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Chapter One
August 20, 1939

A young man in a blue Luftwaffe uniform, with 

splashes of gold at his collar, stepped out of the neoclassical 

portico of the Staatsoper and crossed the Opernplatz, mingling 

with the evening crowd.  He paused to light a cigarette before 

passing through the wrought-iron gates that would seal off the 

square from the rest of the city before long.  Timing his steps 

carefully, he wove in and out among the little groups of 

departing patrons and the motorcars arriving to carry them 

home, then turned left and strolled away down the Unter den 

Linden.

The night life of Berlin flowed past him under the old 

trees.  He was in no particular hurry.  The music still sounded 

delightful to his ears, although the orchestra which had played 

it had dispersed for the moment.  He was not alone on the wide 

boulevard by any means, but he felt somewhat alone, his 

thoughts focused elsewhere, his mind barely registering the 

occasional respectful nod or admiring glance from a fellow 

pedestrian.  Each whiff of exhaust reawakened images in his 

memory, images that blended and merged with the music in 

his thoughts to create his own particular concert.  As they 

always had.  And the images had nothing at all to do with the 

music by itself, or with the old street or older city he found 

himself crossing as he contemplated them together.



He stopped again for a moment before crossing the 

Wilhelmstrasse.  By turning his head, he could see the great 

bulk of the Air Ministry building off in the distance, all of its 

windows brightly lit even at this late hour.  In that building his 

orders were no doubt being generated, along with those of the 

more fortunately situated wings farther east who would see 

action first.  If they saw action at all, he thought somewhat 

ironically.  For himself, he couldn’t quite see how it would be 

practicable to fight…and yet his hands ached for the switches 

they would trigger if a war started…

He shook off his momentary impatience at the wait and 

walked across the street.  The Adlon was bustling as usual, 

pulling in a steady stream of theatregoers while the journalists, 

distinguishable from the general public by their air of 

suppressed but enthusiastic panic, popped in and out at 

irregular intervals.  By contrast, the British Embassy next door 

was dark and quiet.  Its lack of activity expressed an attitude of 

caution, of waiting.  Which was very understandable, since 

another week or so would see the relationship of the two 

nations permanently redefined, at least for the foreseeable 

future.  Either the British would cooperate and be 

overshadowed by Germany’s success, or they would object and 

fight, and then the chancellery would go dark for good until 

the Wehrmacht had flexed its muscles and forced them to 

accept worse terms than those they had originally rejected.  The 

young officer shrugged nonchalantly.  It didn’t much concern 

him.  And a small war might be rather pleasant.  He went on 

across the Pariser Platz and through the leftmost arch of the 

Brandenburg Gate.

Ahead of him lay Hindenburgplatz.  And beyond that, 

the Tiergarten.

Instead of company, he wanted solitude for the 

moment.  The quiet and darkness and freshness of the woods.  

Perhaps later he would feel the need for a glass of schnapps or 

something warm and blonde.  But not now.  Instead he desired 

the darkness.  The darkness blinded others but never him.  He 
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could walk in it as if he stood in the full glare of the sun, 

picking out the details of every leaf, every paving stone.  His 

fellow pilots and his instructors alike admired, and sometimes 

feared, the utter confidence he gained from that ability, his 

certainty, his complete lack of hesitation.  It had taken time for 

him to comprehend what seemed to him to be their timidity 

and overcaution.  He had learned to accept the difference 

without understanding it.  Perhaps the two things went hand 

in hand.  Comfort in the dark, and a love of forests and empty 

places.  Both spoke to a sense of security and inner strength 

that those who required light and crowds probably lacked.

But then I was raised in a forest, he would always 

remind himself.  And for the moment the Tiergarten, that 

ancient hunting preserve, was the closest thing he could find to 

a forest.  It would have to suffice.

It did, and he wandered in and out of its paths quite at 

home.  The park was almost entirely deserted.  Berlin had more 

attractions to offer the majority of its residents than old trees.  

The officer toyed with the idea.  It amused him that he could 

stand in the middle of the capital city of the world’s most 

powerful state, a city of millions, and yet be the only human 

being within a space that covered hundreds of acres.

At least he thought he was the only one, until there was 

the sudden crackling sound of breaking branches in a cluster of 

trees off to his right, followed by the noise of someone quietly 

swearing.  He paused, cocking an ear in the direction of the 

disturbance.  He was sure he had heard a faint “damn” coming 

from the shrubbery.  Then there was more thrashing about and 

a small man in a raincoat stumbled out onto the path, more by 

accident than by intent.

The newcomer brushed a stray twig off his forehead 

and winced as he touched the spot.  The gesture suggested his 

outburst had been provoked by a sudden collision with a tree.  

He blinked and looked around him.  The sight of the 

uniformed pilot gazing back at him appeared to startle him for 

a minute.  Then he frowned.  “Well that was a lucky accident,” 
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he said, more to himself than to the Luftwaffe officer.  “If--” 

and there he broke off, considering something.

“I beg your pardon?” the pilot inquired politely, albeit 

with a suggestion of puzzlement in his tone.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” the stranger replied, coming out of his 

reflections rather abruptly.  “I was thinking about something.”

“You are British?  Or an American?”

“American, actually.”

The pilot smiled and gave a brief bow.  Germans are 

liable to indulge in that sort of behavior.  “Ah, I thought you 

might have been from the accent.  I am Oberleutnant Felix 

Seidel, of Jagdgeschwader 26.”  He held out his hand.

The smaller man blinked again, then took it.  “My name 

is Gordon.  Dr. Harry Gordon.”

“A medical doctor?”

“No, I’m a professor of history.  At the University of 

Wyoming.”

“That is one of your western states, is it not?  You are a 

long way from home.”

“Well, I was on vacation,” the Professor replied.  He 

seemed to be getting his bearings back.  Oberleutnant Seidel 

was sure there was a faint smile trying to force itself onto his 

features.  His eyes sparkled brightly with hidden intelligence, 

as at an unexpected joke, or one that was not quite understood 

by everyone else.  And there was something very slightly 

birdlike about the way he tilted his head forward or to one side 

when listening for a response.  “And doing some research as 

well.”

“Research in the Tiergarten at nearly midnight, Herr 

Professor?”

“Is your Messerschmitt currently hangared behind 

those trees?” the Professor retorted in the same spirit of 

facetious contradiction.  Seidel laughed.

“No, I will admit that it is not.  It is in Westphalia.  But 

you sounded lost a minute ago, fumbling through those 

bushes.”

4



“I was lost,” the Professor said.  “I’m afraid someone 

knocked me down and went through my pockets.”

“Oh?”  The pilot’s sharp eyes took in the Professor’s 

neat, unwrinkled gray suit under the open raincoat and his 

perfectly knotted green tie.  Neither the raincoat nor his 

somewhat odd, pointed American boots showed any stains 

from dirt or grass.  Knowing the Tiergarten to be a safe place as 

a rule, the Oberleutnant was skeptical of the story.  But he 

courteously overlooked the point.  Foreign visitors had been 

known to overindulge every so often.  That sort of thing might 

be more common in the south, but it was neither impossible 

nor infrequent in Berlin, either.  “Perhaps I can help you.  If 

you follow this path back”--he indicated the one they were 

standing on--“it will lead you out to the Charlottenburger 

Chaussee.  Turn right once you reach that street and it will take 

you directly back to the Pariser Platz.  Can you find your way 

from there?”

“Yes, I believe so.  I will have to call at the embassy 

tomorrow anyway.  And that is on the Pariser Platz as I recall.”

“Certainly it is.”

“I can go on from there, then.  Thank you for the 

directions.”

The Oberleutnant clicked his heels again.  “A pleasure, 

sir.”

“One more thing,” the Professor said as he was about to 

turn away.  “You said it was not midnight yet?”

“No, today is still the twentieth.”

“The twentieth.”  The Professor nodded his thanks and 

headed back towards central Berlin.

5



Chapter Two
August 21, 1939

Professor Gordon looked around.  His expression 

conveyed curiosity with perhaps a very slight hint of 

dissatisfaction.  The aide who had led him upstairs had tucked 

him away in a remote corner of the spacious office and then 

departed, leaving a trail of vague pleasantries lingering in the 

air behind him.  The air itself smelled of musty neglect and new 

paint and glue and wood, a jarring combination.  Every so 

often the Professor fancied he caught a whiff of something 

burnt.  Either the embassy staff was destroying papers, which 

they had no reason to be doing, or the eight years of 

refurbishment the Blucher Palace had undergone had been 

insufficient to entirely remove the smell of charcoal left behind 

by the fire that had gutted the building.  From the look of 

things, it had not been a very thorough job, anyway, and the 

renovations would all fall to pieces soon enough with only a 

partial staff left on hand to maintain them.

The Professor turned his attention back to the 

newspaper tucked under his arm.  He unfolded it again and 

ran his fingertips lightly over the elaborate script at the top of 

the page.  Deutsche Allgemeine Zeitung.  21 August 1939.  Price 

10 pfennigs.  Of course he couldn’t read a word of the text, but 

there was enough information on the masthead for his 

purposes.

A door some distance away opened and closed again.  

The Professor looked up from his paper to see a tall, elegant 
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man all dressed in gray approaching him.  Gray tie, gray tie 

pin, gray flower in his lapel, even a pale gray shirt rather than 

a white one.  The prevalence of such an uninspiring color was 

the result of affectation rather than dinginess, though.  

Combined with the sparse Clark Gable-style moustache the 

gentleman had chosen, the Professor experienced a sense of 

something drastically misplaced.

The man in gray did not appear to share his concerns.  

“Professor Gordon?  I am Alexander Kirk.  I am the charge 

d’affaires here.  As you are probably aware, we do not 

currently have an ambassador in Berlin.”

The Professor took the diplomat’s offered hand.  The 

hesitation that was so obvious in his manner last night had 

disappeared, to be replaced by an almost brusque degree of 

focus.  “But if we did, you’re quite sure he would have been 

here to greet me himself, right?”

Kirk chuckled.  Later in life, his critics might find fault 

with him for having too much of a sense of humor rather than 

none at all.  Dr. Gordon’s cynical approach to the implied 

diplomatic insincerity of his greeting amused him.  “That I 

can’t assure you of.  It would be a busy time for an 

ambassador, if we had one.  But the German government at 

present does not care to take much official notice of me, so my 

duties are considerably lighter.  Please, sit down, if you’re not 

in a hurry.”  He noticed the open paper the Professor was still 

holding.  “Do you read German, then?”

“Not at all.  I can make out a word here and there and 

guess, and that’s all.  This I found lying very conveniently on 

one of the tables downstairs.  I took it out of idle curiosity more 

than anything else.”

“It won’t tell you much.  You can get one of our 

correspondents to tell you everything of value that’s in that 

paper, along with most of the newsworthy items that aren’t--

which these days is most of them.”

“I’ve heard about the press problems here.  But only at 

a very great distance.”

7



“Everything you heard is probably true.  We have three 

kinds of news here: that which was reported but ignored, that 

which was never reported, and that which never happened at 

all.  I will assume that your misfortune last night would 

probably fall into the latter category, officially speaking.”

“It’s no use going to the Berlin police, in that case.”

“Not in the slightest.  They wouldn’t give the time of 

day to an inebriated tourist who got himself knocked on the 

head, which is what they would likely consider you if you 

presented yourself.  Or they would accuse you of making the 

whole thing up to portray Germany in a disadvantageous light 

in the American press and demand that you be deported.  And 

if I were to file an official complaint it would be ostentatiously 

ignored.”

“If you were planning on doing that we should have 

been sitting at your desk over there, shouldn’t we?”

For a moment, Kirk looked puzzled, then briefly 

startled.  Then he laughed.  “I see you’ve heard about my 

houseguests!”

The Professor smiled himself.  It was a surprisingly 

warm smile.  “The story travels better than most, and loses 

nothing in the retelling.”

“Yes, it’s actually of considerable use, the way things 

have turned out.  My engineer could remove the transmitter, 

but if he did, I’d never get anything through to the Nazis.  

Ribbentrop won’t so much as receive me, and the smaller fry 

do their best gargoyle impressions whenever I come around.  

Positively stone-like.  So I make do with informal 

communications.”

“It’s refreshing to know you’re so philosophical about 

the insect problem.  And in such a new building, too.”

“Insect problem, eh?  Very good!  But the building’s 

newness is only superficial, as I’m sure you’ve noticed.  We 

need a full diplomatic staff here again to finish fixing the old 

damage.  Contracting repairs out locally only worsens the 
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insect problem.  But speaking of staff, I trust they were able to 

help you downstairs?”

“Yes, they were surprisingly quick about it.  I don’t 

think they have much to do at the moment and have to work 

out of sheer boredom.  Certainly I think they set a new record 

for issuing a replacement passport.”

“It’s odd that a pickpocket should have made off with 

your passport and traveller’s checks.  Unless he badly wants to 

get out of Germany and just happens to be a dead ringer for 

you.  On one level, I’m almost inclined to inspect one of the 

intelligence services of lifting your wallet.”

“You don’t consider it to be out of character for them?”

“Not at the moment, no.  Their scheming is far more 

advanced than ours, and they’re very creative.  Very.  I hope 

that another Professor Gordon doesn’t turn up in Wyoming 

next semester.  That would be awkward.”

It was the Professor’s turn to be amused.  “If the 

Abwehr can manage to put someone into my place who looks 

like me and talks like me, I don’t think my students will suffer 

very much as long as he grades like me.  But if he starts giving 

them high scores they’ll have him spotted as an impostor right 

away.”

“You’re probably right.  The cover would be too 

difficult and outlandish for an agent to maintain.  It’s unlikely 

they have many history professors to spare, anyway.  Do you 

intend to stay much longer in Germany?  I wouldn’t advise it 

unless necessary.  There is always the chance--how likely you 

consider it is up to you--that Germany will be at war by this 

time next week.”

“I’m not sure,” the Professor said slowly, tilting his 

head in that peculiar manner of his.  “I was planning on 

leaving sometime next week.  But now…now I see an 

opportunity that I didn’t before, that might be worth taking 

advantage of.”

“Well, you know your own business best.  And I can see 

that being present while history is being made has certain 
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attractions for a historian.  Just don’t let the British or the Poles 

drop a bomb on you.”

The Professor snorted.  “A stray piece of German flak is 

a far bigger risk, given how much fancy artillery they have 

piled around this city.  Barring that, I think I should be able to 

manage to stay alive.”

“Probably.  There may not be a war after all.  

Incidentally, I’ll authorize the embassy to make an emergency 

loan to you, until you can wire home for replacement funds.  

Or for that ticket if you do decide to get out of Deutschland in 

a hurry.”

* * * * *

The Professor walked out of the embassy and decided 

against treading on the long strip of grass that separated him 

from the Unter den Linden.  He was still thinking, and walking 

the long way around would give him more time to think.  He 

took his raincoat off and carried it under his arm.  It was a 

warm summer morning.

“August the twenty-first,” he murmured under his 

breath.

In the foyer of the Adlon Hotel he found a quiet corner 

and settled down for a few minutes.  He reached inside his coat 

and pulled out his wallet, an action which would have no 

doubt puzzled the embassy staff who had been informed that it 

was stolen.  From the billfold compartment he extracted a 

single note.  A United States treasury note for one hundred 

dollars, very little worn and preserved more as a relic than a 

source of funds.  The Professor examined it carefully, front and 

back.

“It is close enough,” he said to himself.  “As long as 

they don’t get the chance to compare it, it will pass.”

Next to it, he laid the five ten-dollar bills the embassy 

treasurer had very reluctantly extracted from a safe at the 

request of the charge d’affaires.  One hundred and fifty dollars 
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in all, or three hundred and seventy-five Reichsmark.  He 

decided it would be enough.

By evening he had worked his way through a 

substantial lunch and was well into a series of liqueur brandies.  

Apart from a brief foray into the outside world in search of a 

bookseller’s shop, the Professor had not seen fit to leave the bar 

since it opened.  Now he was swaying very gently in his chair, 

expounding on the Gothic--which to his listeners was as much 

as to say Germanic--origins of all European civilization and 

history.  He had collected a small crowd.  A few bored tourists 

clutching their beer with expressions of amused toleration on 

their shining middle-class faces.  A few bureaucrats, reporters, 

and military men seriously interested in the opinions of an 

informed American, who were nevertheless hoping that he 

would turn his discourse into a more current channel before 

long.  One or two fanatical Jew-baiters or Russian-haters 

hanging on his words in hopes of finding something they could 

sink their sharp, vicious little teeth into.  The American foreign 

correspondents, with one or two token British journalists 

remaining in their midst, sat some distance apart and shot sour 

glances in his direction.  Professor Gordon was perfectly aware 

of their attitude in spite of his apparent drunkenness.  He was 

a highly experienced lecturer, and his audience was exactly 

where he wanted them.

And as he expected, within a few minutes more, an 

army major who had been fidgeting about for some time asked 

him a direct question about American attitudes towards 

Germany.

After that the questions came thick and fast.  Did 

Americans not realize that Britain was manipulating public 

opinion in the United States for its own benefit?  Was not 

support for Germany’s national aims far more widespread than 

the American press or government was willing to admit?  Did 

Roosevelt plan on staging a takeover of the government or 

suspending Congress in order to silence voices friendly to 

Germany?  Did the Herr Professor believe that the British 
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would fight?  That the Russians would?  That the Poles would?  

That the Poles could resist the Wehrmacht for any amount of 

time if called upon to do so?  The sudden bustle of 

conversation quickly doubled the size of the crowd clustered 

around his comfortable chair, pulling in drinkers from around 

the room the way a fire sucks air from its surroundings.  

Among them was a rumpled, middle-aged man with a not very 

pleasant expression on his face.

The Professor considered the latter questions for a 

moment.  “The British will fight, but not now.  The Russians 

will not fight.  The Poles will of course.”

“Then they are stupid as well as untermenschen,” 

bellowed a coarse voice in the back.

The Professor ignored the speaker.  “As to whether they 

can resist the Wehrmacht for any length of time--that depends 

on how you measure resistance.  Their army will not last more 

than a few weeks, in my opinion.  But history teaches us that a 

swift, thorough, and absolute victory over a determined enemy 

always provokes a second war.  A war of the dispossessed 

people, usually without any unifying leader, against the state 

newly in possession.  It is that second war which you will have 

to prepare to fight if the Wehrmacht is compelled to occupy 

Poland.  And that one will not be short and easy.”  The military 

heads in the group nodded in appreciation of this point.

“Yes, but then what about the Soviets?” prompted one 

of the journalists.

“Pardon?”  The Professor peered at him benevolently 

over the rim of his glass.

“The Soviets.  If we are engaged in a protracted 

guerrilla war with Polish resisters, does that not make us 

additionally vulnerable to the Soviets?  Would not our 

entanglement in such an ongoing struggle tempt them to attack 

us?”

“No,” Professor Gordon said.

“No?”

“No.  Not in this case.”
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The journalist shook his head.  “I am immensely curious 

to discover how you come to that conclusion.

“As am I,” said someone behind him.  The reporter 

looked up.  It was the aggressive-looking man who had only 

just arrived.  “Ah, Herr Doktor, I don’t believe you know Otto 

Kriegk, of the Angriff?”  The Professor bowed gracefully from 

his seated position.  Kriegk nodded curtly in return.

“You seem to think we will not have to fight the 

Bolsheviks,” he said rather sneeringly.  His accent was heavy 

but his verbs were strangely disciplined, for a German.

“Not at this juncture, anyway,” the Professor replied 

equably.  “Waiter!”  He raised an empty snifter in the direction 

of the nearest servitor.

“Your position is not tenable.  You express a contempt 

for them which I heartily share--since you assume their 

cowardice--and yet you overlook the obvious fact that even a 

coward must fight when challenged.  He will not win, but his 

basic instincts will force him to resist anyway.”

“Actually it’s your argument that is the weak one,” the 

Professor said, accepting a refill.  “It depends entirely on the 

assumption, if I may make the inference from your words, that 

Germany will challenge Soviet Russia.  The same assumption 

that my friend here is making in his original question.”

“That is not an assumption.  Germany is already 

challenging Russia.  By merely existing as Germans we 

challenge them.  By existing as National Socialists we 

automatically and implicitly find ourselves at war with 

Bolshevism.  We cannot allow our culture to be poisoned by 

Marxist philosophies introduced from Moscow.”

“And you find that conclusion inevitable?”

“Absolutely.”

“On the other hand, suppose--just suppose for a 

minute,” and the Professor paused briefly to collect his 

audience with a glance, “that Germany was to make an alliance 

with the Soviet Union.”
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His proposal was received in silence.  Then one of the 

women suddenly tittered gleefully and was followed by other 

members of the small crowd.  Kriegk, who had appeared 

stunned by the suggestion at first, let out an immense guffaw 

which was more an expression of contempt than amusement.  

He did not smile.  “Impossible!”

“It would solve the Polish problem.  Should Germany 

be forced to rectify the situation in Poland, it could count on 

having its flank secured, at least for the time being.”

“Completely ridiculous!” Kriegk shouted, waving his 

arms about.  “We will never compromise to that extent!  No 

good German will ever make a friend of a Russian!”

“You’re certain of that?”

“There is no room for doubt anywhere!”

“Very well.”  The Professor’s eyes gleamed in a manner 

that graduate students had learned to fear over the years.  He 

put his glass down and felt in one of his coat pockets.  Not 

finding what he was looking for, he reached into another.  The 

third proved more fruitful and he produced a crisp new 

twenty-mark note, which he held up in front of Kriegk’s face.  

“Twenty marks says the Wilhelmstrasse hedges its bets within 

the next week by announcing a nonaggression pact between 

Germany and the Soviet Union.”

The German writer hesitated.

“You were certain a moment ago,” the Professor said 

softly.  “Do the patterns of history which all cry out in favor of 

such an alliance alarm you?”

“Bah!  It is we who are the forces of history, not patterns 

of words in your books.  I will take your money!”  Kriegk 

pulled out his pocketbook and threw two ten-mark notes on 

the table, where the Professor’s contribution joined them.

The group was beginning to stir with excitement.  The 

Professor’s dare was too audacious for a good patriotic German 

to overlook.  A youngish colonel who had just come in pushed 

his way to the front.  “You are perhaps from Texas, Herr 
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Professor?” he inquired.  “I was told once that men of that state 

have a reputation as gamblers.”

“Not quite,” the Professor responded.  “But I believe in 

backing my beliefs to the hilt.”

“I agree.”  The colonel pulled a hundred marks from his 

tunic and added them to the pile.  “I also back my beliefs.  I 

also occasionally back things I do not believe in merely for the 

fun of it.”  He clicked his heels and departed.  His flippant 

remark was viewed as nearly sacrilegious by the more ardent 

Nazis in the group.  But his daring was contagious.  The 

Professor had barely finished laying down enough of his dollar 

reserves to match the bet before other men who had overheard 

the exchange were pressing their money on him.  Even when 

he protested that he did not have enough cash on him to cover 

their bets, that he would have to go up to his room for more, 

they kept tossing banknotes on the table.  Eventually the flow 

ceased.  The bartender, as an impartial observer, was 

summoned to count up the total.  Professor Gordon’s 

contributions came to three hundred and fifty marks.  The 

other bets brought the pool up to an even thousand, the 

equivalent of four hundred United States dollars.  As a gesture 

of good faith, the Professor added his Breitling chronometer to 

the pile temporarily.  Everyone seemed quite satisfied.

“You will regret this next week,” Kriegk growled, 

permitting himself a grin for the first time since he had entered 

the bar.  It was a nasty grin.

“I very much doubt that,” the Professor said.  “Perhaps 

the maitre d’hotel will agree to hold the stakes?”

The maitre d’hotel proved very agreeable.

After which the Professor went off and ate a light 

dinner, found an overstuffed chair in a remote corner of the 

lounge, and quietly dozed off for a bit.

At eleven o’clock that night the news came over the 

radio that Germany and Russia had decided to conclude a 

nonaggression pact.
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Chapter ree
October 11, 1939

Berlin woke slowly in the early morning.  The sun and 

the mists off the lakes contributed to that impression, but man 

was most responsible for it.  The Fatherland was at war, and 

during the hours of darkness every window was covered, 

every streetlight and sign switched off.  Blackout.  The city lay 

dead to the eyes under the moon, if not to the ears.  In darkness 

it found some measure of safety, at least for the moment, from 

the stray planes of the Polish air force that had been and the 

British air force that still remained.  So far it had been spared 

damage from either.  Poland had been devastated; the British 

and French showed no inclination to pursue their obligations to 

that defunct government with any eagerness.  Germany pulsed 

with vigor while they waited quietly for--for what?  A means of 

saving face?  Or at least that was how the Germans saw it, and 

they still took precautions anyway.

And because Berlin was a city without lights during the 

night, when morning came, there was no abrupt change from 

the weaker light of electricity into the stronger light of the sun.  

The city brightened gradually, its colors transitioning through 

an almost infinite number of pastel shades before they steadied 

and grew deeper, its details shifting constantly until the day 

fixed them firmly in place and the shadows lost their 

massiveness.  The shifts were so minute that keeping track of 

them impressed on a witness the complexity of a thing so 
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simple as the sunrise, and so it seemed much more prolonged 

to him.

The Professor came down a narrow stairway leading 

from the back of a genteel but somewhat dilapidated house 

nearer to Berlin’s suburbs than its center while the changes of 

light were still taking place.  He ignored them.  He would have 

paid attention to them in the mountains or in the countryside, 

but to him, all cities were equally ugly and no alteration in the 

lighting would convince him otherwise.  Instead, he adjusted 

his trilby and walked briskly away to the street corner.

A paperboy one street over was already hawking the 

early edition of the Volkischer Beobachter.  Professor Gordon 

handed him the requisite coin and began scanning the front 

page as he moved on.  There was nothing unusual there.  He 

had accustomed himself to managing the cluttered blackletter 

script sufficiently to be able to scan the paper for key words or 

phrases.  The interior pages proved no more informative.  He 

handed it off to a plump woman at a vegetable stall and looked 

around.  A bakery down at the end of the block caught his eye.  

He decided it would meet his needs.

An hour later, with fresh strudel in his belly, he was 

sitting in a nearby pub doing his best impression of an idiot 

American who had been making a night of it in the middle of 

the week.  His expansive gestures and occasional wobbles hid 

the tension he was feeling.  He kept wondering if it had 

happened yet.  Waiting for something undefined.

The barkeeper was just polishing another glass when a 

murmuring noise began to drift in from the streets.  Voices, lots 

of them, shouting loudly.  They multiplied and gathered 

strength.  The muting effect of distance and walls diminished 

until the few patrons in the pub at this early hour started to 

look apprehensively at the front door.

Then a rear door burst open and the barkeeper’s wife 

flung herself onto her husband, babbling and crying 

hysterically.  He tried to calm her, or at least to get some sense 

out of her.  A moment later he started shouting too.  Ten 
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seconds later and everyone in the bar was yelling, with the 

exception of the Professor.  He permitted himself a genial 

smile, a drunkard’s smile, which disguised the real look of 

gratification on his face and which was ignored in the 

excitement anyway.

Five minutes later the flood began.  Berliners poured 

into the bar, cheering, shedding tears, embracing.  Occasionally 

they showed the intensity of their relief by breaking things, 

which hinted at how deeply they were moved.  Germans as a 

rule do not demonstrate emotion by destroying things.  There 

are those who would argue that they do in fact show their 

feelings in precisely that way, by destroying other people’s 

things, but in no case does that explanation cover destruction 

of their own bric-a-brac and produce and so on.  And naturally 

they drank as well.  The schnapps flowed like beer.  The beer 

would have run out before every customer could have been 

served had the pub been located in any other land.

At this point the Professor stood up and began to make 

his way towards the bar, glass held high.  He was greeted with 

a surprising amount of affection by the other customers.  His 

“Pardon me” and “Excuse me” as he moved through the 

throng earned him smiles and sympathetic nods, for reasons as 

yet unstated.  As he set his glass down and ordered a refill, the 

barkeeper consulted briefly with several of his other patrons 

and then turned back to the Professor.

“We would like you to know that we are sorry about 

your countrymen,” the barkeeper said, filling up Professor 

Gordon’s glass with the best brandy.

“My countrymen?”  The Professor blinked.  “I don’t get 

it.”

“You are English, no?”

“No, American.”

“Ah, an American!”  The word ricocheted around the 

crowd in a series of whispers.  “You yourself have no interest 

in the peace, then?”
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“The peace?” the Professor inquired.  “I don’t 

understand.  We seem to be talking about two different things 

here.”

There was another quick conversation carried on in 

German.  A large man, probably a business manager of some 

kind, edged his way over to the Professor.  His English was 

noticeably less strained than that of the proprietor.  “Did you 

not hear the news?  It came over the radio only minutes ago.  

The British government has collapsed and an armistice will be 

signed by tomorrow.”  Another cheer filled the bar.  Good 

news grows old very slowly.

The Professor took a slow sip of his drink and replaced 

it on the polished wood counter.  He closed his eyes and drew 

in a deep breath through his nostrils.  Then he looked back at 

the businessman.  “No, it hasn’t,” he said.

“Excuse me?”

“The British government is currently doing the exact 

same thing it was last night, which is nothing, and is carrying 

on that nothing by means of the exact same men in the cabinet.  

There have been no changes whatsoever.  Consequently, there 

will not be an armistice.”

There were growls of dissatisfaction around the room as 

this statement was translated to the patrons.  The Professor’s 

flat denial of the news carried weight, but not enough to 

overcome the general enthusiasm of the moment.  The 

businessman held up his hand for silence and looked down at 

the Professor--who, truth be told, was not a tall man--and 

actually smiled at him.  He was used to commanding this sort 

of situation.

“You sound very positive,” he said.

“I am,” the Professor replied.

“Are you a member of the American embassy staff?  Or 

of that of another diplomatic mission?”

The Professor considered this seriously for a moment.  

“I don’t think so.”

19



“Perhaps you have friends in England?  Business 

connections with whom you are in regular contact?”

“Not recently, at any rate.”

“You are perhaps a correspondent of one of the larger 

American newspapers, and receive information from them?”

“My work has never appeared anywhere but the 

editorial page,” the Professor assured him.

“May I ask then how it is that you are so certain as to 

what is happening in Britain?  More certain than the 

government of the Reich?”

“I am a historian.  I teach at an American university.  

There are certain cycles which may be derived from previous 

patterns throughout history--”

But the Professor never got any farther than that.  

Laughter replaced silence, smiles replaced frowns, and eager 

talk replaced the suggestion of sullenness which had briefly 

crept into the atmosphere.  The barkeeper nodded approvingly 

and poured the Professor a generous additional measure of 

brandy.  The businessman who had taken up the popular cause 

smiled and shrugged.  “You see, Herr Professor?  Your 

suppositions are all very well for the classroom, but we know 

that reality is different.  In a few hours the whole world will 

know.  You cannot fight facts with theories.”

“And you hold that an announcement over the radio is 

more than a theory?”

“Of course.  It has been verified first.”

The Professor dug a crumpled note from his waistcoat 

pocket and placed it on the bar.  “Five marks says that the 

announcement of an armistice is disproved or retracted by the 

end of the day.”

He had picked his moment well.  The sleek 

businessman nodded indulgently.  Mentally he would have 

already classed the Professor as an example of the poor, 

impoverished scholar whose pet ideas had never gained 

general acceptance, and who resorted to dramatic gestures in 

order to secure occasional attention.  The rest of the crowd 
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packed into the pub did not see it quite that way.  They were 

very much aware of the potential for profit involved in such a 

wager.  The foolish old man--although the Professor was not 

past early middle age, he gave the impression of seniority--was 

offering to bet against a dead certainty.  And so they were 

interested without being dismissive.

“Five marks only, Herr Professor?” the businessman 

inquired.  “That is a low sum for one so confident.”

“I wouldn’t want to overtax your purse,” the Professor 

retorted.  “Or mine, for that matter.  I’m prepared to have the 

same bet with every person in this bar.  At liberal odds, no 

less.”

“Odds?  What odds?”

“Shall we say two to one?”

“Against the armistice?”

“Naturally.  If the weight of the evidence is on your 

side, surely you don’t mind backing it accordingly, when you 

cannot lose?”  The Professor produced a well-stuffed 

pocketbook and a small notebook.  His pen hovered over the 

pages, ready to record the wagers that would be forthcoming.

He filled three pages before they stopped coming.  

Some four dozen patrons pushed up to the bar, money in hand, 

to jot down their names and lay ten marks on the counter next 

to each five of the Professor’s.  A few were bold enough to 

double the sum of the wager and lay down twenty.  It was, 

after all, an easy gain of fifty percent with no risk whatsoever.  

Nine hundred marks in all had collected on the counter by the 

time the betting ground to a halt.  The barkeeper cleared a 

special section of the till in which the wagers would repose 

until they could be collected later.  The businessman stood 

aloof from the whole proceeding, sipping his schnapps and 

shaking his head.  One of these negatory gestures caught 

Professor Gordon’s eye.  He turned abruptly to the man.

“I see you’re not backing your beliefs.”

“Is it necessary?  Will that make them any stronger?  

No.  And I have some conscience, Herr Professor.  Not all of us 
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in the financial world are without it as we are so often 

portrayed.  Have you not lost enough money?  To a man in my 

position, five marks is nothing.  To a man in yours, it is 

something considerable.”

“So you refuse to bet out of charity?  That’s the sort of 

charity I can do without.  Besides, if five marks is not a large 

enough sum to attract the notice of someone with such weighty 

financial concerns as yourself, we can always increase it.  I can 

promise you it will affect me much less than it will affect you.”

The businessman chuckled.  “What do you propose we 

raise it to?”

“A hundred marks.”

“Well…”

“Let us say two hundred, then.”

“Two hundred marks at two to one?  You are mad.”

“Most people are this early in the morning.  Do you 

accept?”

The businessman felt a little trapped.  But pride 

demanded that he accept the wager so as not to lose face in 

front of his fellow drinkers.  A refusal could be interpreted as 

an admission that his fortune could not support the cost if he 

should conceivably lose the bet.  But then losing was not a 

possibility, either, now was it?  He drew his pocketbook out 

reluctantly.

“I am afraid I do not carry that much cash on me,” he 

said.  “I shall have to write you a cheque.”

The Professor looked at him with an odd, whimsical 

grin.  “As shall I.  It’s only fair, after all.”  And two minutes 

later the two checks were duly signed and deposited in the till 

with the remainder of the bets.

The businessman took his departure, no doubt having 

pressing engagements.  Truth be told, he felt a bit put out at 

how the Professor had entrapped him into becoming party to 

such a ridiculous wager, and in public.  Still, it would do him 

no harm in the long run, and the boost of confidence the 
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armistice would give to the markets would come in handy just 

now.

Meanwhile the crowd in the pub kept offering to buy 

the Professor drinks, jesting in varying degrees of bad English 

that since they were taking his money away from him, the least 

they could do was keep him in booze.  He accepted the first 

couple of rounds, then drifted inconspicuously away to his 

corner table, where he gazed out happily at the customers 

around him through half-closed eyes.  Gradually, the pub 

emptied out again.  The Berliners returned to work, fortified 

with liquor and joy.

And in the corner the Professor rocked sleepily in his 

seat, humming under his breath:

“When der Fuhrer says we is the master race

We heil!  Heil!  Right in--

He broke off abruptly.  “I’m getting a little ahead of myself 

there,” he muttered.  “I should really be more careful.”  Then 

he suppressed a giggle for no apparent reason.  It came out as 

a twisted smirk instead.  He swayed a little, then got up and 

made his way out of the bar.

At a quarter to five that afternoon he was enjoying a 

coffee and a tattered copy of a Talbot Mundy novel in a cafe 

not far from the Wilhelmstrasse.  The coffee was still good.  

Rationing did not appear to have affected American tourists 

yet.  The novel was something he had found in a corner in his 

new apartment.  The British journalist who had previously 

occupied the rooms had been glad enough to find someone to 

look after his things in his absence.  He would not be gone 

long, he had said, standing in the doorway and fiddling 

apologetically with the handle of his suitcase.  He hoped it 

would not be a prolonged war.  But if Professor Gordon could 

find some use for the flat in the meantime, and seeing how he 

came recommended by the American Embassy…The Professor 

snorted at the recollection and turned a page.
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As if that simple action had invoked a spell from a 

grimoire, the hum of noise hanging over Berlin changed once 

again.  It increased in volume, and if the subtle changes in tone 

were anything to go by, in degree of irritation as well.  Shortly 

thereafter the patrons of the cafe caught the infection.  They 

began shouting, swearing, arguing.  Their well-fed red faces 

grew even redder.  An old man smacked down his newspaper 

and walked off in a huff.  In the back, the cook lost her temper 

and slapped a waitress.  And the scowl of the waiter who came 

to refill the Professor’s cup could have sunk half the British 

fleet.

The Professor did not bother to look up.  He knew quite 

well what all the noise was about.  Disillusionment.  Obviously 

Dr. Goebbels’s office had just issued a communique debunking 

the earlier reports of an armistice, and the good people of 

Berlin were understandably furious.  He could think of a few 

who would be still more furious than their fellows when the 

news gradually trickled down to them.

Sometime after midnight, the Professor reentered the 

pub where he had made such an impression that morning.  

Surprisingly it was nearly empty.  He recognized none of the 

patrons from earlier in the day.  If any of them had been there, 

they might have failed to recognize him at the first glance, 

either.  He had wobbled and grinned and fumbled in the 

morning, and otherwise acted the part of a habitual drunkard.  

Now he was perfectly composed and steady as he approached 

the bar.  The barkeeper met his advance with legendary 

Teutonic expressionlessness, and took the pile of wagered 

marks from the till without speaking a word.  He had not 

contributed to the sum himself, and so was able to view its 

departure with a fair amount of indifference.

The Professor stepped out into the street and tucked the 

various sums away into his pocketbook.  The original three 

hundred marks he had laid down to induce the fish to bite.  Six 

hundred marks in cash which represented pure profit.  A 

cheque for four hundred marks from the hesitant businessman, 
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which he would be sure to cash first thing in the morning.  And 

his own cheque for two hundred marks, drawn on a bank 

account which contained no more than forty marks at the 

moment.  It had been pure bluff, nothing else.  But it had paid.
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Chapter Four
June 20, 1940

The wheezing train began a slow turn to the left and the 

Professor looked out his window to see the town of Geisingen 

gradually fading away in the opposite direction.  The Danube 

had passed beneath him at almost the same moment.  Ahead 

there were more clusters of houses and a prominent white 

church with a tall spire.  The Professor referred to his map and 

saw that it was the village of Kirchen-Hausen he was passing 

through, aptly named for its multiple religious houses dating 

to the fifteenth century.  This was an old and pious district.  

Once upon a time all the churches and their properties had 

been appanages of the Monastery of Saint Galen, the founding 

of which was contemporary with the reign of Charlemagne.  

Now the monastery was in another country and the churches 

lay quiet under the summer sun, forgotten by Europe.

The Professor would have liked very much to stop and 

spend a few days nosing about these little villages, but 

something told him that would be imprudent.  His welcome in 

Berlin had grown cold in the past few days, particularly in the 

Wilhelmstrasse, which had never taken much notice of his 

existence before.  The bureaucrats had begun to tire of the 

diminutive, perpetually tipsy American who frequented their 

cafes and restaurants and made the most unlikely statements.  

In fact, it would not be overstating the case to say that many of 

them were extremely annoyed with him now.
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Off to the right of the train the hills rose covered in 

forest.  The left side of the route was more open, with cleared 

fields and scattered farms breaking up the foliage.  The patches 

of great trees that kept reappearing were offshoots of the 

famous Black Forest, the Schwartzwald, which lay some 

distance to the west.  Nevertheless, the tracks on which the 

Professor’s train was travelling had been called the Black Forest 

Railway until a few minutes ago.  Now, properly speaking, he 

was on the Wutach Valley Railway, even though the Wutach 

River itself had yet to appear.  The train kept parallel to a 

network of streams of some sort, one that on the map appeared 

to feed into both the Danube and the Wutach.

The distance left to Blumberg could not have been more 

than five or six miles.  Professor Gordon folded up the map 

and tucked it away inside his coat.  As he did so, he was 

reminded of the other papers he was carrying: small cotton 

papers, each one covered with elaborate engraving.  American 

banknotes, over a thousand dollars’ worth of them.  The ever-

so-helpful Mr. Kirk at the Embassy had been delighted to assist 

the Professor in exchanging his German currency for its 

American equivalent.  His whispered advice as to how to get 

back to America had been far less useful.  The only practical 

route left open to the few Americans remaining in Germany 

who did not have diplomatic status was a flight to Zurich, 

followed by a lengthy bus ride through unoccupied France, 

across Spain, and into Portugal, where a ship or Boeing flying 

boat could be boarded for the final leg of the journey.  Space 

permitting, of course.  The route was already glutted with 

refugees and securing a seat was always a challenge.

As a mere charge d’affaires, Kirk could do nothing 

towards helping the Professor secure a visa.  Which explained 

the Professor’s casual presence on what was essentially a 

tourist railway under normal circumstances.  He had no 

intention of applying for a visa in the ordinary way and 

stepping on board a flight to Switzerland.  The German 

authorities were liable to begin asking awkward questions if he 
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tried that.  He had no truthful answers to give them, he did not 

feel like going to the trouble of inventing lies, and he objected 

to telling the truth to agents of the state as a matter of principle.  

So he would simply circumvent them.  When confronted with 

an obstacle, he went around it.  It puzzled him extremely that 

most people would either try to go through the obstacle or sit 

down and convince it to move out of their way.

The train creaked its way into Blumberg station and 

halted.  The Professor draped his raincoat over one arm and 

descended to the platform, taking a sip from his pocket flask as 

he did so.  He strolled past the station building, a simple two-

story stone structure with boxes of flowers in the windows, and 

then on into Blumberg itself.  An hour later he was seated in a 

comfortable room at the Landgasthof Scheffellinde.

The proprietors received him with discreetly concealed 

joy.  With a war going on, summer visitors were likely to be 

few, and a cultured American of means--the Professor could 

give that impression when he wanted to--was a welcome sight.  

In the panelled dining room, they plied him with game and 

freshly baked pastries and a bottle of Bordeaux.  He consumed 

it all with a sparkling eye and tipped generously.  Also he had 

insisted on paying for his room in advance for the first night, 

which gladdened the manager’s heart.  When he finally left the 

table to return to his room, he was seen to pause and lean 

heavily on the banister several times.

* * * * *

The Professor’s watch chimed very softly.  Its owner 

came awake in an instant, in spite of his heavy dinner and 

presumed overindulgence in wine.  He had not bothered to 

undress.  Instead, he checked the pockets of his coat, threw on 

his raincoat and hat, and picked up a sturdy walking stick he 

had acquired on an earlier leg of his trip.  Moving quietly on 

his toes, a procedure which his odd American boots 

necessitated, the Professor descended the stairs again and 
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slipped out through the front door of the hotel.  He chose his 

moment well and no one saw him leave.

The Scheffellinde was not situated in Blumberg itself, 

but in the village of Achdorf adjoining it just to the west, which 

suited the Professor’s purposes perfectly.  He followed the 

bank of the Wutach south out of the village until the forest 

closed in around him again.  Then he pulled a small compass 

from inside his coat.  Its phosphorescent needle quivered 

eagerly and swung around to the north.  The Professor ignored 

the hint and headed east instead.

He kept moving east for two miles.  His course lay 

entirely through rolling hills covered in trees that had once 

belonged to the Black Forest, or at least whose ancestors had 

belonged to the Forest when Augustus was in such a taking 

over the loss of those three eagles.  Apart from the lighting, 

there was nothing black about the woods.  This was a very 

tame forest, the Professor knew.  He must have crossed at least 

a dozen trails used by athletes and picnickers and boy scouts in 

the summer months.  Still, there were enough trees to keep him 

hidden from the sight of any fellow nature enthusiast, apart 

from a few minutes when he came down the side of a hill, 

walked quickly through a few scattered houses at the southern 

end of the village of Zollhaus, and climbed back into the woods 

that overlooked the village to the east.

The Professor consulted his compass once more and 

turned due south.  It was easy enough walking for someone 

born and bred in the Rocky Mountains.  He was enjoying the 

experience after nearly a year in the filth and solemnity of 

wartime Berlin.  Granted, there had been opportunities there.  

The Wilhelmstrasse bureaucrats were so gullible, and so flush 

with cash and credit after Germany’s appropriation of the 

wealth of half of Europe to pay off the Mefo bills.  They could 

afford the two or three thousand marks from which he had 

separated them.  If they would bet that the Wehrmacht would 

be in London by June 15, that was their problem.  All the same, 

the looks they had given him as they paid up were not 
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pleasant.  One or more of them would have been sure to thwart 

his visa application out of mere spite had he bothered to put in 

for a visa.  Or worse.  So now the Professor found himself 

playing the role of a summer hiker in Baden without any 

particular regrets.

