quashed it. If the mgjor was dead, Paul would mourn for him some other time.

"Ancther plane!" camethe cry. Thistimeit was even lower than the last.

"Get down!" Paul yelled asit gppeared through the mist. This one was not going to miss Round Top. The
explosion of the crash was deafening, and the shock wave passed over him like a hot, sharp wind.

Gasoline flamed into a smoky pyre right where hisfront-facing second platoon met the rear-facing third.
Men were down and the trench was destroyed. Now he understood why the Japs hadn't launched their
attack. They had been waiting for the kamikazes to soften up the hilltop fort. In the absence of artillery,
the Japs were using suicide pilots.

They had succeeded in breaching his defenses. Fully athird of his defensive positions were destroyed,
and the main Jap attack hadn't even begun.

CHAPTER 81
KADENA, OKINAWA

Lt. Gen. Matthew Ridgway didn't like dealing with the press. While some of the reporters were pretty
good joes, others were nothing but sharks who'd sl their mothersfor astory. That is, he smiled
inwardly, if they'd had mothers. There were exceptions among Ridgway's compatriots, of course. Petton,
for instance, had swaggered and postured for the press, while the late MacArthur always seemed to be
onstage and never at alossfor aquote.

The presswas, however, safely muzzled in thiswar and, with few exceptions, understood the need for it
and cooperated with the wartime censorship regulations. After dl, who wanted to give out military
secrets that would cause the deaths of American boys? For that reason, and because the journalistsin
Bradley's press pool were men of integrity, Ridgway felt fairly comfortable with the men gathered in his
office. Long after the war they could write dl the books they wanted and analyze to their hearts content
all the decisions others made. In the meantime, every word they wrote was subject to review and
remova.

It was afairly eclectic and highly qualified pool of talent. Wilfred Burchett represented the London Daily
Express, Theodore White was employed by Time-Life, Hanson Baldwin was from The New York
Times, and Webley Edwards was aradio correspondent from CBS.

"Gentlemen,” Ridgway began, gesturing toward alarge map of Kyushu that hung on thewall behind him,
"let me give you aquick overview. The Japs have launched mgor atacks against our positions, primarily
along our right flank. Thisisthe area covered by the | Corps, which consists of the 25th, 41<t, and 53rd
Infantry Divisions. At thistime there are no serious attacks againg either the marines on our |eft flank or
XI Corpsinthemiddle. It appearsthat the Japs have concentrated their thrusts against | Corps only, and
wefirgt thought their goal was a penetration down to Ariake Bay."

"Can they makeit?' Burchett asked.

"Not achance. They are about seventy miles from the bay and well stop them well before they get
anywhere near it. We arein the process of moving two divisonsfrom IX Corps, the 81t and 98th
infantry, into blocking positions behind | Corps. IX Corps had rotated back into reserve and is close



enough to help out. No, gentlemen, their goa isnot Ariake Bay. The Japanese are just squandering
lives"

"Oursincluded, | presume,” Baldwin commented.
Ridgway winced. "Absolutdly."

Whiteraised hishand. "I know it's certainly smpler on amap thanitisin redity, but can any of the other
units, such asthe marines, attack north and swing behind the Japs?’

Ridgway stifled asigh. Spare me from armchair generas. "Not in enough time to help out. While the Japs
have stripped many of their defensesto form for this attack, the soldiersleft behind arewell duginandin
strongly Stuated positions. They would hold out for sometime, and even if overrun, the mountainouslay
of the land would preclude any quick move around the Japanese rear. No, the battle will be fought with
the forces currently in place and those | mentioned as moving up to reinforce them.”

"And the wegther was the primary reason they got the jump on us?' Thiswas from Edwards, and it was
evident from hisvoice that he was used to being behind amicrophone aswell asatypewriter.

"Y es, dthough we knew it was likely coming, there wasllittle we could do to prevent them from moving
and massing their forces under the cover of cloud and rain. We dug in as much as possible and we can
only hopeit wasenough.”

"Sort of likethe Ardennes all over again, eh, Generd?' Thisfrom the Brit, Burchett.

"Except that we are much better prepared. It shows that possessing overwhelming power is not aways
enough to prevent a desperate enemy from trying one last throw of the dice. The Japswill doubtless
achieve local penetrations and overrun some positions, but they will be stopped.” Ridgway faced
Badadwin. "Likeyou said, we will suffer many, many needless casudties. Except for thefightingin | Corps
areg, thewar isover.”

"Any comment on the kamikazes?' asked White.