He paused and looked around him.  A cluster of lights 

off to his right, down in the valley, would be the village of 

Epfenhofen, if he recalled the details of his map correctly.  Now 

he was coming to a narrow point in the forest, and would have 

to cross both a road and a stream in quick succession.  After 

that it was clear going for the next mile and a half, apart from 

the maddening number of trails and paths threading their way 

through the woods, usually at odd angles to the Professor’s 

course.

Now came the important part.  The Professor carefully 

turned east again.  He moved more slowly, trying not to make 

unnecessary noise.  He also paid careful attention to the sounds 

around him, which fortunately were few in number.  It took 

longer than he had expected, but in perhaps half an hour--he 

didn’t stop to check the time--the trees began to thin out.  

Ahead he could see cleared fields, houses, even a main road.  

He knew that he was looking down at Oberbargen, and that he 

was now in Switzerland.  And the worst the Swiss could 

possibly do to him was to deport him to the United States, 

where he intended on going anyway.

That contingency, however, was unlikely so long as he 

played the innocent tourist and didn’t happen to stumble 

across anyone who wanted to know why he had just crossed 

the Swiss border by climbing through the forest.  With luck, 

that chance would no longer exist at all in three hours, at which 

time he would arrive in Schaffhausen just by following the 

course of the road spread out so conveniently in front of him.  

From there, a train would have him in Zurich in another hour 

or a little more.  And after Zurich, Geneva.

* * * * *
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Professor Gordon shifted his position as much as the 

fraction of an inch between him and the next man would 

permit and took a long pull at his travelling flask again.  This 

time, it was a perfectly genuine one, and the last of his good 

brandy was turning out to be a very fortifying thing.

He was crammed into the last row of a small bus, which 

had been squeaking its way across unoccupied France for the 

past day and a half.  There was no point in writing a letter to 

Thomas Cook about the quality of the service.  Only one or two 

of the other passengers were Americans.  The rest were 

Germans: German Jews, jittery and nearly frantic with 

apprehension after the fall of France.  They had mobbed the 

ticket office in Geneva.  Fortunately, the Professor had secured 

his own seat via a thoughtful--and substantial--gratuity to the 

clerk.  American dollars commanded more respect now than 

the Reichsmarks that were being pawned off across western 

Europe at absurd exchange rates.  And in addition he had the 

small consolation that the window opened.  The tense man 

crowded next to him on the seat did not seem to mind, and the 

breezes that drifted in from the Mediterranean were very 

pleasant this time of year.  “Come,” they called.  Their voices 

were the voices of the past.  The Professor was tempted, but 

did not move.  The bus rolled on.

It had just passed through Narbonne, halting only for 

the briefest possible time.  There were to be no casual lunches 

in sidewalk cafes.  The passengers ate what they had brought 

with them and nothing more.  The Professor’s Swiss ham had 

brightened the atmosphere for a few minutes, but only for a 

few.  The Spanish border was not far off now, and the refugees 

were beginning to fear that they would be turned away.

Around them were soft hills, sandy and lightly treed.  

As the road drew away to the left, the Professor gazed off to 

the right.  “And I shall never come to Carcassonne,” he said 

aloud to himself.
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“Pardon?”  This in a heavy, somewhat suspicious 

accent from the man next to him.

“Carcassonne,” the Professor repeated, nodding his 

head in the general direction.  “‘To Carcassonne the elf-kings 

with their fairies had first retreated from men, and had built it 

on an evening late in May by blowing their elfin horns.’”

“You are, I think, making a joke?” his seatmate asked 

with a frown.

“A dream is no joke,” the Professor answered him.  

“And yet here the reality is greater than the dream.  In the 

citadel of Carcassonne, over seven hundred years ago, the 

Cathars resisted the massed forces of the lords of France and 

the pope of Rome.  They were different, so they were feared.  

They dreamed of a different world, so the world took pains to 

prevent them from awakening.”

The man sniffed and turned away.  The life histories of 

others did not interest him in the slightest when his own life 

was at risk.

The Professor turned back to the window and stared off 

in the direction of Carcassonne again.

* * * * *

Wartime austerity had not yet affected the Grande 

Casino Internacional Monte Estoril.  Well, not negatively, 

anyway.  If anything, the war had added zest to the gaming 

experience.  The salons were now crowded with far more 

interesting people than the mere bourgeois vacationers who 

had made up the casino’s peacetime clientele.  Dispossessed 

nobles and minor royals shaken loose from their comfortable 

perches by Franco.  Spies, both the official and unofficial 

varieties, from every warring power in Europe as well as a few 

that were not at war.  American journalists whining at the bar 

about the good old days when Europe seemed fresh and bright 

to them and ugly Germans weren’t goose-stepping all over 

everything.  Refugees from half a dozen different countries 
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looking to augment their scanty funds.  And of course the 

English, who found that it was as close as they could safely get 

for the moment to Berlin or Paris.  Without joining the Royal 

Air Force, that is.

As usual, the Professor put in a substantial amount of 

time at the bar before stepping over to the roulette table.  The 

croupier vouchsafed him a cynical, insincere smile and 

extended a limp hand to receive the pile of notes the American 

proffered.  “Hundred escudo chips, please,” Professor Gordon 

said.  That evoked a reaction, though not a significant one.  In 

a moment five thousand escudos’ worth of casino currency 

were piled neatly in front of him.  He paused to settle himself 

more comfortably on his stool and group the chips neatly in ten 

stacks.  The wheel went round, the ball went around in the 

opposite direction, and he barely appeared to notice, his 

attention was so firmly fixed on these minor details.  The 

croupier raked in the losing bets from the last spin and 

prepared to do the whole thing over again.

The wheel and ball spun once more.  Methodically, the 

Professor picked up one of his stacks of chips and placed them 

on numbers two, twenty-five, seventeen, thirty-four, and six.  

He lost.  The ball fell on number four.  On the next spin, he 

chose thirteen, thirty-six, eleven, thirty, and eight.  This time 

the ball landed in the slot for number thirty.  The croupier 

swept away his chips from the other bets and added a stack of 

thirty-five hundred escudos to the felt square on which the 

Professor’s original bet reposed--he was betting a hundred 

escudos on each number and the payout on a winning bet was 

thirty-five to one.  The Professor set these aside and continued 

with the use of his five-chip stacks.  Five bets a spin, every 

time, always placed on adjoining numbers.

He was unlucky for the next three spins.  On his sixth 

attempt, the ball landed on number nine, directly in the center 

of the set of numbers he selected.  Two spins later, number 

twenty proved equally fortunate for him.
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Luck and fortune had little to do with it.  The Professor 

had a precise mind and he was putting it to work.  It was not a 

question of mere memory, either, but of practice and training 

as well.  Roulette is a game singularly free from the gambler’s 

fallacy in its mathematics: past performance does not affect 

future outcomes.  Whereas in vingt-et-un the number and suit 

of cards played in each hand can suggest to a skilled player 

which cards have not yet been played and thus where his 

advantage may lie, the composition of roulette odds never 

alters between the beginning and end of a spin, or between one 

spin and the next.  Nevertheless, roulette does have a 

substantial amount of predictability built into the game, since 

the outcomes of each spin are determined by the laws of 

physics.

The Professor never placed a bet until the ball had made 

at least three revolutions around the wheel.  The time it took 

for the ball to make these three revolutions indicated how 

quickly it was decelerating due to friction.  Its rate of 

deceleration determined how many more full or partial 

revolutions it could make.  And the number of revolutions it 

had left to travel would in turn indicate which pocket it would 

fall into on the wheel when it no longer had enough energy to 

keep spinning.  The principles involved were the same ones 

employed by astronomers in predicting the movements of 

celestial bodies.

Such a prediction was necessarily imprecise.  The ball 

could hit the expected pocket and bounce, among other things.  

But it was a rough guideline, and the odds could be 

significantly improved in favor of the bettor by placing bets on 

a set of numbers that adjoined each other on the wheel.  The 

wider the sector chosen, the greater the likelihood that the ball 

would fall within it, especially if there was an indication of 

which general area on the wheel was the most likely overall.  

Naturally, the Professor didn’t stop to explicitly calculate the 

rate of deceleration and divide that by the circumference of the 

roulette wheel, either.  He mentally estimated the time the 
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three revolutions took without a watch, using a motif from 

Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony to help maintain his timing, and 

then placed his bet automatically on the basis of that number, 

the fixed point he had begun timing the ball from, and a table 

he carried in his head.  The table he had worked out long ago 

on the basis of thousands of observations, empirical data that 

was more accessible than pure mathematics.  The reasoning 

was simple enough for anyone with a quick mind: if the ball 

starts at number eight on the wheel and takes an amount of 

time equivalent to the playing of six quarter-notes to make its 

three revolutions, it is most likely to fall into the number 

twenty-two pocket; therefore, bet on number twenty-two and 

the four numbers surrounding it.

In practical terms, this meant that the Professor was 

able to win, on average, with three out of every ten spins.  In 

the present situation, he was winning eleven thousand five 

hundred escudos for every five thousand escudos he lost--since 

he was only winning three out of every fifty individual bets, his 

initial bankroll disappeared along the way.  The six thousand 

five hundred escudos which did not go to replenish that 

bankroll were pure profit.  At the current rate of exchange, and 

allowing an average of fifteen spins per hour, the Professor 

calculated that he was bringing in approximately three 

hundred and fifty dollars an hour.  He considered that three or 

four evenings of play should be enough.

Two hours later, he rose from the wheel for a while and 

returned to the bar.  He glanced around the room, smiling 

benignly, then strolled across the casino floor and out onto the 

terrace, where a slight young man was sitting alone at a small 

table.  His back was to the Professor and he did not appear to 

be aware of the latter’s existence until the Professor deposited 

his snifter on the table and took a seat next to him.  At that he 

jumped guiltily.

“Settle down,” the Professor said.  “You should be used 

to this by now.”
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The Portuguese swallowed.  “I have only done this 

twice before.  Was it necessary that we meet here, in the 

Casino?”

“Not necessary, just convenient for me.”  The Professor 

raised a finger and beckoned to the waiter.  “What are you 

drinking?”

“Nothing, nothing!”  The appearance of a third party 

seemed to alarm the young man even more and he hurriedly 

waved the hovering server away.

“In that case, did you succeed in reserving me a 

stateroom?”

“I did, senhor, but I was forced to rearrange the 

reservations of the other passengers--”

“Not in any way that will be put down to purposeful 

tampering, I trust.”

“May the Virgin be merciful to us, no!  It will pass as a 

booking error at the most.  Though it is possible the purser will 

compel you to share the room with one of the two German 

gentlemen I was forced to transfer elsewhere.”

“That can be arranged, as this was.”  The Professor took 

a small envelope from inside his coat and handed it to him.  “I 

shall need that stateroom to myself after this past year.”

The other man ignored the Professor’s last remark.  His 

eyes were fixed on the envelope.  He picked it up and hurriedly 

went through the contents.  One hundred American dollars.  A 

year’s wages.

“In addition to the full price of the ticket, which I left 

with you at the office,” the Professor said, watching him.  “Is 

that satisfactory?”

“Oh yes indeed,” the Portuguese replied, looking much 

happier.  Relieved, too.  “Will you require anything else, 

senhor?  If not, then, perhaps the tables…”

The Professor nodded.  When he was alone, he reached 

over and picked up the piece of paper the clerk of the Export 

Line had left behind.  It was a steamship ticket to New York on 

next week’s boat.
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Chapter Five
May 1941

Kurt Petersen walked down the streets of Chicago and 

didn’t look back.

He knew perfectly well he was being followed.  But the 

experience of being hunted is especially unpleasant for one 

who is himself a hunter.  

The air was still cold and the sky was winter-bright 

above him at its zenith in spite of spring having come weeks 

ago.  Below that apex, the colors in the air decayed from the top 

down, growing dirty and ragged as the sunlight was sullied by 

the filth the city was pouring out.  Blood and smoke and the 

breath of man all jumbled together.

It had puzzled Kurt at first that the man following him 

didn’t try to overtake him.  Then he realized his tail couldn’t 

move fast enough to do that.  Not without breaking into a run 

and giving himself away, that is.  At present he still believed 

Kurt to be unaware of his presence, so he hung on to that 

perceived advantage, although it wasn’t much of an advantage 

because it trapped him in a fixed position relative to his target.  

He couldn’t close the distance between them, and he couldn’t 

pause and call for reinforcements without losing Kurt 

altogether.  He was forced to hover and hope for a lucky break.

Kurt decided to give him a break.  It just wouldn’t be a 

lucky one.

For some time he had been wandering away from the 

more populous areas of town.  It helped that it was Sunday.  
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People were out enjoying the warm weather after another 

northern winter, or coming and going to and from mass.  Still, 

the streets were less crowded than they would have been 

during a workday.  In some parts of the city, they were not 

crowded at all, and one of those parts was where Kurt was 

headed.

Block after block of factories and warehouses spread 

out around him.  Many of these were old and dilapidated, only 

used part of the time or not at all.  There would be no one 

around save a watchman or two, and that only if the 

stockholders had been persuaded somehow to undertake the 

expense of providing security.  Kurt ignored the temptation to 

look back again.  In this isolation, the man behind him would 

be instantly visible, but his motion would be equally obvious 

and that would give the whole thing away.  No, not quite yet.  

Around this next corner if he remembered correctly…

He had.  The street he was walking down now was 

much narrower than the one he’d left behind, little more than 

an alleyway.  And it ended abruptly not fifty yards off in the 

brick wall of a factory building.  Kurt kept walking, never 

changing his pace.  He listened carefully for the footsteps that 

would tell him his tail had him in sight again.

They came after him rapidly, unevenly, then slowed.  

The man had been racing to catch up while Kurt was out of his 

range of vision.  Now he was adjusting to the new situation.  In 

another two seconds…

“Hold it, Petersen!  FBI!”

Kurt turned and watched the dumpy little man come 

charging down at him.  The agent’s tie registered on his senses 

for some reason.  What ridiculous things ties were, especially 

this one.  It was wide enough to use as a saddle girth.  Why 

hang something like that around a man’s neck?  What was the 

point?  And it was so exposed as the agent was struggling to 

get something out of his coat pocket while running.  Kurt 

shrugged ever so slightly, then stepped sideways through a 
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hole in the fence that ran along one side of the alley.  The bullet 

the agent sent after him missed by yards.  Pitiful, pitiful.

When the FBI man clambered through the hole, panting 

and fumbling with his revolver, Kurt was nowhere in sight.  

Only a clatter of falling planks somewhere off to the right in the 

crumbling, half-demolished machine hall that the fence had 

partially concealed gave the agent a clue where to look for him.

He scrambled through the piles of rubble on the ground 

floor and started up a temporary staircase that the workers had 

erected.  One of the treads abruptly splintered in front of his 

face.  Someone had heaved a brick through it.  He looked up 

just in time to see a second brick describing a lovely curve 

through the air in the direction of his head.  In jumping back to 

avoid it, he fell off the stairs altogether and found a nail 

embedded in his palm.

“Stupid kid!” he snarled, rolling over in the brick dust.  

“You’re going to jail for that one!”

“And you’re already in jail, fool,” came the reply from 

somewhere up above.  It was delivered without anger or heat, 

with only a trace of annoyance.  The contrast infuriated the 

agent even more.  He scrambled to his feet and charged up the 

stairs.  No bricks fell out of the air around him, but when he 

reached the top, one hit him in the stomach.  He doubled over.  

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Kurt darting away behind 

an old worktable.  He threw up his arm and fired wildly, 

missing again.  Kurt shimmied up a ladder to the next floor 

and disappeared.  Gasping, the agent followed him slowly.

Everything around him was quiet.  Nothing--and no 

one--moved amid the dead machines that filled the hall.  No 

shadows changed places in the light that poured in from the 

dozens of windows lining the walls.

Hoover’s protege took cover behind a partition, just in 

case.  He decided he would try to draw Kurt out by talking to 

him.  Besides, some part of his bully’s brain was still curious.  

“You’re not a coward.  You don’t mind fighting.  Why didn’t 

you just join up?”
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“Are you offering to help me do that if I cooperate with 

you?” came the response.  The agent darted from one position 

to another, in the direction he thought the voice was coming 

from.  No harm in lying, he thought.

“Maybe,” he shouted back.

“Liar!”  That retort ended in a chuckle.  “Why are you 

out here chasing me?”

“Your name was on my desk this morning,” the man 

from the Bureau barked, as he hid behind a long table draped 

with cloth to cover whatever was on it.  He was sure he was 

nearer to Kurt’s hiding place.

“There’s your answer.”

“I don’t get it,” he yelled, becoming angry again.

“I’m fighting you to protect myself.  You’re fighting me 

‘cause someone told you to.  Not a very good reason, is it?”

“I’m just doing my duty!”

“So am I.  To myself.  I don’t crawl around under tables 

doing other people’s dirty work for them.  What a stupid idea!”

The agent realized that Kurt would have to be close to 

him, very close, to have seen him slip underneath the machine 

table.  He looked around him in the pale light that filtered 

through the thin cloth.  He listened.  Nothing yet.  Then a 

shadow dimmed the light slightly at the far end of the table.  A 

darker patch appeared in the bright gap of sunlight between 

the cloth and the floor.  It moved.  It grew bigger.  And that, the 

agent suddenly guessed, meant that it was coming towards 

him.

He thrust his gun out in front of him as he lunged from 

under the table.  There was the man he was after, standing in 

front of him, with a rifle in his hands!  The agent squeezed the 

trigger automatically even before he’d finished aiming.  One, 

two, three shots.  His index finger raked back the long double-

action pulls out of pure habit before he could stop himself, 

before he could force his overwrought nerves to respond to 

what his eyes had detected as the first bullet went home.
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It was not Kurt standing in front of him.  It was a 

mirror.  Somewhere in the old shop Kurt had found a dirty 

mirror, and that, combined with a piece of shiny pipe that 

could be mistaken for a gun in a hurry, had been enough to 

fool him in the indifferent, dusty light.

But there was still a partial reflection in the shattered 

frame, and near the bottom, that reflection was of him.

Which meant that Kurt was standing directly behind 

him.

The man from the Bureau rolled onto his back, fast, and 

brought his gun up again.  Afterward, he was never sure 

whether it was the impact of Kurt’s boot against his wrist or 

the rebound impact of his wrist against the floor that had 

smashed the bone.  The little Smith & Wesson revolver went 

clattering away into a corner somewhere.

The agent yelled and struggled to his feet.  He was a 

somewhat paunchy man and having only one usable hand 

slowed him down.  Kurt allowed him no time for reflection or 

adjustment.  The instant the agent was standing upright, he hit 

him on the jaw as hard as he could, and the FBI man collapsed 

all over again.  His cheap fedora rolled away.  The wind 

seeping through the broken windows gave it an extra nudge 

and it glided over the floor until it met a puddle of congealed 

oil, which held it fast.

Kurt scooped the agent up in his arms and carried him 

across the room to where another temporary stairwell led back 

down to ground level.  Seen that close together, the contrast 

between the two of them was all the more obvious.  Kurt was 

young, tall and powerful, with bright blonde hair neatly 

parted.  Nothing about him looked tawdry in spite of his 

somewhat worn clothes, whereas the agent’s more formal attire 

was unable to disguise his deficiencies, his coarseness.  He 

looked weak next to the man he was pursuing.  That is what 

the world knows as justice.

Full exposure to the cool wind outside the building 

brought him back to his senses.  He struggled out of Kurt’s 
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arms and took a swing at him.  Kurt let the agent hit him.  The 

agent screamed, and cursed, and then cursed some more for 

good measure.  His broken wrist couldn’t stand the impact.  

When he tried with the other hand, Kurt gave it a twist that left 

him gasping.

Then Kurt simply grabbed his upper arms, turned him 

upside down, and inserted him into a rusty oil drum standing 

nearby.  There was some rubbish in the bottom of the drum, 

but not enough to prevent the agent from sinking into the 

metal cylinder until there was no way he could lever himself 

out again.  He would be stuck in it until someone came and 

found him, or until he could discover a creative way to break 

the barrel loose from the pile of rubble partly surrounding its 

base.  Luckily for him, there were a number of small holes in 

the sides through which he could breathe.  He could shout and 

grunt and technically still be heard as much as he liked.

Kurt knelt down by the side of the barrel and gave it a 

couple of taps.  “Comfortable?”  He chuckled at the muffled 

response and the suggestion it contained.  “Well, that’s okay.  I 

didn’t want you to be.  What’s that?”  He listened again.  It 

took three more tries for him to figure out that the FBI man was 

demanding to know why he was doing this.  He sighed.  How 

unimaginative.

“Ever hear of Mitchell, South Dakota?”  From 

somewhere in the barrel there was a reply that contained the 

word “you”.  “Right.  That’s where I’m from.  But right back 

before I was born, there were other people who came from 

there too.  Hutterites, they were called.  They didn’t believe in 

fighting.  And when they told you that they wouldn’t fight for 

you in your war, you beat them and starved them and killed 

them.”  His voice grew quieter as he went on rather than 

louder.  “Yeah, you did that.  You and the other men with 

badges and uniforms.  And the only thing you wanted them to 

fight for was your ability to go on beating and killing.”

42



Kurt stood up.  “So why the hell would I ever help you 

do a thing like that all over again, or let you do that to me?  

You’re not worth it.”

And with that he turned and walked out of the alley, to 

disappear again.
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Chapter Six
June 27, 1942

“It’s like Pandaemonium,” the Professor grumbled as 

he walked.

He was not thinking of the word in its general sense, 

but rather in its Miltonian one--Milton had creatively used it to 

designate the capital city of Hell.  And, truth be told, the 

Professor was giving more thought to John Martin, the 

nineteenth-century artist whose vivid illustrations of Milton’s 

poetry he preferred to the poetry itself, than he was to the blind 

poet.  Martin, he recalled, had lived in an age when 

industrialism was growing into a bad habit among the English.  

It was a time when authors and painters, looking out for a local 

comparison to the underworld, were inclined to use factories as 

their models, great brick buildings with stained chimneys 

belching flame and smoke.  And if the amount of brickwork 

involved in the portrayal of a place bore any connection to its 

hellishness, the Professor decided, then the Lower East Side of 

Manhattan must be pretty awful.  There were bricks 

everywhere.

And the dreary uniformity with which they were 

arranged!  Tiny buildings of a flaring rust-color with a 

regulation three windows to a front, crammed into a space 

which the Professor would have regarded as barely wide 

enough for one wall of a passable bedroom.  At least there were 

trees here and there, and the summer was still young.  The sky, 

oddly enough, was visible.
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The Professor was strolling down 10th Street on a 

Saturday.  St. Mark’s in-the-Bowery was just behind him.  He 

crossed First Avenue and turned left, then slipped in under an 

awning halfway along the block.  The lettering on the stretched 

cloth read “De Robertis”.  The displays of pastry in the 

windows were sufficient to identify the trade that was carried 

on inside.

The little shop’s dining room was almost entirely 

empty.  A pinch-faced woman sat in the middle, making 

crumbs and slapping her magazine about.  An old man dozed 

over his coffee near the window.  The Professor selected a table 

in the corner farthest removed from them.  His own coffee and 

his usual plate of cookies were brought over promptly.  He was 

fast acquiring the status of a regular, which in this place 

apparently still meant something.  Nodding his thanks, he 

unfolded his New York Times and began rereading it.  His lips 

gave away his opinion of the articles even though he said 

nothing.  Amusement, cynicism, disdain, consideration, 

rejection--they were wonderfully expressive.

Someone tapped him on the shoulder, breaking in on 

his concentration.  He looked up in time to see Victor Cavallo 

deposit himself in the opposite chair.

“You’re a little early,” the Professor said, never looking 

at his watch.

Cavallo shrugged.  “It was a short meeting,” he said 

carelessly.  “Let’s get last week’s business out of the way?”  

Without waiting for an answer, he passed the Professor a five-

dollar bill, which the latter pocketed.  “And you buy the 

snacks,” the Professor reminded him.

“I don’t mind that,” Cavallo said, already eating.  “I 

could get fat here.”

“Beat up more policemen for exercise,” the Professor 

suggested.

“Nope, can’t do that right now.”

“You’re cooperating much too closely with the powers 

that be.”

45



“We’re patriotic too.  Besides…”

“Besides which, Luciano and Anastasia are trying to 

concoct a scheme to get Luciano pardoned for contributions to 

the war effort in return for not precipitating any strikes during 

the war.”

“Hey, how’d you know about that?”  Cavallo was 

frowning now.

“Simple deduction.  Also, federal employees are 

incapable of doing anything without announcing it to at least a 

hundred other people.  It might work, but it will backfire in the 

end.  If you were Anastasia, I would advise you not to try it.”

“Well I would try it,” Cavallo said, somewhat 

resentfully.  “How could it go wrong if we have a deal?”

“Because, my dear friend, kings do not make deals with 

peasants.  Which is how Washington views you.  You may 

have honor, but they have none.  If Dewey is forced to let 

Luciano out of prison, he will ensure that the first step he takes 

outside the prison walls is onto the gangplank of a ship bound 

for Italy.  Then they won’t let him come back.  Simple enough.”  

The expression on Cavallo’s face said quite clearly that he 

hadn’t thought of that.

“But that would be a breach of the agreement.”

“In spirit only.  They think of you as the Catholic 

Church used to view heretics: a competing claimant to power 

in a world where there can and should be only one power--

theirs.  Naturally, they will use whatever means they can to get 

rid of you, regardless of fairness or justice.”

Cavallo regarded the little man opposite him for a 

moment.  “So that’s how you see it.  That’s why you’re always 

making remarks about beating up the cops or trying to tick 

them off.  You don’t see Germany at war with America, or the 

Gambinos at war with the Bonannos.  You see all of us little 

guys at war with all of them.  Whoever they are.”

“Anyone who claims to be in control.  Yes.  I don’t like 

kings, and I like thousands of petty kings even less.”
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“That’ll be a long war,” Cavallo said, letting out a low 

whistle.  “We’re already fighting one.”

“And not fighting the other.  Hostilities are suspended 

for the duration of hostilities?  That seems a bit tedious, not to 

say redundant.”

“How long do you figure this one will last, anyway?”

The Professor looked at his watch.  “Three years, two 

months, and six days,” he replied crisply.

Cavallo goggled at him in amazement, then burst into 

laughter, his good humor restored.  “Another one of your 

predictions!  You really had me going there for a minute with 

that watch of yours!”

“Well, I’ve been mostly right so far,” the Professor said 

modestly.  But the look in his eyes belied his meek expression.

“Let’s see if you can do it again this week,” Cavallo 

said.  He beckoned to the proprietor, who reached behind the 

counter and brought a large object over to their table.  The 

Professor moved his newspaper aside to make room for it.  It 

was a world map tacked to a backing of cork-board, and a 

remarkably detailed one at that, showing far more cities than 

most maps of its size.  All over the map little pins had been 

stuck into the board.  A search through the Professor’s paper 

would reveal that most of these pins indicated places that had 

recently been in the news.  The Professor and Cavallo each took 

a pin from a small box that Cavallo offered and prepared to 

insert them.

“You go first,” Cavallo suggested.

“I know better,” the Professor said.  “No, you make the 

first prediction, or I’ll be stuck here predicting the future till 

man reaches Mars with you hanging on to my coattails.”

“Why don’t we do two bets this time?  One in each 

theatre of the war?”

“If you like.”

“Okay, then…let’s see.  I predict…that the Japanese will 

shell Sydney again within the next week.”
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“Betting the odds, are you?” the Professor inquired 

with a grin.

“Hey, it seems reasonable to me.  What’s yours?”

“That the Japanese will deliberately embark on a new 

operation somewhere completely different after having 

distracted the Australians.  By the end of the next week they 

will be building an airfield on Guadalcanal.”

“On where?”

“Here,” the Professor said, putting his pin in the map.  

Cavallo squinted at it.

“Seems like a stretch to me.”

“It’s all about the shipping routes.”

“You’re the historian.  You’ve been wrong before.”  

Professor Gordon sniffed devastatingly.  Cavallo ignored him 

and turned his attention to the other side of the map.  “Been 

paying attention to the news from Africa?”

“I read it occasionally.”

“Rommel’s about to take out what’s left of the Brits.  My 

bet’s that he’ll have their Eighth Army defeated by next week 

and be heading for Cairo, if he isn’t already there.  Care to 

counter-bet on that one?”

“No, I think I’ll go with something similar farther north.  

The Germans will capture Sevastopol.”  Cavallo snorted.  

“They’ve been trying that for ages and ages.  You think they’re 

going to break through now?”

“In a word, yes.”

“I think you’re wrong,” Cavallo said, standing up.  “I’ll 

look forward to taking that five dollars of mine back from you 

next week.  I hope it won’t put you out too much to lose it.”

“No, I don’t think so,” the Professor replied, brushing 

crumbs from his trousers.  “It pays the rent, but it doesn’t pay 

my overdue fees at the library, which are generally much more 

expensive.”

Cavallo laughed again and handed the board, with its 

new assortment of pins, back to the proprietor.  Then he and 

the Professor both went out of the shop into the sunlight.
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Chapter Seven
September 1943

Tom Murray shifted the position of his head a little.  He 

didn’t move it very far.  No right-minded American college 

freshman would have done otherwise.  It was pillowed very 

comfortably in the lap of a beautiful girl, and when he looked 

up, he could see all the lights of the afternoon sun playing on 

her hair through the leaves above them.

“How do you say it again?” he asked her.

“Bourgeoisie.”  Her lips shaped the syllables of her 

native tongue automatically, but nonetheless luxuriously, or so 

it seemed to him.  He tried to imitate her.

“Boorj-wah-zee.”  He never took his blue eyes off her 

violet ones and so saw her try and fail to suppress a giggle at 

his efforts.  He smiled back at her, sharing the joke.  “It’s a 

funny word.”

She shook her head, suddenly serious.  “It is a beautiful 

word.  And an ugly one.”

“How can it be both?”

“It is beautiful because of what it helps us understand.  

It is ugly because of the thing it represents.”

“But I don’t understand either.”

She was silent for a moment.  Absently, she stroked his 

head.  “No, they would not have ever told you that.  Not here.”  

Again there was a pause.  “What does your father do, Tom?”

“My father?  He’s an engineer.  He works for a power 

company.”
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“Power company?”

“Electric company.”

“Ah, yes, I understand now.  That is good.  He helps 

give us all light and heat.”

“Yeah, you could say that.”

“But we all still have to pay for it, yes?  Including your 

father?”

“Sure.  He doesn’t get a discount just because he works 

there.”

“And where do the payments go?”

“Where do they go?  They go to--to buy coal and things 

to produce the power we use, and pay for new machines, and 

to pay the workers and engineers, and so on.”

“All of them?”

“Well, no.  The power company makes a profit, too.”

“The profit being how much everyone paid above the 

cost of the electricity they actually needed.  Does the company 

keep that?”

Tom shrugged.  “I don’t know.”

“Does it give you back what you overpaid?”

“I’ve never heard that it does.”

“It doesn’t.  It gives the money to the people who own 

the company.”

“I suppose that’s fair.”

“Is it?  Is it fair that every house in this city pays 

thirteen electric bills in a year rather than twelve?”

“What do you mean?” the boy asked, sitting up.  He 

was confused now.

“The amount of profit the company makes is about the 

same as it would be if they sent you one extra bill every year, 

for about the same amount as your average bill--except that 

they would be providing you with no power in return for that 

money.  Take the amount of your payments destined for their 

profit alone, and add them up.  That is what the sum comes 

to.”

“How do you know that?”
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Now it was her turn to shrug.  “My father was also an 

engineer, back home.  He worked for a similar company.  He 

was worried.”

“Worried about what?”

“About customers paying for what they did not get.  In 

many cases for what they could barely afford.  To make that 

profit for the bourgeoisie.”

“Who are the--the--”

“The bourgeoisie are the kind of people who own the 

company.  The ones who put up the money for it in the first 

place.”

“But isn’t it fair that they should be paid for doing 

that?”

“Is it fair that a customer should have to pay for 

nothing?”

That one puzzled Tom, because both alternatives 

seemed unfair.  He said so, and added that there must be a 

compromise.  Isabelle agreed with him.  “My father thought 

there was a compromise,” she said.  “The cooperative.  The 

ownership of the company by those it served.  Then there 

would be no profits, and people would pay only for what they 

had used.  You have some here already in this country, I 

know.”  Tom didn’t know that.  “My father thought they could 

be used as examples for both our countries.”

“That makes sense.  Just turn the companies into 

cooperatives?”

Isabelle smiled at him.  “It is not that easy.  But your 

optimism is beautiful.”

“So why can’t we do that?” Tom wanted to know, 

covering up his blush with a question.

“Because you cannot take the companies away from the 

men who own them.”

“But if we bought the company from them--”

“You could not afford it.  And even if you could they 

would not sell.  They would not give up the constant profit, the 

profit guaranteed to them because you and I and our families 
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need energy.  They have forced us to pay them more than that 

which we have received is worth, and what they have 

accumulated from those payments will allow them to survive 

where we cannot.  If they shut the company down, if they 

turned off the power, we would suffer, but they could afford to 

survive unharmed on the money we had been tricked into 

giving them.  Does your father belong to a union, Tom?”

“Yes, he does.  I’m fairly sure he does, anyway.”

“Why?”

“So if the company tries to put pressure on the workers 

they can pressure it back--wait, isn’t that something like what 

you just said?”

“Yes, you are beginning to see the connection.  If the 

workers demand more wages, the bourgeoisie who own the 

company will fire them and live on their cash reserves while 

the workers starve.  The union is intended to prevent that.  But 

there is nothing to prevent the bourgeoisie from doing the 

same thing to their customers, who are much more 

widespread.  Workers have begun to seek protection from the 

system of production, yes, but the rest of us--”  She let that 

thought hang in the air between them.

“I’m beginning to see why you said that word was 

ugly,” Tom said, not venturing to risk the French 

pronunciation again, even if the French viewpoint was 

becoming more comprehensible to him.  “But I still don’t 

understand how it’s beautiful.”

“Because by knowing it, by using it, we begin to 

understand how our societies work,” Isabelle replied, 

brimming over with enthusiasm.  “And when we can see the 

problems, when we begin to understand them, then we can fix 

them!  And that is beautiful!”

She looked so inviting, so glowing as she expanded on 

the theme, that Tom could not resist kissing her.  He had never 

before been aware of the connection between physical ardour 

and intellectual passion.
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* * * * *

By the time he came down the hill, the sun had turned 

orange and the campus was almost deserted.  He walked 

among the brick buildings alone, rarely passing anyone else.  

Stragglers heading back to their rooms, or to a late class, or a 

meeting.  Or perhaps some of them had been out under a tree 

kissing a girl, like him.  It wasn’t likely they’d had a French girl 

like his, though.  Beautiful and clever both.  Tom knew that it 

had started as pity--he had felt sorry for her as a refugee, with 

her father trapped in occupied France--but now she had his 

interest as a person instead of just as an unfortunate 

consequence of the war.  She intrigued him.  She made him 

think.  It was awkward, but he liked the feeling.  And the 

physical aspects of knowing her weren’t too bad, either.

It was that habit of thinking which she had awakened 

that made him wonder as he strolled through the quadrangles 

full of self-sufficient sculptures and plaques.  He could see the 

truth in her arguments.  It was ridiculous for the average man 

or woman to pay for something they didn’t get, and to be at the 

mercy of someone else to survive.  At the same time, he didn’t 

see how simply turning the whole system over to the people 

who participated in it was going to help them.  That would 

satisfy most of them, maybe, but what about the ones the 

companies used to belong to?  The bourgeoisie?  What would 

they do, try to regain what they had lost?  And then both sides 

would go back and forth trying to get the upper hand?  That 

wasn’t a solution.  It might bring the revolution Isabelle hinted 

at now and then, but it wouldn’t fix things.

He caught sight of his reflection in a darkened window 

and paused.  How did this brown uniform of his with the little 

bits of colored thread on it fit into the picture?  He was told 

several times a week, at the very least, that he was helping to 

defend freedom.  As he saw it now, the society he would be 

defending wasn’t free at all--but wasn’t that just more incentive 

for him to do something to help make it so?
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* * * * *

Isabelle Marie Claire Sebastian sat in front of her mirror 

and brushed out her shining hair.

She decided that he was a good boy, and worth 

pursuing.  In both ways.  He had a mind, he seemed willing to 

use it, he was not a member of the lumpenproletariat.  He 

could be useful, and more than that, if he were to become 

useful, it would be because of his convictions.  That kind of 

loyalty could not be bought.  After all, they would be comrades 

in the fight then.

Turning to pick up a jar of cream, she caught sight of 

her textbooks and frowned.  The courses here bored her.  In 

spite of her admission that her age was eighteen, she was 

actually some years older.  This would be her second time at a 

university.  She had already graduated from one back in 

France.  And she had learned there, instead of being given piles 

of insipid trash to read.  It was too easy, almost revoltingly so.  

It was also a good cover, she reminded herself.

In a few days, perhaps another week, she would write 

to her father in New York, and let him know how this new 

contact was developing.  He was not in France, of course.  She 

only told Americans that because it improved their opinion of 

her so quickly.  He was really quite comfortable and safe, 

working at Amtorg in close touch with their Soviet friends.
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Chapter Eight
October 1944

The prince known to generations of Europeans, and 

even to later generations of Mexicans, as the Aztec emperor, 

Montezuma or Moctezuma, the absolute master of a vast and 

wealthy empire, was in point of fact a fraud.  He was a fraud in 

his own life to some degree, and a fraud in the minds of those 

who came after him to a much greater extent.  There never was 

an Aztec Empire.  There had been a number of allied nations in 

central Mexico, bound together by political and military ties of 

various strength, and at the center of them were the three 

powerful kingdoms of Anahuac.  The most influential of these 

was Texcoco, which had originally risen on the banks of the 

lake of the same name, while the city of Tenochtitlan, 

marvelous as it had been considered by the newly arrived 

Spaniards, was traditionally the seat of a lesser king.  Not until 

the time of Moctezuma himself had a king of Tenochtitlan used 

the title of emperor.  Before that, the title was the purview of 

the kings of Texcoco, whose city was the center of learning and 

art for the entire Mexican world.

After four centuries, however, the usurpation didn’t 

matter much, since Texcoco had been reduced to a middling 

agricultural town fifteen miles from the national capital.  

Buildings were either very old or very new, the leavings of 

ages or the rapidly assembled scraps of yesterday.  The ones 

Norman Borlaug was working in were the latter.
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The buildings were not the most important part of his 

work.  That was being done out in the fields, where different 

varieties of wheat were weaving their genes together in 

complex new patterns that would change the size of the grains, 

their nutritional content, their resource needs, and their 

resistance to disease.  The Mexican government was backing 

this program.  Its people needed the food.  So were American 

philanthropists, who were already exporting grain by the 

carload but who had decided that they could export goodwill 

as well by improving the grain.  The experimental farm at 

Texcoco was a joint effort, technically called the Cooperative 

Wheat Research and Production Program, which was managed 

by the Office of Special Studies within the Secretariat of 

Agriculture.  All that international effort and organization just 

to grow a few plants.  And Borlaug was the program’s star 

performer, a talented young plant geneticist specially recruited 

away from the wartime drudgery of crafting glues and poisons 

at DuPont Chemical.  Making new kinds of food was his 

proper job.

He closed the ledger in which he had been making 

notes and stood up.  It had been a night filled with paperwork, 

with filling out and checking the reports and plans that would 

show if they were making any progress.  The speed of research 

was constrained by the speed at which the new plants could 

grow, which left plenty of time for bookkeeping.  Borlaug 

stretched, then stepped outside for some air before finishing his 

night’s work.

He could see the glow of Mexico City off in the 

distance.  There wasn’t much more than that to see; the low 

clouds came down to the low mountains that hemmed Texcoco 

in and prevented the skies from being very interesting.  Except 

perhaps for that flaming bottle over there.  As Borlaug 

watched, it crashed onto the roof of one of the buildings and 

exploded.  A gout of flame shot up and the volatile gasoline 

inside ignited at the same time as it soaked into the new wood.  

He took two steps forward in horror and began to call out a 
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warning before someone brought a pair of brass knuckles 

down across the back of his head.

After that things were rather confused.  Borlaug felt 

himself being picked up and dragged away, and he had the 

impression of more buildings exploding in flame, of an 

assistant of his running for his life.  But where did all those 

tormented people come from, the ones that might have stepped 

out of a Goya painting?  There were dozens, hundreds of 

them--he thought.  Their faces swam in the unsteady light and 

in the ebbing of his senses.  They were angry and gleeful.  They 

were shouting.  They were hurling more bottles that burned.  

He had come to feed them and they were destroying his work.  

He kicked once, feebly.  Then someone tied his hands and 

heaved him into the back of a truck.  A rough bag was forced 

over his head.  At once he gasped for breath, trying to suck in 

air, but the vapors of the ether pouring off the cloth strangled 

him and he lost consciousness.

The truck drove away down a narrow dirt road 

between two fields of wheat.  As it went, the fields began to 

burn slowly on either side.  Among the dry stalks of the plants 

lay many small squares of cardboard, scattered by a tramp 

earlier in the day.  Each square consisted of two layers, with a 

third layer of phosphorous between them.  This simple 

sandwich was soaked in water and then deposited in the field.  

The water retained by the cardboard kept the phosphorus 

stable, but when the water dried up, the phosphorus burst into 

flame and set the plants alight.  It was simple, convenient, and 

almost so precise in its ignition timing as to give Borlaug’s 

departure the air of a dramatic farewell.

The white smoke from the flaring fields of grain 

absorbed and scattered the light of the flames, giving the 

inhabitants of Mexico City a distant glow of their own to watch 

and wonder about.

* * * * *
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The six men filed quietly out onto the upstairs patio of 

the cantina.  The music burbling up cheerfully from the floor 

below masked their footsteps and any words they might have 

exchanged.  No one else was there; all the tables were deserted.  

A moderate tip to the proprietor had ensured that.  Except for 

one table at the far end, where the Professor was quietly eating 

tortilla chips dipped in salsa with every appearance of enjoying 

them.  The six men did not quite know what to make of the 

situation, though it may have been the Professor’s approach to 

a core item of their national cuisine that they found most 

puzzling.  He did not actually eat the salsa.  He dipped each 

chip into it almost vertically, then withdrew the chip, carrying 

away the flavor of the vegetables and spices without also 

taking the substance of the condiment.  His visitors watched 

him in silence.

The Professor did not keep them waiting, though a 

watchful observer would have picked up the faint air of regret 

emanating from him as he turned away from his food and 

carefully wiped his hands clean.  Then he looked his guests 

over carefully.  “Gentlemen, I hope you found the initial graft 

money satisfactory?”

They hesitated for a moment, but it had been agreed 

beforehand that one of them would serve as spokesman.  The 

foremost man took up the task of replying.  “The money was 

quite satisfactory.  Even generous.  Though my colleagues and 

I are wondering why you chose us as the recipients.  Even now 

we are not sure that some mistake has not been made.  As you 

have been blunt with us, in fairness I will be equally direct.  

You must know that we are among the strongest opponents of 

American business involvement in Mexico, and that we are not 

likely to be diverted from our leadership of our small but 

potent minority by what you have paid us.  Why, then?”

“A fair question.  I will answer it in equally simple 

terms.  I do not wish for continued American involvement 

here, either.  And I would like you to help me prevent it.”
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That was unexpected.  The legislators muttered among 

themselves.  Senator Flores frowned.  “That is an unusual 

request from an American.”

“I have reason for making it.”

“What exactly do you wish for from us?”

“Are any of you aware of what happened in Texcoco 

tonight?”

One of the deputies in the background piped up.  “A 

mob attacked the wheat research center and burned it to the 

ground, along with all the fields and several neighboring 

farmsteads.  The director, a man named Borlaug, has 

disappeared.  At least the police think he has disappeared.  He 

is the only one missing so far.”

“Why not call the police and have me arrested, then?” 

the Professor inquired.  Suddenly he smiled.

It took a moment for his guests to appreciate what he 

meant by that statement.  Senator Flores was the first to catch 

on.  “You were behind that?” he demanded, shocked.

“Yes,” the Professor said.

“You organized the mob?”

“Yes.”

“Did you have Borlaug kidnapped?”

“Yes.”

The Senator shook his head.  “You have nerve,” he said.  

“To admit to arson and kidnapping in front of six witnesses, 

members of Congress--”  He stopped.  “Or is that why you 

called us here?”

“In part.  Getting rid of that glorified experimental farm 

was only the first of two things that I want to accomplish here 

in Mexico.  The second will be gaining your support for my 

actions.”  One of the deputies made a rude noise in disbelief.  

The Professor ignored him.  “Who put up the money for that 

research center, anyway?”

“The Secretariat of Agriculture did.”
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“Wrong.  The Secretariat signed off on the project and 

gave it a base.  But the money came from the Rockefeller 

Foundation in New York.”

“That is inconsequential,” Senator Flores said, waving 

his hand dismissively.  “An American charitable donation--”

“Call it an American bribe and you’d be closer to the 

truth.”

The Senator stared at the Professor.  “You are trying to 

say something.  What is it?”

“Two more questions.  Both easy.  Where does the 

money for the Rockefeller Foundation come from?”

“From the Rockefeller oil companies.  Everyone knows 

that.”

“Quite right.  And the same men who run the 

companies run the foundation.  Second question.  What major 

event took place here in Mexico six years ago?”

“The President nationalised the petroleum industry.  

Wait…Santa Maria!  Are you suggesting that--”

“That the agricultural research program is an attempt 

by the Rockefellers and their Standard Oil to curry favor with 

the Mexican government and people in hopes of getting their 

fingers back into the Mexican oil fields?  Yes.”

He had led up to the suggestion well.  The legislators 

might not believe him immediately.  But the idea was 

inherently believable.  It was possible.  He could see their 

suspicion.  Now for the next step.  Senator Flores spoke almost 

on cue.

“I do not deny that your proposal seems reasonable.  

But what proof can you give us of their intentions?  There may 

be no connection between the agricultural program and their 

business interests--which I, for one, would heartily oppose if 

they attempted to expand them into Mexico.”

For answer the Professor handed him a brown folder 

that had been sitting on the table near his hand the entire time.  

The Senator opened it and the other legislators crowded 

around him in the dim light to get a better look at the contents.
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And those contents were worth the trouble of squinting 

to see.  Mimeographed copies of letters and reports, all 

organized chronologically so that the train of events was not 

hard to follow.  First there was a note from the American vice-

president, Henry Wallace, suggesting to Nelson Rockefeller 

that funding an agricultural research program in Mexico might 

act as a countervailing force against Communism.  Rockefeller 

had passed on the suggestion to both the Foundation and the 

board of Standard Oil, adding that friends in high places would 

do their business interests no harm.  Then someone on the 

board had put forward the suggestion, which had been duly 

minuted, that after the war the Mexican government would be 

increasingly dependent on the United States economically, and 

that it might be a good time for Standard Oil to acquire a 

Mexican subsidiary on the breakup of Petromex, which was 

taken for granted.  Two possible scenarios were discussed in 

subsequent letters: either the Mexican government would cave 

in to American pressure to prove its anti-Communist bona 

fides by reversing nationalisation, or it would suffer a 

Communist revolution, after which the United States would be 

forced to restore order and Standard Oil could claim part of 

Petromex as spoils of war.  In either case, it was argued, the 

Rockefeller businesses would gain by their connections with 

the altruistic agricultural program, and might be able to make 

enough friends in the Mexican Congress to secure repeal of 

nationalisation even without a political crisis.  Lastly, there was 

a report analyzing in cold detail which Petromex operations it 

would be most beneficial for Standard Oil to take over, 

followed by a draft--in Spanish--of the proposed repeal 

legislation which Rockefeller representatives could help 

shepherd through Congress.

Senator Flores closed the folder with a look of fury on 

his face.  The Professor watched him benignly.  “Over the 

signatures of the American government,” he said.  “The 

Rockefellers are not to be trusted.”

61



“You have no objection to our keeping these 

documents?” the Senator asked.  His voice showed the tension 

he was now under.

“No.  I have more copies.  In some cases I was able to 

secure originals, which are safely locked away.”

“You have done us a great service,” the Senator 

acknowledged.  “But it will be difficult to use these without our 

government protesting that we are interfering in matters 

beyond the scope of our authority.”

“Then don’t use them.  Keep them quiet and show them 

slowly to your fellow colleagues in confidence as needed.  They 

need not be your public reason for opposing the agricultural 

programs.”

“What do you suggest instead?  For of course these 

documents place all the efforts our government has made in 

agricultural research for the past three years under suspicion.  

We can allow none of them to continue, but at the same time 

we will have to explain ourselves to the public.”

The Professor smiled again.  “There’s a very simple 

explanation.  The same one I gave to the mob tonight.  And to 

the other mob that will be causing a riot shortly as the 

Secretary of Agriculture leaves the dinner he is currently 

attending.”  The legislators exchanged quick looks.  “Say to the 

public that the object of such American-sponsored research is 

to produce more food with less labor.  The new crops will put 

farmers out of work, because fewer farmers will be required to 

feed the population.  They will drive the farmers off the land 

and into the cities, creating more unemployment and forcing 

men and women who were once independent cultivators into 

factories to labor for a wage instead.  Factories very likely 

owned by the same American companies who sponsored the 

development of the new crops in the first place.”  The Professor 

paused and took a sip from the green bottle of mineral water in 

front of him.  “It has the advantage of being completely true, 

completely believable, and not requiring the use of those 
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documents publicly, which I can understand might damage 

Mexican foreign relations.”

“Why are you doing this?” the Senator asked quietly.

“In part because I was born a farmer, and I don’t want 

to see farming transformed in the way the Rockefeller 

Foundation has in mind.  And--there are other reasons.”

“A personal grudge?” one of the other legislators asked 

slyly.

The Professor blinked.  “You could call it that.”

“Whatever your reasons...thank you,” Senator Flores 

said.

“I will send you what I can now and then to help with 

expenses,” the Professor said, rising from his chair.  “Just don’t 

let them win.”  He nodded to his visitors, and they departed, 

somewhat stunned by possession of the evidence he had put in 

their hands.  Then he sat down again and returned his attention 

to his salsa.  That hadn’t taken long.  He didn’t want to be seen 

laughing, but his slim frame shook with a suppressed joy at the 

effect he had just created.  And it had been so easy!

It was quite possible that his forgeries would now 

become part of history.
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Chapter Nine
August 11, 1945

There was manure and dirt and fresh-cut grass, but 

there were also far too many people as well, with their 

cigarettes and their perfumes and their food and drink.  

Belmont Park roiled under the summer sun, filled with New 

Yorkers out for a pleasant day at the races.  On this day, 

though, their usual majority was slightly diminished.  In an 

hour and a half, the Travers Stakes would be run off.  It was a 

race second in importance only to the three events comprising 

the Triple Crown of American horse racing, and consequently 

one which drew punters from all over the country.  Pavot was 

the favorite.  More than two million dollars in bids had already 

passed through the totalizer so far that day, and the sum would 

double by the time the final race on the card was run.

Kurt did not feel inclined to contribute further to the 

sums being added up by the machines.  He had already lost ten 

dollars on the last race, betting to win on a runner that finished 

second.  His eye for a horse was good, but no amount of good 

judgment can compensate for chance in competition.  He 

decided to keep his last twenty-dollar bill and see what turned 

up elsewhere.  Brushing past a small group of Brooklynese, he 

made his way down the aisle and left the grandstand.  As he 

did so, he bumped against a man in a double-breasted suit who 

was just coming up the stairs.  The man half-turned, paused, 

and then changed his mind about going up.  Instead he crossed 
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the pavement to where a friend of his was standing and began 

to talk to him earnestly.

Except for lengthening his stride so that he was moving 

as fast as an ordinary man would jog without appearing to be 

in a hurry, Kurt showed no reaction to the encounter.  But he 

was seriously annoyed in spite of his apparent indifference.  

That man in the suit had been tailing him through Manhattan 

yesterday morning before he shook him off.  Now it was rotten 

luck that the spy should turn up on his weekend in the same 

place he had decided to spend it.  At least their recognition had 

been mutual.  Nevertheless, Kurt was irritated and a trifle 

apprehensive.  The agent would be able to call more police and 

more FBI men to his aid, since both had been deployed liberally 

at Belmont that day for the dual purposes of crowd control and 

keeping an eye on various members of the Five Families.  How 

ironic, that they should still be pursuing him to force him to 

fight in a war that was nearly over.  He did not trust either 

their sense of humor or their common sense to appreciate the 

situation, and so he was concerned for his safety for the first 

time in several years.

He kept moving steadily.  He was quite aware they 

would be following him.  He did not know if they were 

telephoning ahead to have another contingent cut him off.  A 

spectator in the grandstands, knowing what to look for, would 

have seen the entire slow chase, if it could be called that, with 

Kurt leading and the two men in their out-of-place formal wear 

lagging behind him at a given distance.  None of them wanted 

to draw the crowd’s attention.  Not just yet.

Kurt had walked nearly the entire length of the 

grandstand before he picked out a little knot of policemen 

gathering some distance ahead.  They had not seen him yet, 

and the view of the FBI agents tailing him was obscured by the 

people crowding up in front of the stands for the next race.  

Post time was a matter of minutes away.  Smoothly, Kurt cut 

across the lines of traffic and disappeared into one of the 

corridors leading under the grandstand.  It was largely 
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deserted, with the few people still inside rapidly leaving.  He 

made a sharp turn to the right into another hallway, which was 

empty, and sprinted down that as fast as he could.  The agents 

were sure to speed up as soon as they lost sight of him.

The hallway gave onto another long, abandoned 

corridor.  Or nearly abandoned.  Kurt was already racing down 

it before he noticed the man walking towards him.  He tensed 

himself to dodge a blow if necessary, if this was another one of 

Hoover’s stooges.  Otherwise he would just pass by and leave 

behind a bemused witness who might not be questioned until 

it was too late.

Except that this man did not behave like either a federal 

agent or an innocent bystander.  As Kurt approached him, he 

reached over to the wall of the corridor and jerked open a small 

door.  “Get in!” he snapped at Kurt.  Astonished, but curious, 

Kurt swerved and found himself in a broom closet.  The door 

closed quickly but quietly behind him.

He heard footsteps moving away from the door slowly, 

unhurriedly.  His quasi-rescuer was taking his time about 

leaving.  Then there was a more confused sound, the noise of 

multiple men running and pounding and squeaking their way 

across the worn floors, making the walls echo with their lack of 

discretion.  “Did you see anyone come through this corridor?” 

one of them shouted.

“No.”  The response was in the same voice that had 

ordered Kurt into the cupboard.  The herd of hippopotami 

stampeded on and left the corridor quiet behind them.  Kurt 

waited.  He was beginning to wonder if it was safe to leave 

when the door jerked open again.  The man who had assisted 

him--who appeared to be considerably shorter than he was--

looked him over rapidly, appraisingly.  “Stay there,” he said.  

And he closed the door again on an even more surprised Kurt.

In three minutes he was back.  He handed Kurt a tan 

overcoat, a tie, and a cloth cap.  “Put those on,” he directed.  

“And get rid of that jacket.”
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Kurt hurried to do so in the dark, struggling with the tie 

even as he heard the roar of enthusiastic racegoers filtering 

down from above.  His old jacket he stuffed into an empty can 

of paint, which then went in the trash bucket.  Two seconds 

later, he slipped out the door.  The corridor was still deserted 

but it was likely to begin filling up again almost immediately.  

The little man adjusted his tie and then began walking away.  

“This way,” he said brusquely, not bothering to assure himself 

that Kurt was following him.

Another five minutes and they were well away from the 

grandstand, leaning over the fence into the paddock, a place 

where no federal henchmen were likely to linger, or look for a 

fleeing suspect.  Here Kurt noticed for the first time that the 

stranger wore sturdy boots like his own, rather than the 

cheaply-genteel low shoes that the New Yorkers favored.  His 

suit was well-cut and obviously tailored rather than ready-

made.  He also showed no uneasiness around the horses.  In 

fact, he seemed to like them.

“Thanks,” Kurt said at last.

“You’re welcome.”

“Why pick a stranger to help, though?”

The man turned and examined him again.  “You were 

not exactly a stranger.  I happened to see you bump against 

that FBI man.  And I watched what you did then.  It interested 

me.  I went down and waited in the corridor to see if you 

would come that way.  You did.”

“How did you know he was from the FBI?”

“He looked the way Americans expect a middle-class 

bureaucrat in a position of some authority to look.  He 

immediately ran for help to someone who could have been his 

twin.  And then they skulked along behind you instead of 

attempting to confront you.  It wasn’t a very difficult 

deduction.”

“And on that basis alone you helped a fugitive escape 

justice.”

“I don’t get to do it as often as I would like to.”
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Kurt shifted his balance.  “That’s not a view likely to 

make you very popular with the men in the hats.”

“Of course not,” the little man said.

“But this I know, that every Law

That men have made for Man,

Since first Man took his brother’s life,

And the sad world began,

But straws the wheat and saves the chaff

With a most evil fan.

“This too I know--and wise it were

If each could know the same--

That every prison that men build

Is built with bricks of shame,

And bound with bars lest Christ should see

How men their brothers maim.

“With bars they bind the gracious moon,

And blind the goodly sun;

And they do well to hide their Hell,

For in it things are done

That Son of God nor son of Man

Ever should look upon!

Hand someone over to them whom I could have protected?  

Unthinkable.”

“So you feel the same way,” Kurt said thoughtfully 

after a pause.  “But you express it in rhyme.  Are you a poet?  

Or a teacher?”

“I am, or was, a history professor.”

“You don’t sound very sure of that.”

“It’s the verb tense that’s troubling me,” the Professor 

replied with one of his sudden odd smiles.  “And you?”
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“By profession a farmer.  By current occupation a draft 

dodger.”

“You are to be congratulated on both.”

“I wouldn’t say that too loudly if I were you.  Come to 

think of it, I was very lucky I stumbled into you and not 

someone else.  That cancels out the bad luck of running into 

someone who did know me.”

“It may be fortunate for both of us,” the Professor said.  

“Did you have any plans for the rest of the afternoon?”

“No, I thought about walking to the next town over, to 

catch a train in case the agents happened to be watching the 

station here, but that was all.”

“The crowds are getting heavier,” the Professor 

observed.  “Would you have any objections to going back into 

them?”

“I don’t think so.  It’s risky, but not very.  Why?”

“I could use your help if you’re willing.”

“Absolutely.”

The Professor pulled a small envelope full of bills from 

inside his coat and handed it to Kurt.  “That’s two thousand 

dollars.  Take it and put it on Adonis to win in the Travers.  

That’s the next race after the one they’re about to run now.  Not 

all at one window, and in bets of varying size.  Your good 

judgment will suffice for the rest.”

“Adonis?”  Kurt’s eyes flicked across the nearest visible 

tote board.  “He’s just about the longest shot in the race.  Are 

you sure?”

“I’ve studied these races all my life,” the Professor said.  

“I’m sure.”

Kurt shrugged.  “If you say so.  But why can’t you put it 

on yourself?”

“Because I have the same amount to spread around 

while you’re doing the same thing.”

“How does a sort-of history professor end up with four 

thousand dollars to bet on an outsider in a horse race?”

“When I bet, I win,” the Professor said.  “Consistently.”
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They dove back into the crowds and reemerged half an 

hour later bereft of cash.  The Professor collected the tickets 

carefully and replaced them in his pocket.  Except for one.  “I 

put my own money on it, too,” Kurt admitted.

“Very wise of you.  It will grow considerably in the next 

five minutes.”

“The odds have gone down a little.”

“They could hardly do otherwise with that much 

action.  I believe Adonis was at twenty-seven to one this 

morning.  Now they’re showing twenty-three.  That is still 

plenty of margin.”

“Do you come here often?” Kurt asked, more or less 

facetiously.

“Not as a rule.  Just once or twice a year.  Still, I’ve been 

successful enough that it’s accounted for most of my income.”

“Oh?”

“There was Whirlaway in the Derby four years ago,” 

the Professor said with a vague, dreamy expression on his face.  

“But he was more obvious than the Sphinx and only paid $2.90.  

Then the year after that was Shut Out, during the Stakes here, 

and he was also favored and almost as disappointing.  

Nineteen forty-three was better.  Eurasian paid $14 in the 

Travers.  Last year Bounding Home won the Stakes again at 

$14.20.  And just this June Polynesian came home in the 

Preakness at an even ten dollars.”

“So your record is pretty good.  It must be very good, if 

you always bet as large as you did today.”

“The only time I’ve put as much on as I did today was 

in June.  It feeds itself, you understand.  The profits from one 

win transfer in part to the next.”

Some distance away the bell rang and the horses burst 

out of the starting gates to drown in an ocean of noise as the 

citizens of New York cheered lustily.  There was no hope of the 

Professor and Kurt squeezing through the crowd to a better 

vantage point, but Kurt was taller than most of the crowd and 
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could simply peer over their heads.  He appropriated an empty 

bucket from nearby for the Professor.

“Pavot broke first,” he said as they watched.

“He won’t hold that lead.”

“I have a quarter in my pocket that says you can’t tell 

me exactly where he’ll finish.”

“I won’t take your money.”

“But you’ll tell me anyway?”

“Fourth,” the Professor said without hesitation.

The horses swung around the far curve and came back.  

Adonis emerged from the pack past the midpoint and forged 

ahead.  As he came up to the finishing post, Pavot, defeated, 

sank back to fourth place.  The crowd screamed its enthusiasm 

at the unexpected finish.  Kurt glanced at the tote board.  

Adonis had paid $46.40.  The Professor hadn’t so much as 

looked in that direction.  His attention was all on the horses, 

which seemed to be the principal cause of his excitement, 

rather than the thousands of dollars he had risked on the 

outcome.  He was completely sure of victory, Kurt realized.  

And so he could turn his attention elsewhere.

“I thought I knew horses well, but you know them 

much better,” he said, shaking his head as they moved away 

from the paddock.

“In some cases,” the Professor replied.

“Did you have family in the business?”

“Not exactly.  Mine were all farmers or ranchers.”

“And yet you know somehow.”

The Professor shrugged.  “In this unbalanced, illogical 

civilization of ours it is illegal to bet on an inanimate object 

such as a ball spinning around a wheel, but perfectly legal to 

bet on living creatures.  I’ve adjusted as needed.”  He reached 

into his coat pocket and produced the envelope containing the 

winning tickets.  “You’d better get yours cashed too.  A crowd 

is likely to collect as soon as someone notices the amount of my 

bets.  You can probably hide among its members.  Afterward, I 

would welcome your escort.”
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“As long as the police don’t grab me.”

“Or the internal revenue commissioners me.”

Ten minutes later Kurt had nearly five hundred dollars 

reposing in a pocket that had previously contained nothing but 

some spare change.  The Professor, as predicted, was the center 

of a rapidly gossiping group of onlookers.  Kurt overheard 

what they were saying and his eyebrows went up in surprise.  

The Professor had not bet merely the four thousand dollars he 

knew about, but another eight thousand at various points 

earlier in the day.  Twelve thousand dollars in all.  The 

equivalent of ten years’ income for a laborer.  Kurt was no 

mathematical genius, but he could calculate any practical sum 

in his head with ease.  He pursed his lips in a silent whistle.  

The Professor’s winnings would come to $278,400--about 

enough to buy a brand-new B-17 bomber.  It was only 

reluctantly that the tellers could bring themselves to part with 

a cashbag in which the Professor could carry the money away.  

Ignoring their sullen looks, he swathed that bag in a brown 

paper sack from one of the food stalls and strolled off looking 

pleased with himself.  Kurt slipped out of the dispersing crowd 

and joined him.  He was pleasantly surprised to find that the 

Professor, in spite of his short stature, could walk nearly as fast 

as he did.

“I think your previous idea was a good one,” the 

Professor said.  “We’ll avoid the train station here and walk a 

few miles up or down the line before buying a ticket.  That will 

shake anyone who happens to be lurking back behind us.”

“What about these accessories of mine?”

“Leave them on a seat as we exit the park.  The coat and 

cap I borrowed; they’ll turn up in the lost-and-found box soon 

enough and the owner will be no worse off.  The tie is mine.  I 

carry a spare for emergencies like this.”

“You’ve done this before?”

“Possibly,” the Professor said.
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Chapter Ten
September 3, 1945

“I went exploring a cave with my friends once when I 

was a boy,” Kurt said.  “It wasn’t so bad as this.”

“Less crowded, I imagine.”

“And a lot more light and airy.”

He and the Professor were making their way down 

John Street in the financial district of Manhattan.  It was a very 

narrow street.  Buildings of twenty stories or more stood less 

than twenty feet apart.  The lack of perspective was such that it 

was difficult to gain any impression of what the buildings 

themselves looked like, apart from a general sense of a great 

many vertical lines.  The alleys between blocks of buildings 

were narrower still and liable to cause claustrophobia in a 

nervous individual.  And yet the denizens of the place scurried 

about their business without bothering to look up or to express 

a sense that there was anything unusual going on around them.  

It was their unfeigned indifference to the sheer human density 

of the city that the Professor and Kurt found most disturbing.

“In here,” the Professor said.  They entered the building 

he indicated and were whisked up to the fifteenth floor in an 

elevator powered by the perpetual gum-chewing of a dirty-

faced boy.  An anaemic brunette who might have been the 

boy’s older sister hastily alerted the manager to their presence 

and then fell to casting long, lingering glances at the handsome 

Kurt.  The Professor she ignored as a nonentity.
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But it was the Professor who was promptly greeted by 

the powers that employed her.  “Please step in, Professor 

Gordon!” Mr. Simon practically shouted from his office door.  

“Be with you in just one minute, sir, just one minute!”  His 

place of business was cluttered with bits of ticker-tape and old 

pencils, and the city seemed to be trying to leap in aggressively 

through the windows, which had not been cleaned in at least 

six months.  But the haste with which the senior partner of 

Simon, Greene & Co. terminated his phone call and turned to 

the Professor was sufficient to suggest that the latter was at 

least a somewhat valuable client.

The Professor pulled the creases in his trousers up and 

sat down on the folding chair opposite the desk, which was the 

only spare seat in the office except for a pile of used telephone 

books.  “Last month I engaged you to purchase a number of 

shares for me,” he began.  “Do you recall the details?”

“Yes, sir!” Mr. Simon replied enthusiastically.  “A 

hundred thousand shares of United Corporation and twenty-

five hundred of Atlas Corporation.  Certificates and proof of 

ownership to be delivered to you on completion of the 

transaction.  And a bit of a difficult job it was to get that much 

of United on short notice, too.  It doesn’t trade much.  But we 

got lucky.  Anything the matter with it?”  Mr. Simon’s decor 

might be lacking, but his memory was not.

“Not at all,” the Professor said.  “I have another 

commission for you.  This one must be carried out almost 

immediately.  Today, if possible.”

“Important, eh?”  Mr. Simon hitched his chair forward.  

In response, the Professor pulled an envelope from inside his 

coat, but then paused.  “What is the margin rate at present?” he 

asked.

“Seventy-five percent.  Had you been here two months 

ago we could have given you fifty, but the Federal Reserve 

Board…”

“That is inconvenient, but it will have to do.”  The 

Professor handed him the envelope.  Inside was a certified 
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check for two hundred and forty thousand dollars, payable to 

the firm.  It represented the value of all those stocks Mr. Simon 

had bought for him last month, which were now deposited at 

the bank as collateral for the funds.

“You have an investment in mind for this?”

“And for this.”  Professor Gordon produced his 

checkbook and endorsed another slip of paper to Mr. Simon’s 

brokerage office.  This one was for seventy-five thousand 

dollars.  “I assume this means you can allow a margin of a 

hundred and five thousand?”

“Yes, that should be right,” Mr. Simon said, holding the 

checks up and squinting at them.  “So four hundred and 

twenty thousand in all.  What would you like me to do with 

it?”

“Buy as much Coca-Cola as you can lay your hands 

on,” the Professor said, standing up.  “Today.  This morning.”

“This morning?”

“I did not come in by an early train from Connecticut 

because it could wait.  I would have preferred to set this in 

motion a couple of days ago, but the Exchange is not open on a 

Saturday, regrettably.”

Mr. Simon reached for his hat and a standard purchase 

agreement form.  “I’ll see to it right away.  Myself.”  He 

stopped and looked speculatively at the Professor, although all 

the behaviors of a stockbroker may be regarded as more or less 

speculative, so it was difficult to tell for sure.  “You seem pretty 

confident about this.  Is it something it would be worthwhile 

for me to get in on myself?”

“Probably,” the Professor answered.  “I expect the stock 

to rise twenty points by the end of this week or the beginning 

of next at the latest.”

Mr. Simon, not being given to restraint, whistled 

audibly.

“But in return for that information,” the Professor went 

on, “I also expect you not to start buying on your own behalf--
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or sharing the tip with your friends--until you have completed 

my order.  Agreed?”

The broker sighed.  “Agreed.”  Then he brightened.  

“But yours won’t take very long.  Will you be in town, or 

should I telegraph when it’s done?”

“Telegraph, please.  I don’t expect to remain here any 

longer than it takes to buy a few books.”

“Very good, Professor.  And thanks for the tip.  I can 

think of a couple people who will appreciate it.”

“Don’t spread it around too much,” the Professor 

warned.  “I never trust stockbrokers.  If someone who has a 

grudge against you learns you’re buying, I’m sure he’ll sell just 

to spite you.  And then I will lose money.  Be discreet.”  Mr. 

Simon smiled indulgently at the academic’s obvious yet 

simplistic concerns.

“Don’t worry, sir.  I think I can promise to be careful.  I 

stand to make a bit on this too, you know.”

He personally showed the Professor and Kurt to the 

elevator.  The brunette’s eyelashes fluttered wildly as she saw 

her boss put his stamp of approval on them with sincere 

handshakes.  That made Kurt all the more desirable to her.  But 

then she did not have much excitement in her life and the 

arrival of a tall, handsome stranger with money to spend was a 

rare event, one to be savored in memory if not in reality.

* * * * *

Kurt tapped on the study door.  “Telegram, Professor,” 

he said.

The Professor dragged his attention away from a row of 

books on his desk, one of which had a battered blue cover with 

a picture of a very primitive statue on it, and looked up.  “From 

Simon?”

“Yes.  ‘Have secured 2800 shares on your account, stop.’  

He’s not a man who’s very generous with his words, is he?”
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“It keeps the costs down,” the Professor remarked.  

“Besides, concision is a virtue.  When you’ve read as many 

historical journals as I have, you learn to appreciate it.”

“How long do you plan to hold on to the Coca-Cola 

stock for?”

“Until Friday.  Are you getting nervous?”

“Well, I hate to see all that money you walked away 

with after the Travers being put at risk in a speculation.”

“If it were a speculation I wouldn’t be doing it.  I 

happen to know the stock will rise this week.  The risk 

involved is nonexistent, especially since I hedged my bet by 

telling Simon about it.  He and his cronies will buy to some 

extent and that will inflate the price in addition to the amount 

it will rise on its own.”

“You know it will rise?  How?  Historical forces again?”  

Over the past month Kurt had become used to hearing the 

Professor give that explanation to strangers every time 

someone questioned his ideas about the future--and he seemed 

to have many ideas about that.  This time, the Professor only 

smiled in return.

“Simon said he bought twenty-eight hundred shares,” 

he said, sidestepping Kurt’s question.  “At a twenty-point rise, 

how much profit does that represent?”

“Fifty-six thousand.”

“For a week’s investment.  If I could do as well every 

week, how much would that be in a year’s time?”

“Allowing for holidays and assuming only fifty full 

trading weeks in the year?  Two million eight hundred 

thousand.”

“And I’ve put only three hundred and fifteen into it.  

What kind of annual interest rate does that give?”

“Well--” Kurt had to stop and think about that one for 

a moment.  “Almost nine hundred percent.”

“Nine hundred percent for an investment involving no 

risk.  It will be a long time before Simon sees something that 

looks that good again, even on paper.”

77



“But you won’t leave it in his hands.”

“On Friday morning,” the Professor said decisively, 

“provided that the market has not done anything unexpected, 

we will be standing over him in his office making sure that he 

sells those shares.”

On Friday morning they were doing just that.  Mr. 

Simon’s manner towards the Professor now had a touch of awe 

in it.  A man who can casually predict a significant rise in the 

price of a major stock earns temporary demigod status among 

the paper-pushers of New York’s financial offices, who all hope 

that they may one day attain such skill.  Nevertheless, he 

asserted himself sufficiently to protest against the Professor’s 

instructions to sell immediately.

“But, Professor Gordon, there’s no need to hurry and 

cash out!  This is Coca-Cola we have here--an industrial 

standby!  We got every bit of the twenty-point rise you 

predicted and then a little more.  Now, granted, we don’t 

expect it to keep going up right away, but it’s sure to in the 

long run.  You know it traded at two hundred a share ten years 

ago?  And that was in the middle of the Depression!  We’re 

sure to have a boom now that the war’s over.  Besides, they 

always pay a fine dividend--”

“I don’t like dividends,” the Professor said.  “Collecting 

them is a tedious business.  Besides, I have more secure 

investments in mind than sugar water with a few tea leaves in 

it.  Get rid of them, please.  If the market’s as healthy as you say 

there should be no problem in selling them.”

“You’re absolutely certain?”  The Professor nodded.  

Mr. Simon reached for his phone, thought better of it and 

dropped his hand halfway.  “Say,” he began again, “if you 

don’t want them, do you have any objections to my taking over 

your position?”

“Not as long as you pay me the market price.”

Mr.  Simon clicked his tongue and made exaggerated 

gestures of disapproval.  In due course he agreed to the 

Professor’s terms.  He was unable to retract the arguments he’d 
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made about the company’s health thirty seconds previously.  

Also he felt genuinely swayed by his own logic.  A few 

signatures later, he was drawing a check to the Professor for 

three hundred and seventy thousand dollars.  One of the junior 

partners was ordered to take it across to the bank and have it 

certified.  It was the sort of job that could not be trusted to the 

brunette at the reception desk.

“Now what?” Kurt asked as they emerged into the 

medieval corridor of the street outside.

“Now we go to New Jersey,” the Professor said.

“Today?”

“A week from now will do.  That was easier than I 

thought it would be.  He must have wanted that stock.”

“You probably gave him a bargain.”

The Professor cocked his head.  “Probably.  But I got 

what I wanted out of it, so there was no reason to hold the 

position and hope for more.  That kind of nerve-straining risk 

is for stockbrokers to take, not scholars.”

“At any rate,” he said under his breath, “Walter 

Winchell was finally good for something.”

“I’m sorry?” Kurt asked, puzzled.

“Oh, nothing,” the Professor replied.

* * * * *

The train sputtered its way out of the fields of 

Connecticut into the angular, hungry suburbs of New York 

while Kurt flipped through the morning papers.  They were 

stuffed full of nothing but the usual jingoism, for the most part.  

A column header reading “Man About Town” caught his 

attention.  Some distance down the page, the column stated 

that one Morton Downey--occupation unknown, importance to 

the human race not mentioned--had recently become a 

millionaire following the dramatic rise in the price of Coca-

Cola stock the previous week.  Kurt looked up at the column’s 

byline again.  It read “Walter Winchell”.
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“Now how…”  Kurt glanced at the Professor, who was 

sitting quietly opposite him and watching the scenery pass.
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Chapter Eleven
September 17, 1945

William Shockley paid off his taxi and stumped 

towards the gate of Bell Laboratories.  It annoyed him that the 

battery in his car had been dead that morning.  It also annoyed 

him that calling a taxi meant that he would be late--which for 

him meant arriving around the same time as his colleagues 

rather than well in advance of them.  Something rustled in the 

bushes nearby, but he ignored it.  The Bell campus affected a 

semi-rural atmosphere, with plenty of trees, shrubs, squirrels 

and other assorted fauna scattered around the research 

buildings.

He found the unknown noise harder to ignore when it 

abruptly darted out of the bushes and grabbed him.  Shockley 

felt someone latch on to his arms, then swing him around in a 

wide circle.  It was a tramp, he realized.  Dirty, unshaven, with 

a distinct smell of alcohol about him, but a powerful man no 

less.  And there was another one rushing at them.  The second 

tramp was carrying a crowbar and yelling something.  He was 

charging down on the first tramp, who had a firm grip on 

Shockley and was using him as a human shield.  They dodged 

about each other, with the physicist in the middle.  He saw the 

tramp with the crowbar aim a blow at him and shoved back 

against his captor as hard as he could.  The blow missed and 

rebounded angrily from the pavement.  The tramp snarled and 

struck again, horizontally this time.  Shockley’s body 

convulsed and he screamed.  He felt the tramp behind him let 

81



go; he saw a flash of dirty blonde hair and blue eyes as the 

second tramp took off in pursuit of the first.  Then he was 

conscious of the realization that his left leg would no longer 

carry his weight and the path came rolling up to meet him.

* * * * *

“Where am I?” Shockley demanded.

The nurse smiled at him.  “You’re in Overlook Hospital, 

sir.  If you will just--”

“I will not,” Shockley snapped.  “Get me a doctor.”

The nurse went and the doctor came.  He did not prove 

encouraging.

“You have a comminuted fracture of the femur,” the 

doctor told him.  “The bone is broken into several pieces and 

we’re going to have to surgically reset it.  A cast won’t do the 

job, not if you want it to heal properly.  How did it happen, 

anyway?  The man who called for help said something about 

hearing a fight?”

“It wasn’t my fight.  A couple of tramps were 

squabbling in the bushes and one of them grabbed me to use as 

a shield.  I took a blow with a crowbar.”

“That would account for it.  You were in shock when 

you were brought in here but you’ve come out of it nicely now.  

As long as your condition stays stable, we’ll go in and do the 

surgery tomorrow morning.  Then if that goes well, in a few 

days we’ll put a cast on and set up some traction on it.”

“How long is this going to take?”

“Well, it’s a complex break,” the doctor said.  “You’ll 

probably be with us for a month, maybe six weeks.  And you’ll 

need additional time to fully recover after that.”

“A month!”  Shockley turned red and the doctor wisely 

left.

* * * * *
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The surgery had gone well.  The doctors had expressed 

satisfaction with how neat the breaks were and how little the 

bone marrow had been disturbed.  There would have been 

danger of a fat embolism, they said, had Shockley tried to move 

about at all.  It was very fortunate for him that he had been 

unconscious until the leg could be splinted.  They expressed 

hope for a speedy recovery, and the pain stemming from the 

leg was minimal, easily controlled with a little morphine.

But what they considered a speedy recovery was an 

intolerable delay to Shockley.  He fumed.  Months spent on his 

back allowing his femur to suture itself together again would 

interfere with the new project he had just been assigned.  And 

he was expecting to hire someone new for his team shortly.  A 

quiet, bright young physicist whom he’d known as a fellow at 

Harvard and who was devoted to golf in his spare time.  This 

injury would put all of that on hold.  He could design 

experiments from a hospital bed, but he couldn’t carry them 

out, or work closely with his counterparts, or oversee the 

progress of his research group.

Besides, he didn’t like the hospital at all.  The nurses 

were dull and interfering.  The doctors were slow, not able to 

follow his thinking or explain things to him properly, and 

when he tried to explain things to them, he was frustrated by 

their inability to grasp simple concepts.  He snorted at the 

remembrance, and instead of reaching for the bell, stretched 

awkwardly to open the drawer of the nightstand by himself.

There were two books in it.  One was the usual Gideon 

Bible, which was no comfort to an invalid atheist.  The other 

one was different.  It was an older book, somewhat worn, the 

cast-off of several previous owners.  Shockley looked at the title 

and his eyes narrowed.  A Study of American Intelligence.  

Published by Princeton University Press.  It was odd, he 

thought, that a scientific text on sociology should turn up in a 

hospital of all places, and that it should be left lying around 

where impressionable patients could read it.  Physicians were 

usually good at concealing such books or letting them be seen 
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only as office decorations.  After all, the knowledge in those 

books, if seen by patients, would make doctors obsolete except 

for their surgical skills, and surgical skills themselves were 

only a mere matter of practice.  Shockley opened the book and 

began reading.  In a matter of minutes he was deep in tables of 

statistics, and in the rather alarming argument that the author 

drew from them.

Hours later he put the book down.  He pressed the bell.  

When no one appeared in response to his summons, he 

shouted.  “Nurse!”  His demanding voice echoed down the 

corridor.  “Nurse!”

There was the sound of clacking heels on linoleum and 

a middle-aged but buxom woman came hurrying into the 

room.  “Is something the matter?”

“Yes,” Shockley barked.  “You didn’t come when I 

called you.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but I was--”

“Busy not coming when I called you.  Enough of that.  I 

found this book in the drawer here.  Where did it come from?”

“May I see it?” the nurse asked.  “Oh, dear.  That’s not 

the sort of thing we usually provide to patients.  If it’s 

unsatisfactory I’ll take it away and bring you one or two of the 

new novels we have--”

“Not on your life!”  Shockley snatched the book away 

from her and kept a firm hold on it.  “It’s the first reasonably 

lucid thing I’ve come across since I’ve been here.  Again, where 

did it come from?  Was it left behind by a patient?  Or was it 

donated to the hospital?”

The nurse considered this.  “I don’t think a patient 

would have left it, sir.  We check our rooms very carefully each 

time one is vacated to make sure no one forgets their things.  

But it might have been brought by Mr. Milton.”

“Who is Mr. Milton?”

“He owns a small bookshop in Princeton and has been 

coming in once a week lately to donate some of his surplus 

volumes for our patients.  He’s a very polite gentleman.”  The 

84



nurse may have intended that comment as an implied rebuke 

to Shockley, but it was lost on him.  He was already examining 

the endpapers of the book for a bookseller’s stamp.  There it 

was, a small blue mark reading “H. Milton: Second-Hand and 

Collectible Books”.

“You say he comes in weekly?  When will he be here 

again?”

“Why, tomorrow afternoon would be his usual time.”

“Good.  I’d like to talk to him when he arrives.”  

Shockley opened the book and went back to his reading.  The 

nurse, seeing that his use for her was at an end, sighed and 

went back to counting thermometers.

* * * * *

There was a timid tap on the door of Shockley’s room 

and a small, tousled head peered around it.  “Dr. Shockley?”

“Yes?”

“My name is Harris Milton.  The nurse said you wanted 

to talk to me about a book I donated to the hospital?”

“Yes, I did.  Please come in, Mr. Milton, and sit down.  

I’ve been fascinated by this one, and it has your stamp on it.  

And the nurse said it was probably a donation of yours, since 

it’s not the sort of thing they want patients reading.”

Mr. Milton had been making his way in the direction of 

the spare chair on the other side of the room, with a number of 

abortive bows that ended up as little jerks of his head, but now 

he stopped and came back towards Shockley’s bedside.  “May I 

see it?”

Shockley held it up for his inspection.  The bookseller 

smiled between his sideburns, which were so pronounced that 

they suggested a yearning for the old Victorian mutton-chop 

whiskers.  “Yes, you have Carl Brigham there.  He’s not very 

popular around here.”
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“Then they’re not very appreciative.  It’s an intriguing 

book.  If the statistics are correct, then his conclusions are 

unavoidable.”

“Oh, the statistics are correct enough, there is no doubt 

about that.  As I’m sure you’ve gathered from the text, Brigham 

did much of the research himself while in the Army, and he 

had access to all the previous data they had accumulated on 

the subject of intelligence versus national origins.  It was a very 

rich mine.  Its output needed only to be sorted out and put in 

order.”

“Hmmm.”  Shockley looked him over.  “Is this a subject 

with which you’re familiar?”

“I’m afraid it is, yes.  I’ve taken some pains to study the 

history of eugenics, and though the arguments are no longer as 

popular as they once were, the data remains quite convincing.  

I came to the study in an unusually abrupt way several years 

ago.”

“How so?”

“Well, it was like this.”  Mr. Milton had finally 

managed to get himself seated.  “I was having lunch in a 

restaurant with a friend who lived in the neighborhood.  We 

were discussing various kinds of intelligence tests--he’s a high 

school teacher--and he mentioned in passing that the waiter 

who had served us, who had been in one of his classes a couple 

of years previously, only had an IQ of seventy-two.  Out of 

curiosity I inquired further about this waiter’s background.  It 

appeared that he was one of twelve children, and that his 

mother, who had also been tested at some point, had scored 

only fifty-four.  According to my friend, it was a running joke 

in the neighborhood that she could not even remember the 

names she had given to all of her children.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I’m afraid I am.”

“That’s…diseased,” Shockley said.  “That can’t be 

allowed.  It’s cultural suicide.”
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“Yes, after that experience I began to see the problem as 

more pressing than I had ever imagined before.”

“But your example is a somewhat different case from 

what is described in this book.  Brigham addresses mainly 

immigration and the effect of immigration on the overall 

intelligence of the population.”

“Nevertheless he does note near the end that each 

subsequent testing phase reveals continuous declines in 

intelligence, which suggests, at least indirectly, a connection 

between the birth rate and intelligence.  The reproduction of 

the unfit, if I may be somewhat trite.  Lewis Terman covers that 

aspect of the subject in greater detail.”

“If he was here the nurses have removed him from the 

drawer.  Do you have a copy I could borrow?  My stay is likely 

to be a long one.”

“I’d be proud to lend you my personal copy,” Mr. 

Milton said, beaming.  “It’s not often that a prominent scientist 

takes an interest in such a pressing sociological question.  And 

yet it’s a subject that bears directly on the work of every 

practicing scientist.”

“Agreed.  Obviously we can’t keep breeding cretins or 

science will cease to exist.  By the way, what do you think of 

Brigham’s comments on the virtues of the Nordic race?”

The bookseller coughed.  “That is a delicate subject 

these days.  I agree with him--somewhat.  But I believe there is 

an additional element he is leaving out.  It is not just the genetic 

predisposition of our ancestors that determines our 

intelligence, but also the subsequent genetic selection within 

that group.  Although I don’t like to brag about it, my family 

history in this country is a long one--my ancestors came over 

on the Mayflower--”

“So did mine,” Shockley put in.

“--and that means that they were at the end of one long 

program of genetic selection and at the beginning of another.  

Their ancestors had survived hundreds of years of war and 

strife in England, the plague, foreign invasions, religious 
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upheavals.  They had to fight to stay alive.  And their 

descendants would have to fight even harder in the process of 

building a new civilization on an untouched continent.  And 

that is why you and I belong to the most intelligent population 

group, Dr. Shockley.  Our ancestors were not just predisposed 

to intelligence by being Nordics, as Brigham calls them.  They 

were winnowed and selected to be the most successful by the 

demands that creating a nation placed on them.  No other 

population group has undergone such a struggle, and that is 

why all the immigrant groups, Nordic, Alpine, Mediterranean, 

or otherwise, are less intelligent than those whose families have 

been established here and engaged in improving our country 

for centuries.”

“Selective pressures,” Shockley mused.  “Providing that 

you allow their families to have been engaged in occupations 

other than as ordinary laborers, occupations that would create 

a demand for intelligent people to fill them.”

“Of course.”  Mr. Milton glanced at his watch.  “I am 

afraid I should be getting along now.  I have to close my shop 

each time I come to visit the hospital, but I think I can make 

another trip over here in a few days, and then I hope to bring 

you some more books that you might find interesting.”

True to his word, he reappeared three days later, 

bearing with him Terman’s The Measurement of Intelligence and 

another stack of books bound up in a parcel with string.  “I 

managed to find these for you,” he said happily to the 

recumbent physicist.  “Genetic Studies of Genius, by the same 

author.  There are three volumes so far and a fourth is due out 

later this year.  I think you may appreciate the correlation he 

draws between physical development and intellectual 

development, which strengthens the conclusion that 

intelligence is the result of genetics and breeding.”

The remainder of Shockley’s hospital stay passed in 

much the same way.  Milton would appear once a week, or 

sometimes at shorter intervals, with a new stack of books for 

the patient, and spend some time chatting with him about their 
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contents.  The balance of the conversation during their 

discussions gradually shifted from Milton to Shockley, who 

was devouring the source materials brought to him and didn’t 

hesitate to expound on his conclusions at length.  The 

bookseller, having once introduced the subject, seemed content 

to sit and listen.  The week before Shockley’s release from the 

hospital, he arrived carrying only a single book.

“This one is somewhat tedious,” he explained, “but it 

bears much more on the practical side of the questions we’ve 

been discussing.”

“Eugenical Sterilization in the United States,” Shockley 

said, reading the title off the cover.  It was a lumpy blue book 

with a picture of a rather crude statue on the cover.  

“Municipal Court of Chicago, eh?”

“Yes, it’s mostly about the legal aspects of compulsory 

sterilization,” Mr. Milton replied.  “The limitations of 

Laughlin’s ideas are obvious, but it will give you some idea of 

what has been done in practice so far.”

* * * * *

“What has been done in practice so far is nothing,” 

Shockley said two weeks later, back in the confines of his own 

home.  “A few laws allowing--allowing, not requiring--

sterilization of the obviously unfit.  Criminals, the insane.  The 

laws regarding criminals have already been overturned.  