Ridgway's expression turned even grimmer than before. "That the Japs would use kamikazes on frontline
positions came as a complete shock. With our warships pulled back, we expected suicide attacks on fud
depots, storage dumps, and command centers, but not on frontline trenches and pillboxes. Gentlemen,
they hurt us badly with that tactic. Our antiaircraft gunswere amogt dl situated farther rear. Just like the
picket destroyers caught hell off Okinawa, our boysin the foxholes and trenches are taking a besting,
and thereisn't ahdluvalot we can do about it."

"But why doesn't the weether hamper them like it does us?' Baldwin queried. He had seen lwo Jmaand
wasfamiliar with hell.

"Because they don't care. Jap planes by the hundreds, maybe a couple of thousand, are skimming afew
feet over the hills, and when they see something that looks like our lines, they lineup and crash intoit.
Sincethey intend to diein thefirst place, they are willing to take risks that we wouldn't even consider. If
they lose some of their pilots through accidental crashesinto thewrong hillsides, they just don't seem to
giveadamn.”

It was Whitesturn. "What about Hirohito? Where is he and what's he up to?"

"Hirohito is now in Kagoshima City trying to coordinate an end to the hodtilities. He has recorded
messages for the Japanese troops and peopl e that are being broadcast as we speak. Additionally,
hundreds of thousands of |eaflets are being dropped on the combatants. Hopefully, it'll work.



"The remnants of Japan'sarmiesin the Philippines under Genera Y amashita have given up asaresult of
Hirohito's actions, and the garrisons of Rabaul and Hong Kong have also surrendered. Even in Kyushu,
Generd Y okoyamaistrying to recall histroops. It'sworking. It'l take time, but it'sworking." Then
Ridgway sagged. "I can only hopethat it isn't too late for our boysin | Corps.”

Edwardslooked up from his notes. "When will Hirohito be going to Tokyo, and what about Genera
Hommals pogtion with us?'

"The emperor fedsthat his placeis on Kyushu, and everyone agrees with him. Generd Hommaand
Admira Ozawa have pretty well shut down the Japanese military on Honshu and €lsewhere, so therésno
need for the emperor's presence there to help things dong. Hirohito hastold Bradley that if it would help,
he would march to the front lines and try to stop the Japanese attacks in person. It won't happen, of
course, but we believe his sincerity and it does show that heisfully committed to the goa of ending the

fighing”

White was concerned. "But what about Homma? Isn't he the man responsible for the Bataan Death
March?If heisinstrumenta in ending the war, does that mean he won't be prosecuted?”

Ridgway shrugged. War crimestriadls were none of his concern, at least not yet. "Maybe his actions show
heisn't as guilty aswe thought? On the other hand, you may aso be right. Hel ping to end this crap might
just win some people alot of forgiveness.”

Burchett seemed to shiver. "In the meantime, God help the men in the front lineswho are having to
endurethisawful fighting.”

Thereporterslooked at each other. "I think we're about done, aren't we?' White said, speaking for the
group.

"Y%"
"Well then, Generd, how much of what you've said will we be able to print?"

Ridgway laughed grimly. "Not adamned word."

CHAPTER 82
ROUND TOP

Paul Morrell was consumed with fear and anger. Japs were less than a hundred yards away in the
trenches aong where the kamikaze had crashed. The Japs had swarmed up the hill and overrun what
remained before he could shore up the defenses and replace the casualties. Worse, amisunderstanding
had sent Sergeant Collins and the reserve force of twenty men in a counterattack that had seen them
chewed up by the Japs. Only a handful of men had returned, and Collins wasn't one of them.

"What now, Lieutenant?"' It was First Sergeant Mackensen, and Paul saw fear in hisface aswell. The
sergeant was normally arock, but now he was as scared as anyone. Degth in the form of untold numbers
of Japswas only alittle ways away.

Ironicaly, thelong night had ended and the weather had begun to clear up, which meant that he could see
the Jap trenches more clearly. Sometimes he could see their helmets and bayonets as they moved around
and got organized. Shooting between the two groups was constant, and Paul wondered which of the
many dead bodies on the ground between the two lines was his friend Callins.



"Lieutenant,” Mackensen indsted, "what the hell do we do now?"

Paul began to shake again. With enormous effort, he gathered himsdlf. There were ordersto give. "We
go to Last Stand. Order everybody out of their trenchesand into Last Stand.”

It was desperation, but what other choice did he have? Last Stand was the sardonic name given by the
troops to the earthen berm that ran around Orlando's tank. In front of the berm was aline of trenches. It
was Paul'sidea. Men could shoot from behind the berm and from the trenches, which would effectively
double their firepower. It would aso make them more vulnerable to machine gun and mortar fire because
they would be so closaly packed, but it was a chance he had to take. Already Jap mortar rounds were
faling, and anumber of hiswounded had been pulled back to the narrow ground between the tank and
the berm.