Nothing that the eugenicists have done up to this point is 

worth any serious consideration.  It is all piecemeal and does 

not bear on the real question of how to create a population that 

is uniformly intelligent, a population in which the continued 

reproduction of unintelligent individuals is no longer 

possible.”

“I agree,” Mr. Milton said.  “But there is no national 

impetus in favor of intelligence.”

“There ought to be.  If there was, I wouldn’t be sitting 

here now, because some mental incompetent wouldn’t be 
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tramping the woods, fighting with his fellow incompetents, 

and injuring innocent bystanders.”

“What do you propose then?  A flat limit?  The 

sterilization of everyone below a certain level of intelligence?”

“Maybe.  Or a voucher system.  Women who wanted to 

have more than the number of children required to keep the 

population stable at existing levels could only be exempted 

from compulsory sterilization if they bought enough vouchers 

on the open market from another woman who didn’t want 

children.  Typically only the intelligent have enough surplus 

income to afford such a purchase, so it would tend towards 

ensuring their reproduction at the expense of those who were 

less intelligent.”

Mr. Milton drew a few sheets of paper out of his pocket.  

He looked a bit embarrassed.  “I have been making some notes 

on various possible solutions.  I have a friend who is a junior 

editor in one of the New York papers, who also feels that this is 

a problem which needs addressing.  He has promised  that if I 

write a strong enough editorial on the subject, he will ensure 

that it is printed.  I thought you might be able to help me, to 

suggest solutions that have not occurred to me…or perhaps 

you would be willing to appear as an author as well?  You are 

a distinguished scientist, and I am not.  Your words would 

carry much more weight than mine.”

“Show me what you have,” Shockley ordered.

* * * * *

Shockley pushed open the door to his office and limped 

awkwardly across the threshold.  The crutch was as much of a 

handicap as the continuing weakness and the odd tingling 

pains the cold air outside provoked.  He put his briefcase down 

and snorted.  Someone had been moving his books and papers 

around during his absence.  And he didn’t recall giving 

permission for anyone to enter his office.  They were taking a 

very great liberty.
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One of his colleagues tapped on the open door.  “Hi,” 

he said briefly.  “Kelly said he’d like to see you as soon as you 

came in.”

“I’ll go talk to him when I’m done straightening things 

up here,” Shockley retorted.

“He said right away.”

“Well, he can wait a minute!”

There was an awkward silence.  “How’s the leg?”

“Still attached.  Like to check for yourself?”

“No thanks.”  Another uncomfortable pause.  “Well, 

just thought I’d give you the message.”  The scientist drifted 

away down the hall.

“Now what was all his griping about?” Shockley asked 

the empty air.

He found out five minutes later.  Mervin Kelly, director 

of research, seemed much more enthusiastic about his return 

than everyone else in the building had so far.  And yet there 

was still a little of the same reticence, the same wariness about 

his behavior that Shockley had noticed to a greater extent in all 

the others.

Platitudes were exchanged.  There was the obligatory 

lull in the conversation.  Then Kelly leaned forward across his 

desk.  “Bill, we have a problem,” he said.  “Have you seen this 

morning’s New York Times?”

“No, I don’t subscribe.”

“You’d better take a look.”  Kelly flipped over the paper 

that was lying face down on his desk and passed it to Shockley.  

The scientist found his own face staring back at him from a 

badly-reproduced photograph.  Above it, on page one, was the 

bold headline, “Is leading American scientist a Nazi 

sympathizer?”

Shockley read the article and tossed it back.  “They 

don’t seem to get the point.  It’s all lurid comparisons and no 

research or logic.  What’s the problem?”

Kelly sighed.  “Right now the Army is digging up mass 

graves and cleaning up death camps all over Germany, where 
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millions of people died because the German government 

considered them unfit, and you write an editorial calling for 

the mass sterilization of everyone with an IQ lower than 100 as 

a matter of public policy?”

“I don’t get the connection.”

“Okay, first, regardless of the scientific case for 

hereditary intelligence, you don’t go around telling the general 

public that half of them are inferior to the other half, and 

second, you don’t take a public position that can be interpreted 

as sympathetic for that of the people we just got done fighting 

against and are going to put on trial for crimes against 

humanity!  You’re a scientist, not a street preacher!”

“If something is true, there’s no reason I should hide it.  

Especially not this.  And especially not as a scientist.  If there 

was ever a chance for the widespread breeding of more 

intelligent humans, it’s now.  We’ve just fought a major war, 

which applies pressure to the population.  Those who have 

survived and succeeded the best under such conditions are the 

most intelligent and the most likely to produce intelligent 

offspring.  And we no longer face any immediate international 

threats, which means we have a breathing space to make 

breeding a more intelligent population a central national 

policy.”

“You said all that in your editorial.  And, quite frankly, 

Bill, that’s unacceptable to both Bell management and to 

Washington.  I’ve already had to take several calls from 

Congressmen and generals who want to know what the hell 

prompted one of our top research scientists to go out on a limb 

like that.”

“Give me one good reason why people who can’t even 

remember their children’s names should be allowed to keep 

having children!”

“This is not about genetics!  It’s about how you 

presented a controversial idea in a manner that reflects very 

badly on us!”
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“That’s your problem, not mine!  This lab is supposed 

to be a place for research.  I couldn’t get into the lab for a while 

but I went ahead and did my research anyway, and I should be 

getting a little more respect than I am right now for my 

efforts!”

“You want us to throw our support behind your 

proposal?”

“The facts are all verifiable.  Have you seen the 

statistics--”

“You’re out of your mind!  This is a physics lab, not a 

sociology library!  And even if it was we’d never support your 

proposal, especially not with all the public outrage going on 

over Germany’s foray into eugenics.”

“Again, these are your public relations problems, not 

my research problems.”

“Management wants an apology and a retraction,” 

Kelly said.

“They can’t have it.”

“Dr. Shockley, if you refuse--”

“If I refuse there will be consequences?  There are 

consequences to agreeing as well.  There are consequences to 

playing ball!  Have you been reading some of the other things 

in the papers lately?  They dropped atom bombs over Japan.  

Atom bombs that took billions of dollars and whole teams to 

build down at Los Alamos.  Except that James Fisk and I found 

out how to make one years ago and the government buried the 

paper we submitted so deeply that the people at Los Alamos 

never even heard of it!  That’s the other end of the stick!  Ideas 

get lost!”

Kelly was fairly sure that Shockley had just divulged 

classified information to him, information which he didn’t have 

authorization to discuss.  Now he was not only a stain on the 

company’s image, he was a security risk as well.  “You’re 

fired.”

* * * * *
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In a private compartment on a southbound train, a 

small man in a neat suit carefully removed his prominent 

sideburns with a safety razor.  He put it away in his suitcase 

and retrieved a comb next.  With the help of a little pomade, he 

restored the careful part that had divided his hair before he had 

allowed it to grow out in all directions.  A tall, blonde man who 

was some years younger sat opposite to him and watched the 

proceedings with amusement.

“Vain simpleton,” remarked the former Mr. Milton, 

apparently to no one in particular.
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Chapter Twelve
October 1946

“There isn’t much room to land down there,” Kurt said, 

looking out at the Brazilian jungle dubiously.

“There will be enough if we need it.  They operated 

these planes off an aircraft carrier once.”

“Once.  Not twice.”

The Professor chuckled and turned his attention back to 

his book.  The Twin Cyclone engines on either side of the cabin 

whined and clattered reassuringly.  They were less noisy than 

they might have been, thanks to the new exhaust rings the 

Professor had ordered installed and the heavy insulation that 

had been applied to the walls of the cabin.

“Are you sure the new president of Argentina isn’t 

going to mind us turning up in a bomber?” Kurt asked, 

reverting to another of his ongoing concerns.

“I doubt it.  We’re not the only ones flying a war-

surplus aircraft these days.  And a B-25 was cheap and roomy.”  

The Professor had cashed out his long-term investments a few 

months ago with some seven hundred thousand dollars to his 

credit, ahead of the postwar slump, but he seemed to be 

spending as little of it as possible for unspecified reasons.  

“Besides, we’re not going to be seeing him.  We’re calling on 

his wife.”

“That sounds a bit medieval.  Convincing the chatelaine 

of the castle to convince her husband to switch sides.”
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“Ah, but Eva Peron is not leverage.  She is a force in 

herself.  A valuable ally.  She wields as much power as her 

husband the president, albeit unofficially.  And most 

importantly, her influence is not with the governing class, but 

with the general public.  If she can be convinced, then 

Argentina as a whole will be convinced.”

* * * * *

The First Lady of Argentina received the Professor in 

one of the smaller rooms of the Casa Rosada.  The conversation 

was carried on through an interpreter, who found the contrast 

between the elegant actress and the unassuming scholar with a 

wicker basket over his arm to be highly entertaining.  He 

preserved his professional gravity, however, even when the 

Yankee scholar uncovered the basket and presented its 

contents--a number of small, pale-green plants with broad 

leaves--to the First Lady.

“It is a symbolic gift as well as a practical one,” the 

Professor explained.  “These are young plants of Jatropha 

curcas, which grows originally in Mexico.  You are ambitious, 

my lady.  So is your husband.  But both of you are ambitious 

for Argentina and its people.  Consider these a gift to 

Argentina as a whole from someone who sympathizes with 

your objectives.”

Eva Peron sat down.  “You have my attention, 

Professor.  Why these plants?  What do they offer us?”

“They offer seeds that are rich in oil.  A single hectare of 

jatropha trees will produce five hundred liters of oil in one 

year, oil that can be used to run cars and ships and trains.  Your 

husband aims to reduce the dependence of Argentina’s 

economy on foreign imports.  Widespread cultivation of the 

jatropha plant will aid him in accomplishing that goal.  It will 

create an entirely domestic oil industry without requiring 

immense investments in machinery or pipelines.  It will require 
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few resources, as the plant does not demand either fertilizer or 

water in large quantities.

“And, perhaps most in line with your own aspirations, 

it can be used to reduce social inequality.  Because it is an 

undemanding plant, jatropha can be grown by individuals 

rather than on large-scale industrial farms.  Millions of hectares 

of subpar land unsuitable for growing food crops can be put to 

use growing jatropha, and the impact it has on the land itself 

will be minimal, because it requires no maintenance apart from 

harvesting the seeds annually.  Plowing and replanting will be 

needed, on average, once every thirty to forty years.  Jatropha 

cultivation can be managed effectively by families on small 

farms.  The income from the seed harvests would help support 

them.  As little as ten hectares of land would give a family an 

additional five hundred pesos of income in a year.  And 

because jatropha requires so little care, the members of such a 

family would have the time and opportunity to work at other 

jobs, whether it be at farming food crops or in industry or 

elsewhere.”

“But they would have the jatropha to fall back on, to 

keep them from becoming completely dependent on any 

employer.  I see.  And so the power of the plantation owners 

and factory managers would be diminished.”

“In favor of the workers, yes.”

“And there is always a demand for oil, especially in a 

growing nation.”

“If the government of Argentina were to begin 

encouraging cultivation of the jatropha plant, such a policy 

would achieve several objectives at once.  It would increase the 

amount of resources available to the country.  It would reduce 

Argentina’s reliance on imported oil and therefore on other 

nations and economies.  It would create a more independent 

working class and reduce poverty in the process.”

“And the government would encourage this by offering 

parcels of marginal agricultural land to farmers or would-be 
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farmers?  You are suggesting a system of small land grants, in 

fact.”

“Land grants is exactly the term I had in mind, my lady.  

In the United States, we have what are termed land-grant 

universities.  These were established under a special program 

whereby the respective states in which they are located granted 

a university, at its founding, certain tracts of land.  The 

proceeds from the cultivation of this land were to be used to 

fund university operations, and in some cases the students 

would actually learn the profession of farming from working 

the university lands.  Here, the profits farmers receive from 

their land grants will go directly towards improving their lives, 

without placing pressure on the national treasury or passing 

through the greedy fingers of a charity.”  He saw her lips 

twitch at that.

“A large-scale land redistribution program would likely 

require some degree of nationalization,” she said.

“If industries can be nationalized, why not farms?  

Besides, the intention would not be to manage the farms 

centrally, but to simply hand them over to those who are 

impoverished and in need of aid.”

“Nor would it be unreasonable,” the First Lady went 

on, “to arrange for the grants to come in two parts: one piece of 

marginal land for growing jatropha and contributing its 

produce to the national economy, and one piece of more fertile 

land for a family to grow crops for their own consumption.”

The Professor nodded.  “That is also possible.”

“But my husband wishes to expand Argentine industry 

as well.  An increase in subsistence farming would delay such 

an expansion.”

“If I may speak bluntly, First Lady, that is something 

you will have to work out between the two of you.  Which is 

better for the people of Argentina: a strong industrial sector 

and the availability of jobs that pay good wages, or the ability 

to support themselves in such a way that they are immune to 

the crises and economic fluctuations that affect industry and 

98



employment?  Which way will make their lives better?  It is not 

an easy question.”

Eva Peron ran her finger lightly along the edge of the 

table.  “Professor Gordon, you come from the United States.  

Your government does not approve of what we are trying to do 

here.”

“You are correct.  Washington is myopic and cannot see 

past its two pet delusions, namely that the Soviets will devour 

the world if not prevented, and that a Soviet-led world would 

be unthinkably evil.  Because Argentina chooses to align itself 

with neither side, the United States government views you 

automatically as an ally of the Soviets, entirely apart from your 

husband’s proposed social welfare programs.  The success of a 

strong, independent Argentina holding itself aloof from the 

power blocs that are now forming would threaten its pet theory 

that the world has room for only two ideologies.  That is why 

you must somehow succeed.”

“So that is why you brought me these plants.  The 

contribution of a scholar--and of a man who was once a farmer 

himself.  Thank you.  That answers the question I had in 

mind.”

She rose carefully from her chair.  “I will speak to my 

husband, Professor.  I do not know if we can change the course 

of our development so much, but I will think about it.  You 

have half convinced me already.  And I will plant at least these 

seedlings you brought me.  It will be a start.”

The Professor bowed over her hand, turned, and left the 

room.
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Chapter irteen
July 1947

The man walking through the Iowa cornfield did not 

have a moustache, but his upper lip turned down so sharply at 

the corners and bulged out so prominently beneath his nose 

that he gave the impression of being unshaven.  An observer 

would have to look closely to tell that there were no hairs 

growing there.  Apart from that, he was unremarkable.  

Medium height, perhaps somewhat broad in the shoulders.  

Wrinkled nose, receding hairline, spacious forehead.  And the 

same look of aggressive determination mixed with sternness 

that could be found stamped on the features of every late 

nineteenth-century British general.  Provided, of course, that 

the official portraits were telling the truth.

The comparison would not have interested Roswell 

Garst had it been pointed out to him.  Corn interested him.  So 

did fertilizer and cows.  Agricultural policy and the general 

incompetence of government appointees interested him.  He 

did not usually venture beyond those limited fields of 

endeavor.  Within them, his name was known and respected.

He eyed the stalks of corn as he went.  The plants were 

still too young to harvest, but old enough for him to judge their 

future development accurately.  In a way, he was their creator, 

not only because he had planted them, but because he had 

crossbred different varieties until he came up with new strains 

that yielded more and more bushels per acre than the plants of 

the previous year.  Now thousands of farmers were using his 
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seeds and implementing his techniques.  He regularly found 

satisfaction in the thought.

Garst turned out of the field and started walking back 

to his house.  The dirt road he was following was deserted as 

usual.  It was a bit out of the ordinary to see someone else 

coming along it towards him.  As the distance between them 

narrowed, he noticed that the newcomer was a surly-looking 

young man whose clothes gave the impression of being both 

cheap and out of place in Coon Rapids.  He only nodded in 

response to Garst’s greeting and continued on his way.  The 

farmer shook his head and kept walking.  He thought he heard 

the footsteps of the other man die away behind him, but then 

there was a touch on his pocket and a rapid tug.  Garst spun 

around.  The pickpocket was not three yards away and he 

could clearly see his wallet clutched in the man’s fingers.  Garst 

yelled after him and gave chase.

He was older than his quarry, but quickly realized that 

the pickpocket was out of condition and wheezed heavily as he 

ran, which canceled out the advantage his youth gave him.  

The two of them panted off down the road, never more than 

ten yards apart and rarely less than five.  It was not a fast pace 

they set, but they both maintained it consistently.

The pickpocket made an extra effort and swerved aside 

from the road into an unplanted field.  He tripped on a deeper 

than usual furrow and went down skidding in a cloud of dust.  

In a moment he was back up again.  Garst nearly had him, but 

stumbled himself.  In spite of the lifetime he’d spent on a farm, 

he was not used to running the wrong way across rows of 

furrows.  The sort of hopping strides he had to take to keep 

from tripping resembled crossing a pond on stepping stones 

more than they did ordinary running.  The pickpocket had 

figured that out, too, and so was able to protect his lead.

They came out of the plowed ground with the same 

amount of distance between them and resumed the chase 

across the neighboring pasture.  Garst had jumped the fence 

with a skill born of practice; the other man had fumbled his 
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way through the railings.  His lead diminished.  His pursuer 

was no longer shouting.  Instead Garst saved his breath and 

ran harder, listening to the pickpocket heaving, dead set on 

running him into the ground.

He was tantalizingly close when the man darted around 

the corner of a clump of trees that served as a windbreak.  In 

making the turn, he slowed, and Garst leapt through a gap 

between two trees that the thief had gone around in an attempt 

to cut him off.  He could almost touch the man now if he 

stretched out his arm…

Then he saw the pickpocket leap inexplicably into the 

air.  A second later, Garst felt his legs jerked out from under 

him.  The sod was springy.  When he hit the ground, he 

bounced and rolled.  There was no permanent damage, but the 

impact knocked the air out of his lungs and partially stunned 

him.  He slowly dragged himself into a sitting position and 

looked around.

The pickpocket was no longer running.  He was 

standing nearby with a length of cord in his hand, a cord that 

had been run between two stakes set deep in the ground.  Now 

another man knelt beside Garst and began rolling up his sleeve.  

Garst tried to protest, but before he could catch his breath 

nearly half a gram of thiopental flooded his bloodstream and 

shut down the conscious functions of his brain.

The first man pulled up the stakes and threw them 

aside into the underbrush.  Next, he walked over to Garst and 

carefully replaced the wallet he had just lifted in the farmer’s 

pocket.  He and his companion quickly bound and gagged the 

inert figure before dragging it under a bush where it would not 

be noticed.  From under the same bush, the man retrieved a 

signaling lantern with a large mirror attached.  He held it up at 

eye level and switched it on.

In response to his call, a speck out in the southern sky 

grew larger.  It quickly resolved itself into a monoplane as it 

neared the field, descending fast.  The Bellanca 14 touched the 

ground gently on its oversized tires and did not settle onto its 
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tailwheel until it was almost on top of the two men.  The pilot 

spun it around through a hundred and eighty degrees and 

reached over to throw open the door.  Already the men on the 

ground were hoisting the unconscious Garst onto the low 

cantilevered wing.  With some help from the pilot, they 

managed to prop him up in the rear seat of the aircraft, where 

one of them joined him.  The other man climbed in next to the 

pilot and slammed the door.  The Bellanca’s engine more than 

doubled the number of revolutions it was making and the 

plane was in the air again in less than thirty seconds.  The last 

thing someone watching from the ground would have seen 

was the aircraft beginning a slow turn to the southwest.

* * * * *

Anesthetics have different effects on different people.  

Some linger under the influence of the fumes for quite a while.  

Some come back to their senses quickly and immediately.  

Roswell Garst was one of the latter.

He sat up and looked around the room.  The bed he was 

sitting on was new, plain but sturdy.  The walls surrounding 

him were stone, not wood or brick, and heavy fieldstones at 

that, rough and unfinished.  In one wall there was a door that 

stood open.  He could see that it led to a small and sparsely 

equipped bathroom.  There was a comfortable chair sitting next 

to a table, and a couple of shelves filled with books.  Only one 

small window, set rather higher in the wall than windows 

usually were, let sunlight into the space.

Garst reasoned that it must be morning light he was 

seeing.  He did not feel a sense of having been asleep for very 

long.  The initial drug the kidnappers had administered to him 

had worn off rapidly, just in time for him to perceive the sunset 

through his blindfold.  He could tell he was in an airplane, and 

he had the impression that they had flown through most of the 

night, landing twice to refuel.  Then someone had pricked him 

with a needle again, just about the time he started wondering if 
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the sky was beginning to lighten.  Now he was here.  He 

guessed, reasonably enough, that the drug had only been 

intended to keep him from struggling or noticing his 

surroundings as he was carried from the aircraft into this room.

He stood up, stretched, and walked across to the 

window.  Two layers of bars interposed between him and the 

glass, and the wall was so thick he could not manage to reach 

the window itself, even with his arm inserted into the loophole 

up to his shoulder.  At least it was not particularly narrow and 

gave him a fair range of vision.

The window looked out onto a medium-sized 

courtyard.  Garst could see a single heavy door opening into it 

from one of the stone walls that surrounded it.  There were 

several pine trees planted in one corner and an oak near the 

center.  The rest was open grass varied with small plots of 

flowers and other plants.

Someone in the courtyard moved into his sight picture.  

He blinked and looked again.  It was a man, casually dressed, 

nearer in years to youth than to old age.  Garst thought he 

looked tired, or, more appropriately, resigned.  Was he also a 

prisoner?  The man in the courtyard stopped walking around 

and bent over a patch of tall grass growing randomly next to 

some blue-flowered flax plants.  The farmer from Iowa 

wondered why that grass had been allowed to grow so much 

taller than the rest, and why the other man was almost 

caressing the stalks as he stood there.  Then he recognized the 

familiar sharp leaves and heavily seeded heads.

The little patch of grass was a wheat field in miniature.
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Chapter Fourteen
May 4, 1948

For once in his life, Richard Daley was displeased with 

the machine of which he was an integral part.  True, he knew 

he was expected to serve it and to deliver on his promises to his 

bosses, but in return, he expected a similar level of service from 

his appointees in the lower echelons of the Chicago 

government.  They were supposed to prevent nights like this 

from happening.  There was no real reason why he should still 

be downtown at this hour.  One useless phone call had 

followed another.  He had been kept waiting for a meeting 

with someone just marginally important enough to delay him, 

someone who had never turned up.  A private citizen with a 

plausible story of having discovered a city bookkeeping error 

had wasted nearly an hour of his time before Daley realized he 

had nothing at all to say.  Paperwork that should have been 

submitted already had been discovered lying loose in desk 

drawers requiring a final review and signature.  It had not been 

a productive day, and Daley was tired and irritable.  He 

stomped out of his office and let the door close loudly behind 

him.  No one was likely to complain.  He was practically the 

only occupant of the municipal building at the moment.

He walked out, saluted by the respectful nods of the 

policemen guarding the inside of the door, and crossed the 

parking lot to his car.  As deputy county controller, he did not 

yet rate a city car and driver, although his turn would come 
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soon enough.  Every year, more and more city employees were 

getting them.  The machine was very obliging.

Daley paused and fumbled in his pocket for his keys.  

He was too intent on that to notice a man in a dirty cap 

sneaking up behind him.  Not until the last moment, anyway.  

A reflection in the window of the car, barely visible in the dim 

light, alerted him to the danger, but his body had not begun to 

move in response before the man coshed him heavily across the 

back of the neck.  Daley fell forward onto the car and slid down 

to the pavement.  His assailant grabbed his keys and unlocked 

the vehicle, then opened the rear door and bundled the 

stunned deputy inside before climbing into the driver’s seat 

himself.  The car pulled away smoothly, attracting no attention 

as it departed.

The driver headed west, directly away from the city 

center and from the sprawling residential and industrial areas 

that lay north and south along the shore of the lake.  There 

were few other cars on the roads and they made good progress, 

but he kept deserting the broader streets for narrower ones that 

were less frequented.  He wove in and out among the buildings 

until he saw a railroad crossing ahead.  Before they reached it, 

he turned off to the right and carefully parked the car in a 

deserted driveway.

He stepped out and opened the rear door, feeling very 

carefully for Daley’s collar.  His passenger had moaned right 

before he stopped, so he was being cautious.  Not cautious 

enough.  Something struck his arm hard enough to numb it 

temporarily, and immediately thereafter Daley came barreling 

out of the car, conscious again and willing, even eager, to fight.  

Though never a distinguished athlete, he was sturdy enough 

and more than determined enough to put up a good defense.  

And so the city bureaucrat and his abductor spent the next five 

minutes trying their very best to beat the life out of each other.

The stranger had an advantage, of course.  He had a 

cosh in his pocket and a knife tucked away under his jacket, 

which he could have used if necessary.  But he had been told 
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very explicitly earlier that evening not to use the knife.  “Blunt 

force only,” his boss had said.  “No cuts, no stabs.  And no 

marks on the body that can’t be hidden.”  He couldn’t stab 

Daley, and he couldn’t strike him very easily, which made the 

contest more of a wrestling match than a typical punching 

brawl.  He also had to contend with an enraged politician who 

was not used to being carted off in the middle of the night and 

who seemed to be more interested in revenge at the moment 

than saving his own skin.

As they grappled, Daley managed to force one hand 

inside his attacker’s coat, trying to throttle him.  He slipped 

and lost the opportunity.  Suddenly the tips of his fingers 

brushed against the sheathed knife.  He grabbed for it in 

sudden excitement, and his kidnapper went on the defensive, 

trying to crush his hand, trying to pull it away, trying to 

separate them.  He succeeded at the same moment that Daley 

seized the handle of the knife in a firm grip.  For an instant they 

stood a pace apart, adjusting to the situation.  The kidnapper 

adjusted faster than his victim.  He lunged and kicked Daley in 

the groin, then leaped on the staggering deputy and gave him 

several more blows of the cosh across his head to make sure.

It had been a quiet fight for all the desperation and 

viciousness it had involved.  The man retrieved his cap and 

rested against the car for a moment to catch his breath.  He 

checked his body for blood or marks.  Fortunately, Daley had 

not gotten a chance to use the knife, which he took back.  He 

checked his watch, which was luckily intact as well.  Close, 

very close, but they would make it.  A pressure of his fingers 

against Daley’s neck revealed that the latter was still alive, 

which was satisfactory.  He bent over, hoisted the limp body to 

his shoulder with a grunt, and set off towards the railroad 

crossing.

The houses here were scattered widely and their 

ornamental trees, freshly covered in spring leaves, cast 

generous shadows.  The man carried Daley some hundred 

yards down the line and laid his head across one of the rails.  
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He searched inside his jacket and removed a letter, now 

somewhat crinkled and worn, which he placed in Daley’s 

pocket.  Then he stepped back among the trees and waited.

Three minutes later, by his watch, a train passed along.  

There was no sound of an impact, or any sign that the train was 

affected by the collision, of which its drivers remained 

completely ignorant.  In the faint glow of the departing 

running lights, the man who waited in the shadows could see 

that Daley’s body remained where he had placed it, although it 

appeared somewhat truncated now.  He slipped back along the 

line and lost himself among the many streets of Chicago.

* * * * *

A heavyset man with a genial face pushed his way 

through the crowd inside Conlan’s Bar, exchanging words and 

handshakes with several of the patrons and going out of his 

way to avoid interrupting the ongoing--and heavily contested--

darts match.  He made a great effort and squeezed his bulk 

between a pillar and a group of cheering supporters.  After that 

the going was considerably easier.  He made it safely to the 

small booth in the back without committing either of the 

cardinal sins of spilling a man’s drink or throwing off his aim.

By the time he sat down the booth was already 

occupied.  “You’re a bit early,” he remarked pleasantly to the 

man opposite him, his heavy accent underlain by the faint trace 

of an inherited brogue.

The Professor put down his book, which bore a simple 

embossed design of a swan on its dark red cover, and sized up 

his visitor.  “I was hoping you would be as well,” he replied.  

“This city is the densest cluster of humanity I’ve ever set foot in 

and I’d prefer to be out of it again as soon as possible.”

“Not to mention it would be safer for you.”

“Mr. Hollis,” the Professor said patiently, “if you and 

your associates carried out my plans correctly, then none of us 
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are in any danger.  It’s Chicago as a whole I object to, not just 

its policemen.”

“Oh, my boy carried everything out exactly like you 

told me,” Hollis assured him.  “No fingerprints, no witnesses.  

They didn’t even find the body until this afternoon.”

“And tomorrow the Tribune will no doubt be outraged 

over the murder of a prominent city official, then forget all 

about it in a week’s time.”

“Murder?”  For the first time Hollis looked uneasy.  

“But I thought it was supposed to look like suicide?”

“Hardly,” the Professor said.  “It was supposed to look 

like murder, and a very amateur murder at that.  Apart from 

the state of the body--any moderately ignorant doctor will be 

able to tell that Daley put up a fight before death, and I’m sure 

you knew that too, as no doubt your friend came back 

somewhat marked by the encounter--there was the letter.”

“Letter?  What letter?”

“When you sent him to me for his final instructions, I 

gave him a letter that he was to place on the body after he had 

subdued Daley but before the accident took place.  I’m sure it 

will appear in all the papers in a day or two, when the police 

find there is nothing else for them to go on.”

“That’s the lead they were talking about downtown!” 

Hollis exploded, smacking his hand on the table.  It dated from 

the early years of the century, when the furniture in a public 

house was built with the expectation of violence in mind, and 

did not so much as tremble.  He leaned forward across the 

expanse of oak.  “What was in the letter?”

The Professor felt gently in his inside breast pocket and 

produced a sheet of paper.  “I’ll read you the text if you like.”  

He cleared his throat.

“Don’t bother,” Hollis said, snatching the document 

away from him impatiently.  It was typewritten and to the 

point:
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“Thanks to you, Mr. Daley, I’m out of a job.  If you’d kept 

your mouth shut about the CTA, and not conned the capitol into 

creating it so there’d be more work for your machine cronies and more 

glory for you, I wouldn’t be writing this.  But here I am, and it’s your 

fault for letting them think they could get away with closing down 

lines.  Now my family and I don’t eat and there’s not much left for me 

in this town.  Except for one thing.  Giving you the ride you should 

have got back when we all were still working.  I hope you like it.”

Hollis blinked.  “That’s what you had him leave on the 

body?”

“Of course,” the Professor said.  “The best way to 

distract an investigator from small clues you don’t want him to 

see is to give him an obvious one instead.  It’s perfectly 

believable, too.  The new transit authority has been closing 

stations and laying off workers left and right for the past 

month.  And Daley was responsible for getting the bill that 

created it through the legislature three years ago.  The police 

department should have a fairly wide range of suspects to 

choose from.”

“But what if they pitch on one of those and get him 

convicted?” Hollis wanted to know.  “I may manage the 

occasional murder now and then, but I don’t feel right about 

letting some guy who had nothing to do with the hit take the 

fall.”

“No one will.  That’s the beauty of it.  A detective can 

do nothing without motive, and the stated motive for this 

crime cannot be traced back to any real person.  Motive is 

useless in a courtroom, but it’s the starting point for all police 

investigations.  Why?  Because it’s easiest.  A man was grabbed 

off the street, beaten, and dumped on a railroad track.  Those 

facts tell you nothing about motive.  But the letter in his pocket 

provides a perfect motive.  They will seize on that, pursue it 

diligently, and when it turns out to be useless, they will 

consider that they have exhausted all the possibilities.  I’ll lay 
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you five to one if you like that tomorrow morning the police 

will be trying to trace that letter through the mail!  They won’t 

even begin to question its authenticity or provenance until 

much later, if at all, because its existence fits neatly into their 

assumed pattern of a premeditated revenge killing and thereby 

guarantees its authenticity.  The logic is extremely faulty, but I 

have never yet met a policeman who was able to spot the 

fallacy.”

Hollis shook his head.  It was not clear if he could spot 

the fallacy, either.  “I hope you’re right,” he said slowly.  “I 

don’t much enjoy knocking off a fellow Irishman.  And I’d like 

it even less if another Irishman happened to be the one to suffer 

for it.”

“I don’t enjoy it either,” the Professor said quietly.  “But 

business is business.”

“Speaking of business--”

The Professor took a thick envelope from his pocket and 

handed it to Mr. Hollis.  The latter slid it open and counted the 

contents without appearing to do more than glance at them.  

Five thousand dollars.  He nodded agreeably.  Somehow the 

envelope vanished between his fingers, and no one looking at 

him could have sworn to where he had put it.

“That’s it, then,” Hollis said.  He heaved himself 

upright.  “Can I get you anything, Professor?  A glass of stout, 

maybe?”  Receiving a negative in reply, Mr. Hollis nodded 

again, this time in farewell, and slipped away to join the merry-

makers round the dartboard.  And perhaps to wash the taste 

out of his mouth with a pint.  The Professor picked up his book 

and immersed himself in one of Haggard’s lesser-known works 

once more, his face wearing a rather grim expression.
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Chapter Fieen
June 1948

Mike Sebring reached down and gave the starter rope a 

firm pull.  The little auxiliary engine coughed and sputtered 

but did not commit itself any further.  He added a touch more 

primer and tried again.  It took half a dozen efforts before the 

motor caught.  It turned over slowly at first, then more 

strongly.  Down beneath the deck it was pouring invisible 

energy into the mass of copper wires spread out on every side.  

He smiled a broad, uncomplicated grin of pleasure at both the 

sound and his success, then slipped back into his seat.

“Battery switches on.”

“Check.”

“Generator switches off.”

“Check.”

“Your turn this time,” Sebring said to the earnest-

looking nineteen-year-old in the right seat.  “Think you can do 

it?”  The young man nodded.

“All right, I’ll run the checklist through to help you.  

Master switch on.”

“Check.”

“Ignition switches on.”

“Check.”

“Auxiliary hydraulics on.”

“Check.”

“Chocks we have.  Parking brakes--my turn there.  AC 

power on, automatic flight controls off.”
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“Check.”

“No altimeter, no de-icer--intercoolers and cowl flaps 

open.  Props to high RPM.”  A series of small lights flashed 

across the board.  “Superchargers off.  Mixture to idle.”  He 

glanced out the window.  “And we have the usual broody hen 

with us on the ground.  Go for it.  Booster pumps on.  Energize 

the starter.  Prime number three engine.”  The youth pushed 

the throttle open to one-third and tapped the switch next to it 

several times.  A faint whining noise came from the vicinity of 

his right hand.  Sebring glanced at his watch and yawned.  

“That should do it.  Crank engine.”

His copilot twisted the right-hand switch again and the 

number three engine just outside the cockpit window fired 

immediately, with no delay.  An impressive performance for an 

aircraft that had been in storage for nearly three years.  He 

flipped the mixture controls from idle to auto-lean and let the 

engine stabilize below fourteen hundred revolutions per 

minute.  Using the same procedure, he started the remaining 

three engines.  The B-24 Liberator shook and fought against its 

chocks as the propellers turned, but nothing gave way.

“Very nice,” Sebring shouted above the noise.  He sat 

and watched the gauges twitch for several minutes, making a 

note or two on his kneeboard.  “All right, bring ‘em down 

again.”

Cal-Aero Field was a silent place this summer.  It 

seemed especially quiet after the noise from the four Twin 

Wasp engines had died away and their combined five 

thousand horsepower was no longer flailing uselessly through 

the air.  The thirty-ton bomber, now obsolescent, sat benignly 

on the dirt parking area and exhaled odors of oil and gasoline 

and hot metal.  The sun that shone on it was bright but the air 

that surrounded it was cool.  All around it lay empty fields 

marked with diverse tracks by the passage of thousands of 

wheels.  They were deserted now except for the few clusters of 

aircraft that lingered on in the corners.  The ones that had not 
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yet been blasted back into raw metal and turned into ultra-

modern furniture or kitchen utensils.

“How many more are we going to check out?” the 

teenager asked as he joined Sebring beneath the nose of the 

aircraft.  He was only a trainee flight engineer.  The experience 

of being at the controls of the Liberator, even if it never moved 

an inch, both thrilled and humbled him.

“Oh, probably five or six more,” Sebring said, his 

Australian accent a pleasant eccentricity.  “I need at least six in 

good condition, that I can fly out of here.  This ship will be one 

of them.”

It took nearly four more hours before Sebring was 

satisfied.  At the end of that time he had his six B-24 bombers, 

plus two or three likely additional candidates.  His assistant 

trudged off to return to his more mundane duties, and the Air 

Force master sergeant who had been overseeing the 

proceedings from afar came over to greet him.

“What did you think?” he asked the Australian.

“They’ve kept well,” Sebring said.  “Some of them look 

practically new.”

“Some of them are.  They came straight here from the 

factory.”

“That’s sad.  At least they won’t be wasted, though.”  

He handed the sergeant his clipboard.  “The serial numbers 

I’ve written down are the ones that I’ll be taking.  They all look 

like they can be flown out right away with no more than a few 

minor repairs.  And there are several others I might be 

interested in, but I’ll have to check with my boss first.”

The sergeant ran his eye down the list.  “I’ll mark them 

off as sold.  You’ll have to arrange payment with the civilian 

manager, and he’s out of the office today.  What does your boss 

want them all for, anyway?”

“You won’t believe it.”

“Try me.”

“He’s a history professor who made a killing in the 

stock market right after the war.”
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“Lucky bastard!  He must have been pretty sharp or 

had a good start.”

“I think he did bring quite a bit of cash back from 

Europe before things got hot over there.  Monte Carlo or some 

place.  Anyway, he’s buying up as many planes as he can lay 

his hands on.  First because he wants to preserve them, build a 

museum for them.  He says at the rate they’re getting chopped 

up there won’t be very many left before long.  And second, he’s 

sure that because they’ll be rare, collectors will end up wanting 

to pay incredible sums for the few that are left.  That one that I 

just climbed out of?  He says that in fifty years it’ll go for a 

million dollars.”

The sergeant whistled.  “First time I’ve ever heard of an 

investment hobbyist.  Seems like a pretty big stretch to me.”

“He’s very sure of himself.”

“What about you?”

“Oh, I just fly them for him,” Sebring said with another 

of his wide smiles.

“The captain said something about you being in B-24’s.”

“I was with No. 24 Squadron out of the Northern 

Territory.  Flew the Vultee Vengeance first, then transitioned to 

the Liberator in the spring of ’44.  Spent most of the time trying 

to drop things on Japanese boats down in the water.  Drifted 

over here after the war, let my vacation extend itself for a bit, 

and then the Professor advertised for an experienced pilot and 

decided I was the right one.”

“Lot of pilots out there who will never fly again now,” 

the sergeant said, eyeing the row of grounded bombers with a 

trace of wistfulness.  “Glad you get to keep doing it.”

“So am I.  By the way, what else do you have around 

here that you might be willing to part with?”

“Is this the part where I ask if I can interest you in 

anything else today?” the sergeant remarked humorously.  “Or 

should I ask to speak to the woman of the house?”

“You’ll never make it as a heavy equipment salesman,” 

Sebring said, shaking his head mournfully.
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“Very funny!  Are you serious, though, about wanting 

to look at more planes?”

“Completely.  The only question is how many I can get 

for a reasonable price.”

The sergeant stepped closer to Sebring.  “Look--my 

civilian boss doesn’t have the sense of a chicken with its head 

cut off.  He’s some paper-pusher who went straight from Yale 

into a civil service job counting uniforms during the war and 

thinks he has to show a profit on getting rid of these ships.  But 

he can’t, not even at scrap prices since the cost of melting them 

down is twice what the cost of new production aluminum is.  

And so they don’t move and he fusses over his balance sheet.  

If you offer to take a bunch of them off his hands and actually 

pay for them, he’d probably throw his wife in to sweeten the 

deal.”

“I’d put fifty thousand dollars on his desk tomorrow if 

he can get me what I need,” Sebring said without hesitation.

“Well you have your B-24’s to start with.  What else?”

“How are you for B-17’s?”

“Sorry, but those all went to the smelter at Norco 

already,” the sergeant said.  He really was sorry about it, too.

“I saw a few P-51’s over in the next field.”

“We still have some of those, yeah.  I can get some of 

my men to work patching them up.  Not much else to do.”

“I’ll take whichever ones can fly or are complete and in 

good condition.  P-38’s?”

“We still have two and I think they’re flyable.”

“I don’t think I need to ask about C-46’s.”

The sergeant gave a braying laugh.  “That’s the one 

thing we’re not short on.  They must have passed half of the 

total production to us.  The Air Force thinks it might need them 

again and transports don’t get obsolete so quick.  Plus they can 

always be disposed of to the airlines.  How many do you 

want?”

“Depends on what kind of price your idiot savant in 

charge will give me.”
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“If I put the right word in, I think he might be able to 

give you them for a thousand apiece--if you buy several of 

them.”

“Several?  At that price I’ll take a dozen to start with.”

“You’ve got a deal.”  They shook hands and the 

sergeant casually slipped the crisp bill into his pocket with a 

skill borne of many years spent at overseas duty stations, 

where baksheesh is a way of life.  “Anything else?”

“I need A-26’s.  Lots of them.  But I don’t think you can 

help me with that, they never sent any here.”

“Maybe I can, though.  I’ve got a buddy over at Hill Air 

Force Base, in Utah.  They have stacks of them there waiting to 

be sold.  I can give him a call if you like.  And they generally 

don’t cost much more than the C-46’s.”

“Order twenty, if your mate can find a way to fill that 

many empty spaces.”

“They’ll thank him if he does.  They’ll probably want to 

give you a commemorative plaque or something.”

“I hope not.  I’m just the messenger,” Sebring said, 

holding up his hands defensively, as if to ward off an 

oncoming horde of grateful Air Force officials with newly 

balanced ledgers.  A thought struck him.  “You don’t seem to 

be doing much here, watching over all these tombs where 

men’s dreams lie buried.”

“Tombs?  That’s a good one.  Yeah, they’re letting me 

coast.  This is an easy final posting before retirement.  I was a 

foot soldier before I got into the aviation side of things, back 

when it was all still the Army.”

“So you have a lot of buddies in a lot of places.”

“That’s right.”

“How’d you like to go to work for the Professor on the 

side?  It would be an easy job and you’re perfectly suited to it.  

I’ll send you a list of what planes he already has and which 

ones he wants to acquire next, and all you have to do is let me 

know which base has the type and is willing to get rid of it for 

the least money.  You’re the one with the contacts, after all.”
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Now it was the sergeant’s turn to grin.  “I think we have 

a deal.”

“Good.  I hope your boss gets back soon.  I’d like to 

finish up here as quick as possible.”

“Come in tomorrow morning and I’ll have had a chance 

to talk to him first.  And don’t let him charge you a penny over 

six thousand apiece for the Liberators.  No one else will buy 

them if you don’t.”

“Smashing.”

“You’re in a hurry?”

“I have to go up to Seattle,” Sebring replied.  “I heard 

there’s a man up there who bought a bunch of P-40’s from the 

Canadians at fifty dollars apiece, and I’d love to triple or 

quadruple his money for him.”
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Chapter Sixteen
September 1, 1949

London Airport came leaping upward aggressively and 

the Lockheed Constellation minced down to meet it.  It did not 

want to land.  It took so long about that simple task that the 

Professor checked his watch out of curiosity several times 

during the process, while the airplane floated sedately over the 

ground.  Eventually one of the pilots must have done 

something right, because its wheels made contact with the 

runway.  Landing was anticlimactic.  The plumes of flame that 

the engines exhaled on takeoff were nowhere to be seen and 

the sensation of immense driving power vanished almost 

instantly.  Less than an auspicious way in which to deliver 

tourists, the Professor thought.

He had very little luggage with him, only a carpetbag 

and a briefcase, and so was not forced to linger in the new, 

clean, depressing terminal that represented the best of British 

postwar architecture.  “You should have spent the money on 

not building it,” he remarked to a surprised stewardess, out of 

nowhere, and then walked past her without a word of 

explanation.

Outside, he paced over to the gleaming gray form of a 

Bentley 3 ½-litre cabriolet that was idling at the curb.  He 

tossed his carpetbag idly into the trunk, but kept his briefcase 

with him.  He climbed into the left-hand seat with a certain 

degree of awkwardness.  The car pulled away from the 

terminal and nosed its way into the London-bound traffic.  In 
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spite of the name, London Airport was actually half an hour’s 

drive from the city, and its location had more in common with 

the hunting retreats of dead monarchs than it did with the 

commercial enterprises of a modernizing empire.

“We’ll need a couple of those,” the Professor said, 

nodding in the direction of the ramps where the sleek new 

airliners were lined up in rows.

“Expensive,” Kurt replied.  There was a certain degree 

of tension about his driving, suggesting that he was not yet 

entirely comfortable with the transition to British rules of the 

road.  “Buying planes like that nearly bankrupted the richest 

man in America.”

“That’s why you always buy used but well 

maintained.”

“Those aren’t going to be on the second-hand market 

anytime soon.”

“Oh?”  The Professor reached into his briefcase and 

pulled out a newspaper.  He flipped through it, then folded it 

open to a page somewhere in the middle.  “What about that?”

Kurt held it up in front of the wheel.  The headline on 

the selected page read “Comet prototype to appear at 

Farnborough”.  “That’s the new jet plane they flew last month.”

“That’s right,” the Professor said.  “The British already 

have one.  Boeing is busy trying to turn the Stratojet bomber 

into something that can carry passengers, and on a much 

bigger scale than the British plane.  In a few more years the 

Constellations will already be out of date.”

“I’m always wondering how you know these things.”

“Call it a gift for prediction.”

“Rather than a scholarly understanding of historical 

forces at work?”

“Why not?  Intuition is more accurate than trying to 

turn human beings into mathematics.”

“Hmmm.”  Kurt changed lanes to avoid a lumbering 

bus packed with soldiers on leave (the imported variety) and 

young ladies in second-best frocks (the local product).  “And 
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yet you are so sure of the history of the future that you not only 

bet on it, you use your winnings to buy it.”

The Professor merely shrugged.  After a while, he 

asked, “Did you find a cooperative banker?”

“Oh, yes.  That wasn’t difficult.  The British government 

boasts about the underlying strength and future potential of 

their economy, but that doesn’t erase the fact that the pound is 

in crisis and they’re still having to ration basic commodities 

over here.  The prospect of a rich American wanting to put 

dollars into an industrial enterprise based in Britain is enough 

to make any banker weep for joy.  This one nearly did.”

“You’ve prepared his mind for the expectation that he 

will have to pay money out?”

“I mentioned the security and he looked like a yellow 

fever victim suddenly restored to perfect health.”

“Good,” the Professor said.  He did not comment 

further on the subject.  The gray car dove into the London 

streets, nosed around for a bit, and in due course came to a halt 

in front of the Savoy Hotel.  The commissionaires bowed and 

the Professor’s mouth twitched as he was silently thankful for 

the consequences of wartime austerity.

* * * * *

Sir Herbert Johnson, in spite of his long experience in 

private banking, had been rather overwhelmed by Kurt.  The 

strong young American was not a type with which he was used 

to dealing.  It wasn’t just his youth or energy, or the way that 

his perfectly cut suit seemed to fit him just a little imperfectly 

in spite of the tailor’s efforts.  Instead it was his unconscious 

assertiveness which surprised the banker, along with the 

unspoken message he conveyed to Sir Herbert that he could do 

without the latter’s services and that his presence in the office 

was to be considered something of a favor.  True, the 

aristocracy often possessed a similar attitude.  Their behavior, 

however, usually displayed a certain degree of courtesy in 
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addition to self-confidence.  That courtesy was absent from 

Kurt’s approach.  He was never directly rude, far from it, but 

he never went out of his way to be particularly gracious, either.  

He was indifferent to the things most men respected or at least 

treated with regard.  And he wasted no time.  He had taken Sir 

Herbert by storm, and when Sir Herbert realized that he was 

the fifteenth banker on whom Kurt had called, and had 

determined the size of the account Kurt was proposing to open, 

he congratulated himself on his rapid acceptance of the 

commission.

The appearance of the Professor relieved his mind as 

well.  A wealthy scholar was much more understandable and 

much more easily handled.  As for the Professor’s 

eccentricities, well, those could be overlooked in such a worthy 

client.

“My firm is naturally more than willing to 

accommodate you, Professor Gordon,” he was saying on the 

morning after the Professor’s arrival in London.  “I won’t hide 

from you that our economy is greatly in need of foreign 

investment after the sacrifices we made during the war.”  The 

Professor sniffed disparagingly.  Sir Herbert overlooked it.  

“And I understand from Mr. Petersen that you propose to put 

up the best possible security for the loan you are requesting.  

That, in addition to your stated intention of investing in the 

United Kingdom, would guarantee you a ready reception 

anywhere in the City, and so we are delighted that you should 

have chosen to do business with us.”  He neglected to mention 

the fourteen other City men who had rejected the offer out of 

personal discomfort.  “I may assure you that the board shares 

my sentiments.  But we are somewhat curious as to how you 

plan to invest such a large sum.  Purely in the spirit of inquiry, 

you understand.”

“There are several opportunities in which I am 

interested,” the Professor said glibly, “but the main one is 

atomic power.”

“Atomic power?”
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“Yes, the splitting of the atom will one day drive the 

world, and those of us who invest in the industry now are the 

most likely to profit from the proliferation of atomic 

technologies during the decades to come.”

“There is a great deal of work still to be done in making 

atomic power a practical reality.  Are you not being a little 

optimistic?”

“I don’t think so,” the Professor said, beginning to look 

mulish.  Sir Herbert hastened to smooth his ruffled feathers.  

“But no doubt you are more familiar with the progress being 

made in atomic research than I am, coming as you do from an 

academic environment and having acquired your information 

firsthand from scholars in the field.  Excuse my hesitation.  A 

natural mistake.  But why invest in it here, rather than in your 

own country?”

“Because Britain is farther ahead in developing atomic 

power than the United States is.  You will have power stations 

in a very few years, while across the Atlantic, their sole interest 

is stuffing fissionable materials into bombs and warships.”  Sir 

Herbert mentally made a note of that comment.  Clearly his 

new client held a grudge, either personal or intellectual, against 

the research establishments back home.

“Whatever the reason, we are grateful for the 

confidence you show in both the British economy and British 

science,” the banker said with a smile.  “Now about the details.  

You have requested a loan of one hundred and fifty-five 

thousand pounds, is that correct?”

“That is correct, yes.”

“Mr. Petersen indicated that you intend to deposit a 

number of securities as collateral for that loan.”

The Professor drew a packet of papers from his 

briefcase and handed them to Sir Herbert.  The banker’s heart 

beat a tiny bit faster at the sight.  United States treasury notes, 

thick and heavy and worth six hundred and twenty-five 

thousand dollars in all.  Dollars, not pounds.  The strongest 

currency in the world.
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“I believe those are worth slightly more than the 

amount of the loan,” the Professor said.

Sir Herbert rose, in indirect homage to both the money 

and his client.  “They are,” he replied.  Like all good bankers, 

he could do complex sums in his head almost instantly, and he 

calculated against the exchange rate every day.  At four dollars 

and three cents to the pound, the bonds were worth about 

eighty-six pounds more than the loan the Professor was asking 

for.  The bank would certainly not lose by such a deal.  “Will a 

draft be satisfactory?”

“Actually,” the Professor said, “I would prefer to open 

an account with you so that I may draw on it directly and 

immediately.”

“That would be extremely satisfactory to us.”  Sir 

Herbert reached for a small bell on his desk and rang it briskly.

* * * * *

“Now to find a stockbroker,” the Professor said, 

hurrying out of the bank and practically charging down 

Leadenhall Street.  “Do you have that list of names?”

“I have it,” Kurt answered, digging in his pocket, “but 

why the rush?  Can’t an investment that will take decades to 

mature wait a few days?”

“No,” the Professor said.  “Besides, there is no such 

investment.”

“So you sold Sir Herbert a bill of goods about being 

interested in the future of atomic power.”

“Nuclear power is a dead end.  It’s far too complex and 

has far too many drawbacks to ever become widely used.  But 

it seemed plausible, forward-thinking, and the sort of thing 

that an academic with limited knowledge of the world of 

finance would pick to invest in.  Besides, it flattered Sir Herbert 

to think that I was paying a compliment to British science.”

“I could see his whiskers twitch.  Where did you come 

up with that many bonds, anyway?”
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“The margin account again.  I only had to put half a 

million down.”

“For which you now have pounds in return.  Why do 

we need a stockbroker, then?”

“Because sterling isn’t convertible.  The British stopped 

allowing it to be freely exchanged two years ago.”

Kurt stopped in the middle of the street.  “Wait.  Let me 

see if I’m following your line of thinking correctly.  You just 

traded dollars for pounds.  And now you want to find a 

stockbroker because sterling isn’t convertible--which means 

that you want to buy American stocks valued in dollars, since 

it will be the brokers who do the buying in dollars but you can 

pay them in pounds.  You won’t actually be trading currency, 

so the convertibility limits won’t apply, but you’ll have 

effectively converted your pounds back into dollars again.  

Because you can sell the dollar-denominated stocks for dollars 

in New York at any time.  Damn.”

A taxi nearly hit Kurt in passing.  The Professor gently 

steered him out of the line of fire.

“So which stocks did you have in mind?” Kurt asked 

reflectively.

“Anything that doesn’t fluctuate too much.  AT&T, 

Union Pacific, Standard Oil--as you pointed out, I won’t be 

holding on to them for very long.  Once the transfer is 

registered here, I’ll wire Simon and have him sell them.  Then 

he can wire the proceeds back to me here, or if the British object 

to that sort of transfer, he can send the cash.  We have a little 

more than two weeks.  Plenty of time to hand-carry the paper 

both ways if necessary.”

“Two weeks,” Kurt said.  He thought it over.  “There’s 

only one thing you could be doing with this setup.”

“You’re learning,” said the Professor approvingly.

* * * * *
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Three weeks later the Professor entered Sir Herbert’s 

office once again, briefcase in hand.  The banker came hurrying 

to meet him.  He was even more effusive than he had been at 

their previous meeting, but his air of charming concern for the 

Professor’s well-being was not quite good enough to hide the 

trace of unease underlying his words.

“I see that you have already been drawing on your 

account,” he remarked, once the Professor had been made 

comfortable in an overstuffed chair and had declined both tea 

and spirits.  “In fact, my manager tells me that you have paid 

out nearly your entire balance to our colleagues at the 

Exchange.  Temporary investments, I trust, until you find 

something more permanent.  Can I be of any assistance to you 

in that?  Research?  Introductions?”

“Very temporary investments,” the Professor assured 

him, taking the first question first.  “In fact, I’ve already 

realized all of my positions.  And no, I won’t be looking out for 

something else.  I’m here today to close my account and repay 

the loan.”

Sir Herbert flinched.  It was hardly noticeable, but it 

happened.  “Professor Gordon,” he began quite seriously, and 

with a touch too much earnestness in his manner, “I hope you 

are not thinking of withdrawing from your British investments 

so soon.  Our economy is rebuilding itself very rapidly, our 

industries have enormous potential for the future, as you 

yourself pointed out.  That sterling has suffered a minor 

setback within the past week--”

“A minor setback?  You devalued the pound.”  The 

Professor’s blunt way of stating the facts, combined with his 

steady stare and the tilt of his head, had a way of making Sir 

Herbert feel personally responsible for the devaluation.

“I am sure that you need not be concerned for the safety 

of your investments--”

“My investments?  I have no investments.  I saw this 

coming and got out before it happened.  You devalued the 

pound from four dollars and three cents to two-eighty, and the 
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money I borrowed from you less than a month ago has lost a 

third of its value.  While my dollar certificates continue to 

repose in your vault and swell the amount of black ink on your 

balance sheet.”

“In view of the changed circumstances, we can adjust 

the terms of the loan.  Or perhaps you can pay it off now, with 

no interest charged, and we can draw up a new one on the 

basis of the new exchange rate.”

“You’re trying very hard,” the Professor said, “and I 

appreciate that, but it doesn’t alter the situation.  The pound is 

dead.  This was not the first devaluation that’s happened in 

recent years, and it won’t be the last.”  He opened his briefcase 

and took out one small envelope.  Sir Herbert opened it.  It 

contained a bank draft for the sum of one hundred and fifty-

five thousand pounds.  He felt a trifle numb.

“Now my note and my certificates, if you please,” the 

Professor prompted him.

* * * * *

“So how much did you come out ahead?” Kurt asked 

him.

They were lunching at the Savoy Grill.  The number of 

uniforms in the restaurant was down considerably from four or 

five years ago, but was still sufficient to make the place look 

like the buffet at a general staff meeting.  For some reason the 

Professor had overheard a clerk answering the telephone as 

they walked in--“Hello, the Savoy Grill”--and had immediately 

suffered from an outbreak of one of his little private jokes.  His 

mouth quivered and his eyes sparkled all the way to the table.  

Every so often he would chuckle quietly.  Kurt was used to it 

by now and simply concentrated on his food.

“I forget,” the Professor said.  “Let’s go through the 

numbers again.  Selling the stock in New York came at a small 

loss, but there was still a little over six hundred thousand cash 
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left.  So after that all we had to do was sit on it until the 

devaluation, then buy pounds overseas at the new rate.”

“It was a risk, assuming that there would be pounds to 

buy.”

“Nonsense!  The reason the British clapped a lid on 

convertibility in the first place was because foreign investors 

were swarming to trade their pounds for dollars, since they 

assumed the dollar was stronger.  But not all of them got 

around to it while it was still legal.  Which meant there were 

disgruntled investors all over the world who were stuck with 

pounds sterling in large quantities.  Then their fears came true 

and the pound dropped in value by a third instantaneously.  

Naturally, they’d be more eager than ever to unload their 

pounds before another devaluation could take place.  All I had 

to do was tell Simon to snoop around and find any large 

holders of sterling who didn’t want to be large holders of 

sterling anymore, and that’s where the six hundred thousand 

dollars went.  How much does that make at the new exchange 

rate?”

“At two-eighty?  About two hundred and fifteen 

thousand pounds.”

“Of which a hundred and fifty-five went to the 

charming but unconvincing Sir Herbert to pay back what he 

was so eager to give away.  Now we have the six hundred and 

twenty-five thousand in United States Treasury notes back 

again, plus the extra sixty thousand pounds gained by 

repaying a loan taken out in pounds of full value with pounds 

that had been devalued.  And that will mean a nice hundred 

and sixty thousand dollars in clear profit after it’s turned into 

stocks and sent back across the Atlantic again.”

“I take it Sir Herbert didn’t know you were playing 

around with the exchange controls behind his back.  

Converting his pounds when they were at their old value, then 

paying him back when they were worth much less.”

“No, I gave him the impression that I had simply pulled 

all my investments in disgust and no longer thought of Merry 
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England as a place with a bright economic future.  He was 

disappointed to lose a customer and the dollar securities, but I 

imagine his reaction would have been much more violent if 

he’d known the trick.  Well, it won’t matter to him.  His books 

will never know the difference.”
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Chapter Seventeen
March 1950

Six months ago the wind had made faint music in the 

standing stems of ripe wheat.  Now there was nothing left in 

the beds but an occasional piece of stubble.  They had all been 

cut back before the winter and Borlaug had painstakingly 

examined the grains under his lens and the small microscope 

they had given him.  He was confident that a little crossing 

between two strains this summer would take him a step further 

in the direction he wanted to go.  The plants were all he had 

now to occupy his thoughts.  But at least he had them, and the 

fresh air, and he could stand under the open sky, and he was 

never hungry.  Most prisoners lacked such advantages.  It was 

not a bad life, if a bit eremetic.  The loneliness and isolation still 

hurt him.  As he remembered, and felt them again, his anger 

and resentment against his captors revived in a sudden surge 

of red hate.

It would probably have died away and been forgotten 

just as all of his previous spasms of rage had been if the door in 

the wall of the courtyard had not opened at that particular 

instant.

Borlaug looked up at the sound.  His face expressed 

petulance.  The guards did not usually disturb him while he 

was walking.  Then his annoyance gave way to astonishment.  

The man coming towards him was not one of the guards.  He 

was far younger, with large dark eyes, lips that gave the 

impression of always being slightly pursed, and a great deal of 
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thick, lush black hair.  Also he appeared to be completely 

disoriented by his surroundings.

“Good morning,” he said uncertainly.

“Good morning,” Borlaug replied.  They stood and 

stared at each other for a minute or two.

“How did you get here?” Borlaug finally asked him.

“I am not sure,” the young man replied.  “I was walking 

back to my rooms in Wageningen.  Then two men--I think it 

was two men--came out of an alley and attacked me.  They 

knocked me down and I must have been unconscious until half 

an hour ago.  I found myself in a comfortable room and was 

told I would be allowed to walk here if I liked.  So I came out to 

see what it was like.”  His Indian accent was subdued, but still 

noticeable.

“Wageningen?  Is that in Germany?”

“No, the Netherlands.  I am a research fellow at the 

university there.”

“A university researcher,” Borlaug said, frowning to 

himself.  “I can’t understand it.  What were you studying that 

anyone would want to kidnap you?  Chemistry?  Physics?  Was 

it war work of some kind?”

“No, not at all,” the young man said, evidently puzzled 

himself.  “The war has been over for five years.  I was studying 

genetic compatibility between wild and domesticated potatoes.  

My degree is in cytogenetics.”

Borlaug sat down heavily on the single bench in the 

garden.  “I don’t think this is a coincidence.  I was formerly in 

charge of a research station in Mexico, working on developing 

improved strains of wheat.  We are in the same field.  But 

why--why?--is whoever running this place bringing plant 

geneticists here?”

There was another uncomfortable pause.

“My name is Mankombu Swaminathan,” the young 

man said eventually.

“Mine is Norman Borlaug.”

“Are you the only one being held here?”
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“There is at least one other man that I know of, but he’s 

violent and never comes out into the garden.  There may be 

others.  It seems to be a big place, but I’ve never seen anyone 

else.”

“Do they make you work at anything?”

“No.  They do let me continue my own work in a way, 

though.  I have a few tools and this garden”--he indicated the 

surrounding patches of turned earth with a wave of his 

hand--“in which I can continue experimenting with wheat 

hybrids.  They let me have some seeds and I’ve been doing 

what I can with them.”

“Perhaps it is an attempt to create a scientific refuge,” 

Swaminathan suggested at hazard.  “We are in the United 

States?”  His question received a nod of assent from Borlaug, 

who was fairly sure that their general location was somewhere 

in the southern part of the Rocky Mountains.  “Then perhaps 

the American government wishes to preserve certain scientists 

in remote areas should atomic war one day break out.  We 

would be needed to feed the world after it was over.  And of 

course we would not go voluntarily, so they bring us here and 

keep us in seclusion until there is a demand for our skills.  It 

would explain why they allow you to keep working, too.”

“Hold on, hold on.”  Borlaug stopped him.  “What is 

atomic war and who is it with?”

“How long have you been here?”

“Since 1944.  Six years.”

“The world has changed very quickly since that time,” 

Swaminathan said gently.

* * * * *

Borlaug lay quietly on his bed, trying not to think too 

much about the things Swaminathan had told him.  He let 

himself focus on the injustice of his confinement and the 

resentment he felt towards his captors instead.
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He disagreed with the younger man’s assumption that 

the United States government was responsible for their 

imprisonment.  The explanation seemed reasonable enough to 

someone who had grown up in close contact with the Indian 

independence movement, and who had witnessed firsthand 

the efforts a dying empire could make to suppress individuals, 

but to Borlaug, as an American, it appeared implausible.  

Members of the government itself would not tolerate such a 

detention program if it was brought to their notice.  The 

subsequent outcry over violations of the law and individual 

liberties would ruin the career of any official bold enough to 

order to authorize one.  Besides, if there was a standoff shaping 

up between the United States and Russia, with weapons as 

powerful as Swaminathan claimed, there would be no shortage 

of scientists willing to volunteer for a posting at a survival 

laboratory.  It would not be necessary for the government to 

confine them against their will.

Then, too, the men who guarded him showed no sign of 

being connected with the government, military, FBI, OSS, or 

any other federal appanage.  If anything, they were decidedly 

the opposite.  Often ill-dressed, unintellectual, occasionally 

drunk--Borlaug was quite certain he could have eluded them 

and escaped long ago if the building had been designed 

differently.  That was their only real advantage: a physical 

structure that brought them into contact with him, and 

presumably the other prisoners, for as short a time as possible.  

During several of the previous winters he had gone months 

without ever seeing one of the guards, with his food and any 

other necessities being passed in through a loophole in the 

door.  The cage, he decided, was what kept him.  By 

themselves, his jailors could not hold him.  

Borlaug fixed his thoughts on that problem, seeking to 

overcome it.  The shock of meeting a fellow prisoner had kept 

his momentary feeling of rage alive and strengthened it.  In 

addition to his own personal fury, the knowledge that his 

imprisonment was only part of a larger project, and that others 
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were being victimized by it as well, gave him an abstract 

motivation to act.

And then the accident happened, though the odds 

against it had never been enormous from the start.  The guards, 

of course, were tipsy and simple.  Their routine had been 

disarranged by the arrival of a new prisoner.  Borlaug heard 

one of them come stumbling down the hall outside.  The stone 

walls deadened much of the sound, but with practice he had 

learned to pick out the faint indications of a human presence.  

The guard fumbled with a key against the lock.  At last he 

managed to fit it into the slot.  The tumblers clicked back and 

the bolt slid aside.  This was unusual, Borlaug thought as he 

quickly stood up and tensed himself for a possible struggle.  

The guards rarely, if ever, came into his room while he was 

awake, usually drugging him first if they found it necessary to 

enter.  He waited.  The barest possible jingle hinted that the 

guard outside the door had dropped his keys and was now 

scrambling for them on the floor.  In another minute there came 

the louder noise of the bar across the door being slid back.

Someone shouted in the hall.  Borlaug couldn’t 

understand the words, but the guard at his door shouted back 

and, incredibly enough, moved away.  His footsteps went 

down the hall, and those of the second guard followed.  They 

must have mistaken which room they had to go into, Borlaug 

thought.  Sure enough, he dimly heard the bar on the door of 

the room next to him withdrawn, followed by the dull bang of 

the steel-backed wood slamming shut into its frame again.

He grabbed his heavy jacket off the shelf and shoved his 

arms into it.  Obviously the first guard had forgotten about 

unlocking the door, or failed to think it was important, and the 

second one had not arrived in time to see it done and assumed 

the door was still locked.  Borlaug grabbed the handle and 

pulled.  The door came open quickly.  His seconds were 

precious, he knew, but he spent a few of them anyway in 

pulling it closed as quietly as he could, to prevent the guards 

from hearing him.
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The corridor which ran outside his room terminated at 

one end in a bare stone wall and in another door at the 

opposite end.  He turned to his left, towards the door, and 

raced down to it on his toes.  It was closed but unlocked.  He 

inched it open, then slipped through.  Now he was in another 

stone room with its own heavy door, also slightly ajar.  That 

door opened into a second room, a more normal one, with 

some comfortable chairs and a table, and a good stove.  A 

guardroom? Borlaug wondered.  He pushed open the plain 

swinging door that confronted him and found himself in a 

warm and very well-equipped kitchen, full of gleaming ranges 

and reassuring pantries.

There was also a guard in it, sitting at a long table and 

drinking his coffee while he brooded over a magazine.  For a 

moment he ignored Borlaug.  It was only when the scientist 

tried to walk past him that he noticed he was not one of his 

fellow guards.

“Hey!” he yelled, springing up and fumbling for a 

baton that hung at his belt.  Borlaug jumped aside and grabbed 

the nearest movable item he could find--his mind briefly noted 

that it was a frying pan, how very trite--and then he struck out 

with it.  The guard staggered back against the table and 

Borlaug hit him again, adding a third blow just to make sure.  

The man was unconscious or at least stunned by that time.  

Borlaug slid the pan back onto the wooden table and bolted 

from the room.  The kitchen gave on another hallway, but 

halfway down this one was another heavy door flanked by two 

darkened windows.  The hurrying scientist pushed through it, 

his panic beginning to increase, and stepped out into the cold 

night air.

He had made it.  At least halfway, and that was the 

most difficult part.  He stood in the wider world again after six 

years, without any walls constraining his movement.  And so 

he moved.  He ran, not daring to wait.

A glance or two behind him showed the house he had 

come from sitting silent in the moonlight, its large bulk of stone 
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and logs barely lit from within.  There were no signs that the 

guards had given the alarm yet.  It stood on a slight rise in the 

ground, with the foothills of a mountain range rising behind it 

and a vast plain just visible from the front, out beyond where 

the hills ended.  Borlaug ran down the slope as fast as he could 

without stumbling, heading for the nearest cluster of pine trees.  

He made it.  The branches and trunks hid him from sight, and 

now no one at the house would be able to tell which way he 

was headed.

He slowed his pace, so as not to fall.  He could run 

again on the flat stretches, he told himself, and the guards, fat 

with leisure and lacking motivation, would not be able to 

follow him.  He kept moving downhill.  He reasoned that a 

town would be more likely to be situated on the plains he had 

glimpsed in the distance, and the sooner he could find people, 

the sooner he could claim police protection and find out what 

had happened to him.

Slowly, bit, by bit, the trees thinned out around him.  

The tall pines disappeared in favor of more wizened versions 

of themselves, and then those stubby remnants vanished 

altogether, leaving only dead shrubs that crunched under his 

boots.  These got in his way, but at the same time the footing 

became easier, smoother.  Borlaug looked up to find himself on 

the edge of the plains.  The downward slope was barely 

perceptible anymore.  He could run if he liked.  There was 

nothing to stop him.  So he ran, laughing aloud at the sensation 

of being surrounded by empty space.  Each step was one his 

pursuers would not take until it was too late.  Very far ahead, 

he could see the twinkling lights of a town or a settlement of 

some kind.

He noticed that there was a second light somewhere off 

to his right as well.  Eventually the light resolved itself into two 

separate points of light, both of which were in motion.  Borlaug 

assumed that it was a car picking out an indefinite road in the 

darkness.  It appeared to be aiming for a point somewhere 

between him and the town, which meant that the road either 
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crossed the plain without approaching the town or turned 

abruptly in order to run through it.  In either case, Borlaug 

decided, the car would reach his position long before he could 

get to the settlement.  He decided to aim for the car instead, 

hoping its occupants would give him a lift and provide him 

with the safety of their company.  There is safety in numbers, 

his brain kept telling him.

Their courses slanted together, the running man who 

was driven by a fear of recapture and the dread that he might 

miss a very promising shortcut to freedom, and the unknown 

vehicle in the darkness that had no particular agenda, only the 

indifference of a traveler who thinks he is alone.  Fear won out.  

Borlaug reached the rough road--it was barely paved at all--

some thirty seconds before the car did.  He bent to catch his 

breath, then stood in the middle of the road and waved his 

arms.  The car, an old one with a long hood, came sputtering 

up and slowed to a stop.  Its immense headlights shone with 

enough energy to light a small house.

Borlaug staggered towards it.  The driver of the car did 

not move.  But the passenger door on the left-hand side opened 

and a man in a long overcoat stepped out.  He was bareheaded.  

He carried something in his hand.  And it occurred to the 

panting scientist, as the man approached him and obscured the 

silver swan sitting atop the car’s radiator, that this was not the 

reception he had expected.

“I really am very sorry about this,” the Professor said, 

as he aimed the slender, tapered barrel of his Luger at the 

center of Borlaug’s forehead.

* * * * *

“It was very fortunate that we were here,” the Professor 

commented.  The sharpness and heightened pitch of his voice 

showed just how annoyed he was.  He wiped the last bit of 

excess oil off the gun and put it away in his desk.  “Most 

guards prepare for a visit of inspection by increasing their 
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vigilance, as a show of good faith.  These prove their loyalty to 

their employer by letting a prisoner escape!  Scintillating.”

“You can’t expect much more from rubbish like that,” 

Kurt said.  He disapproved of the whole setup.

“Regrettably, rubbish like that is the lesser of two evils.  

Intelligent men would ask questions, and that would be 

extremely inconvenient.  But perhaps once this anti-Russian 

paranoia intensifies I can find a few bright men who are easily 

tricked into thinking they are doing work of national 

importance or some such nonsense.”

Kurt stood up and walked across to the massive hearth, 

where a fire was burning loudly.  “I don’t like keeping these 

men prisoner,” he said.

“I don’t like it either,” the Professor replied, taking a 

spent brass cartridge from his pocket and dropping it into a 

box for reloading later on.  “But I like the alternative even less.”
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Chapter Eighteen
May 1951

It was quiet in the administration building.  It was too 

late in the year for the heating system to be turned on, too early 

for air conditioning or fans to be needed.  No motors buzzed to 

disturb the peace of the piled masses of reports, the rows of 

locked cabinets, or the strange new instruments.  And no 

human beings walked its halls, thereby ensuring that an 

agreeable silence permeated them all.

Tom Murray closed the file on which he was working 

and set it aside.  It went on top of a pile of similar papers, all of 

which displayed bold markings in a variety of fonts, colors and 

sizes.  “Secret”.  “Limited”.  “This document contains 

information affecting the National Defense of the United 

States.”  Capital letters occurred frequently, with almost 

Germanic effects on the appearance of the nouns.  Murray 

wondered idly if that was an unforeseen side effect of the 

laboratory’s hiring so many native speakers of German.  The 

habits of their youth crept into the grammar and writing of 

their adulthood.

He was kept busy affixing similar stamps to duplicate 

files and sorting them and their contents properly before they 

went into storage.  It was not necessary to be neat about it.  The 

security people considered that it was more important for a 

document to bear certain stamps than it was for that document 

to preserve the information it was designed to record.  If an 

important word or a vital figure was obscured or erased, that 
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was bad luck, but loss of data was to be preferred over 

allowing an unauthorized person to make the mistake of 

looking at that data in the first place.

Tom Murray was an authorized person, up to a certain 

limit.  Someone had to review the files and mark them 

properly, and to do so, that person had to have a certain 

background knowledge of the very technical subjects with 

which they dealt.  His lack of seniority qualified him for the 

task; his degree in chemistry fulfilled the needed technical 

requirement.  So he was allowed to look, but not encouraged to 

read.  He was a very glorified librarian, ranking immensely 

above the librarians of the civilian world and immensely below 

the scientists who roamed the campus during the day, or sat in 

their offices and argued with one another over the implications 

of their work.  Several new consciences had begun to develop 

within their ranks lately, to the horror of the generals who 

watched over them.  Still, the experience was entertaining for 

the smaller fry, the support staff, who cared very little about 

the ethical issues that revolved around the splitting of the 

atom.

He looked at his watch.  A quarter to seven.  By now the 

sun was long gone behind the Jemez Mountains.  There might 

be a splash of color left in the sky, but it was unlikely.  Nearly 

everyone would be at home, unless one of the physicists had 

decided there was an experiment he absolutely must carry out.  

And the men who guarded the gates and tapped the 

telephones would still be on the job.  Murray could have left 

himself a couple of hours ago, but zeal and attentiveness to 

duty never hurt anyone’s chances of promotion.  Provided they 

were properly directed and controlled, of course.

There weren’t many files left.  Those that remained 

could wait till tomorrow.  He stood up, brushing a few crumbs 

off his uniform.  A single silver bar on his left shoulder gave off 

a pallid sheen in the weak fluorescent light.  Its twin did the 

same on his right shoulder.  If he had seen his reflection in a 

mirror, he would have hardly noticed them.  He had been a 
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first lieutenant for nearly two years now, enough time to get 

accustomed to the sight.  The silver sparkle of the keys he took 

out of his desk drawer was much more interesting.

He slipped a couple of files under his arm and strolled 

out into the deserted hallway.  Just past his office, it turned off 

to the right.  Murray took that turn and stopped at a door 

about three-quarters of the way down the corridor.  The door 

had a very stiff lock, which required a fair amount of 

manipulation before the key would turn properly.  One of his 

colleagues jested, half-seriously, that the malfunctioning lock 

was intentional.  Another security measure to keep people out 

of the file room.  The door relocked itself quite readily as soon 

as he passed through it.

Inside, there were locked steel file cabinets lining every 

spare inch of wall space up to roughly chin height.  Rolled 

tubes and boxes containing less important items, as well as a 

few odd pieces of old or damaged scientific apparatus, were 

piled on top of them.  A small table sat in the center of the 

room, along with a battered chair.  Some of the things in the file 

cabinets were never allowed to get more than a few feet away 

from a lock, just in case.

Murray flicked on the lights overhead, which was 

perfectly safe since there was no way anyone could see into the 

room.  And he had every right to be there as one of its 

custodians.  He dropped the files he was carrying on the table 

before turning to one of the drawers against the rear wall.  The 

complex lock holding it shut yielded much more easily than the 

one on the door had.  The drawer slid open.  Murray reached 

into it, flipped through the contents, and extracted a slim 

report in a black cover.

He laid it on the table.  There was not much to it, only 

two dozen pages.  It bore all the usual markings and 

disfigurations, as well as an additional stamp on every page: 

“The designated ‘LIMITED’ indicates a report dealing with 

information which is more restricted than the information in 

the usual secret reports.  Persons receiving these reports are not 
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to show them to other members of the project, even of the same 

laboratory, without specific authorization.”

Tom Murray knew very well that the document he was 

leafing through was an ambiguity.  Technically, it should have 

been somewhere more secure than this room, with additional 

safeguards in place to prevent file clerks from accessing it.  

However, the contents were no longer nearly as secret as they 

had been--what was it?--eight years ago, when the report had 

been compiled.  Some of the information it contained had 

already appeared in Popular Science Monthly.  Should the report 

ever turn up in the Soviet Union, it was unlikely to tell them 

anything they didn’t already know.  He had even heard one of 

the physicists remark disparagingly that it was inaccurate or at 

best misleading.  The man probably shouldn’t have mentioned 

the name in a conversation that could be overheard, but then 

scientists were always notoriously lax when it came to project 

security.

Still, he had been asked for this document in particular, 

and he was willing to oblige.

By this time he had flipped through to the end of the 

paper.  He pulled a very small camera from his pocket and 

quite casually began photographing its pages.  The camera ate 

up the blocks of roughly typed text and the funny hand-drawn 

illustrations that in some cases resembled letters of the 

alphabet, sketched with a toddler’s skill.  Children’s drawings 

to help make toys for adults.  The topics of each section passed 

him in reverse as he snapped away.  Autocatalytic methods.  

Shooting.  Neutron background.  Fizzles.  Probability of 

predetonation.  Effect of tamper.  Material 49.  Fission cross-

sections.  And finally the title of the report: “The Los Alamos 

Primer”.

Beneath the title, with an underlined heading, was the 

subject of the paper: “The object of the project is to produce a 

practical military weapon in the form of a bomb in which the 

energy is released by a fast neutron chain reaction in one or 

more of the materials known to show nuclear fission.”
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Tom Murray had just made a copy of the world’s first 

handbook for building an atomic bomb.  He felt quite 

encouraged by the experience.  For all that the physicists might 

say the information in the report was out of date, it seemed 

comprehensive enough to him.  At the very least it would be an 

excellent starting point for someone who was less well 

informed on the subject.  If there were errors, a bright team of 

scientists could find them and fix them fast enough once they 

had the basics.  And if Moscow did not find a use for it, 

someone else would.

He closed the report and returned it to its drawer.  The 

lock snapped shut on it again.  Photographing it had taken 

perhaps two minutes at most.  Then he filed away the two 

other documents he had brought with him as an excuse for his 

visit and turned off the lights.  The Los Alamos Primer left the 

security of its vault in his pocket with no one the wiser.
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Chapter Nineteen
February 1953

Washington was having another wet winter.  Rain 

poured down on the copper roof of the Senate Office Building 

but failed to add anything to its patina, which had already 

attained the pale blue-green tint so beloved of American 

federal architects.  The gutters swept the water away and the 

building’s few occupants never heard it fall.  Only the 

occasional complaining rumble of distant thunder made it 

through the colonnades and arched windows that separated 

the senatorial suites from the soaked streets outside.

Most of the senators and their staff had already gone to 

dinner, seeking warmer, less crowded places than the old 

building.  It was an uneventful night.  Only a few hardy souls 

remained at work throughout the building, doing 

correspondence, meeting with expert witnesses, scribbling at 

speeches.  Joseph McCarthy was one of them.  He scratched 

away enjoyably on his notepaper.  A liberal sprinkling of 

Communists always made him feel better, and gave him 

something to work with on television.  Once he pulled open a 

drawer and looked at a neatly typewritten letter on a small 

cream-colored sheet of paper.  Five-thirty, the letter said.  It 

was already later than that.  McCarthy frowned, then went 

back to his composition.

A few minutes afterward, he heard someone moving 

about in the outer office.  He rose and opened his door.  “Can I 

help you?” he asked gruffly.
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The small, middle-aged man standing there with a 

streaming overcoat and a wet umbrella turned to face him.  His 

head tilted abruptly to one side, like a sparrow’s.  “Senator 

McCarthy?”

“Yes?”

“My name is Gordon--Professor Gordon.  I had an 

appointment with you this evening.”

“Yes, of course, Professor.  Feel free to hang up your 

coat and come on in.”  The Senator retreated into his office.  A 

minute later, the Professor followed him, looking even smaller 

but considerably neater without his wet-weather gear.

“I apologize for being late,” the Professor said, as he sat 

down.  “But I don’t think the capitol police know their way 

around the building very well.  I was given very poor 

directions.”

“No one knows their way around this building very 

well, except maybe a few of my colleagues who have been here 

since the Civil War,” McCarthy grunted.  “Cigar?  Drink?”  The 

Professor declined both.  The Senator poured himself a 

generous portion of bourbon and settled back in his chair 

expectantly, meeting the Professor’s appraising stare without 

embarrassment.

“You’re not by any chance from Wisconsin, are you?” 

he wanted to know.

“No.  Wyoming, as a matter of fact.”

“Good.  You look skeptical.  I’d hate to have to convince 

you at the polls.”

The Professor smiled.  “Skepticism is part of the 

historian’s job.  As is taking the long view.”

“And I’m guessing it’s the long view you came here to 

talk to me about today.”

“Correct.  Tell me, what do you consider the long view?  

As it pertains to the United States and the future of the United 

States, that is.  What should the United States government be 

aiming for in its policies?”
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“That’s easy,” McCarthy said, swirling the liquor in his 

glass.  “Our long-term objective must be the eradication of 

Communism from the face of the earth.”  The words rolled off 

his tongue with a relish born of familiarity.  He had used the 

phrase before and would use it again.

“And that’s all?”

“That’s the biggest thing.  Don’t you agree?”

“Not in the slightest.”  Now it was the Professor’s turn 

to settle himself more comfortably.  “My dear Senator, 

Communism is only the beginning.”

“The beginning of what?”

“The end of the United States and its allies.  The 

American way of life, if you want to call it that, though it 

sounds too much like something the Saturday Evening Post 

would put on a cover.”

“Hardly a revelation, Professor.  If Soviet sympathizers 

manage to entrench themselves any deeper than they already 

are in our government, in our schools, in our industries, we’ll 

have a full-blown revolution on our hands before the decade is 

out.  It’s pretty obvious.  And then goodbye to us.”

“No, no,” the Professor said, holding up a hand to 

arrest the congressional indignation.  “That’s not what I meant 

at all.  Yes, Senator, as you pointed out, that outcome is 

obvious.  I meant the secondary outcome.  Not the danger of a 

Soviet or Communist victory over the free world.  The danger 

of an American victory over Communism.”

“Horse shit!  There’s no such thing!”

“Isn’t there?  I shall have to explain it differently.”  The 

Professor considered for a moment.  “You’re fond of lists, 

Senator.  And finite numbers.  Tell me, how many wars have 

there been around the world since Japan surrendered?”

“Wars?  Nothing, really, nothing to speak of, except for 

the war in Korea.  Communist agitation here and there for the 

most part.  And those wouldn’t have happened at all if we’d 

finished the job back in ’45.  We’d not be stuck in Korea now if 

anyone bothered to remember that.”
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“Yes, but how many?”

“Maybe half a dozen.  None of them a threat to us.”

“Senator, there have been at least eighteen wars in the 

world since the Second World War ended.  In addition to 

Korea, five of them are still ongoing.  They are not merely 

examples of Communist agitation against democratic 

governments.  Some are, yes, but others are exactly the 

opposite: nationalist or democratic agitation in opposition to 

the possibility of Communist takeover.  And they are all a 

threat to us here in the United States.”

“Five ongoing wars?  Where?”

“Indochina, Burma, Malaya, China, and Israel,” the 

Professor said promptly.  “Oh, and I didn’t count Kenya, but 

that one’s liable to go up in smoke any day now.”

“Little countries,” the Senator said dismissively.  “None 

of them a threat, except China.  Anyway, that count isn’t 

correct--you said China separately from the Korean conflict.”

“Yes, that’s right.  China is engaged in two wars right 

now.  One with Korea and the United States, the other with the 

Kuomintang, who still have not accepted Communist rule.  The 

ongoing resistance is chiefly based in the Islamic areas of 

China, I understand.  Muslim Chinese have a strong objection 

to the enforcement of state-mandated atheism.”

“I can understand that.”

“Yes, I thought you might.”  The Professor watched him 

benevolently.

“The rest of it I don’t,” McCarthy snapped.  “Get to the 

point, Professor.”

“Very well.  Do you want it in two words?  The danger 

to the American way of life isn’t Communism.  It’s revolution.”

“I thought we already had this conversation.  

Communist revolution is a pretty easy threat to spot.”

“Not Communist revolution.  Just revolution.  You 

must learn to separate the two concepts in your mind, because 

they are vastly different.  And one is far more dangerous than 

the other.”
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“Separate the two?”

“Yes.  There can be other kinds of revolution than 

Communist ones, is that not true?  Nationalist revolutions, 

democratic revolutions, fascist revolutions, religious 

revolutions, even non-political revolutions.  Revolution is a 

general idea.  A Communist revolution is only one specific 

manifestation of that idea.”

“Okay,” the Senator said, waving his glass.  “I concede 

that point.  Revolution doesn’t have to be Communist in 

nature, not automatically.  But I still don’t see where you’re 

going with this.”

“Senator, you spend your days considering the 

Communist ideology and the threat that it poses to the United 

States.  Have you ever considered the possible development of 

an ideology of revolution?”

“An ideology of revolution?  No, never crossed my 

mind.”

“I’ll explain it this way,” the Professor said patiently.  

“Let’s assume, broadly speaking, that a previous statement of 

yours holds true: that the majority of ongoing conflicts in the 

world are the work of Communist agitation.  But they don’t 

involve actual invasions by Communist-controlled 

governments.”

“No, they’re the work of Communist agitators and 

traitors embedded in the government in any given country.  

They take their orders from Moscow, they deliberately 

sabotage the way the state works to produce discontent, and 

they help fund and train and recruit rebel groups to launch an 

uprising that sweeps them into power.  Then comes 

nationalization, purges, atheism--”

“And counter-revolution.”

“Counter-revolution?”

“Of course!  Read the men whose works are current in 

Moscow.  Read Marx, Engels, Lenin, Stalin.  They all have 

counter-revolution on the brain.  Their greatest fear is that the 

rulers and capitalists who have been displaced by their socialist 
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utopia will rise up against the new order.  That there will be a 

second revolution which will undo all the good of the first and 

they’ll be right back where they started.”

“Good for the counter-revolutionaries, then!”

“I can see you approve of the idea.  So if there was an 

ongoing Communist uprising in a country, you’d feel it only 

prudent to give that country arms and assistance in order to 

successfully resist the Red menace.”

“Absolutely.  We’re doing it now in Korea, but we 

could be doing it on a much greater scale.”

“And if there was a country that had fallen to a 

Communist revolution, but with groups of resistance fighters 

still remaining active within its borders, you’d consider it a 

good idea to aid them in overthrowing the Communist 

government as well.”

“Again, that’s right.”

“There’s the danger.”

Senator McCarthy stared at him, not comprehending.

“I’ll condense it for you,” the Professor said, sweeping 

onwards.  “Eventually there will be an end of this cold war, 

and there will be a winner.  Either the United States or the 

Soviet Union will emerge victorious.  The loser will collapse.  It 

is more likely right now, not to mention more acceptable to 

your sensibilities, that the United States will win.  Very good.  

Let’s assume that the United States has won.  Communism has 

been discredited and the threat of the Red International has 

been wiped out.  Then what happens in the rest of the world?”

“Well…all the other little Communist strongholds 

shored up by Moscow will collapse too.”

“And that will be the end of it?”

“It should be,” the Senator said, now watching the 

Professor warily.  He had never considered the future so far in 

advance, and the possibilities he was now being urged to 

consider were making him uneasy.

“It won’t,” the Professor said.  “You see, all the little 

Communist revolutionaries that Moscow helped out and all the 
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little democratic revolutionaries that the United States helped 

out will still be around.  Except that a lot of them were never 

either Communist or democratic in the first place.  They were 

just groups of people who wanted control of the national 

treasury, or an excuse to grab an adjoining chunk of disputed 

territory once in power, or the ability to suppress a different 

tribe or a different religion.  They were in it for what they could 

get, in fact, and only put on labels that read “Communist” or 

“democracy” for the extra aid it got them.  They never cared 

about the ideas involved.  So do you think they’re going to stop 

fighting the instant that Moscow does?  Of course not.  They’ll 

keep on fighting, just without the labels.  They’ll have gotten 

used to a constant state of revolution.  So will the general 

population.  Any group that wants power won’t bother trying 

to win an election, but will pick up a few surplus arms and go 

to war instead.  And it won’t help the situation that for years 

previously, with the help of Moscow and Washington, their 

predecessors will have been able to succeed in overthrowing 

governments at will.  They’ll think they have a right to revolt 

because they don’t like the way their country is being run, and 

they’ll think they have a fair chance of winning if they do 

revolt.  They’ll have gotten used to revolution as a way of life.  