On signd, men raced from their positionsand into Last Stand. Paul was dismayed at how few they were.
Mackensen sorted them out and made sure there were no gapsin the lines. The Japs must be doing much
the samething, Paul realized. They were gathering for one last push past the useless howitzers and into
Last Stand. He wondered just what the hell the Japs would do with the hill when they took it. The Japs
had suffered badly. The dopes of Round Top were littered with dead and the trench was full of them.

"Lieutenant." It was Orlando from the tank.
IIWWI

"l just want you to know that our hitherto inexhaustible supply of anmo is pretty well shot, pardon my
pun.”

It didn't surprise Paul. Everyone's weapon had been firing constantly. A lot of their reserve stores had
been destroyed by the plane, while others were out of reach because of the Jap advance.

"When we run out of bullets we go to bayonets. When we're al out of wegpons,” Paul answered with an
amost maniaca laugh, "well pissonthem.”

That brought nervous laughter from a couple of the men who heard it. Funny, but there was no talk of
surrender. The Japs would kill anyone who even tried, so what would be the point?

"Banzai! " came the shriek from the trench, and he saw asword waving in the air. "Banzai, banza,
banza!"

A seaof humanity lifted out of the trenches and up the dope of the hill. Themenin Last Stand fired as
rapidly asthey could, with the two machine guns on the tank joining in. They launched mortar shellsat
their highest possible trgjectory so they would come down just outside the berm. Japsfell by the dozen,
by the score, but they still came on. Many fired at the Americans asthey advanced and the air became
filled with grenades. The noise was deafening as men shot a each other at close range, screamed, and
died. Neither the berm nor the trenches provided full protection, and more of Paul's command fell.

Paul turned to Sergeant Orlando, whose head was sticking out of the driver's hatch. "Now," Paul
managed to say with acamness hedidn't fed. "Usefirefly, Sergeant.”

The brief and incongruous sound of awarning Sren caused the men behind the berm to duck. Then, a
second's pause that lasted an eternity. At last, atongue of flame peeked out of the tank's barrel and then
surged outward in asea of fire. Some of the advancing Japs were caught init, while others saw it and
stopped in sudden fear while their ranks continued to beriddlied by bullets. The bravest menin theworld
areterrified by fire, and the Japanese were no exception. Those who could began to turn and run from



burning desth. 1t was no use. Degth caught them in itsflaming grip.

Orlando traversed the turret so that the flamethrower mounted in the barrel of the cannon crested acircle
of firearound Last Stand. The Japanese on the hill were turned into human torches that jumped and fell
and screamed. Again and again, the tongues of flame licked the land outside the berm, sucking and
scorching the life from it. Paul huddled with the others on the ground behind the berm and fdlt the
flamethrower's hot breath as the barrdl propelled itsfire over them.

Findly, Orlando turned off his death machine. Blackened, burning Japs were everywhere, and the stench
of burned meat was overpowering. Most of the Japanese were prone, but afew were frozen in sitting
positions, and a handful sill moved and twitched. Rifle fire from the berm ended their suffering. Paul
noticed that it had grown astonishingly silent around Last Stand. No onewasyelling "Banzai," and no one
was shooting at them. Firefly, the flamethrower replacement for the tank’s cannon, had worked. The
firefly gpparatus had sent the flames out much farther than ahandheld flamethrower could, and with
horrifyingly deadly effect.

Thetank's engine roar broke the silence. Orlando plowed his tank through the berm and over the dead
and dying. Almost leisurely, he drove dong the circumference of the origind defenses atop the hill. The
flamethrower surged again as he scorched the dopes leading to Round Top, enlarging the circle of death,
while the tank's machine guns added to the carnage.

The tank stopped and the driver's hatch opened. "They're al gone, Lieutenant,” said Orlando. "Only
dead onesleft.”

Paul nodded and sagged to the ground, exhausted beyond fedling. The Japs were gone, at least for the
moment. Would they return? No, he corrected himsdf. When would they return? The Japs dways
returned. They never stopped and they were dways there. Japs would be a part of hislifeforever. Then
heredlized that it had stopped raining and that he could hear planesflying high inthe air above him.

CHAPTER 83
NORTH OF MT.UGLY

Sgt. Yuji Yokotagrieved for the men of his decimated command. He had grown fond of the innocent
young boyswho had trusted him, and now so many were gone, their youthful lives snuffed out for no
reason. He could only hope that some were dtill dive and were smply running from the horrorsthey'd
witnessed. If s0, he wouldn't blame them. It was the most awful desth imaginable. There was nothing to
describe thefear of being burned dive. His own persona bravery had vanished, and he had run with the
rest of them, away from the hill and their hellish tormentor.