That’s what I mean by the development of an ideology of 

revolution.  What kind of a world would that make, Senator?”

The Senator refilled his glass before replying.  “Not a 

good one,” he said, a trifle unwillingly.  “And it would make 

foreign policy hell.  But beyond that, it couldn’t hurt us much.”

“Really?”  Professor Gordon suppressed a smile with 

difficulty.  “Is the United States so homogeneous, so consistent 

in its values and its self-satisfaction that there is no chance of 

the same thing happening here?”

“It’s impossible!  We’re stronger than that!  We prize 

our democracy more than that!”

“It happened once before,” the Professor said.  “It was 

called the Civil War, and it was fought by both sides in the 

name of democracy and freedom.  It’s happening again now.  
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Would you have to carry on this crusade against Communists 

in the United States government if there weren’t already a very 

large number of Americans who wanted to see a revolution 

happen in their country?”

The point was not arguable.  Senator McCarthy did not 

attempt to argue it.

“I thought not,” the Professor continued.  “But it’s 

inevitable.  Once the idea becomes established that any group 

which considers itself oppressed has a right to revolt, the 

legitimacy of every nation-state will be called into question.  

Especially the democratic ones which govern by popular 

mandate.  If a certain section of the population withdraws that 

mandate, how can they be convinced to return to the fold?  

Think about it in literal terms.  Irish and Italians and Jews all 

fighting each other for various bits of Chicago.  The Mafia 

trying to gain open control of New York.  Blacks and whites 

fighting it out in the southern states.  Constant simmering 

warfare between increasingly extreme religious factions in the 

midwestern states.  That’s what the United States would look 

like if the ideology of revolution were to become established 

here.”

“You’ve been reading too much pulp fiction,” the 

Senator snorted.  But the Professor had him rattled.  He could 

easily believe in a conspiracy, and he could just as easily 

believe that people who had something to gain, something they 

believed in, would sacrifice those around them to get it.  

Wasn’t that was Communist infiltration was all about?  He 

mumbled into his drink for a bit, considering these new ideas.

“Why did you come to me to talk about this, anyway?” 

he wanted to know.

“You’re the man with the box,” the Professor said.

“The box?”

“The soapbox.  The orange crate.  The one who stands 

above the level of the crowd and can be seen and heard by it.  I 

came in the hope of persuading you to shift your focus, or 

rather, to broaden it.  To make the American people aware that 
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it is not only Communism that threatens them, but the 

aftermath of Communism, even in the event of victory.”

“You want me to go beyond just Communism and start 

drawing attention to revolution in general?”

“Yes.  Head off the idea that revolt against a democratic 

government is ever an acceptable solution to a social problem.  

Admit the problems, but decry the method.  You can even 

paint it as a Communist idea if you like, since the Communists 

aim to bring about a revolution.”

“But talking about revolution won’t solve the larger 

Communist problem,” the Senator said with a sudden flash of 

his old fiery personality.

“No?  I think it will.  Remember, the active ingredient in 

the Communist stew is revolution.  Discredit revolution, rule 

out the legitimacy of revolutionary ideas, and you cripple 

Communism.  You render the brew tasteless and impotent.”

Senator McCarthy nodded slowly, grasping the analogy 

bit by bit.  His fat face compressed itself into lines as he began 

turning the new point of view over in his head.  The Professor 

rose and moved smoothly towards the door.

“Professor!”  He stopped and looked over his shoulder.  

McCarthy had come out of his brown study for a moment.  

“Should I take this issue up…would you be willing to testify as 

a witness before my committee?”

The Professor considered this.  “No,” he said finally.  

“There would be too many problems involved in that, things 

your critics could take advantage of.  But I think I could point 

you in the direction of several of my counterparts who would 

not suffer from such handicaps.”

Senator McCarthy was perfectly familiar with passing 

the buck and in fact often practiced it himself, so he merely 

nodded.  “I’ll write and let you know.  Thank you, Professor.  

You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

The Professor bowed and smiled slightly, and turned to 

leave again.  Then he paused in the doorway.  “There is one 
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other thing I should like to draw your attention to, Senator.  A 

suggestion, if I may make it.”

“By all means,” the Senator said.

“Your chief counsel, Roy Cohn.  Get rid of him if you 

can.”

“That’s a pretty bold statement.  Why should I?”

“Because he’s a subversive and a liability.  He’s playing 

with fire right now and it will end up burning you before the 

year is out.  Better to sever the association sooner rather than 

later.”

“Can you be more specific?” the Senator demanded 

with a frown.

“I could,” the Professor said, “and I can present proofs 

if you need them.  But you can probably find them yourself 

without looking very far.  What do you know of his personal 

relationships?”

McCarthy considered this.  And while he was still 

considering it, the Professor slipped out of the suite and out of 

the Senate Office Building.

* * * * *

Kurt played with the dials.  The static patterns on the 

television screen flickered and faded.  Then they turned into a 

somewhat fuzzy picture of a man whose features no amount of 

electronic sharpening would improve.  “But Communist 

infiltration, as much of a threat to our nation as it is, is only the 

beginning,” he was saying.

“Professor!” Kurt called.  “I think I’ve got it.”

The Professor appeared in the library doorway.  “Has 

he started yet?” he inquired.

“Sounds like he’s been going for a while.  But the part 

you wanted to hear is just coming up now.”

“There is a vast conspiracy underway,” McCarthy 

intoned solemnly from the screen, “a conspiracy whose 

subtlety and deviousness are such that it goes unnoticed and 
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unappreciated by all but a few Americans whose foresight has 

alerted us to the danger.  It is a conspiracy which aims to bring 

about the defeat of our nation and our way of life even by 

means of our eventual victory over Communism.  For we will 

be victorious in the end, I do not doubt that.  The tyrants and 

murderers will be driven out of Moscow, out of China, out of 

Korea, out of Germany, and their minions will be stamped out 

in every nation where they have gained the least foothold.

“But the Communists will not admit defeat even then.  

Disorganized, starved, weakened, and depleted, they will die 

content in the malicious knowledge that they have raised up a 

successor which can destroy the United States and Western 

democracy.  In fighting to take over the world, they will have 

taught the people of the world that they have a right to rise up 

against their oppressors.  The oppression will be a lie concocted 

by Communist agents, but the reaction to it, and the idea 

behind it, will be very real.

“Imagine a world in which that idea has spread.  

Imagine a world in which your neighbors believe that they 

have a right to overthrow their city government because it has 

raised their taxes, or because it has allowed a new office 

building to be constructed on the site of a playground, or 

because they interpret any of its most trivial actions as an act of 

oppression which they are entitled to resist?  

“First and last, revolution is the true goal of 

Communism.  If the Communists fail to spark a revolution that 

will bring them and their blasphemous ideology to power, they 

will content themselves with leaving behind a legacy of words 

and a suggestion that will destroy us.

“We must resist such a suggestion.  As loyal Americans, 

we cannot allow ourselves to believe that revolution can be a 

way of life.  We cannot allow our children to grow up thinking 

they have the right to break the law just because they disagree 

with it and are simultaneously entitled to express their own 

opinions.  Expression of an opinion through action which 

harms others is disloyal and un-American.  It is treason against 
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the United States, which is founded on the principle of 

government by the majority and cooperation by the minority.”

“Strong stuff,” Kurt observed.  “You’ve been feeding 

him, I take it.”

“Almost word for word in some places,” the Professor 

replied.

“I might even go further,” the Senator announced 

pompously, his voice crackling over the airwaves.  “The claim 

of a right to revolt is a threat not only to us as Americans, it is 

a threat to all of humanity.  No nation can continue to exist if 

its people begin to think that they may overthrow their 

government whenever they feel like it.  So we must resist the 

spread of such an idea and the Communist infiltration of our 

society which steadily propagates that idea, working to rouse 

dissent in previously contented communities, seeking to find 

excuses for rebellion and destruction of our values.  Our cause 

is the cause of all free nations: the destruction of Communism 

so that we may preserve our very existence as nations.  Once 

again, we must make the world safe for democracy.”

Kurt switched the set off.  “You don’t really expect the 

public to buy it, do you?”

“Why not?”

“Well among other reasons, the American Declaration 

of Independence and the traditions surrounding it are probably 

the strongest endorsement of the right to revolt ever devised.”

“Those traditions are changing.  Now that McCarthy 

has planted the idea, it will be talked about.  And the 

administration cannot criticise him for it, or the idea itself, 

either.  No government that ever existed would be foolish 

enough to admit that its citizens have a right to overthrow it.  If 

members of the government are asked the question, they will 

reject the suggestion.  If the history of the United States is 

brought up, they will excuse themselves by claiming the 

Declaration was written in self-justification and for a different 

time.  That in turn will provoke further discussion of the issue 

by historians and political scientists who disagree with that 
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assessment.  In the process of discussion, the idea will spread 

and gain strength.”

“All from putting the right words in McCarthy’s 

mouth.”

“He’s a moron, but he’s a usefully tall moron.”

“You want the idea to spread.”

The Professor shrugged.  “Why not?  It will be 

entertaining to watch.”
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Chapter Twenty
April 1953

The two little metal spools with the ribbon between 

them went rolling happily away across the floor.  The 

Professor, bent nearly double, chased after them.  They 

unobligingly ended up in the grate.  Professor Gordon picked 

them out, looked at them with disapproval, and tossed them 

into the wastebasket.  He did not require a ribbon for this part 

of his task, but it annoyed him to have ruined the old one.  

Then he sat down again and went back to his typing.  It was a 

very slow job, involving the making of a fair copy of the 

elaborate handwritten calculations contained in his written 

draft.

“The neutron flux rate of the Polywell device,” he 

typed, “is approximately 5 x 109 per second.  While promising, 

this remains too low for effective use as a fast neutron source in 

the large-scale production of fissionable materials.  However, it 

represents an improvement of five orders of magnitude over 

the neutron flux of an ordinary fusor.  If the performance of the 

Polywell device can be improved by the same amount through 

further research, the neutron flux rate will be high enough to 

enable a set of one thousand devices to produce one kilogram 

of fissionable material every two weeks.  As the Polywell 

design is simple to construct and requires relatively small 

amounts of electrical power for continuous operation, it is 

practical for a manufacturing facility to work with such large 

numbers of them.  They may be used interchangeably to 
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produce uranium-233 from thorium-232, or plutonium-239 

from uranium-238.”

“That should do it,” he added aloud to himself.  He 

withdrew the sheet from the typewriter and placed it 

underneath several other papers containing the earlier parts of 

the document.  Explanations of what a fusor was, how it 

worked, what was required to build and operate it, what it 

could do, how it had been transformed into the Polywell and 

how the Polywell differed from it.  And rough drawings of the 

two devices, neatly labeled.  The Professor was working 

entirely from memory and declined to commit himself past a 

certain point.

In the background, the stairs creaked more heavily than 

usual.  Kurt came into the room bearing a box piled high with 

additional papers.  These gave off a smell of fresh ink and 

looked rather disorganized around the edges.

“I finished mimeographing the stencils you left out,” he 

said to the Professor.  He frowned and ran a finger along the 

title of the top copy.  “‘The Los Alamos Primer’.  I didn’t 

understand the numbers, but the object statement here is clear 

enough.  Are we in the business of selling nuclear secrets 

now?”

“Hardly.  We’re in the business of giving them away.”

“Giving them away?  Wow.”

“You sound shocked.”

“This is probably some of the most prized data on earth 

and you want to give it away.  It’s…unusual to say the least.”

“What you mean,” the Professor said crisply, “is that 

you find it difficult to wrap your mind around the concept in 

an age where everyone screams about the sanctity of nuclear 

secrets and how they must not be revealed.”

“Well, yes.”

“Get used to the idea.”  The Professor scooped up the 

stack of papers he had just finished typing and handed them to 

Kurt.  “Here is another document that needs to be copied.”
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Kurt looked at the heading on that one.  “‘Notes on the 

Use of Fusors to Produce Fissionable Materials’.  This is your 

writing.  I recognize the style.  It’s not copied from a 

government document at all.”

“Very good.  Yes, I wrote that paper based on what I 

remembered of the research.”

“How did you have access to this kind of original 

research?”

“I’d rather not say,” the Professor replied, “but I can tell 

you that there isn’t a government laboratory or university 

physics department in the world that possesses the information 

you’re holding right now.”  He smiled abruptly, as if 

remembering something.  Kurt shook his head.  “Professor, 

what are you doing?” he asked.

“Two things, really.  The first is scattering information 

on atomic energy as far as is useful for it to go.  I don’t mean to 

the general public.  As I told you years ago, nuclear power 

plants will never become very convenient.  No, what we are 

putting together here is--well, you might call it a starter kit for 

building nuclear weapons.  A selection of papers that a well-

funded national research establishment would find very handy 

if its sponsoring government wanted to become a nuclear-

armed state.  Not just an introduction to how the bombs work, 

but a number of shortcuts that will make the enormous sums 

the United States and Russia have expended on their weapons 

programs a thing of the past.”

“The British didn’t have to put a lot of effort into their 

weapons program.”

“Don’t forget that the British program is entirely 

underwritten by the United States.  Otherwise it wouldn’t 

exist.”

“What other countries were you planning on giving the 

information to?”

The Professor considered this.  “France, Israel, South 

Africa, possibly Nigeria, India, Pakistan, China, Brazil, and 
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Argentina.  Perhaps one or two others depending on how well 

it works out.”

“I see you’re not planning to let the existing nuclear-

armed states in on the shortcuts.”

“They already have an advantage over their fellow 

nations.  Depriving them of the shortcuts for the time being 

will help to erode their advantage.”

“Leveling the international playing field is a pretty 

Quixotic goal.”

“And the last thing I had in mind.”

“So your first objective is to create a do-it-yourself 

bomb kit and to arm the world using it.  Presumably, then, 

your second objective is to cause some sort of shift or alteration 

in history or human affairs, which will be a consequence of the 

greater number of atom bombs in circulation.”

“That’s a very reasonable and accurate deduction.  

Yes.”  The Professor took a tin of chocolates out of his desk and 

offered one to Kurt, who accepted.  “I am trying to induce 

something called the van Creveld effect.”

“I’ve never heard of it.  And I’ve been doing some 

reading on atomic war theory ever since you began turning 

your attention to current political events.”

“I’m not surprised.  The formulation of any kind of 

coherent nuclear doctrine is still an ongoing process.  

Nonetheless, the effect is not complicated and can be worked 

out from a fairly basic understanding of how the Americans 

and Soviets propose to use their weapons in the event of a war.  

Let’s examine that possibility.  Both nations have atomic bombs 

and long-range bombers.  If there were an all-out war between 

them, would they actually dare to use the bombs?”

“I think they would.  Scientific opposition to use of the 

bomb is increasing, but that wouldn’t weigh with a general 

who thought it would give him a quick and easy victory.  

Military minds see no qualitative difference in the nature of 

atomic warfare.  To them, it’s only a question of how much 

explosive power is involved.”
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“Very good.  We may assume then that both countries 

would use the bomb in a war.  But the United States and the 

Soviet Union are big places.  Even armed with nuclear bombs, 

could one side completely destroy the airfields and military 

installations of the other?”

“No, not a chance.”

“So if the Soviet Union were to attack the United States 

with atom bombs first, it is a fairly obvious conclusion that 

they would not be able to eliminate all of the American nuclear 

forces and that in due course those forces would retaliate 

against the USSR.  Also with nuclear weapons.”

“Of course.  They’d never be able to resist the chance to 

take revenge.  We can forget about more abstract concerns, 

because at that stage of the war vengeance would be the 

dominant motivation.”

“Why?”

“Because even a single squadron of nuclear bombers 

could take millions of lives and destroy industries and 

infrastructure on a scale that would change not only the course 

of the war, but also the course of the nation’s future actions.  If 

the United States endured such an attack, the millions left 

standing would be furious.  The same applies to the Soviets.  

They couldn’t bear to have someone else tamper with their 

future to that extent.  The ones left alive would demand 

revenge, out of anger or despair or a desire to gain so-called 

strategic parity in a post-nuclear world or for all those 

reasons.”

“So we may conclude that any use of nuclear weapons 

at all is likely to lead to their maximum possible use by both 

sides, out of passion if for no better reason.”

“Not just likely.  Extremely likely.  Almost inevitable.  

Have you noticed that none of these generals seem capable of 

thinking very creatively when atomic warfare is involved?”

“I try not to read the statements they make in the 

popular press,” the Professor said, sampling a chocolate truffle.  

“We’ve established that nuclear war will lead to crippling 
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destruction on both sides.  That conclusion is sufficient for the 

moment.  Now how might that war come about?”

Kurt thought about this for a moment.  “Escalation?”

“Be more specific.”

“A small war grows into a big one.  Say the Russians 

close the rail and road links to Berlin again.  The Americans 

and British start airlifting in supplies.  Instead of letting them 

do it, the Russians crowd the air corridors with their own 

planes and interfere with the relief effort.  An aggressive Soviet 

pilot loses control of his aircraft and brings down one of the 

transports, causing significant damage and killing dozens of 

Americans.  Tensions are raised.  A party of drunken, angry 

off-duty soldiers marches into the Russian sector of Berlin and 

shoots the place up, causing a riot, as retribution for the death 

of their comrades.  The Russians send a strong force of police 

and soldiers into West Berlin to keep the peace, claiming that 

neither the Americans nor the Germans can ensure order.  The 

Allies protest, then try to force the Russians back into their own 

sector.  A standoff turns into a running battle in the streets.  

Additional American troops are sent into Berlin by air.  The 

Russians deploy special forces to close and destroy the 

airfields.  The Allies are forced to launch a ground attack in an 

attempt to regain control of the city.  The Russians head them 

off.  Now it’s open war and the Russians attempt to gain an 

early advantage by ordering a full armored assault into 

Germany before the Allies can organize a defense or bring in 

reinforcements from the United States.  Then the pattern of 

force increase repeats itself a few times until one side decides 

that it’s all a hopeless waste and that a nuclear strike on the 

enemy’s homeland might break the inevitable stalemate and 

bring the war to a quicker end.  An attitude in which the only 

use of nuclear weapons up to that time will have encouraged 

them, by the way.”

“In other words,” the Professor said, drawing the moral 

of the story out very slowly, “any large-scale war between 

nuclear-armed nations will lead to the use of nuclear weapons.  
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In fact, because of the probability of escalation, any war at all is 

likely to lead to the use of nuclear weapons.”

“And the use of nuclear weapons will guarantee 

massive amounts of destruction on both sides without ending 

the stalemate.”

“A consideration which suggests that nations will begin 

avoiding war in general, since any war will lead to their 

destruction as well as that of their enemy.  That is the van 

Creveld effect.  The suppression of outright war through the 

prevalence of nuclear weapons.”

Kurt shook his head and took another chocolate.  

“Utopia can’t be that simple.  Besides, there aren’t that many 

nuclear weapons states…oh.”  He paused.  “That’s what you’re 

trying to do.  You’ll give a dozen more nations the bomb, and 

they’ll face off either against a traditional opponent of theirs or 

a nuclear-armed ally of a traditional opponent.”

“Precisely.  Increase the number of possible 

combinations that could lead to nuclear war, and you 

strengthen the van Creveld effect.”

“I see.  And then non-nuclear states will also be exposed 

to one-sided destruction if they should quarrel with a nuclear 

state and so will not be inclined to start a war, either.  I can’t 

believe that the effect will stop war altogether, though.”

The Professor grinned.  “Not war.  Outright war.  

Declared wars between powerful or semi-powerful states.  

Nations won’t be able to fight each other once the effect is 

firmly established.  What will they do then?  If they have a 

grudge against another, they will fund rebel groups inside their 

enemy’s borders.  It’s cheaper, and most importantly, it gives 

them insulation from the consequences of any official action, 

since sovereign nations are not responsible for the conduct of 

individuals.”

“Revolution!” Kurt shouted, bounding up in his chair.  

“That’s where this is heading!  The same line you sold to 

McCarthy!  And the more states that have nuclear weapons, the 

more states that will be starting secret wars, and the more 
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accustomed humans will be to living through or participating 

in such wars.  So, applying the same logic that you used to the 

Senator about the Communist ‘victory in defeat’, governments 

all over the world will end up being toppled by the suggestions 

that they were the first to implement.  Damn!”

“That’s how it should work out, anyway,” the Professor 

replied.  He looked as though he were thoroughly enjoying 

himself.  “There’s an additional element to the process, too.  

The effect not only incites groups of people to embark on a 

guerrilla war, it also provides excuses for them.  Notice that I 

did not name Germany or Japan or Egypt as recipients of 

nuclear data.  How do you think the people and governments 

of those countries will feel when their traditional foes have the 

bomb and they do not?  They can’t declare war openly, or they 

will be scorched into oblivion.  But they can fund dissidents 

and revolutionary groups within their neighbors out of sheer 

resentment at being left behind.  Motive and method both.”

Kurt had something else in mind.  “With the atomic 

franchise, so to speak, enlarged to such an extent, won’t it tend 

to alter the way national groupings occur?  I know it sounds 

unlikely, but instead of an American bloc and a Soviet bloc, 

could there be a nuclear bloc and a non-nuclear bloc?  Haves 

and have-nots, in other words?”

“It’s not only possible, it’s very likely.  In fact, I’m 

relying on just that feature of the situation.  Nuclear states will 

form a loose network of alliances with each other.  Call it the 

Club of States, if you will.  International affairs will be 

arranged to benefit them in the vast majority of cases.”

“Which will prompt the non-nuclear states to sponsor 

even more revolts and uprisings, which the Club of States will 

try even harder to put down, which will cause even more 

revolutions.  The process sounds like it will be highly painful 

for them.”

“Eventually they will try to rectify their mistake,” the 

Professor said lazily.  “They will appeal to each other, and then 

to the non-nuclear states, to make common cause against the 
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revolutionaries, on the grounds that it is dangerous for any 

state to permit or encourage the doctrine of revolution in any 

form, since it undermines the legitimacy of them all.  But that 

will come too late.  And then…”

“And then?”

The Professor shook his head as if to clear it and sat up.  

“You should probably finish mimeographing these notes.”  He 

reached for another pile of typed originals.

“The means by which you intend to scramble the world 

to your satisfaction, eh?”  Kurt chuckled.  “Well, it couldn’t 

hurt, considering where we all seem to be headed very fast.  

What else are you putting in the starter kit?”  He leafed 

through the papers.  “‘Utility of Lithium-7 Deuteride in Fusion 

Reactions’.”

“Another thing the Americans haven’t discovered yet.  

They’re so busy trying to use the rare isotope lithium-6 in their 

new hydrogen bombs that they’ve overlooked the improved 

yields that ordinary lithium-7 would give.”

“They overlooked it?  How did you find out about it?”

“From an old retired chemist,” the Professor said.  

“Anything else?”

“What is the Helikon vortex separation process?”

“A method for producing highly enriched uranium.  

Much simpler than the calutrons and breeder reactors the 

United States government is so fond of.  All you need are 

properly shaped tubes and some compressors.  It’s inefficient, 

but easy to design and set up.”

“And the Teller-Ulam design?”

“That’s how you build a hydrogen bomb.”

“That doesn’t look very straightforward,” Kurt 

remarked, noticing the drawings that accompanied the text.

“It’s not,” the Professor admitted.  “I understand the 

general nature of the design, but not the specifics.  But a good 

physicist should have no trouble figuring out the details from 

those notes.”
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“As long as we can get the notes to them without 

anyone finding out about it,” Kurt called over his shoulder.  He 

was headed for the basement again.

“Oh, they won’t,” the Professor said softly.  “Motive, 

always motive.  If you don’t know where to look and what to 

look for, you’ll never see anything, no matter how diligent you 

are.”

He turned back to his typewriter and replaced the 

ribbon.  Then he began typing out the envelopes that would 

carry the finished copies of the documents to their destinations.  

Each address came from a neatly written list at his elbow, and 

most of them represented the location of a foreign embassy in 

Washington, DC.  The United States was to be deprived of its 

H-bomb monopoly within its own capital, right under the 

noses of its spies and guardians.
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Chapter Twenty-One
April 15, 1954

“I found half a dozen more for the nativist viewpoint,” 

Kurt said, coming into the library and setting down a stack of 

newspapers on his desk.

The Professor paused in his circuit of the room.  He was 

pacing steadily, his head thrown back, his lips muttering half-

formed words.  “Are you sure they meet the minimum 

requirements?”

“Oh, yes.  Small to medium-sized towns, fairly ready to 

print letters from local residents, and in these examples, a 

distinct flavor of protectionism and exceptionalism in the 

editorial comments and the leading articles.”

“You should be more careful,” the Professor warned 

him.  The caught-a-student-in-the-act look came into his eye.  

“Don’t talk of ‘-isms’ as if they were characteristics.  An ‘-ism’ 

is a doctrine in opposition to another doctrine.  Remember that 

when you come to write your editorials.”

“Yes, my lord Professor,” Kurt replied with a mock 

bow.  The Professor suppressed a smile.

“And you might actually begin writing one, come to 

think of it,” he said mildly.  “I’ve not seen you produce 

anything in the way of text of your own so far.  You seem to be 

enjoying the conception of this project more than the project 

itself.”

“It’s a great idea,” Kurt said.  The weakness of his 

words was contradicted by the abrupt surge of excitement, 
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anticipation, and even greed that swept across his face for a 

moment.

“The idea is good enough to work.  The execution is 

what we will be depending upon.”

The Professor resumed his pacing and silent 

declamation.  Kurt sat down and began writing away steadily.  

He scratched out a number of words as he went, not being a 

very neat draughtsman or particularly aware of the fact that his 

pencil had an eraser.  Unlike the Professor, who found 

inspiration in movement, he derived his ability to concentrate 

from a low, intense crouch over his desk, with the paper barely 

six inches away from his eyes.  Occasionally he referred to a 

typescript at his elbow.

After twenty minutes or so of scribbling, he sat up.  “I 

think I have something,” he said to the Professor.  “How does 

this sound?

“Dear Sir: I am writing to express my astonishment at the 

President’s very ill-advised remarks on the ‘domino principle’ during 

his press conference last week.  By stating so publicly that the United 

States could not afford to lose access to the rubber, tungsten, and tin 

resources of Indochina, he has deliberately indicated to those nations, 

and to any others that might be listening, a very simple method of 

harming the United States should they ever become hostile to our 

interests.  Moreover, the nature of his remarks seems to suggest that 

he prefers the abstract goal of protecting the remainder of the world 

from Communist rule to the more practical and important one of 

protecting American trade from foreign interference.  ‘Hands off our 

commerce’ has been the principle of all American foreign policy since 

the earliest days of our nation.  Should the present administration act 

to increase its involvement abroad out of the wrong motives, it will 

set a dangerous precedent, as well as encouraging our enemies to do 

exactly what the President said we could not endure: depriving us of 

the resources on which our industries and prosperity depend.”
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“Good,” the Professor said.  “You sound older and 

more pompous than you are, but it plays well.  You might 

consider strengthening the point about the harm to American 

trade a little more at the expense of the historical bits, since 

that’s the idea we’re aiming to get across to the public.”

“The foreign public, you mean.”

“They are naturally included in the definition.”

“Now there’s an idea that most of the American public 

would find revolting.”

“They are not our intended audience.  The clever 

students and foreign intellectuals who will one day use ideas 

they learned in America to help with their own revolutions 

are.”

“Speaking of revolting and revolutions, how are you 

coming with tying McCarthy back to Eisenhower for the larger 

dailies?”

“See for yourself.”  The Professor cleared his throat and 

read aloud:

“Dear Sir: President Eisenhower’s recent comments on the 

ongoing war in Indochina demonstrate very clearly that he is still 

closely associated with and influenced by Senator McCarthy.  He 

may deny it.  He has done so repeatedly.  But how is his falling 

domino principle anything other than a restatement of McCarthy’s 

hypothesis that Communist nations are attempting to spread the idea 

of willful revolution to as many nations as possible?  President 

Eisenhower’s version is more orderly, more linear, that’s all.  

Furthermore, is it a coincidence that the President should have made 

this particular statement just now?  For the past year the Senator has 

been shifting the emphasis of his speeches from the direct threat posed 

by the spread of Communism to the long-term consequences of 

Communist infiltration and popular movements in general.  The 

President’s remarks continue the McCarthyite tradition very 

effectively, with their condemnation of revolution, destabilization, 

and independence for overseas colonies.  He even goes so far as to give 
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the same reasons for his assertions that McCarthy does: chaos in other 

nations is bad for the United States and bad for the future of 

humanity as he sees it.  His pretense of caution does not set him apart 

from Senator McCarthy; beneath the pretense there is nothing but 

official agreement with the Senator’s position.”

Kurt whistled.  “Strong stuff.  McCarthy may be less 

popular than he was, but he still gets plenty of press.  If the 

reporters start reading that they’ll be all over him and 

Eisenhower for statements.  He’ll agree with your article; 

Eisenhower will disagree; and then the papers will spend 

weeks fighting over the exact degree of destabilization that 

each of them considers a threat to the United States.  I like it.”

“I’m so pleased that you do,” the Professor said with 

the barest possible trace of irony.  Kurt chuckled, shook his 

head, and resumed his scratching.

“Can we release some of these editorials later than 

others?” he asked presently.

“Of course.  A staggered approach is more effective 

anyway.  And we will be altering the text of each copy enough 

to ensure that no one who happens to read the same editorial 

in two different papers will be likely to notice anything but the 

similarity of the ideas expressed in them.”

“You did mention that earlier.  But what I had in mind 

was this one I’ve just finished.  Ideally it should draw some of 

its motivation from your piece tying Eisenhower to McCarthy’s 

ideas.”

“How so?”

“Like this:

“Dear Sir: I’ve been reading in the papers lately about how 

the President is supposed to be telling the people of other countries 

that they can’t rise up and overthrow their governments if they’re 

being ruled by dictators, because it’s for the good of everyone in the 

world that those governments keep working normally.  I wanted to 
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say that it can’t be true.  The President is a great American.  My dad 

served under him back before the war, and I know he wouldn’t do 

anything like that.  He helped get rid of dictators, not keep them in 

power.  Besides, we had to rebel against a dictator too once.  We were 

standing where millions of people around the world are still stuck.  

We had the problems they have now; we just got lucky a lot sooner 

than they did.  So if anything it’s our job to help them out.  We’re the 

ones who founded a country by declaring that we have the right to 

remove our government if it starts doing things it shouldn’t.  It’s our 

heritage.  I’m sure the President would agree if anyone asked him 

directly instead of just guessing.

“I thought I’d give it a martial flavor,” he explained.  

“Also an air of youth.  Perhaps the work of a newly joined, 

idealistic Army private, or the teenage son of a military 

family.”

“It’s positively delightful,” the Professor said, rocking 

back and forth in his chair out of sheer enjoyment. “It mimics 

the specious logic of the average American so perfectly.  

President Eisenhower is the ultimate American, and revolution 

is an American idea; ergo, President Eisenhower must, 

absolutely must, support revolution in principle and thus 

elsewhere in the world in practice.  Such charming naivete.  

And it frames the argument as a heartfelt assumption, meaning 

that the inevitable rejection is likely to make the holder of that 

assumption very upset.  Perfect.”

“It’ll probably do well in newspapers published in the 

southern and western states.”

“And Boston.  Don’t forget Boston.  With a local twist or 

two it will appeal to their civic pride in their glorious history.  

‘Home of the American Revolution’ and all that.”

“Internal dissenters gather round, in other words.”

“Yes.  While you’re in that particular mood, do another 

variant on the military approach.  A cautious, middle-aged 

sergeant or officer who is concerned that American 
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involvement in little wars all over the place will stretch the 

armed forces thin and leave the homeland vulnerable if the 

Soviets should ever attack for real.  He can harp on the sheer 

number of revolutions breaking out or likely to break out.”

“Why should he do that?”

“For the same reason I hand-fed that idea to McCarthy.  

Human beings are very susceptible to peer pressure and the 

forces of what they call society.  If they see enough of their 

fellow men doing something, they will at least begin to think 

that it is possible for them to do the same, thing, too, even if 

they don’t rush out and do it themselves right away.”

“Revolution as a state of mind.  What a trick to play on 

them!” Kurt sighed.  “What have you got there?”

“The true domino theory.”

“There is such a thing?”

“There will be when I’m done with it,” the Professor 

said.  “A more abstract, general version of Ike’s national 

preoccupations.”

“Meaning what?”

“This.  Like your latest, it’s intended for publication 

later in the series.

“Dear Sir: I have been reading the recent discussions of the 

President’s domino effect speech with great interest.  However, I 

believe that such debates fail to take into account the larger context in 

which they are occurring.  The President and Senator McCarthy 

argue for the suppression of international Communism on the 

grounds that its spread has a secondary effect--namely the spreading 

of revolutionary ideas and attitudes--which are more harmful than 

Communism is itself.  They have apparently overlooked the point 

that, as far as the spread of revolution is concerned, suppressing 

Communism will have exactly the same effect as allowing it to expand 

its influence unchecked.  Communist governments are likely to incite 

revolutions in neighboring countries; that is correct.  But American 

intervention to quell popular unrest and support a friendly 
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government will also incite revolutions in any region where such an 

intervention takes place.  Central America today is a testament to the 

truth of that statement.  Every small nation which has received 

‘assistance’ from the United States in the form of guns and military 

advisors also possesses a large number of citizens who resent our 

interference in their government.  A heavy-handed response to the 

spread of Communism abroad is extremely risky, for the threat of an 

American invasion will prompt foreign governments to adopt more 

hostile stances towards the United States, and encourage foreign 

nationals to violently replace governments they deem too closely 

aligned with Washington.  They will rise in revenge for past 

interference or in anticipation of preventing future interference.  

Either way, revolution will break out without Communist 

involvement.  It is therefore vitally necessary for the United States to 

refrain from offensive action abroad until a solution can be found to 

the long-term problem of increased populist sentiment.”

“Dry, very dry,” Kurt commented.  “And essentially a 

broad hint to malcontents everywhere.  Raise a ruckus, the 

United States can be persuaded to invade your country, and 

then you have all the excuse you need for starting a 

widespread popular revolution.  Speaking of which--the 

problem of populist sentiment?  Clever.  Automatically 

assuming that the United States government is opposed to 

grassroots movements abroad.”

“There’s no question of that.  Popular uprisings, even 

democratic ones, make the State Department very unhappy.  

They are usually somewhat socialist without being 

Communist, which means they represent a third way, and the 

notion of a third way is entirely opposed to American abstract 

views of how the world works.  They are difficult to control or 

influence, and that makes them the enemies of American 

commerce and policy both.  Case in point: Guatemala.  The 

CIA is still fooling around down there, trying to overthrow a 
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very popular president who took the fruit companies’ unused 

lands away from them and gave them to small farmers.”

“We should editorialize in support of him.”

“Perhaps we should.  A fresh coup attempt is likely 

within the next few months.  We could appeal to American 

farmers, something along the lines of ‘How would you like it if 

your homestead claims were revoked in favor of big business?  

That’s what the government is trying to do elsewhere in the 

world right now.’  A bit of a stretch, I admit, but it has 

potential.”

“Potential to be incendiary.  But that’s a good thing.”

“You’re getting awfully enthusiastic about this,” the 

Professor said.  This time he didn’t bother to hide his smile.  He 

stood up and began pacing again.  “Do you have that list of 

false names and addresses we’ll be using?”

“In your left-hand drawer, second one down.”

“Good.  You finish remarking on how the US Army 

won’t be able to sustain the strain of foreign intervention and 

I’ll start copying these out.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
August 1955

Somewhere in the vicinity of Sunset Boulevard, the 

summer sun was roasting a small and ugly office building in 

the same manner that it was roasting the bodies of the 

swimsuit-clad undergraduates scattered all along the coastline 

for miles.  There was only one slight difference between the 

two cases.  The scantily-clad girls went willingly to the torture.  

The building did not.  It was designed in a style that the 

Professor referred to disparagingly as “California shanty”, 

which meant lots of glass, concrete, cinder blocks, and metal, 

and an overall shape designed for maximum cubic capacity 

rather than for aesthetics.  But it did have an excellent air-

conditioning system.  The Professor had insisted on that.

The girl at the front desk didn’t mind the low 

temperature.  It was a nice change from the beach she had been 

grilling on earlier.  Quieter, and not so lively, to be sure, but at 

least she had a record player.  It was not a very professional 

establishment and the Professor had no objection to his small 

staff amusing themselves during working hours.  After all, they 

were more or less in the business of amusement.

A car screeched to a stop in the parking lot, outside the 

receptionist’s visual range.  She peered out as far as she could 

stretch to see, but wasn’t able to spot it.  She didn’t need to, 

though.  Immediately thereafter its driver came barreling 

through the glass doors carrying a heavy cardboard box, which 

he deposited momentarily on the counter.

175



“Hi!” she said brightly.

“Hey!” he shot back.  “Is the Professor still here?”

“Yeah, he’s still arguing with them over those books 

that came in earlier.  You found something for him?”

“A whole bunch of somethings.  I think he’ll like them.  

Say, what’s that you’re listening to?”  He nodded at the record 

player.

“Oh, that’s just a record my little sister sent me from 

Tennessee.”  She pouted for a moment, as if to say she couldn’t 

help having been born in the backwoods.  “He’s a new guy 

who seems to be getting pretty popular over there.  His name’s 

Elvis Presley.”

The other teenager shrugged.  “Never heard of him.  

Not bad, though.”  He picked up the box again.  “Hey, are you 

doing anything later on?”

“Not that I know of.”  She winked at him over her 

shoulder.

“Cool.”  He smiled and disappeared into the back of the 

building.

* * * * *

The Professor was sitting at a table with several college 

students.  If he were excepted from the calculation, their 

average age could not have been more than twenty.  And they 

were all interested in drama, theatre, music, writing--why else 

would they have come to Hollywood?  Its drawing power for 

ambitious, artistic youths was already an old story.  Thousands 

flocked there every summer, awaiting the start of the fall 

semester at one or the other of the nearby universities, and the 

Professor found a use for a few out of those thousands.

There were piles of books and magazines laid out across 

the table, the subjects of a casual discussion that had barely 

paused for the past hour.   Then the young man with the box 

appeared and deposited his burden on the table, breaking up 

the debate for the moment.
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“Fresh out of the RKO Pictures warehouse!” he 

announced proudly.  He pulled off the lid, revealing a number 

of film reels piled inside the box.  They were in pristine 

condition and would have impressed any cinephile.  They were 

all the more impressive for being completely illegal.  The Big 

Five guarded their copyrights jealously and claimed that any 

existing copy of any film belonged to the studio that had 

produced that film.  A private person could come by 

ownership of the reels only through devious and underhanded 

methods.

The Professor stood up and looked down at the titles on 

the reels.  “Let’s see here.  Citizen Kane.  Cimarron.  King Kong.  

Alice in Wonderland.  The Sword and the Rose.  Treasure Island.  

The Bells of St. Mary’s.  Notorious.  Good, very good.  A strong 

first selection.  You have someone permanent at the 

warehouse?”

“Oh, yeah.  This won’t be the last batch we get from 

them.  The studio isn’t doing too well and he likes the extra 

pay.”

“How much did it cost you up front?”

“Five hundred bucks.  And another two hundred each 

time I go for more.”

“Be sure you take a bigger box next time,” the Professor 

said humorously.  The student grinned back at him.  “Also, 

before you do, see if you can prepare a list of all known RKO 

productions and I’ll indicate which ones should have priority.”

“You got it.”  He reached to pick up the box of reels 

again but one of the girls at the table stopped him.  “Now it’s 

your turn,” she said.

“My turn?  My turn for what?”

“To tell us which side you’re on in the great time travel 

debate.”

“Whoa, now.  Hold on.”  The newcomer let go of the 

box and pulled out the only empty chair at the table.  “I haven’t 

been around all day to hear this one.  What two sides are there?  

Possible or not possible?”
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“We’re taking for granted that it’s possible,” said the 

oldest of the students.  He was curly-haired, twenty-one years 

old, and by virtue of his age and experience silently asserted 

the right to sit at the right hand of the Professor, who appeared 

more amused than otherwise by his pretensions.  “The 

question is, given that possibility, and assuming you could go 

backwards or forwards in time, how much freedom of action 

would you have if you did?”

“Why wouldn’t you have the same amount that you 

have just sitting here?”

“Because that might involve a violation of causality,” 

put in the other girl.  Her heavy glasses were a stage prop 

rather than an aid to her studies.  They spent more time in her 

hand, being waved around in support of her arguments, than 

they did on the bridge of her nose.  “The most common way of 

describing it is to ask what would happen if you went back in 

time and killed your own grandfather.  Would you still 

continue to exist?  Would you disappear, written out of history 

by your own action?  Or could you not ever kill him, no matter 

how hard you tried, because his existence was a prerequisite to 

your own existence?”

“But how could you not kill him if you wanted to and 

were trying to?”

“Maybe other events would always prevent you from 

doing so?”

The boy at the end of the table shook his head.  “That’s 

practically equivalent to saying that time is capable of 

anticipating individual actions, adjusting for them, and is 

therefore sentient.  Or that the actions you would take if you 

went back in time somehow form part of the prerequisite for 

the conditions that created you and allowed you to go back in 

time in the first place.  It’s an infinite loop, and infinite loops 

can never be said to go anywhere.”

“That doesn’t mean it’s not a logical possibility.”

“But it’s not a practical consideration, either.”
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“But infinity going the other way--forward in time, that 

is--is a very practical consideration and a partial solution,” the 

senior reminded them.  “We assume this is an infinite universe.  

Since infinity implies just that, the concept suggests there are 

an infinite number of realities, and each time a human being 

makes a conscious choice, that choice is a point of divergence 

which splits off a new parallel reality.  If you went back in time, 

or forward in time--it doesn’t matter--the act of doing so on 

your part would cause one of those new realities to come into 

being.  So even if you did get sent back a century and 

eventually strangled your grandfather in his cradle, it wouldn’t 

wash you out of existence--because for the purposes of that 

reality, it would only have begun on your arrival and you 

would have predated your grandfather instead of the other 

way around.”

The first girl, a stunning blonde, objected vigorously.  

“That’s the Tancredi hypothesis.  Sprague de Camp’s idea.”  

She went over to one of the shelves that covered one wall of the 

room and fished out a very thin volume, which she proceeded 

to drop irreverently in the lap of her elder counterpart.  “It’s 

not good enough.  It assumes that traveling in space and 

staying chained to this planet is essentially automatic when 

traveling in time.  But keeping your feet on the ground, 

literally, isn’t that simple.  Movement in time has to allow not 

only for movement of the Earth and the system and the galaxy, 

but for movement of the entire physical universe as well.  If it 

doesn’t, you’ll wind up outside the universe altogether and 

create an instability, bringing a new universe into being.  

Which is a parallel reality, all right, but not the kind de Camp 

was thinking of,” she concluded with a smirk.

“If the universe is infinite, you can’t end up outside it in 

terms of physical space, no matter how far or where it moves,” 

the girl in the glasses retorted.

“Besides, who says that time travel can’t successfully 

compensate for physical and planetary movement as well?” the 

boy down at the end asked.
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“I’m sure it can,” the first girl said stubbornly, “but it’s 

a bit much to expect a random jump in time to conveniently 

allow the traveler to keep his original orientation in space.  

And in my opinion, the spatial aspects of the problem are at 

least as important, if not more so, than the temporal ones.  

Everyone goes on about time, time, time, as if it were the last 

frontier to conquer, but before we can do anything with time, 

we’ll have to master space as well, and that will be a lot more 

difficult.”

“Your opinion?”

“I’m the only physicist here, aren’t I?”  She frowned at 

the oldest student, who had the misfortune to be majoring in 

both theatre and Early English Literature.  “Besides, we weren’t 

talking about my opinion.  We wanted to find out about 

Kevin’s.”

Kevin, as she had called him, shrugged and looked 

around at them all.  “Oh, I don’t know.  I never thought about 

it.  I just like the thought of walking on another world.”  He 

turned appealingly to the one silent member of the group.  

“What do you think, Professor?”

The Professor had been staring at the shelves, only 

listening to the discussion with half his attention.  He found the 

contents of the shelves far more alluring than the conversation 

going on around him, because they contained all the same 

ideas that the conversation did and many, many others.  Piles 

of tattered pulp magazines, loosely gathered into folders, that 

the students had culled from libraries and bookstores and 

barber shops and waiting rooms.  The critics derided such pulp 

fiction.  The Professor was quite certain the critics were fools.  