Even 0, Y okota and his men had been fortunate. They had arrived late at the assembly point and had
gone up the hill in the third wave, not thefirst. This had enabled them to flee when thejets of fire had
commenced stresking down the hill, turning so many into screaming torches. Many of hisboy soldiers
had not made it back safely, but, overdl, they had fared better than those who'd preceded them. Those
brave soldiers of Japan were dead.

Lieutenant Uji staggered over to where Y okota squatted on the ground. Uji had lost his glasses and had
to squint to see Y okota.

"We must attack again, Sergeant.”

Y okotawas incredulous. "Why? Theres only usleft. Everyoneeseisdead.”



The temerity of the question shocked Uji and he cocked hisfist asif to strike Y okota for hisinsolence.
Then he changed his mind and merely shook his head. "It is our duty and our destiny. We must attack

agan."
"Lieutenant, there are only about forty of usleft out of the eighty that attacked thefirst time."

Uji stiffened. "Weran, Sergeant. Weran like frightened dogs and | was one of them. We shamed
oursalves and Japan by our actions. We must gain redemption.”

"Plane!" asoldier yelled. Discussion ceased as the frightened men scrambled to make themsalves small
and invisble. Thewesather was quickly clearing, and there was no place to hide from the terrors of the
sky. Y okota doubted if they would now get anywhere near the hill before being bombed or strafed. He
squinted upward and saw a B-17. Its bomb-bay doors were opened and he awaited arain of death, but,
instead of bombs, thousands of sheets of paper began to fal like large snowflakes.

"Leavethem," Uji commanded asthe legflets settled about them. Reading American propagandawas
forbidden. However, it was a usdess command as everyone grabbed a sheet. If nothing else, American
propaganda |eaflets made halfway decent toilet paper.

Y okota stared at the paper in his hand. On it was a picture of Hirohito standing dongside alittle white
man who was identified as Truman, the president of the United States, and they stood together as equals
with the bulk of Mt. Kagoshimain the background.

In disbelief, he read the text. And then he read it a second time. The war was over. An honorable peace
had been made. Theintegrity of Japan and her culture would continue. The emperor commanded that
everyone withdraw from the American positions and head north to safety.

Uji crumpled the copy held been reading and threw it on the ground. Tears streamed down hisface. "We
attack."

Y okota stood and glared at the lieutenant. "No! Y ou read the emperor's orders. We are to withdraw.”

Uji was on the edge of hysteria. "They arelies, dl lies. Even if we cannot succeed, we must give up our
livesfor Japan.”

Thisenraged Y okota. Did the fool want to kill dl of the remaining lambs? He grabbed the lieutenant by
the collar of hisjacket and jammed the paper in hisface. "Would you disobey your emperor? Read
where he forbids further suicides. To do what you now wish would bring shameto us, not glory."

Uji sagged and began to sob. After amoment, he managed to speak. "Y ou are right, Sergeant. Even
though it is hateful, we must obey the emperor. Take the men to therear. | will follow."

Y okota looked about at the surviving boy soldiers, who watched him with hope, fear, and confusion
mixed on their faces. "No, Lieutenant,” he said gently, "you will not follow. Y ou will lead us back to
safety. Just like the emperor orders.”

CHAPTER 84

ROUND TOP

General Monck and Colond Parker |eft their jeep at the base of the hill and began the climb to the top of
the battle-scarred mound. Both men were shocked by what they saw. The ground itself had been
scorched, and the Japanese dead till lay where they'd fallen. Burned and blackened bodies with their



clothes burned off gestured to them with charred limbs thrust upward. Body parts, many unidentifiable,
had to be avoided as they walked. Monck dipped and recoiled in revulsion as his hand cameto rest on
what might have been part of askull.

Asthey reached the cre<t, they stepped over the trench. There were bodiesin it, but others were strewn
about asif they had been pulled from the trench.

"Someone was looking for our boys," Parker commented softly. "And making sure the Japs were redly
dead.” American dead and wounded had just been evacuated from the killing ground.

"Thesmel isawful,” Parker added in understatement. The smdll was nausesting. "1 don't think I'll ever be
ableto eat roast beef again.”

Monck corrected him. "It smellslike pork." He wanted to gag.

They passed the blackened skeleton of a crashed plane. Itstail was pointed incongruoudly to the sky.
They had seen many likeit in their ingpection of the regimental area. Kamikazes had caused dmost as
many casualties asthe Japanese banzai attacks.

An American walked around the hill taking pictures while a second took notes. " Correspondents,” said
Parker. "'l just hope they get the story right for once. It deservesto betold.”

Monck led the way through the breach in the earthen berm. Numerous pairs of eyeswere on them, but
there had been no attempt to challenge or cal out to them. For al their rank, Monck and Parker might as
well have been invigible. They looked at the living men, many of whom walked or stood like zombies,
Findly, one disassociated himself from the group and walked over to them. Monck was hard put to
recogni ze the exhausted and filthy man as Lt. Paul Morrell.

Monck stopped Morrdl from sduting and put hisarm around the younger man's shoulder.
"I'm sorry, Generd," Paul said, hisvoice and body quivering.

Monck was confused. " Sorry? For what?"

Paul's voice was choked with emotion. "I lost half my men.”

"No," Monck said with gentle firmness. ™Y ou saved half your men. Y ou and your men are heroes. You
stood off at least a battalion of Japs and you're still here to talk about it. Son, I'm the one who should
gpologize. | tried to get you more help, but there was nothing to give you.”

But Monck wondered what he could have done that would have saved lives on Round Top. Fewer than
seventy had survived unhurt. Monck's doubts would haunt him for therest of hislife, just asMorrell
would haveto live with his. The fury and intensity of the Japanese attacks had stunned them. Someone
who wasn't there had picturesquely described the assaults as waves from a stormy sea crashing over
rocks with the rocksfindly prevailing. Only the rocks and the waves were flesh and blood, not granite
and water.

Paul was not consoled. "1 should have used the tank sooner.”

Perhaps you should have, Monck thought. But that was hindsight. Paul had fought the battle and won it.
He was the one who had to make the decisions and not anyone el se. He had done what he had to and
doneit when and how hefdt wasright. Morrdll didn't know it yet, but hetruly was ahero.

"If you had used the tank sooner, it might have been knocked out and been usdless. No, Paul, the berm



shidded thetank until the right moment.”

Paul appeared to accept the statement. "All right, | guess, Sir. What's the latest on Mgjor Ruger?' Word
had reached him that Ruger had been found just barely alive and under apile of bodies and rubble.

"He'sdive, but very badly wounded. With alittle luck, hell makeit, but he won't ever be the same
agan.”

"What'd he lose?'

"Hislegs. Both above the knee. They wereterribly crushed and couldn't be saved.”
"He'slucky, sr. Hewon't have to go back to fighting.”

"Nor will you, Paul." Monck turned to Parker and ordered, " Get these men off thishill."

"Yes, ar," Parker said. "Therelief fromthe 77th isjust alittle ways behind us. They'll be up in about an
hour."

"Now," Monck snapped. "1 want these men off thishill now."

The Japs weren't coming back, and the survivors of Round Top needed to get as far away from the hill
as possible. Monck wanted to get them back to aland of clean clothes, showers, and food. They needed
to forget the nightmare landscape that was Round Top as soon as possible.

"Leavethetank,” Monck ordered Morrell. It was probably too risky to drive the damn thing downhill
anyhow. God only knew how they'd gotten it up therein the first place. "L eave everything. Just get down
off thishill." Again Monck turned to Parker. "When they meet up with the column from the 77th, they can
use their trucksto take them to the rear.”

Paul managed asmal smile. " Sounds good to me, sir. Then maybe we can begin to put this behind us.”

As Paul walked away to gather his men, Monck wondered if anyone would be able to forget what had
happened on Round Top and any of the thousands of other battlegrounds on Kyushu. He hoped they
wouldnt.

CHAPTER 85
DETROIT

Debbie Winston sat in the chair in her bedroom. Her bare feet were tucked under the long flannel
nightgown. It was the middle of the night and she couldn't degp. Too much was happening in her life.

Daysearlier, thefina end of thewar had been dmost anticlimactic. Thered been no dancing in the Streets
and few parties had been thrown to celebrate it. Instead, there'd been afeeling of enormous relief
coupled with worry that this peace would also somehow fal gpart. After al, hadn't the Japs surrendered
once before? Thistime, thank God, it looked asif it would stick.

Debbies brother, Ron, might yet be drafted, but not until after he finished high school. No fighting was
going on, which meant he would be safe, unless, of course, he got sent to Palestine, where asmall war
raged. Maybe, shethought wryly, alittle military discipline would help the spoiled and sulky little snot
grow up. God only knew he needed it.

Shetook a deep breath and again read the letter from Paul. He was safe and unharmed, dthough his



choice of words and phrases said there were things he wasn't ready to talk about, or at least put downin
aletter.

Thiswas not al that surprising. She had read with horrified fascination of the fina desperate battles on
Kyushu. One articlein Life magazine had mentioned a place called Round Top as an example of the

savageintengity of thefina conflict. Not until reading Paul's |etter did she redlize he had been at Round
Top. Thethought that he had been so close to death had further reinforced her strong fedingsfor him.