The magazines and folders held stories by Weinbaum, Zagat, 

Cabot, Allen, Ashton Smith and hundreds, possibly thousands, 

of others.  Holding them in place were worn books that had 

sold frantically when they were first published, less than half a 

century ago, and now were already forgotten.  His glance came 

to rest on the spine of one that he was certain hadn’t been there 

a week ago.  The Great Weather Syndicate, by George Griffith.  
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Griffith had been a contemporary and an equal of Wells, yet it 

was Wells who had been remembered, especially by the 

Americans, and Griffith who was ignored.  For all he knew, 

that copy of the book might be the only one in existence.  The 

collection was not exclusively devoted to science fiction by any 

means, but it was entirely composed of works of fiction, and 

what most academics would consider unworthy fiction at that.  

To the Professor, however, who believed that education was a 

process of exercising the imagination, each story was a 

precious resource worthy of preservation, and that was why he 

sent the students out to gather them.

He blinked and took his eyes off the rows of 

paperbacks.  “My opinion?  On the time travel paradox and 

causality, you mean?”  The students nodded docilely.

“Well, with all due respect, I must say that I don’t care 

very much about the spatial aspects of the problem.  I assume 

they can be resolved through a more thorough understanding 

of the universe or through proper compensation in the design 

of our theoretical time-machine.

“I do have two thoughts as to how time travel affects, 

and is affected by, time itself.  The first is that time and history, 

if we can call things we don’t understand by such vague terms, 

are not superior to the human will.  If I jumped back in time a 

century and decided to kill my grandfather, I could do so, and 

it would not alter the fact that I was still alive.  My decision 

would override the seeming contradiction and so no paradox 

would exist.

“I know that seems more than a little arbitrary and 

incomplete.  But it does lead into another idea which solves the 

problem more thoroughly.  And that idea is simple: time is not 

a one-way street, nor is it a one-lane street.  It possesses 

multiple lanes going in two directions.  If I were to be sent back 

in time five hundred years, there would be two possible 

chronological expressions of that event.  Let’s picture a 

timeline, with the year 1500 at point A and the present at point 

B.  The simplest expression of a journey between those points 
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in time would involve simply moving me from B to A.  The 

more complex expression would require the flow of time to 

instantaneously or almost instantaneously reverse itself, carry 

me back from point B to point A, and then immediately reverse 

itself again and start flowing forward at the usual rate.

“In other words, we have to consider both relative and 

absolute time from the reference point--with the reference point 

in this case being me.  After the journey, I might think it was 

1500 AD from observing the conditions around me, but from 

my perspective, and that of the time-stream that had brought 

me there, it would still be 1955 AD and counting.  This would 

suggest that time--absolute time, that is--would have to flow 

through what I believed to be the year 1500 twice, with its first 

passage through 1500 being a prerequisite for it reaching 1955 

and then going back to 1500 again.  Certain periods of our time 

may be able to occur twice--may have to occur twice or more--

and they can do so without wiping out anything that went 

before them.  The line must go through point C before it can get 

to the final version of point B.

“In the case of Lest Darkness Fall, which Barbara has just 

referred to--when did Martin Padway show up in post-imperial 

Rome again?”

The curly-haired boy scanned through the first few 

pages of the book rapidly.  “535 AD.”

“And he left modern Italy in 1938, I believe.  Let’s 

assume for convenience that he left it in the year 1938 in 

absolute time.  That would make the second iteration of 535 

apparent the same thing as 1938 absolute, and then when 

Padway woke up on New Year’s Day in 536 apparent, it would 

really be 1939 absolute.  He could do as he liked without 

having to violate causality or create a parallel reality, because 

he would still be within the same overall frame of reference 

moving forward.”

Before the drama students could finish absorbing this 

new idea, the door opened and the girl from the front desk 

popped her head through the opening.  “Professor Gordon?  
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There’s someone here to see you.  He says you offered him a 

job processing film.  And he’s handsome, too,” she purred in 

the direction of her fellow coeds.  The Professor’s lips twitched 

as he stood up.

“Preserving film, not processing it, but close enough.  I 

don’t know how many of the prints we have here were done on 

safety film.  He’ll do the transfers of those that aren’t and 

arrange for long-term storage.  Kevin, you’d better come with 

me.”  Kevin obediently picked up the box of film reels and 

followed the Professor out of the room.
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Chapter Twenty-ree
July 29, 1956

A motorcycle courier met the plane at London Airport.  

The dispatch was turned over to him and he placed it in his 

saddlebag.  Within the hour, he was delivering it into the 

hands of a minor official remotely involved with intelligence, 

and his connection with that particular piece of espionage 

ended as he left the Foreign Office building.

The dispatch was taken upstairs by the minor official, 

where it was deposited on the desk of a merely mediocre 

official who nevertheless had the authority to open it.  He did 

so, and frowned as he read the first few lines.  In another sixty 

seconds he was speaking into his telephone with some degree 

of urgency.  He appeared to be asking for permission and 

receiving it.  As soon as he replaced the telephone, he gathered 

up the dispatch and left his office.

From there he took it still further upstairs into the 

presence of a very exalted official indeed, who was made 

aware of its contents with something approaching shock visible 

on his aristocratic face as he listened.  At the end of their brief 

exchange, the high official glanced through the papers himself 

and shepherded the mediocre official down the hall, into the 

sanctum of the Foreign Secretary.  The Foreign Secretary 

pursed his lips over the dispatch, shook his head, and said that 

it had better be taken next door at once.  Such was the 

deliberate nature of British foreign policy in the last days of the 

Empire.
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So the three sheets of crinkled paper were slid into a 

leather folder and given into the custody of a senior secretary, 

who then walked down the stairs, crossed Downing Street, 

nodded in response to the salute of the policeman standing 

guard, and went in at the famous door of Number Ten.

“The Prime Minister is with the Israeli ambassador and 

Admiral Nomy at the moment,” the Private Secretary said, 

denying him entry to the office.

The secretary from the other side of the road answered 

by presenting a note from the Foreign Secretary.  The Private 

Secretary read it, went into the Prime Minister’s office, and 

reappeared almost instantly.  He held the door open, a silent 

invitation to enter.

Three minutes later, the pressure on Prime Minister 

Anthony Eden to act had just doubled, and his guests were 

struggling to keep from slavering with greed at the sudden 

opportunity that had opened up in front of them.

“Our intelligence sources in Egypt,” the Prime Minister 

had said reluctantly, “have informed me that Nasser has 

obtained copies of the same nuclear documents which were 

mysteriously provided to both France and Israel three years 

ago, along with a considerable amount of additional and 

similar data.  He has issued a confidential decree that Egypt is 

to immediately embark on an atomic research and weapons 

program of its own, in order to counterbalance the growing 

strength of Israel in the region.  He has also instructed his 

foreign ministry to begin drawing up a plan for the sharing of 

atomic technologies under certain conditions with Egypt’s 

fellow Arab states.”

Admiral Nomy, of the French General Staff, absorbed 

the news without blinking.  “You will understand, Prime 

Minister, that while this information is of considerable interest 

to us, it does not alter our joint position in the slightest.  France 

and Israel have already decided upon an expedition against 

Egypt; knowing that Nasser is actively seeking nuclear arms 

strengthens our motivation, yes, but it does not alter the 
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decision that has already been made.  The only remaining 

decision is yours, sir.”

Eden’s hesitation was visible.  It was so obvious that the 

air about him almost wavered, adapting itself to the tenuous 

patterns of his thoughts.  Ambassador Eilat applied additional 

pressure.

“Our two nations are ready for war.  Our plans are 

being drawn up and mobilization is nearly complete.  Yet the 

nationalization of the canal strikes at Britain more than it does 

at either of us.  It is British trade that will suffer the most.  

Prime Minister, the British public supports retaking the canal.  

Your own party demands intervention and is strongly backed 

by the opposition.  Even Egypt’s neighbors and allies fear 

Nasser’s ambition and will not help him if he is attacked.  The 

document in your hands is further proof, if any is needed, of 

why immediate intervention is the necessary and proper course 

of action.”

“And what do I tell the Americans and the Soviets?” 

Eden said, fidgeting under the strain.

“The contents of that dispatch, if needed, will be 

sufficient to keep them from interfering,” Eilat shot back.  

“Nasser is an unreliable ally.  Neither the United States nor the 

Soviet Union can prevent Israel and France from completing 

our nuclear weapons programs, and attaining equal status with 

them in the international community, and for that very reason 

neither of them would want to see a third nuclear power 

emerging in the Mediterranean region.  They would rather 

have us remove the Egyptian threat than leave Nasser to rally 

the Arab states and the non-aligned nations under his own 

nuclear umbrella.  It is a concession that has more benefits than 

disadvantages, to them.”

“If diplomatic objections from Washington and Moscow 

will not be forthcoming,” the Admiral said quietly, “will 

Britain join us in removing Nasser?  You yourself declared him 

your nation’s greatest enemy in the Middle East, Prime 

Minister.”
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The Prime Minister closed his eyes and drew some deep 

breaths.  He felt trapped.  Lose the canal, or fight another war 

to regain it and possibly lose anyway if the Americans 

intervened.  And yet…Eliahu Eilat was correct.  If Nasser had 

nuclear ambitions, Eisenhower would not lift a finger to save 

him.  It was a way out of the trap.

“Yes,” he said.  “Yes!”

The two diplomats exchanged discreet smiles.

* * * * *

In a small house on the outskirts of Ismailia, a 

shortwave radio began to chatter.  A tall man rose from his seat 

on the roof and went down into the house, out of the blessed 

coolness of the summer night.  The recognition signal came 

through clearly from thousands of miles away, the same 

pattern repeating itself again and again at short intervals until 

Abu Hamid touched the key and replied to its demands with a 

signal of his own.  He placed the headphones over his ears and 

waited.  Thirty seconds later, a new and much longer sequence 

of dots and dashes erupted from the receiver.  He copied them 

down carefully.  The message was encoded and he could not 

read the text coherently as he wrote it down.  It took him ten 

full minutes of scribbling before the transmission came to an 

end and there was silence in the sparsely furnished room once 

more.

He reached into a basket beneath the table.  The 

pamphlet he withdrew from it contained the key to the coded 

message, well-concealed amidst a jumble of obscure and 

poorly-written metaphysical speculations.  When the decoding 

was done, Abu Hamid smiled.  He read the plaintext through 

twice more, to make sure, and then burned both the original 

and the copy in the flame of his lamp.  The contents of the 

message had already been committed verbatim to his practiced 

memory.
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He went back up the stairs and seated himself again 

beneath the stars, to resume his contemplations on the 

Incoherence of the Philosophers of his namesake--but not before he 

had draped a red blanket over the low wall that ran around the 

roof so that it was visible from the street.

* * * * *

By the middle of August the Sinai Peninsula had been 

added to the territory of Israel.  The Israeli army had taken the 

Gaza Strip within the first four days of fighting and forced the 

remaining Egyptian forces to surrender at Sharm el-Sheikh by 

the end of the week.  The Royal Navy had then materialized off 

the Mediterranean coast and issued an ultimatum to Israel and 

Egypt.  It was the usual sort of thing: Stop fighting or we will 

make you stop fighting by fighting both of you.  Both sides 

ignored it, and the Israeli army continued to push on towards 

the Suez Canal.  But when the British Parachute Regiment 

dropped down out of the sky to restore order, by some 

mischance they landed solely on the Egyptian side of the canal.  

And when the guns of the HMS Newfoundland went off, their 

shells managed to strike only Egyptian vessels.

Next the French sent in paratroopers at Port Fuad and 

followed them up with airstrikes using American-built planes.  

They turned out to be far more effective than the sleek new 

British Valiant bombers that came over from Malta each day to 

attack the airfields.  The Valiants missed their targets slightly 

more often than they hit them.  Nevertheless, the Egyptian 

army found the Canal Zone slipping from its grasp.  Nasser 

ordered his regiments to doff their uniforms and opened the 

Egyptian arsenals to civilians, scattering weapons and 

ammunition throughout the cities and creating soldiers where 

the Royal Marines could not find them.  The Allied advance 

slowed, but it did not halt.

The United States and the Soviet Union preserved a 

studied silence as the fighting went on.  In Britain, the Prime 
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Minister began to fuss about the possibility of increased 

civilian casualties and considered withdrawing from the 

alliance.  He was backed by Admiral Lord Mountbatten.  The 

Israelis and French ignored the British protests.  General 

Beaufre, who was second-in-command of Operation 

Musketeer, as the invasion plan was called, demanded another 

advance deeper into Egyptian territory and got it.  He had the 

unequivocal support of his government even if his British 

counterparts were changing their minds again.  He also had 

equally committed allies in the Israeli government, who were 

not swayed by the considerations of public relations that 

weighed so heavily on Anthony Eden.

* * * * *

In the early morning hours the Israeli 7th Armored 

Brigade moved out of its position ten miles east of the Suez 

Canal and swept down the highway into Ismailia.  The 

remainder of the reserve 10th Infantry Brigade came tailing 

after it.  Outdated but terribly effective American Mustang 

fighters streamed ahead of the ground assault force, pouring 

shells and bombs and rockets into the Egyptian fortified 

positions surrounding the canal.  The Egyptians took cover, 

waiting for the respite that never came.  The Israelis had 

poured every available aircraft into the Ismailia sector and the 

Egyptian air force was unable to stop them.  At least fifteen of 

their planes were shot down in the first three hours.  Others 

crashed in the desert or were forced to land when fuel 

starvation set in, as they had been urgently summoned from 

airfields far from the scene of the combat.  Unable to lift their 

heads, the Egyptian army could do nothing against the rapid 

armored thrust they were unlucky enough to be facing.  Their 

ranks were further thrown into confusion by the timely arrival 

of the French Second Colonial Parachute Regiment, which had 

slipped in through an air corridor briefly created by the sudden 

Israeli air superiority.  It was not a large contingent, as only a 
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few men could be spared from the fighting further north, but it 

was sufficient to disorganize the Egyptian defense and keep 

them from blowing up the target of the attack, the El Ferdan 

railway bridge.  Israeli engineers laid down steel plates ahead 

of the main armored force and their tanks followed with the 

infantrymen hanging on to the hulls for dear life.  The invasion 

of Egypt proper was underway.

The brigade turned slightly to the right as it advanced, 

hooking into the dunes north of Ismailia and pursuing a course 

that, if maintained, would allow it to engage the main Egyptian 

army between Cairo and Alexandria.  There was very little to 

oppose them there, except for an Egyptian light force with a 

few old Russian SU-100 tank destroyers, a gift from the Soviet 

Union before Nasser became such a liability.

“And you are sure you were able to reach each of them 

in the dark?” Abu Hamid asked, watching the Israeli advance 

from afar through his binoculars.

His nephew Khalid nodded.  “They were surrounded 

by men in and out of uniform and no one saw me pass,” he 

replied.  “The barrels of the guns were uncapped and lowered 

near to the ground.”  He was silent for a minute or two.  “Have 

the Israelis reached their position yet?”

“Very nearly,” Abu Hamid said.  “They are in range.  It 

only remains to be seen when the commander will choose to 

open fire--ah!”  Off in the distance there was a report, and a 

puff of black smoke rose from one of the dunes.  The invading 

column thinned and spread out across the dunes in response, 

presenting more and smaller targets to its would-be attackers.  

The Egyptians charged out from behind the sand hills to 

engage them at short range.

It should have been a bloody encounter and halted the 

Israeli advance, at least temporarily.  Somehow it was not.  

Before the advancing tanks had even begun to fire heavily, 

flames and smoke burst out from each of the oncoming 

Egyptian vehicles.  Two of them caught fire and came to a 

standstill with horrible liquid smoke pouring from the burning 
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chassis.  In each case, it was the gun that had burst, or 

backfired, or jammed while being prepared for combat.  None 

of the Egyptian vehicles appeared to have been touched by an 

enemy shell.  The Israeli tanks roared past them and away into 

the desert, finishing the Egyptians off with a few well-placed 

parting shots as they went.

“I had no idea…” Khalid said, his voice trailing off.  He 

was only sixteen.

His uncle put down the binoculars.  “If a stone is placed 

in the barrel of a gun, the shell will jam inside the barrel when 

the gun is fired and cause it to burst.  Sometimes it will 

detonate the magazine of the gun as well.  The stones we 

placed in the guns of the tank destroyers last night destroyed 

them all.”

The sound of small arms fire came to them on the 

breeze from the direction of the city.  Abu Hamid jumped to his 

feet and caught up the rifle lying by his side, not the short, 

stubby Kalashnikov model handed out by the Russians to win 

Nasser’s goodwill, but an American Winchester instead, a 

precision weapon.  His nephew followed him as they ran in the 

direction of Ismailia.

They came over the crest of a dune and immediately 

flung themselves backwards behind its protecting mass.  Half 

a dozen bullets tore up the sand where they had stood an 

instant earlier.  The Israelis had detached their infantry to 

secure the city and resist any attempts by the Egyptians to 

retake the bridge over the canal, and one of their scouting 

parties had cut the two Ismailians off from their home by 

accident.  The small body of men, in strength about what the 

Americans would call a platoon, began to climb the sandy 

slope.  It was an injudicious decision.  Two rifle barrels, 

nothing more, slid over the top of the dune and angled down at 

them.  Abu Hamid and his nephew shot rapidly and aimed at 

the men in the rear first.  Those fell, and their comrades did not 

realize they were dead until it was too late for them to retreat 

or take cover.

191



Uncle and nephew rose from behind the dune and 

pursued their way towards the city again.  The desert would 

consume the bodies they left behind, as it always had for 

thousands of years beyond the memory of man.

* * * * *

“Nasser is dead,” the British chief of intelligence said to 

General Sir Charles Keightley.

All around them, Cairo hummed ominously in the 

summer heat.  It was fortunate for them that it did not also 

smell.  There had been street fighting when the capital was 

taken, but then the Egyptians had decided to husband their 

strength and had melted away for the time being, both civilians 

and soldiers alike.  If there was any difference between the two 

anymore.  The Israeli army under the personal command of 

General Moshe Dayan had effected a junction with the French 

Foreign Legion and the Royal Marines, and had smashed the 

Egyptian regular army just north of Cairo.  The Suez Canal was 

open again and oil continued to flow through it from Ibn 

Saud’s wells to the industries of Britain and France and 

America, and Keightley sat in the City of the Pyramids as 

British military governor of Egypt.  The Royal Marines had 

provided the smallest contingent to the combined army that 

had toppled Nasser, but the French and Israelis showed no 

objection to his appointment as chief administrator of the 

restored colony.  If anything, they encouraged it, in spite of the 

outraged screams of protest that Eden had started giving after 

his Labour colleagues in Parliament had turned on him and 

withdrawn their political support for the invasion.

“Are you certain it’s him?” Sir Charles wanted to know.

“We positively identified the body.  It was a clean kill.  

From the look of things, he was shot by an Egyptian.  One of 

his officers, perhaps, or a distance shot by a disillusioned 

soldier in the street.  Or an accident.”
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“I would have thought his staff would have taken the 

body with them when they retreated.”

The emaciated colonel gave a dry chuckle.  “Contrary to 

what you hear honorable members raving about in public, 

Nasser didn’t have a personality cult.  He was not a charismatic 

leader--he was not even widely liked by Egyptians as a whole, 

although his anti-Western, anti-colonialist sentiments were 

appreciated.  When he was dead, and incapable of giving 

directions, the remnants of his army had no further use for 

him, so they simply left him behind.”

“What about his advisors?  His scientific advisors in 

particular?”

“Oh, now those we’ve managed to round up for the 

most part,” the colonel said cheerfully.  “They’re all still alive, 

at least the ones who weren’t killed in the looting or who didn’t 

dash off to the front with a reserve commission, dying to do 

their part in the struggle for independence.  As a rule they 

never went far from their universities, except for one or two of 

them whom we’ve found elsewhere and had to take into 

custody.”

“And?”

“And--there’s something very curious about them.”

“You don’t seem to like it, whatever it is.”

“You won’t either.  None of them claim to know 

anything about a nuclear research program, military or 

otherwise.”

“That’s impossible.  Our source was explicit.  I’ve seen 

the original report and he named names.”

“Our man in Cairo who sent that report is dead now, 

conveniently killed during the street fighting when we took the 

city.  We have no way of checking the report with his sources, 

whatever or whoever they were.  And every one of the 

scientists denies any involvement in such a program, or so 

much as being recruited for it.  They admit readily that Nasser 

would have tried to build a bomb if he had enough information 

to warrant making the effort.  Some of them even admit they 
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would have supported him in the endeavor.  Israel’s nuclear 

ambitions are not exactly a widely-kept secret over here.  But 

all of them are quite positive that there was no Egyptian bomb.  

Not in Nasser’s plans or anyone else’s.”

“But, damn it, you found the documents here in the 

government offices!” Keightley erupted.  He picked rapidly 

through the papers on his desk.  “Here’s your own report.  

Schematics, photographs, design calculations, ore samples--all 

present and accounted for!”

“That’s the problem,” the colonel said thoughtfully.  

“The evidence is here, and it’s overwhelming.  At the same 

time, every prominent scientist in Egypt denies knowledge of 

its existence--and I have not been able to shake any of them in 

their stories.  The information exists.  The will to use it to build 

an atomic bomb, upon which we premised this invasion, does 

not, so far as I can see.”

“Try seeing farther,” Sir Charles said.  Both displeasure 

and alarm showed in his voice.  “If the documents were not 

purposefully acquired by Nasser, for the purpose of putting 

them to use, then where did they come from?”

“It’s always possible that their source was the same as 

that of the information which France and Israel received 

several years ago.”

“Colonel--” Keightley shook his head.  “Why would 

this hypothetical third party provide highly technical 

information to the Egyptian government on the eve of a war 

which would prevent them from using it, and in such a manner 

that they would not have known about it to use it even if there 

had been no war?”

The colonel shrugged.  “Perhaps someone who wanted 

to provide us with a casus belli and to ensure that we would 

feel our invasion to be justified afterwards.”

General Keightley’s throat tightened for an instant.  The 

feeling of panic passed as quickly as it had come on.  “Rubbish.  

Keep checking into the activities of Nasser’s scientists.  I’m sure 

the answer lies with them.”
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* * * * *

“Ambassador Chauvel,” the Prime Minister said, his 

hands fumbling nervously with his teacup, “your government 

cannot be serious when it proposes to withdraw more than 

ninety percent of the troops it currently has stationed in Egypt.  

We have not yet been able to establish a stable successor 

administration in place of the Nasser government.”

Jean Chauvel shrugged and grimaced at the same time.  

“You will understand, of course, that we have need of our 

troops in Algeria.  The--pacification--of Egypt has produced a 

ripple effect across north Africa.  The secessionists have been 

increasingly active, and as your foreign office has no doubt 

informed you, new massacres of French civilians are occurring 

on an almost weekly basis.  We have reason to suspect that a 

number of mid-level officials and military officers have taken 

refuge in the more remote parts of Algeria and are training and 

radicalizing their fellow Muslims.  Violence is increasing daily.  

Our government sees no recourse other than recalling the 

Legion.  Algeria is part of France.  It is France.  We have an 

obligation to our own.”

“You have an obligation to your allies as well.  The 

violence in Algeria is nothing compared to what’s happening 

in Egypt.  Bombings, murders, riots--only yesterday Sir Charles 

Keightley was shot and wounded while leaving a conference 

with his intelligence chief!  Five minutes later a bomb 

demolished half a dozen houses not three blocks away.  British 

troops alone cannot sustain this kind of pressure.  Before he 

died, Nasser declared a people’s war and gave the people the 

means to carry it out.  It was a people’s war that drove us out 

of Egypt four years ago.”

“And lost Britain the canal in consequence.  Now you 

have the canal back.  Let it serve as a lesson to your 

government that strategic possessions require sacrifice.”
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“The mood of my government is not at present inclined 

to consider sacrifice to be a reasonable exchange.  The mood of 

the electorate will shift from approval of a swift victory over a 

potential Communist ally to displeasure with a steadily 

growing casualty list.”

“The mood of both your electorate and your 

government would be significantly worse if the canal were to 

be lost again and British economic revival halted, putting the 

former out of work and the latter out of office.  But British 

internal affairs are not the concern of the government of France.  

I am sorry, Prime Minister, but the Premier stands by the 

decision.  We have secured continued access to the canal and 

defeated Nasser’s nuclear ambitions.  Our mission is 

accomplished.  Our troops will be withdrawn as already 

determined.  We shall naturally leave a security force behind to 

maintain the Canal Zone itself and protect it against any 

further disruptions.”

“Withdrawn to Reggane?  Our intelligence services are 

quite aware you’re preparing for a test of your own there.  Or 

perhaps it’s a joint test?”  His eyes flickered across to Eliahu 

Eilat, who had contributed very little to the conversation so far.

“I am afraid I am not authorized to discuss that aspect 

of my government’s defense policy,” Chauvel said stiffly.

“But you are entitled to discuss pulling forty thousand 

legionnaires out of Egypt now that you have what you want.”

The Frenchman sighed.  “To speak frankly, we have no 

continuing obligation beyond securing the canal itself.  Our 

alliance was formed to accomplish a specific objective.  That 

objective has been accomplished and the alliance is at an end.”

“Is that the position of the government of Israel as 

well?” Eden demanded.

“Not quite,” Eilat replied in a soothing tone.  “We 

intend to do our full part in aiding you to maintain order 

within the Canal Zone.  If there should be a shortage of troops 

there due to the French withdrawals, we are prepared to 

consider making up the difference.  Also we intend to retain 
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control over the Sinai, with its future status to be formally 

determined later.  Internal security within the peninsula and 

security on the east bank of the canal will be our sole 

responsibility.  Beyond that…surely you will understand, 

Prime Minister, that our continued presence in the rest of 

Egypt proper would hurt both our nations more than it would 

help.  The millions of Egyptian Muslims would never tolerate 

a rule imposed by Jewish tanks.  The religious divide would 

only add to the ongoing violence and create more difficulties 

for your administration to deal with.  As for us, we are sure to 

face added hostility from our neighbors for having gone to war 

with one of their fellow Arab nations in the first place, in spite 

of the fact that they encouraged you to start the war.  To 

remain there in the position of a conqueror would be 

unbearable for them and would likely provoke another conflict, 

one that would force us to withdraw our forces from Egypt 

entirely in order to defend the borders of Palestine itself.”

“In other words, you both want Britain alone to bear the 

financial and human cost of putting down the growing 

Egyptian revolution that has sprung up under all of our feet.”

“France does not want a colony in Egypt, or a 

cooperative Egyptian administration,” Chauvel declared.  

“Does Israel?”

“Israel wishes only for a neutered Egypt, one that is no 

threat to our existence,” Eilat said.  “The nature of that Egypt, 

provided that it is not hostile, is a matter of no concern to my 

government.”

“Whereas,” the French ambassador went on 

aggressively, “the British government has seemed not only 

willing but eager to assume the responsibility for governing 

Egypt by installing a temporary administration in Cairo and 

making plans for a long-term occupation.  You chose this 

situation, Prime Minister.  You decided that the canal was 

worth the cost of regaining it; you decided that the cost would 

include governing Egypt as a whole for some time to come; 

you decided to create an interim Egyptian government and 
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assume responsibility for its actions.  Britain chose her path, sir.  

Neither France nor Israel chose the same path.  You cannot in 

good faith expect our governments to put themselves at risk in 

order to help you carry out your individual objectives.”

Eden was beaten and he knew it.  He also knew that he 

would be beaten at the polls the next time Parliament was 

dissolved.  Egypt would turn into a fiasco and he would bear 

the responsibility.  It was irrelevant that British industry 

continued to rebuild without interruption, British shipping 

continued to pass into the Red Sea, and neither the United 

States nor the Soviet Union had so much as protested the 

invasion.  None of those achievements mattered to him in 

comparison with the impending death of his political career.

And so he allowed himself to rail on at the faithlessness 

of allies while the representatives of the two allies referred to 

listened politely.  Behind the mask of diplomacy, Chauvel was 

looking forward to dinner with his mistress.  Eilat allowed his 

thoughts to stray to the new arrangements being made back 

home for concentrating troops along the Syrian and Jordanian 

borders.  With Egypt, the strongest of the Arab states, out of 

the way, and work on the Dimona plant progressing ahead of 

schedule, Israeli regional supremacy was a matter of a few 

more years at most.

* * * * *

Abu Hamid came forward from his tent before the 

silvery propellers of the C-46 had stopped turning.  Beyond the 

narrow strip of dirt and sand where it had touched down, the 

exposed rock of the hill chain dropped away sharply into an 

ancient wadi.  Little red lights glowed here and there along the 

length of the improvised airfield, rubies in a purple dusk that 

deepened every minute.  The desert air had cooled so quickly 

after the sun’s disappearance that he could smell the heat 

radiating from the machine as well as feel it.
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Prompt as he was, the children were quicker.  They 

were already gathered around the tall pilot who stood by the 

door of the tan-and-brown plane.  His Arabic was rudimentary 

at best, but he had a passion for a certain kind of English 

peppermint, and the fame of the little white pieces of sugar and 

essential oil had gone abroad until there was not a child within 

five miles who would not rush to the big aircraft when they 

heard it approaching.  Because this pilot always shared his 

peppermints with a smile.  He was a generous man, like his 

master.

“Greetings, my friend,” Abu Hamid said, when the last 

of the children had slipped reluctantly away.

Mike Sebring salaamed briefly but politely enough.  

“Will you come inside the plane and take a look?  It’s too dark 

out here.”

The massive batteries in the engine nacelles had been 

fully charged by the day’s flight over Africa and the lights 

inside the cargo bay snapped on brightly when Sebring 

depressed the bulkhead switch.  Both men blinked solemnly at 

the sudden change.  Then Abu Hamid saw the small crates that 

lined the center of the compartment.  Small for greater 

portability, because their contents were heavy.

“I have a few cases of rifles for you as well,” Sebring 

said, noticing the direction of the glance.  “But you said last 

time that you had enough to arm all of your men, so I brought 

mostly ammunition for what you already have.”

“And handguns?”

“There is a crate of Browning Hi-Power pistols here 

somewhere.  The Professor is still working on that.  He thinks 

he might be able to buy them in bulk in Europe.  War surplus 

that wasn’t properly accounted for, you understand.  He’s also 

undecided about whether sending pistols into a guerrilla war is 

a good idea.  Shortens the range of the conflict and makes the 

guerrillas vulnerable, he says.”

“There is something in that,” Abu Hamid admitted.  

“But in war everything is useful sooner or later.”
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“I told him that.  There is something else here that will 

be especially useful, though.”  He led Abu Hamid to the back 

of the plane, unstrapped a larger crate, and opened it.  From 

inside he drew a spool wrapped with a thick, shiny white cord.  

When he began to unroll it, it did not come off easily, but 

remained stiff and hard, more like wire than rope.  “Feel it,” he 

offered.  “It’s called primacord.  A simple tube filled with 

powdered high explosive.”

“I have read about it,” Abu Hamid said cautiously, “but 

as I remember, it was mentioned in the context of mining 

operations.”

“That’s what it was invented for.  But it’s flexible, as 

you can see.”  Sebring chuckled at his own weak joke.  “Wrap 

three turns of it around a telephone pole and it will send the 

pole flying up into the air, along with the wires.  Pipes, rails, 

heavy equipment, walls--it can blow holes in almost anything 

more or less precisely, and it’s easy to hide and transport and 

adjust as needed.”

The Egyptian said nothing, but he smiled a little.  He 

was already working out the possible uses to which he could 

put the simple device.  “My men will be here shortly to unload 

the cargo.  And the children will have put the lights out by 

now.”  The runway lights were always extinguished 

immediately to eliminate the small chance that a passing 

British or Israeli jet would spot them.  “We are fortunate 

tonight.  We have secured a sheep for dinner.  Will you join 

us?”

“I’d be delighted,” Sebring said, climbing out of the 

cargo hold and slamming the door closed behind them.  “You 

just can’t get good mutton in America.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
January 1, 1957

Seamus Costello looked down at the map in front of 

him.  It was incredibly precise.  For the hundredth time, he 

wondered who had made it.  Drawings of such detail would 

ordinarily be classified as British government secrets and filed 

away securely in London.  Making a complex chart from 

scratch would require either a survey of the ground itself, 

which in this case was impossible, or an aerial reconnaissance 

so extensive that it could not fail to reveal its purpose to the 

watchers on the ground.  And yet he had the chart, and by all 

standards of comparison it was entirely accurate.  He assumed 

the information painstakingly copied into its margins was 

equally accurate.  If so, then mere possession of this map was a 

greater crime, a higher treason, than anything else he had 

committed so far.

The map had come into his hands anonymously, just 

before the Border Campaign had begun last year.  The giver 

was vouched for by a very highly-placed IRA sympathiser in 

America, who nevertheless stressed the source’s desire to 

remain nameless so that he might also remain useful.  Flattered 

by the recognition, and intrigued by the idea which the map 

suggested, Costello had complied with the request.  At 

seventeen years old, he was still young enough to be daring 

without being stubborn.  He had shared the operational 

concept he devised sparingly with his superiors, who were first 

appalled and then obsessed by the scope of the operation he 

201



proposed.  The documents that had accompanied the map had 

swayed them, and the promise, conveyed across the Atlantic 

wires, that further deliveries of information would be 

accompanied by substantial gifts of weapons and cash, had 

decided the question.  So while his colleagues ran around the 

island blowing up courthouses and barracks and police 

stations, Costello spent his days poring over the map and 

instructions, learning them by heart.

The weapons had been delivered as promised, both 

small arms and ammunition for general use and more 

specialized tools for the mission ahead.  The cash had been a 

welcome addition to the IRA war chest.  Another less 

pretentious item had arrived as well: an ordinary envelope 

addressed to Costello by name.  It had contained three 

typewritten sheets of paper filled with simple instructions that 

Costello knew would, if carried out correctly, do more damage 

to the British Empire than a fleet laden with munitions could 

ever accomplish.

He steadied himself against the rickety table that 

occupied the center of the cabin.  The boat was pitching and 

rolling heavily in the chop of the Irish Sea.  By now there was 

only dark water and dark sky surrounding the small craft; the 

black mass of the Isle of Man was already astern.  In a very few 

more hours, just at dawn, they would be landing on the coast 

of the enemy.  The coast of England.

* * * * *

The Irishmen came ashore on a long, low spit of sand 

covered with scrub.  The three fishing boats acquired for the 

mission would not wait for them to return.  Instead, the boats 

would head out to sea again, so as not to give the alarm when 

the sun rose, loiter well offshore, and then come in to pick them 

up a mile or two to the south, where the woods provided better 

cover for a retreat.
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Keeping a loose formation, the IRA troops moved 

inland, bearing more or less due east.  In their dark gray 

clothes, they blended in with the shadows left behind by the 

lingering night.  Each man carried a surplus Enfield or Garand 

rifle.  Many carried packs with additional gear.  It was more 

equipment for a raid than any unit had ever carried.  It was a 

large unit, too--fifty men under the command of proven 

officers.

They crept past a prosperous farm, climbing the fences 

and hedges as silently as possible.  Now there was a copse 

ahead of them, just as the map had promised.  Under cover for 

the moment, they regrouped, performed a final check of their 

weapons, and received last-minute instructions.  Many of the 

men prayed.

Costello crossed the wood to the opposite side and 

looked out between the tree trunks.  Directly in front of him 

stood the dome and two massive towers of the Windscale 

complex, the latter rising over four hundred feet into the air 

before their ugly rectangular profiles terminated.  In the 

background, farther away, the four more curvaceous towers of 

the Calder Hall power plant gave off puffs of steam in the cold 

winter morning.  Costello noticed that the steam was blowing 

out to sea.  Towards Ireland.  He frowned and raised his hand.

Incredibly, the grove abutted directly on the boundary 

wall of the site and had never been cut back.  At Costello’s 

signal, two of his demolitions men dashed forward.  They 

attached blocks of white putty to the sides and base of the wall 

and connected a detonator.  The shock wave from the 

explosion blew leaves off the surrounding trees, but the foliage 

nevertheless deadened the sound, as did the thickness of the 

wall even as it crumbled inward.  The IRA men leapt for the 

gap opened so conveniently for them.  In fifteen seconds they 

were all through and the invasion had begun in earnest.

They crossed a strip of grass, then a road, and then they 

were in among the massive complex of buildings, running 

hard, their breath steaming like the exhaust from the distant 
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towers.  There was no patrol in sight.  The instructions on the 

map were correct, Costello realized.  We are going to win this 

one.  Exultation built in him as he ran.  In the distance, 

someone fired a shot.  The bullet spattered off the concrete in 

front of his feet.  Three guards had heard the explosion and 

emerged from one of the buildings.  A rapid volley from five of 

Costello’s men in the rear cut them down.  He caught a glimpse 

of another man up ahead turning and fleeing down one of the 

streets.  He smiled instead of shooting.  The man could do 

nothing.  The plant was only half staffed on New Year’s Day.  

The nearest bodies of policemen and soldiers would be equally 

diminished.  For perhaps the first time in history, an Irish army 

had numerical superiority over a British force on British soil.  

For the moment.

Now the towers hung over them.  Costello skidded to a 

stop.  “Break up!” he shouted, the first time he’d spoken since 

the mission began.  The larger part of his force never halted 

and tore away down one of the central streets of the complex.  

Noel Kavanagh led them.  He would have been leading a 

charge against the barracks of the Royal Ulster Constabulary 

two days ago, Costello realized, if the IRA leadership had not 

been persuaded to assign him to this operation instead.  Which 

had worked out well for Kavanagh--the man who had 

commanded the attack on the barracks in his place was now 

sitting in a British prison.  This was better, much better.

With twenty men at his back, Costello entered the 

containment building housing Windscale Pile Number One.

* * * * *

Kavanagh lost only three men while crossing the site.  

The few armed guards whom the British employed did their 

best, but there was no detachment of troops standing by within 

the walls, no SAS regiment parachuting out of the skies to 

protect one of the most important scientific installations in the 

United Kingdom.  The casualties that his force took came 
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entirely from guards who had taken refuge in the buildings 

and who believed they were defending those buildings by 

taking pot-shots out the windows.  It was wasted effort.  The 

Irishmen ran on across the causeway that crossed a drainage 

ditch and took refuge under the cooling towers, where they 

were out of range and impossible to see.  They did not fear a 

counterattack; their superiority was sufficient to prevent that 

for now.

They had been lucky so far, Kavanagh understood, and 

he also understood that their luck would inevitably change 

once the British had time to respond.  They had to work 

quickly.  He signaled his men into action again, helping to 

place the explosives himself on the two more northerly cooling 

towers.  The towers were not, as he had originally thought, 

massive concrete castings resting directly on bedrock.  Instead, 

they were almost eggshell-thin, and were supported on a ring 

of steel trusses that raised them a surprising distance above the 

ground.  It was those trusses that the Irishmen went after.  

When the plastic charges had been set on each one, they pulled 

back to another nearby grove of trees--it was so thoughtful of 

Calder Hall’s landscapers to leave shrubbery growing 

everywhere to provide cover to an invading force--and 

Kavanagh triggered the detonator himself.

The high explosive removed the trusses from beneath 

the towers almost instantaneously.  Given momentum by the 

downward pull of gravity, the towers plummeted the short 

distance to their foundations.  It was not a long fall, but for 

structures weighing hundreds of tons that were not designed to 

be subjected to the stresses of movement, it was disastrous.  

The thin concrete walls cracked and shattered as they were 

brought to an abrupt halt against the earth.  In collapsing, they 

also smashed the exhaust lines connecting them to the 

secondary coolant loop.  Low-pressure steam burst out of the 

crushed pipes and covered the wreckage in a merciful fog of 

obscurity.  In the nearby powerhouse, alarms went off, sirens 

wailed, and crimson lights flashed madly.  The supervisor on 
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duty had delayed shutting down the reactors for as long as 

possible after news of the attack had reached him, not wanting 

to expose the British public to a power shortage at the busiest 

time of day.  Now each of the two sixty-megawatt atomic piles 

had to be forcibly shut down without any chance to switch the 

load they were carrying to another station first.  Cumberland 

would sleep a little longer on the first morning of the new year.

The collapsing towers were still in motion when the 

IRA troops started moving again.  Two more towers remained, 

connected to the other two reactors.  Those had to be destroyed 

in the same way.  They had enough explosives for the task.  

Five minutes later, it was done.  The first civilian nuclear power 

plant in the world, the crown jewel of British science and 

industry, was no longer operational.

The border fence was nearby.  Kavanagh led his men 

back to it in good order.  An onrushing car filled with guards 

tore towards them along the perimeter road as they reached it, 

but they had the advantage of being able to stand still while 

shooting.  The guards did not.  None of the latter got within a 

hundred yards of the Irishmen, who promptly scaled the fence 

rather than blasting through it, so as not to make it easier for 

their pursuers to catch them, and darted away across the empty 

fields that surrounded the Calder Hall site.

Kavanagh stayed behind in the adjoining field with two 

of his men.  They had carried a lightweight rocket launcher 

with them and half a dozen rockets.  He laid the launcher 

carefully and sent every shot screaming into the still-standing 

wreckage of the towers.  It would make even more of a disaster 

for the British to clean up, and it would terrify their cowering 

scientists as well.  The gesture pleased him.  Then he rejoined 

the rest of his men and headed south.

* * * * *

Costello threaded his way through the corridors of the 

control building with an ease that suggested he had worked 

there for years.  Blueprints of the two facilities had 
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accompanied the map of the site he had received, and they had 

been very thorough.  Two guards had tried to stop the invaders 

as they entered.  They managed to wound Costello in the arm 

and kill the man next to him before the other Irishmen shot 

them down.  After that, the progress of the IRA team had been 

unopposed.  Lab workers fled back into their offices or stood 

silently, menacingly aside as they marched past.

The building was a small one.  Locked doors were few 

and those that were in the way were removed by a blast from a 

shotgun or a small charge of plastic.  Outside the control room, 

Costello deployed half his men in a perimeter around the door 

to prevent any foolish attempt by the scientists to retake the 

plant, then entered it with the nine others.

Technicians in rumpled suits, white coats, and radiation 

badges still stood by the controls, trying to ignore the force that 

was being brought to bear on them.  All around them, the 

readings on the gauges were sinking.  They were shutting 

down the reactor to prevent an accident from occurring while 

they were away.  When word had come from outside that 

Windscale was under attack, it was assumed that the 

assailants--the terrorists--would attempt to take them hostage, 

perhaps with a view to exchanging them for members of their 

own group previously captured by the British government.  It 

was also assumed that the attackers were Irish.  The scientists 

were correct as far as that guess went.  Unfortunately for them, 

they were not so well informed about the intentions of the IRA 

men.

“Everyone out!” Costello ordered, accompanying the 

command with a suitably aggressive gesture.  The technicians 

obeyed slowly, grudgingly.  The remaining soldiers escorted 

them out of the control room and closed the door again.  That 

left him alone with only two of his men.  Both of them were 

engineers by training.

Wincing from the pain in his arm, Costello pulled the 

precious envelope out of his jacket  The instructions on those 

three typewritten sheets were as explicit and straightforward as 
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the rest of the plan had been.  There was no reason to assume 

that following them would lead to any less successful results.  

He moved forward to the control boards and began to read off 

the checklists.  As he read, the three Irishmen began to make 

adjustments to the arrays of switches, and the dying reactions 

inside the reactor core throbbed back into life.

The cooling fans, which the technicians had allowed to 

idle, were shut off entirely.  One of the engineers then removed 

a panel and tore out the leads which controlled those fans.  

Anyone trying to restart them would have to repair the 

damaged wiring first, a complex and time-consuming task.  

Next, they withdrew the cooling rods from the core and 

jammed the controls in the out position.  It was not a foolproof 

way of sabotaging the system, but it was the best they could do 

without tinkering with the core itself.

Costello pulled his men out of the control room and 

instructed his demolitions crew to plant explosives at various 

points around the door.  The position of every charge was 

already marked on his plan of the building.  A slight tremor 

under their feet, caused by the collapsing cooling towers at the 

other end of the plant, signaled that Kavanagh and his team 

had completed the first stage of their mission successfully.  The 

IRA leader did a head count again and then fired the charges.

The sequence of explosions that followed collapsed 

walls, floors, and critical structural elements within that area of 

the reactor building.  Power still flowed to the controls and to 

the reactor itself, but access to the control room was entirely 

blocked by the rubble.  Anyone who wanted to get back in 

would have to dig his way through the debris.