Her friend Ann, whose boyfriend had returned an amputee from the war, had reached over and held
Debbieshands. "All you can do is be there for him. Hold him, listen to him, and understand that he's seen
and done things that no one should ever have to endure and that we cannot possibly imagine, no matter
how much we read or hear about them.”

Paul's |etter had been hopeful that he'd be stateside fairly soon, and the newspapers had confirmed it.
Those men who'd borne the brunt of the fighting on Kyushu would be coming homein ahurry. They
would be replaced by afar smaler number of Americanswho'd be taken from the unitsforming for the
now canceled invasion of Honshu.

If shewas going to be thereto help him through his nightmares, they were going to have to get married
fast so sheld be there during his nights. She grinned to herself. She hoped Paul would redlize the good
that would come from their being wed as quickly asthey could arrangeit.

Debbie looked out the window of her second-floor bedroom. Snow was on the ground and she
wondered if it would still be there when Paul returned. She hoped it would. That would mean they'd be
together soon.

CHAPTER 86
KYUSHU, NEAR MIYAKONOJO

Mitsu Okimurawalked over to the bunk where the young man who was now her good friend sat
propped up and reading a book. When he saw her, he dropped the book on his lap and smiled.

Mitsu shyly returned the smile, but decided to be anurse before succumbing to the pleasure of his
company. She pulled back the covers and checked the wounds on hisleg. Theinfections had dmost all
but disappeared, and the color of the surrounding skin was hedthy. In away, thisdismayed her, asit
meant he might be well enough to move on.

"Will 1 live?" Joe Nomurateased her. She was S0 serious, he thought, but so pretty.
"Very likdy," she answered primly, but thetwinkle in her eye betrayed her.

It was an easy thing to say now. Earlier, it had not been so definite. Nomura had shown up at the hospital
amogt ddirious with fever and with aleg swollen to twice its norma size. Dr. Tanakahad considered
amputation but decided againgt it because the young man had dready lost an arm. Tanaka, with Mitsu
assisting, had spent hours probing the infected flesh for the pieces of shrapnel that had caused the
problem. Against al odds, they had succeeded through a combination of Tanaka's skill, and American
sulfaand penicillin. There would be scars, but they would recede over time. When hewasfully healed,
Nomurawouldn't even limp.

Mitsu dropped the blanket back over hislegs. "I have aquestion for you."
"Ait"



"Severa times| have had night duty and come by to see how you were. On acouple of occasions, you
were thrashing in your deep and speaking words | didn't quite understand.”

Joe was touched that she would single him out for such care. Peace had brought adramatic reductionin
the number of patients, which meant shewasfreeto indulge in him if she so wished. That she so wished
was a pleasant thought.

The American field hospital he'd been trying to reach had closed up and moved for the same reason—
no more customers. But now, what did hetdll her? Well, he would begin with the truth, at least alittle of
it.

"It was probably English, Mitsu. | spesk it very well."

Her eyeswidened. "I thought s0. | have learned alittle of it here, and | thought | recognized some of the
words. Have you been to America?'

Helaughed. Shesad it asif it were some sort of holy place. "Y es. | spent some yearsin Hawaii."

"I would like to see Americasomeday,” she said solemnly. Mitsu eased him out of thebed and upto a
standing position. He put hisarm around her dight but strong shoulders, and she put hers around his
waist. It wastime to strengthen hislegs so he could walk unaided. Already she suspected he didn't need
to have hisarm about her, but it was rather pleasant so she did not comment on it. So too she liked the
fed of hisbody under her hands.

"Wouldn't you be afraid of al the Americans?' he asked.

"No," shesad firmly. "At least not anymore." Proximity to the American hospital had shown her that the
Glswere nothing but little boys who were as norma as Japanese men, just larger and louder.

"But what about the war, Mitsu? Weren't they your enemy?'

Mitsu was puzzled. Why had he said your enemy rather than our? "Once | hated the Americans. Now |
redlize that the whole war was an evil wrong that should never have happened. Now | redlize too that the
Japanese people were duped by warlords. No, Jochi, the Americans are not my enemy. They never
were."

They stepped outside. It was chilly, but far from unpleasant. Besides, he could fed one of her smal
breasts againgt his sde, and that was definitely keeping him warm. In the distance, he saw acar coming
down the road.

"Mitsu, did you hear about American-born Japanese who helped the Americans invade Kyushu by
spying on the Japanese and performing acts of sabotage?”

She nodded againgt his shoulder in such away that he couldn't see her face. "And you're one of them,
arent you?'

Joe took adeep breath. At least that's over with, he thought. "Y es. Will you hate me for that?"

Mitsu looked up a him. Her dark eyeswere clear with understanding. Y ou served your country. How
could you be hated for doing that? Tell me, did anything you did truly help end the war?"

Helaughed, surprisng her. "Y es, Mitay, it definitey did.”

She smiled and squeezed him. " Then that was good and you are good." The car was drawing closer.



Probably more American doctors looking for possible radiation-s ckness victims, she thought. They
couldn't quite believe there weren't any at the hospital.

"Jochi, when you leave, where will you go?'
"Back to Hawaii."
"l wish to go with you."

He was stunned and thrilled. She felt as deeply as he did. He hadn't been imagining it. They'd only known
each other for a couple of weeks, but it felt like forever.

"What about your family?* Mitsu's mother and sister had been located in the north. There had been a
brief reunion and aparting that had left Mitsu unsettled.

"They will soon moveto Y okohamato be with cousins. | have no desireto be with them. They are
rooted in sdlf-pity and the past, while | wish to livein the future. Now, will you take me with you to
Hawai?'

"Of course" He pulled her closer to him. The car had stopped almost directly in front of them. "It won't
be aproblem. | think I'm owed some pretty big favors by some very important people.”

The car doors opened. OSS agents Peters and Johnson stepped out. They grinned happily and waved
when they saw Joe. Joe laughed. "What the hell took you guys so long?'

CHAPTER 87
WASHINGTON, D.C.

"Gonnamissyou, Jm," President Harry Truman said as he reluctantly accepted his secretary of state's
letter of resignation. "Y ou did ahdluvajob under some rotten conditions.”

Byrnes shrugged, but the compliment pleased him. He had hoped to give it another year or 0 at State,
but the pressures of the job in the past severa months had accelerated the overal deterioration of his
hedth. All hisambitionswere now behind him,

"Harry, if | want to live to enjoy my retirement, 1'd better go now. At any rate, General Marshal will do
an outstanding job as my replacement. Sometimes| get the feding Marshdl's been prepping for thisal
hislife. HE's the man to shepherd the new world asit devel ops.”

After afew minutes of small talk, Byrnes departed, leaving Truman with his many thoughts.

Firgt and foremost, World War 11 was over and now the world was learning the true nature of nuclear
warfare. Scientists from many nations were examining the ruins of Hiroshima, Nagasaki, Kokura, and the
residue of the straits bomb. Radiation, so casualy dismissed asafactor in earlier calculations, was being
redefined as adeadly killer that never stopped killing.

Truman knew that a portion of the world's population would forever castigate him for using theterrible
weapon, but he had done so with a clear conscience and the hope that the bomb would bring an early
end to thewar. That thewar had not finally concluded until the early months of 1946 was sad, but not as
awful asit could have been for either Sde had it dragged on even longer.

In the war's beginning, many predictions had called for fighting the Japanese until the latter part of the
1940s. "The Golden Gate in '48" had been the GIS sarcastic lament. It meant that they themsdlves did



not figure to get home until 1948. Truman consdered himsalf responsible for doing much better than that.

The "peace with honor" had been less than the unconditiona surrender of Japan that FDR had first
declared was requisite. American military occupied less than athird of Kyushu and were negotiating with
the Japanese government for long-term leasesfor naval, air, and army basesin the Kagoshima, Ariake,
and Sasebo areas. After the boys came home, the total number of Americans at the several baseswould
likely beless than a hundred thousand and would be more concerned with Russia than Japan. That
American troops would be coming home had offset any resentment that perhaps the Japs had gotten of f
too easily. Of course, newsred films of the devastation in Japan reinforced that the Japs had been brutaly
besten.

Joseph Grew was ensconced in Tokyo with severa hundred civilian and military "advisers' who now
worked with the new Japanese government. Homma and Ozawa had announced their intention to resgn
and retire from public life. Hirohito had renounced his claim to being agodhead, and democratic eections
were being planned. The political face of Japan was being restructured.

Japan had withdrawn any claimsto Formosaor Korea, although Okinawawould revert to Japanese
control. Japanese garrisons, many starving and in wretched condition, had amost dl departed from
distant parts of the Empire and, like their brethren on the home idands, were being disarmed by their own
government while American representatives watched. It was al astonishingly peaceful now.

War crimeswere atouchy issue. Many of the mgjor possible criminalswere aready dead. Anami,
Sugiyama, and Tojo, to name afew, had either been killed or had committed suicide, while Ishii seemed
to have disgppeared. Even so, an international tribunal made up of representatives from Spain, Portugal,
the Vatican, Switzerland, and Sweden would judge those the United States wished to prosecute.

Hommawould not be prosecuted. There was substantia evidence that he might not have known the
Bataan Death March was occurring. He had accepted moral responsibility for the atrocity insofar as he
had been in command of the Japanese forcesinvolved. Inlight of his subsequent actionsin bringing the
war to an end, he was given the benefit of areasonable doubt.

Truman received the latest on casudtiesfor Operation Olympic, theinvasion of Kyushu. Thetota stood
at just under 350,000, and dmogt athird of those were dead. It was a staggering addition to the total of
300,000 Americanskilled in dl the other battles of World War I1.

Many of the wounded were physically and mentally maimed for life. Themedica profession took
judtifiable pride in that so many of the wounded would live, wheress, in prior wars, they would have
succumbed to their wounds. While they might be crippled, they would at least have achance a some
kind of life.

It further grieved Truman that dmost haf the Allied POWSsin Japanese hands the previous summer had
died of various causes. These included starvation, mistrestment, murder, and deeth from American
bombs and shells directed at where the Japs had placed them.

All of this, Truman thought, to conquer an areaof Kyushu that was only alittle larger than the state of
Deaware. The hills must have been painted with dead. He thought it incredible that only afew months
before, he and his advisers had debated just how hard, or even if, the Japs would fight. Now they knew.
The Japanese had fought like tigersfor their homes and their way of life. How could he and his advisers
have been so wrong?

If he wanted good news, al he had to do was check what was happening to the Soviet Union. With their
economy in shambles, osiracized by the Western nations, and living on plunder stolen from Eastern
Europe, the Russans were now having adifficult time. In China, the collapse of the Nationdists and the



departure of the Japanese had left a power vacuum. When both the Soviets and the Chinese Communists
had tried to seize control, their forces had collided. Now, Chinese Reds and Russian Reds werekilling
each other, and the Russians, at the end of along and tenuous supply line, were definitely getting the
worgt of it.

The Russians had also been forced to withdraw from Korea, thistime urged on by a K orean national
named Syngman Rhee, whoseirregular armies had made life miserable for the Soviets. The Soviets
inability to succeed in Asawas not |ost on European nations, which were gaining confidencein their
dedings with the far from omnipotent Russian bear.

Only inthe Middle East were American troopsin any danger. Paestine wasin ferment, and the British
had informed Truman that they were no longer interested in policing it. Now that the British had Hong
Kong back, there was little motivation for them to hang on in the bloody and not so Holy Land that had
dready clamed anumber of lives.

The Arabs hated the United States for helping out the Jews, but that could not be helped. France and
Holland were on Truman's back to help them reclaim their coloniesin Southeast Asia, but held be
damned if hewould ad either country to endave other human beings.

"What a helluva complicated world welivein," he said to thewall. He checked hiswatch. It wastimefor
adrink.

POSTSCRIPT

Many of the characters were people whoserolesin "red" history were, of course, different from those
shown. However, care was taken to make their behavior in the story consistent with what is known
about them, their persondities, and their motives. To satisfy the curious, hereisasummary of what
actually happened to anumber of those historical characters.

Truman, of course, was eected president in hisown right in 1948 and subsequently fired Douglas
MacArthur over his handling of the Korean War. MacArthur was replaced by Matthew Ridgway, whois
generaly given credit for stopping the Chinese. George C. Marshadl became secretary of state and
sponsored the Marshal Plan, which rebuilt Europe, while Omar Bradley became chairman of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff.

Mogt of the other Americansretired shortly after the end of the war.
The Japanese were not ways so lucky.

After the war, Hirohito renounced any clamsto divine status and continued to reign as emperor until his
death in 1989. He was then succeeded by Crown Prince Akihito.

Defense Minister Anami committed suicide on August 15, 1945, after redlizing that the coup attempt had
failed because of hislack of support.

Lieutenant Generd Homma was executed in 1946 after being found guilty of war crimesinvolving the
Bataan Death March. His degree of guilt is till debated.

Field Marsha Sugiyama committed suicide immediately after Japan's surrender.

Admiral Ozawawas never charged with any war crimes. Heretired and died in the 1960s. Thereis
confusion about the exact year of his degth.

Captain Minoru Gendareoined the Japanese military after the war and became chief of staff of the



Japanese Air Self-Defense Force. He died in 1989.

Comdr. Mochitsura Hashimoto testified in the court-martia of the captain of the Indianapolis. After that,
he disappeared and may have entered amonastery.

Lieutenant Generd Ishii was never tried for any crimes. Ironically, he was cdled upon to spesk asa
lecturer on chemical and biological warfare at what is now Fort Detrick, Maryland. Like Hashimoto, his
ultimate fateis not known.
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