It was not difficult for the soldiers to herd the shocked 

scientists and technicians out of the reactor building.  A few 

shots were fired over their heads to inspire them to move 

elsewhere, which they did without further hesitation.  Costello 

ordered four men to cover his rear and took the rest of his team 

back into the adjacent building housing Windscale Pile 

Number Two.
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* * * * *

Inside the graphite-packed core of Pile One, the fuel 

rods of pure uranium metal grew hotter.  The rate of fission 

increased, sending fast neutrons racing out of the rods at the 

speed of light.  Most of these were absorbed by the thick 

cladding of the reactor shield, but a few were reflected back 

through the layers of graphite.  Their passage through the 

graphite slowed them--moderated them, in scientific terms.  As 

slow neutrons, they were much more susceptible to capture by 

another atom when they reentered the fuel rods.  If they were 

captured by atoms of uranium-235, those atoms annihilated 

themselves in a sudden burst of light and heat that created two 

new elements and sprayed out more neutrons to sustain the 

reaction cycle.  If they were captured by atoms of uranium-238, 

those atoms went through a beta decay and became 

plutonium-239, the stuff of which atomic bombs are made.  

And if they were captured by atoms of lithium contained in the 

special cartridges recently installed in the core, then those 

atoms became tritium, an exotic form of hydrogen that could 

boost the power of an atomic bomb by an order of magnitude 

or more.

Most of the reactions which took place inside the pile 

involved atoms of uranium-235.  Each new reaction produced 

heat energy that had nowhere to go.  Ordinarily the cooling 

fans would have blown cold air across the fuel rods and 

exhausted it, along with the waste heat, through the towering 

chimneys.  Today, the fans were inoperative and inaccessible.  

The temperature inside the pile climbed.  Because of the way 

the reactor had been designed, it climbed faster in some areas 

than others.  The fuel rods began to glow red, not from exotic 

reactions, but from the intense heat to which they were being 

subjected.  Some began to drip molten metal.  Others burst into 

flame.  Pure uranium metal does burn in the presence of 

oxygen, which was available in plenty in the four hundred 
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foot-tall chimney.  In a few hours, the resulting fire would be so 

strong that neither water nor cold air nor carbon dioxide would 

be able to put it out.  It would disintegrate anything that 

touched it before the coolant could diminish its energy.

* * * * *

The fishing boats were waiting on the coast south of the 

Calder Hall site.  Only two of them remained.  Kavanagh had 

loaded as many of his men as he could onto the first boat to 

arrive and sent them back to Ireland immediately.  There was 

no use in having them wait around for the the Royal Navy to 

catch up with them.  Every minute was precious now.

Costello’s unit came splashing up through the shallow 

water and tumbled, wet and filled with glorious excitement, 

onto the decks of the two remaining craft.  The Boy General 

himself was covered in blood and salt water and swore 

vigorously when anyone so much as brushed against his arm, 

but no amount of pain could make him stop smiling.  “Go 

now!” he gasped to his lieutenant as he caught his breath.  

Kavanagh needed no further instructions.  He waved to the 

other boat.  On his command, both craft pulled away from the 

English coast and swung out to sea again.

“Do I need to send a signal?” Kavanagh asked, hoping 

he wouldn’t have to do so.  He sighed in relief when Costello 

shook his head.

“It was perfect,” he said, his voice strengthening.  “The 

most beautiful operation we have ever laid on.  I lost only four 

men.  How many of yours?  Only three?  That’s splendid.  We 

have never struck the tyrants a blow that will humble them so 

much as this one has.”

Both men fell silent, thinking and waiting.  

Anticipating, really.  Had Kavanagh sent any kind of signal 

back to their waiting friends across the sea, it would have been 

an admission of at least partial failure.  Without him giving 
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such an alert, the next and final part of the operation would 

come into play automatically.

It arrived in the form of a cultured brogue, speaking to 

all of Ireland and Britain on multiple frequencies.  It would be 

recorded, copied, and rebroadcast repeatedly over the days to 

come.  This time, however, in the early hours of the new year, 

was the first occasion on which it would be heard.

“Friends and comrades,” the speaker said out of the 

boat’s radio, “this morning a small band of loyal Irishmen 

invaded England.  They went out armed with a plan that was 

simple enough but which had somehow never occurred to any 

of us before.  They did not go in search of enemy soldiers, or 

bases, or centers of government.  They went to the Calder 

Works, on the east coast of Cumberland, where the English 

built a great atomic power plant to light their cities and to build 

atomic weapons, so that they might reinforce their dominance 

over oppressed peoples throughout the world.  These few 

Irishman destroyed the plants of the Calder Works, and today 

the boasted excellence of the tyrants in this globally-contested 

field of industry is at an end.

“England can no longer build weapons with which to 

terrorize whole cities.  But more importantly, the insidious 

cruelty which motivated them to build the plant in the first 

place has been turned back on itself.  Why site a nuclear power 

station on the Irish Sea?  So that the radiation expelled by that 

plant might flow across the sea to harm your wives and 

daughters, and your children in the womb, even your cattle 

and sheep in the field.  But now this wind that was to secretly 

blow death and injury to Irishmen blows the other way.  The 

English intended that we should suffer.  Let them fall into the 

pit they have digged for themselves.  Let them understand the 

power of a whole nation’s quest for freedom.  Let the world 

know that the tyrants are not strong, but weak.”

* * * * *
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As he looked around the destroyed control room, the 

only thought that kept Antony Head, Minister of Defence, from 

succumbing to the shock he felt was that in another week he 

would be leaving the government, and this would all be 

somebody else’s problem.  The possibility of being taken to 

task in the House for failing to provide the Calder Works with 

proper security, and the further possibility that he could be 

prosecuted for his failure, were two alternatives that he strove 

to ignore as much as possible.  Granted, his tenure in the post 

had lasted less than three months, and so the blame could 

hardly be placed entirely on his shoulders, but the House 

might not see it that way, not at first.

“What long-term effects will this attack have on our 

atomic weapons program?” he wanted to know.

“As far as production of raw materials, we have no 

atomic weapons program at the moment,” Sir William Penney 

said cheerfully.  Scientists have no sense of proportion, the 

Minister thought.  “The Windscale site is a complete loss.  We 

spend most of our time being thankful that the damage wasn’t 

worse.  Both piles are entirely burned out and will have to be 

sealed to prevent radiation leakage.  All the plutonium we 

expected to get from them can never be extracted now.  They 

were also our sole source of tritium.  The Calder reactors are 

undamaged, but with the cooling towers gone, we can’t use 

them for plutonium production, either.  We can probably 

rebuild those before our next plant at Chapelcross comes 

online.  There’s still likely to be a good two-year gap in 

deliveries, though.  Oh, and if we fall behind in atomic 

development, the Americans are probably going to see us as 

poor strategic partners and they’ll stop sharing information 

again.”

“Those fucking Irish,” the Minister muttered.  “The 

public is not taking this very well,” he added in a more audible 

tone.

“I should say not, not with that speech being 

rebroadcast on a daily basis,” the physicist said.  “The ones 
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who live nearest the plant are already beginning to kill their 

cattle as a preemptive measure.  They took the bit about the 

wind blowing the radiation back on them quite literally.”

“Is there any substantial danger from that?”

“Well, yes.  The fallout from the two piles was much 

higher than we’d like it to be.  Radioactive iodine, mostly, 

which can raise cancer rates.”

“That explains the line of picketers outside.”

“Yes, they think rather well of themselves.  Your 

soldiers don’t hold up very well upon comparison.  How many 

do you have out there, by the way?  It looks like an entire 

battalion.”

“Not enough,” the Minister said.  “I am seriously 

considering fortifying every nuclear installation in Britain as a 

precaution against future attacks.”

“Surely that would only increase public resentment and 

suspicion?”

“The alternative is leaving our strategic deterrent open 

and vulnerable to the first passing fringe group with a grudge 

and a few guns.  And that damned broadcast is basically 

encouraging it!  Mocking our vulnerabilities!  And if the IRA 

can take advantage of them, a Soviet Spetsnaz unit certainly 

can.  No, I think we will just have to weather the public 

outcry.”

“Have you made any progress on tracking down the 

men who planned and conducted the raid?”

“No,” the Minister replied curtly.  He didn’t feel like 

mentioning the thousands of troops being poured into 

Northern Ireland or the mass interrogations of everyone who 

seemed remotely likely to have a connection with the attack.  

Or the orders waiting on the Prime Minister’s desk that would 

impose martial law across the Six Counties once signed.  “Who 

are those two men over there?”

“Exchange scientists.  Our overseas friends have kindly 

volunteered a couple of their top men to help us clean things 

up.”
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“The Americans to the rescue, eh?”

“No, one is Dr. Durand of France, and the other is Dr. 

Harari, of Israel.”

“We do not have relations with either country on this 

subject.  Suppose they ask for information in return for their 

aid--for the exchange to be made two ways?”

“Then we give it to them,” Sir William said 

pragmatically.  “Both of them are ahead of us in atomic 

research at this moment.”

As Seamus Costello had predicted, that was a very 

humiliating realization for the Minister.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
September 23, 1957

The buses from Birmingham arrived in Little Rock in 

the early hours of the morning.  One of them did not follow the 

others to the assembly point.  Instead, it turned off the highway 

and made its way obliquely into an old residential 

neighborhood some distance away from the city center.  The 

streets it traveled were nearly empty as it passed.  The 

suburban families who occupied that part of the city were not 

yet awake; the children had yet to leave for school, the 

husbands for the factories, the wives for the store or office.  So 

when the bus came to a halt near an empty lot on one of the 

streets, no one saw its passengers disembark.

They were all men in their twenties and thirties, with 

the air of having been hard workers and hard fighters.  They all 

spoke with the native drawl of the southern states, a variation 

that had once caused Englishmen to wonder about the 

industriousness of their ancestors.  They were all plainly 

dressed.  They all wore an expression in which defiance, 

determination, and outrage were clearly visible.  And for all 

their obvious strength, they were respectful of the good-

looking young man who was standing there in the crisp 

morning air to meet them.  Each of them was aware that he had 

been a captain in the army before he was forced to resign his 

commission due to his political leanings.  Given the context in 

which that knowledge had been imparted to them, they 
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assumed his leanings were the same as theirs and therefore 

thought they understood his resentment.  They even shared it.

The youthful captain led them down the block and 

turned off into a smaller street.  He unlocked the front door of 

one of the houses, then motioned for them to follow him.  

When they had all entered, he closed the door behind them.

Inside, they gathered around him in a large room at the 

back of the house, their eyes shining at the sight of the weapons 

lined up on the table in neat rows.

“You have come here because you are the few men who 

have the courage to do what needs to be done,” the captain 

said.  Then he began to explain their tasks for the day.

* * * * *

The men left the house one by one in the middle of the 

morning, all wearing jackets in spite of the late summer 

warmth.  They took different paths through the streets.  A bird 

who had the inclination or excess intelligence to look down on 

them and care about their movements would have noticed that 

in spite of their different routes, they were all converging on 

the same spot in the distance, an immense brown stone 

building set in its own gardens.

As they walked, they passed posters hung up in odd 

places.  Normally residents would take down a poster that 

someone pasted on their front wall or their fence.  Or, if they’d 

hung it themselves, their neighbors would complain.  But in 

Little Rock that morning, there were half a dozen different 

examples of public announcements scattered around private 

residences, and no one had seen fit to remove them.

The most striking of the posters featured a simple 

monochrome design.  Across the top of each sheet was 

blazoned in capitals the word “Integration”, and beneath that, 

the phrase “The thin end of the wedge”.  Below that, a black 

face peered out from the design, subdivided by an off-center 

white triangle that graphically alluded to the wedge previously 
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mentioned.  Beneath the tip of the wedge was a pyramid of 

text, in small black letters.  The first line read “Rape”, the 

second “Riots”, the third “Theft”, and so on down in an ever-

expanding column.  Communism was naturally included in its 

proper location.  The designer had outdone himself in 

capturing the worst fears of Little Rock regarding the 

integration experiment, and the poster had a dramatic effect on 

the newcomers as each of them passed it.  Dramatic, but not 

pleasant in the least.

* * * * *

Two thousand people yelled themselves hoarse with 

anger on the lawns outside Little Rock Central High School.  

Fifteen policemen stood and faced them, and such was the 

magic worked by generations of trained obedience to a fetish 

known as the law that they were able to hold the crowd in 

check.  But only by the smallest of margins.

Inside the school, the nine black students who had been 

chosen to make the experiment tried to go about their business.  

Outside, the results of that experiment boiled and foamed on 

the pavement.  The posters and tracts that had been distributed 

across the city over the past two weeks had had the desired 

effect.  Opposition to integration had strengthened rather than 

diminished, encouraged by the withdrawal of the National 

Guard troops over the weekend.  The more ardent spirits in the 

crowd were already spreading the word that the absence of the 

soldiers constituted a clear signal from Governor Faubus: they 

were now entitled to take the situation into their own hands 

and make their antipathy towards integration felt.  No one was 

convinced that they were doing enough to show hostility by 

merely standing around and shouting.  The newcomers from 

the bus, circulating among them, showed slightly more 

restraint, although they did not hesitate to encourage their 

fellows.  They never strayed very far from the positions they 

had taken up, either.
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A sudden outburst in front of the school marked the 

spot where the four black reporters covering the day’s events 

had been standing a moment before.  The humor of the crowd 

had shifted, and it turned on them and beat them.  The 

policemen broke their containment line in front of the school 

and closed in on the frenzy.  School officials watching from the 

windows rapidly decided to remove the nine students for the 

time being.

Their decision came too late.  As the police struggled to 

break up the running fight around the reporters, the men from 

Birmingham sprang into action.  Some carried steel bars 

carefully disguised as walking sticks; others slipped batons out 

from inside their coats.  Instead of joining the assault on the 

reporters, they went after the policemen.  The fifteen officers 

went down almost simultaneously under the force of the 

charge.  Some died on the spot with crushed skulls, while 

others were more fortunate and suffered only bruises or broken 

limbs.  One managed to dodge the full force of the blow that 

his opponent, a particularly hefty railroad worker, aimed at 

him.  He tripped the man up and they fell together.  The shock 

numbed his arm, which explained why, when he managed to 

finally pull his revolver from its holster, the only shot he fired 

missed its target and killed a third person several paces away 

in the crowd.

That one shot was all the Birmingham men needed.  

“Don’t fire unless fired upon,” the captain had said to them as 

they listened respectfully to his instructions.  The famous 

phrase resonated well with their sense of idealism.  “But if one 

of the officers fires first, then it’s a declaration of war and it 

would be dishonorable to submit to violence from your own 

kind in such a cause.”  Remembering that command, they drew 

their own pistols and opened fire on the policemen.  The crowd 

roared its approval.  Dozens of the onlookers had seen the 

fallen officer shoot first.  In the heat of the moment, they saw 

his death at the hands of one of their own as just retribution for 

his abuse of power.
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School officials flitted about on the steps leading up to 

the building.  The noise of the shots had drawn them out of 

doors before it sent them running back inside to telephone 

police headquarters.  They wanted protection.  They wanted 

the soldiers back again.

The crowd wanted exactly the opposite.  The 

Birmingham men struck up a cheer and advanced in a body to 

the foot of the double staircase that gave entrance to the high 

school.  Drawn by their ardor, and impressed with their 

success in getting rid of the police, the protesters streamed after 

them.  They came slowly at first, then faster, and finally they 

began to run, racing up the steps and pouring into the echoing 

halls of the school.  The nine black students whose presence 

had caused the commotion were no longer there, having been 

evacuated by the principal barely thirty seconds before the 

crowd entered the building, but the angry segregationists 

would not accept that answer until they had searched every 

classroom and every closet for themselves.  They all believed it 

was their right and their duty.  The presence of the men from 

Birmingham had only given them the impetus to do what they 

already desired to do.

* * * * *

One hundred and fifty National Guard troops marched 

across Little Rock to the lawns of Central High School.  Their 

guns were loaded with live rounds.  News of the deaths of the 

fifteen officers on guard at the school had reached them before 

the offices had been ransacked by the mob.  More soldiers 

would follow them within the hour.  Force had been opposed 

to force, and the disorganized force of the mob could not be 

seen to successfully resist the organized force of the law.

They met the crowd pouring out of the building.  The 

protesters had not found what they wanted, and had 

succeeded in making their wishes known.  The presence of the 

soldiers made them fearful, but it also made them feel defiant.  
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America was a democracy.  They were the public.  That made 

them the law, and their will was that not one black student 

should ever receive an education in a white school.  Why 

should they allow the soldiers, most of whom shared their 

views, to enforce a different law?

So the two groups faced off against each other.  The 

civilians, even taking into account the shrinking of the crowd 

after the violence had begun, still outnumbered the troops by 

nearly ten to one.  They massed in front of the school, the 

Birmingham men at their head.  The soldiers spread out across 

their path to prevent their departure, halting along a line 

separated from that of the mob by less than twenty feet.

Lieutenant Colonel Marion Johnson walked up and 

down in front of the line.  He commanded the protesters to 

disperse and called on those who had committed an assault or 

participated in the attack on the police officers to give 

themselves up.  He asked that the members of the crowd bring 

forward any of the policemen who were wounded and in need 

of medical attention.  He read out the presidential 

proclamation ordering the crowd to cease its obstruction of 

justice.  None of his words had any effect.  The crowd met them 

with silence or with jeers.  The two lines faced each other 

without either one yielding.

Several hundred yards away, on a rooftop above and 

behind one wing of the crowd, the young captain drew a deep 

breath and held it.  As he exhaled softly, his finger squeezed 

the trigger of his rifle and a thirty-caliber bullet plunged away 

towards the ground at a shallow angle.  Half a second later it 

tore through Lieutenant Colonel Johnson’s sternum, heart, and 

spine before exiting to roll away somewhere between the legs 

of his men.

The soldiers heard the shot.  They saw their colonel fall 

backwards, away from the crowd.  They saw the redness on his 

shirt.  By reflex, without command, several of them fired into 

the protesters, thinking that they did so in self-defense.  The 

rest of the line assumed that an order to fire had been given 
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and followed suit.  Angry at their commander’s death, they 

sent their bullets chasing at random after the perpetrators.

And the crowd, as crowds always do, screamed in 

agony and rage and charged them.

The fight became general.  Once that gap of ten steps 

between the two bodies of men had closed, the rifles of the 

soldiers gave them no advantage.  Once their advantage of 

firepower was gone, the smallness of their numbers doomed 

them.  They wrestled and stabbed and punched and choked 

and clubbed the shouting civilians who came running at them, 

but their uniforms no longer protected them.  They died at the 

hands of men who had watched their friends and relatives and 

neighbors shot down for what they believed to be a very poor 

reason.  The crowd had no restraint left.  Its members did not 

think of future guilt, but only of present revenge.

* * * * *

By presidential command the 101st Airborne Division 

descended on Little Rock and swept through the city as if it 

were searching for German saboteurs left behind in French 

towns during the war it had fought a decade earlier.

Congress imposed martial law on the city and its 

surrounding counties.  President Eisenhower federalized the 

Arkansas National Guard and removed it from the area until 

its actions in the days leading up to the riots could be 

investigated.  The task of maintaining order and hunting down 

the leaders of the riot was turned over to the regular Army 

troops.

Hunting was the only word for it.  The local 

participants had all been rounded up quickly.  Some were easy 

enough for the school officials or bystanders to identify, and 

when arrested and confronted with the armed might of the 

entire federal government, they eagerly named their fellow 

protesters to investigators.  Their battle-born courage was 

gone.  Now they felt the kind of fear that only comes after a 
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particularly egregious act of disobedience directed at a higher 

power, when that higher power has turned its attention to the 

rebel and punishment seems a certainty.  Thanks to this 

attitude, the police were in possession of a fairly complete list 

of the members of the crowd within twenty-four hours.

And as they collected and organized the testimony, it 

became obvious that the leaders of the riot had no names.  

There were perhaps thirty of them, and they all had three 

things in common, according to the witnesses: they were 

strangers in Little Rock, they had been the first to take violent 

action against the police after the initial struggle with the 

reporters, and they were the only members of the crowd who 

had carried weapons.

The police and the Army looked immediately to the 

buses that had arrived from Birmingham on the morning of the 

riot, the ones filled with Klansmen and protesters.  The drivers 

and passengers had no information to give, except that there 

had been an additional bus which had traveled with them but 

disappeared on entering the city.  Slowly and painstakingly, 

with the help of housewives and early risers, the investigators 

traced the bus back to the block where it had stopped to let its 

passengers off.  Later they would find the bus itself, abandoned 

in a scrap yard on the fringes of town.

The soldiers swarmed the streets and found the empty 

house from which the riot had been orchestrated.  There was 

enough evidence left behind to confirm them in that 

conclusion, plus eyewitnesses who had seen groups of 

strangers returning to the house in a hurry on the afternoon of 

the riot.  But then, the witnesses said, the men had left again 

singly or in pairs, and had not come back again.

The trail would have been dead if the Birmingham men 

had not given the Army a new one--or rather, twenty new 

ones.  They had rushed back to the house after the fight, 

expecting to find temporary security and an escape plan 

waiting for them.  Instead, they had found it deserted and 

stripped of all furnishings, except for a few pistols and some 
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boxes of ammunition.  The charming captain who had 

summoned them across state lines to commit mayhem was 

nowhere to be found.

A few of the men bought tickets home out of their own 

pockets, or hitchhiked.  The return bus tickets the others were 

relying on had disappeared along with the captain.  So in their 

rage, they took the guns that were left behind and began 

shooting their way through the black neighborhoods of Little 

Rock.  Their intention, one of the last survivors said when he 

was captured, had been “to inflict a lesson”.  It was a shocking 

contrast, in a way: such an imperial concept coming from the 

lips of a peasant.

It took eight days for the Army to capture or kill the last 

of the Birmingham men who had gone on the run.  Thirty-

seven soldiers died in the effort.  Two hundred and sixteen 

civilians, most of whom were black, were killed as well during 

those eight days.  That did not include the death toll on both 

sides during the fight at Central High School, or the deaths of 

the Birmingham men, only four of whom survived to see the 

inside of a prison cell.

In time, martial law was lifted, and the uniforms of the 

Airborne Division were no longer seen on the streets.  The 

integration experiment was at an end for the moment.  Behind 

closed doors, both black and white activists muttered with 

dissatisfaction.  The former had been radicalized by the 

violence used against them; the latter had been seduced by the 

conclusion that violence could actually win battles and halt 

integration.  It was an attitude that both sides would spread to 

their allies across the nation in the years to come.

* * * * *

Tom Murray lit a match and touched it to the pile of 

paper.  All of the undistributed pamphlets and posters whose 

brothers and sisters had helped pave the way for the riot went 

up in smoke in an Arkansas cotton field.  The bus tickets for the 
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deceased would-be revolutionaries dissolved among the 

embers as well.  As for the rifle that had shot Colonel Johnson, 

its stock would be charred into a log by the blaze.  The barrel 

was already rusting away in the mud at the bottom of a 

tributary of the Mississippi, where it was beyond recovery.  

The other weapons, the ones that were never handed out, could 

be reused.  They waited in boxes on the back of the nearby 

Jeep.

The light from the bonfire reached up into the twilight 

and fetched down a DC-3 from the clouds.  Its big tires 

absorbed the impact with the rough soil without a strain.  

Murray looked up from the fire as a familiar voice with an 

Australian accent called to him from the open window of the 

cockpit.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
June 3, 1958

The ancient Persians were followers of Zoroaster and 

considered fire to be a symbol of divine power, displaying it 

prominently in their temples and streets and public buildings.  

The modern Persians were followers of Mohammed and as 

such assigned no particular importance to fire in their 

cosmology, but for one night, it flared more brightly in the 

streets of their cities than it ever had in those of their ancestors.

Tehran was in chaos.  For the past two years, the 

National Front--or what remained of it underground--had been 

deliberately taunting the Shah.  Somewhere it had gotten its 

hands on a seemingly unlimited supply of ink and paper and 

presses and type, and its pamphlets appeared on the streets in 

ever-increasing numbers.  Each new issue provided an excuse 

for another crackdown by the government.  The SAVAK, the 

royal secret police, would round up as many of the distributors 

and writers as it could lay its hands on.  To its dismay, the 

authors of the most incendiary articles were never found, with 

some of those arrested declaring that the manuscripts were 

sent to them from overseas with the printing materials and 

were not penned in Iran at all.  That suggestion was sufficiently 

disturbing that the SAVAK hastened to bring it to the attention 

of its partner organization, the Central Intelligence Agency.  

Both organizations agreed that the pamphlets must be the 

work of Communists--but why would Communists choose to 

work through the disorganized and centrist National Front 
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rather than through the Tudeh Party, Iran’s local Communist 

group?

And while the spies were busily putting out feelers in 

Moscow and triple-checking their secretaries for reliability, 

information on the Shah’s repressions would keep flowing out 

of the country and into the hands of the unknown author 

somewhere.  It would come back in the form of scathingly 

elegant Persian prose, which was typeset and copied on hand 

presses scattered across the back alleys of every major Iranian 

city.  Then the copies would turn up in the bazaars and the 

SAVAK would have hysterics again and make more arrests.  

But it never arrested anyone of importance, or succeeded in 

halting the distribution of the pamphlets more than 

temporarily.

Its failure was indicated to an expert eye by a growing 

number of signs of disrespect towards the Shah and his 

government.  The very printing of the pamphlets, because it 

resulted in arrests and torture, created a legitimate grievance 

for the authors to deplore in the next issue, but those were only 

half of what it reported.  The bribes paid by Western 

governments to the Shah and to Prime Minister Eghbal, the 

reports of what the Anglo-Iranian Oil Company was doing 

behind closed doors, the foreign policy failures of the 

government--all were laid out with a clarity that made even the 

least-informed articles utterly convincing.

In truth, the Shah’s foreign policy had never been 

received well by his people.  Aside from the resentment roused 

by his eager deference to the oil company executives, he was 

facing growing hostility from Iran’s remaining Islamic militant 

parties.  Earlier in the year, Israel had executed preemptive 

strikes against both Syria and Jordan, largely destroying both 

their armies and incidentally cutting both the Trans-Arabian 

Pipeline and the Kirkuk-Baniyas Pipeline in the process.  This 

slowed the flow of British-bought oil to the west, but Great 

Britain needed Israeli aid to maintain control of the Suez Canal, 

without which it could not get most of its oil out of the Middle 
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East in the first place.  Consequently, Britain’s protest over the 

affair to its now nuclear-armed ally amounted to little more 

than a gentle bleat.  The Shah, whose own revenues and 

ambitions were tied directly to the profitability of the British 

stake in Anglo-Iranian, did not make so much as a gesture in 

support of his fellow Muslims abroad.  His more conservative 

subjects were furious.

Still more alarming were the American-made rifles and 

pistols turning up in the hands of the militants.  Assassination 

attempts on various ministers and officials were no longer 

occasional.  They were happening at least once a week, and 

although they usually failed, they kept the SAVAK dashing 

about wildly.  They were also always carried out with a fairly 

new weapon that had been manufactured in the United States.  

The CIA made clucking noises and expressed the deepest 

concern when informed of the fact, but was unable to trace the 

war-surplus arms back to their origin.

Eventually the centrists and the hardliners and the 

Communists and the families of the bereaved and the merely 

dissatisfied lost patience with the Shah.  They took to the 

streets, were shot at by the secret police, returned fire, and 

suddenly the tables were turned.  Army units were called on to 

suppress the rebellion and did not respond.  Their commanders 

had transferred their loyalties elsewhere.  The street fighters 

counterattacked the police with staggering precision, killing en 

masse and striking the command structure where it would do 

the most damage.  The Shah, unable to rely on his police or his 

troops as a whole, had quietly slipped away--possibly to Rome, 

as he had done the last time.  When the news of his absence 

spread, it added fuel to the fire quite literally and sections of 

Tehran went up in flame and smoke as the people rejoiced at 

the fall of the despot.

The few surviving SAVAK agents licked their wounds 

in the dark corners of the alleys and khans and were not 

satisfied.  They saw popular chaos, yes--but they also saw the 

powerful men in the state, the generals, the clerics, the 
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politicians, holding themselves aloof from the demonstrations 

rather than declaring for one side or the other.  And they 

deduced that the force that had spied on them for years was the 

same force holding Iran’s potential masters in check.

* * * * *

His Imperial Majesty Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, 

Shahanshah of Iran, sat stiffly in his high-backed chair and 

stared at the tapered bomb casing in front of him.

His officers and scientists, who were no longer his 

officers and scientists, clustered around him.  The pride of 

triumph was on their faces, not on his.

“What do you require of me?” he asked.

“Your abdication,” replied Dr. Ghazni.  It was said as a 

simple statement of fact, stripped of any overtones of respect or 

reverence.  The Shah hated it.

“I have no heir.”

“The monarchy will cease to exist.”

“Whether I abdicate or not, the throne which has 

existed for two-and-a-half millennia will still remain.”

“It may remain elsewhere, then.  Iran will have no 

further need of it and is more than willing to relinquish it to a 

less fortunate nation, one which has not yet benefited from the 

benevolent rule of the King of Kings.”

“And the alternative?” the Shah demanded, wishing he 

could kill the sarcastic physicist with his own hands.

“Colonel Ahmed will take you back to Tehran and 

deliver you into the hands of those who have lost fathers and 

brothers and sons to your police.”

The Shah reasoned that if he could escape Iran, the 

Americans would reinstate him, as they had done before.  A 

deposed king--and a forced abdication was nothing but a 

deposition--could always be restored to his throne.  “I shall 

abdicate,” he said.
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The men who stood around him were too intelligent to 

believe in his sincerity, but they didn’t care.  The balance of 

power was on their side and would remain with them until this 

king who had ceased to be a king was dead.

They handed him a clipboard.  No fine cotton bond, no 

seal, no armorial bearings, no copperplate engraving.  Just a 

plain piece of paper with a simple typewritten statement in 

Persian and English, stating that the Shah abdicated in favor of 

the Majlis, effective immediately.

“A republic,” the Shah sneered as he wrote his name.  

“With yourselves as senators, no doubt.”

“We are the mind of the revolution,” the doctor 

answered.  “We are most fitted to rule by intellect; therefore, 

we deserve to rule.  Could you bring Iran such power as we 

have done?”

The Shah that was did not deign to reply.  He rose and 

walked from the room.  Colonel Ahmed alone escorted him.  A 

man with a plane was waiting outside the building.  The 

former monarch would leave his kingdom in the cabin of a 

slow, stubby Piper Apache.

Five minutes later, the Colonel returned.  “He is gone,” 

he said.  “He will come back.”

“He will try to come back,” Dr. Ghazni corrected him.  

“He will not succeed.”

“The Americans will not like this.”

“The Americans, may they burn in hell forever, are on 

the other side of the world.  We will not fall easily any longer, 

and they will not reach so far for a prize that will scorch their 

fingers.”

“I do not see how we can avoid it.  We have overthrown 

the ruler of their choosing.  We have built nuclear armaments, 

which they fear to allow others to acquire.  And we shall soon 

dissolve their control over our oil reserves, which will hurt 

them practically as well as intellectually.”

“Ah, but don’t you see, Colonel,” the physicist said, 

smiling, “that it is our very possession of nuclear armaments 
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which makes us immune to attack?  The United States will not 

dare set a precedent by going to war with another nuclear state.  

It will have no choice but to treat us as equals now.  Not out of 

fear of attack, but out of fear that war of any kind between 

nuclear states might come to be looked on as a practical 

proposition, a view which would eventually end in the 

complete destruction of both sides during such a war.  The 

Americans know this.”

“We are not yet a very strong nuclear state.”

“No, but we are not far behind Britain and France.  We 

have a dozen weapons assembled.  We could construct perhaps 

one or two dozen more in a fairly short amount of time, which 

we shall do.  And we can forge an open alliance with a fellow 

nuclear power.”

“That is impossible.  We would not place ourselves at 

risk of Russian domination.  Britain will never consider an 

alliance after we deprive her of her oil holdings.  France has a 

partner already in Israel--Israel?  You are surely not suggesting 

Israel?”

“I am.  It is our logical ally.  I have nothing but respect 

for those who take their faith seriously, Colonel, as I am sure 

you do as well.  But I have no respect for those who demand 

that their interpretation of their faith should dominate public 

life.  Our republic will be a government in which the secular 

and the scientific shall prevail.  Israel is also a state in which the 

secular is paramount for the moment.  There is no real hostility 

between our peoples.  We shall have oil to sell, and Israel has a 

need for oil.  Israel’s chief foreign ties are with France, a nation 

whose relations with Britain and the United States grow ever 

cooler.  That attitude is spreading to Israel, since the global 

ambitions of both Anglo-Saxon nations interfere with her more 

local ones.  Together, we can stand against both the upheavals 

of fanatics and the organized pressure of the superpowers.”

“There are some of our clerical allies here who will not 

like that plan.”
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“We will suppress them.  The power is ours, after all.  

We built a nuclear arsenal behind the late Shah’s back with the 

designs and funds that were given to us by our benefactor.  We 

were the class he created and despised, the technocrats, the 

geniuses of modern science who were to construct his 

marvelous modern nation and yet be subject to his autocratic 

disdain.  He despised us and ignored us; we despised him as 

well but turned our loathing to more practical ends.  If the 

fanatics of our faith oppose us as he did, then they may go to 

King Saud for shelter.  There is no room for them here.”

* * * * *

Green trees surrounded the small two-story house not 

far from the sea.  The cars filled with secret policemen that had 

sat outside of it every day for the last two years were gone.  

Now it was guarded instead by a crowd pressing up to the 

front door.  The soldiers who stood on duty nearby beamed 

rather than scowled and chatted amiably with the villagers.  

Ahmadabad was a small place, but Iranians had come from 

other parts of the country as well to be here for the 

announcement.

The door opened.  A stooped man with a bald head and 

hawklike nose stepped out, blinking, into the late spring 

sunlight.  The crowd cheered him.  Mohammed Mossadegh 

had been elected prime minister of Iran seven years ago.  He 

had been a popular leader.  He had nationalized the Anglo-

Iranian Oil Company and deprived the British of economic 

control over Iran’s most valuable national resources.  Two 

years later, the CIA and MI6 had staged a coup that returned 

the exiled Shah to absolute power and sent Mossadegh off to 

house arrest in the far north.  Now the Shah was gone once 

more and the Majlis had turned to him as the logical leader of 

the nation, the only one who could broker compromises 

between the bickering factions in parliament and command the 

loyalty of the resurgent National Front.
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He would have opposed the Shah’s deposition, but that 

was already a fact of life.  So he accepted it with a good grace 

and waved thankfully to the crowd as the flashbulbs went off.

* * * * *

Kurt added a few more pieces of driftwood to the fire.  

The breeze had shifted and the sparks drifted with it into the 

marshes of Hawizeh, where they would be extinguished by the 

water if they survived long enough to fall out of suspension in 

the air.  The palm trees rattled their branches, drowning out 

any sound that would be made by someone approaching the 

camp.  It was a poor tactical position, but the British officer 

sharing it with Kurt seemed happily unaware of the fact.  His 

attentions were concentrated largely on producing a greater 

volume of smoke than the fire, and given its scantiness and 

Kurt’s large supply of cigarettes--a useful currency in many 

parts of the world--he was very nearly succeeding.

“And so,” he was saying between puffs, “the Majlis not 

only refused to accede to the demands of the Fadayan-e Islam, 

but ordered its members expelled from the chamber.  Most of 

them turned up dead in the next few days.  The ones who were 

left alive beat a hasty retreat to the countryside and have been 

trying to stir up opposition ever since.”

“Drastic,” Kurt commented.  “What happened to the 

Tudeh Party?”

“Well, they’re openly secular, so they haven’t been 

officially proscribed yet.  But their influence was weakened 

considerably when Mossadegh announced his intention of 

pursuing a land reform program along the lines of the one 

being carried on by Peron in Argentina.  Tremendous public 

jubilation among the farmers.  Tremendous dissatisfaction 

among the Tudeh members, who were hoping that a 

government which was neither religious nor imperial but 

definitely scientific would favor scientific socialism.  Also 

support from Moscow has not been forthcoming.  The Soviets 
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would rather have a fellow nuclear power on their southern 

border as an ally than an enemy, especially since that ally is 

openly anti-American.”

“And anti-British.”

The officer groaned.  “Don’t I know it!  My last letter 

from home was anything but encouraging.  My wife writes that 

we may well have to set aside a considerable sum just to pay 

for heating our home this winter.  And as for the car, she 

hardly dares take it out anymore.  There are rumors of 

rationing, a limited suspension of licenses for private 

automobiles--”

“And so you’re doing both your patriotic and your 

personal duty by coming out here and helping arm and train 

the Muslim radicals,” Kurt added.  “Don’t look so shocked, 

Major.  It’s fairly obvious.  Also I don’t particularly care.”

The Major looked more chagrined than shocked.  He 

made little noises of denial as he reached for another pack of 

cigarettes, but his heart wasn’t in them.

“After all,” he eventually acknowledged, “you’re an 

American.  You must be experiencing the same difficulties at 

home as we are, to some extent.”

“Not so much,” Kurt said.  “We draw our oil from 

several different sources, including our own production.  But 

there’s been a slight downturn in the manufacturing sector.  

Not enough surplus to make the development of a number of 

new plastics worthwhile.  Transport is still going strong, 

though.”

“I’m almost inclined to envy you for once.”  The officer 

tossed the end of his spent cigarette into a nearby puddle, 

where it hissed violently in complaint and then was silent.  

“We’re losing soldiers every day in Egypt to keep the canal 

open.  All to facilitate the transport of oil from Iran, which no 

longer exists, and from Saudi Arabia, the flow of which is 

steadily diminishing.”

“Yes, it’s a bad position.  You have to maintain the 

occupation no matter what the cost.  To do so, you have to 
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maintain the alliance with Israel.  But Israel is also fighting an 

undeclared war with Saudi Arabia given that kingdom’s 

resentment and fear of Jewish regional dominance, which 

results in the petroleum infrastructure being slowly destroyed.  

I think your government dropped a brick, if that’s the right 

phrase, over the whole Suez war, if you don’t mind my saying 

so.”

“Too bloody right they did.  And now King Saud has 

gone from disliking British involvement in his country to 

welcoming it in order to fund two different secret wars at the 

same time.  Intifadahs, they’re calling them.  Not to mention 

that the royal family is furious.  They have a Jewish nuclear 

state on one side and a Shia nuclear state on the other.  Their 

two worst nightmares come true.  The panic is beginning to 

seriously threaten the stability of the Saudi government.”

“When did you last hear from your command?” Kurt 

asked abruptly.

“Not for almost two weeks.  Why?”

“One of my men brought me the latest news today.  It is 

said that the Iranian Oil Company is about to conclude a large 

deal with India.  Very large.”

The Major swallowed with difficulty.  It was adding 

insult to injury for a former British-owned oil company to deny 

Britain its products in order to sell them to a former British 

colony.  He lit up another cigarette and sucked noisily at his 

bottle of Vichy water to hide his feelings.  Kurt noted them 

down for future reference anyway.  “There was also an 

unconfirmed rumor that Mossadegh has received a Chinese 

delegation on a similar mission.”

“Damn it, how do you know this when I don’t?” the 

officer suddenly roared.  He jumped to his feet and began 

pacing back and forth under the palm trees in frustration.  A 

mosquito bit his neck.  In his temperamental state, he slapped 

himself so hard that his eyes lost focus for a moment.

“Well, at least you can send your guerrillas into Iran 

tonight to help destabilise the government,” Kurt soothed him.  
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“And these new developments might turn out to be a good 

thing.  If Britain recovers control of the company, the contracts 

with India and China will still stand.”

“There is that to consider,” the Major mused.  “They’re 

not my guerrillas, though.  They have no official connection 

with Her Majesty’s government.”

“And yet they serve Her Majesty’s interests and not 

King Faisal, and no doubt Her Majesty would be very 

surprised to learn of their existence.”  Kurt was finding the 

situation very amusing.

“Faisal is a loyal ally,” the Major said stiffly.  “We very 

much regret that it is necessary to carry on our operations 

within Iraq, using his subjects, without making him aware of 

the fact, but it is probable that if his government were informed 

of the fact, he would forbid any further action on our part.  

And that is not an acceptable outcome.”

“Meaning that if you were forbidden from mounting 

covert attacks on Iran, you’d do it anyway, but you’d have to 

hide from the Iraqi government as well, which would make 

things more difficult.  And if word got around--and it always 

does--Faisal would look weak and vulnerable.  In short, you’re 

afraid of destabilising a friendly government instead of a 

hostile one.”

“The problem does present that aspect,” the Major 

admitted.

“I like the English,” Kurt said to no one in particular.  

“The Professor was right.  They have such a beautiful gift for 

understatement.”

The Major chuckled sheepishly and sat down again.  

Silence prevailed beneath the palms for a while.

The noise the wind made in the fronds and the reeds 

was so great that neither man noticed the incoming Land Rover 

until it was almost on top of them.  Fortunately for the Major’s 

peace of mind, the driver revved the engine while crossing a 

hillock a few yards away and thereby gave him a few seconds’ 
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warning in which to scramble to his feet.  Kurt turned his head 

to survey the approaching vehicle but didn’t bother to rise.

The driver was a youngish subaltern with a dirty face.  

“Lieutenant Haswell, sir,” he announced, saluting even though 

the Major wasn’t in uniform or anything approaching uniform.  

In fact, the senior officer would have been much more likely to 

be mistaken for a beggar than to be recognized as the 

representative of an elite regiment which he in fact was.

“Haswell, yes.  I remember you,” the Major said.  

“Baghdad, at the embassy.  But what are you doing down 

here?”

“Well, sir,” the lieutenant said, shifting uneasily on his 

feet, “there is no Baghdad embassy anymore.  Oh, the 

building’s still there, I mean.  But we’ve been ordered home.  

London is withdrawing the diplomatic mission until things 

settle down.  I was sent to inform you and transport you to a 

rendezvous with friendly forces, sir.”

“Rendezvous?  Friendly forces?”  The Major was 

outraged.  “Young man, I’m in the middle of a very important 

and highly confidential mission which by all rights you 

shouldn’t even know about.  What the devil is going on?”

“Sir, the Iraqi government has fallen.  Army officers 

under the command of General Qasim staged a coup two days 

ago.  The King and the entire royal family were killed the same 

day.  Nuri as-Said was caught trying to escape Baghdad 

yesterday and was also killed.  The leading spirits of the coup 

are strongly pan-Arab and the provisional government is 

expected to throw its support behind the Egyptian resistance as 

well as providing aid to Syria and Jordan.”

“Babylon is fallen, is fallen, is fallen,” Kurt intoned 

softly but audibly to himself.  The Major spared him a 

withering glance of disgust and turned back to the lieutenant.  

“I understand that the circumstances are serious, Haswell.  But 

at present I cannot leave my position.  If anything, the present 

situation makes it even more necessary that I remain here.”
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Lieutenant Haswell was no fool.  He silently produced 

a folded letter from the pocket of his rumpled shirt.  Direct 

orders for the Major to retire, signed by both the ambassador 

and the representative of British military intelligence in Iraq.  

The British government did not intend to become involved in 

yet another Middle Eastern revolution.

“I suppose I have no alternative,” the Major declared.  

“Mr. Petersen, I have been forced to cache a number of 

weapons nearby, intended for--well, you know what for.  

Would you be so kind as to ensure they are not disturbed while 

you remain here?”

“I can do better than that,” Kurt said.  “I can arrange for 

them to cross the border if you like.”  He winked.  Now the 

Major was shocked.  His companion’s traveling naturalist pose 

had completely deceived him.  It was with something 

approaching hauteur that he agreed to allow Kurt to distribute 

the arms to the Iranians before mounting to the passenger seat 

of the embassy vehicle and chugging off into the 

Mesopotamian night.  Secret agents do not like being taken in, 

even by their allies.

The Major’s weapons would make a nice addition to his 

own shipment, Kurt reflected.  He had an addressee all 

arranged for them: a young but ardent cleric by the name of 

Sadeq Khalkhali, whose passion for direct action had already 

made itself useful in one revolution and would be handy 

during another.  He went into his tent and turned on the 

shortwave transceiver which was his real pathway to the 

outside world.  No well-informed locals needed.

* * * * *

In Connecticut, the Professor closed the cabinet 

containing his own transceiver and sat down at his desk.  

Taking a new sheet of paper and a freshly-filled pen, he began 

to write:
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To Armand Hammer, President, Amtorg Trading Company

Dear Sir: I know that you are deeply interested in improving 

both diplomatic and economic relations between the United States 

and the Soviet Union.  I should like to point out, as someone who 

shares your aims, that the present moment offers an unrivaled 

opportunity to create a rapprochement between the two governments.  

The impending collapse of the petroleum industry in the Middle East 

will place the United States in a difficult though not critical economic 

position.  It would be very much to the benefit of American industry 

if this future shortage could be avoided.  At the same time, the Soviet 

Union continues to have difficulty feeding its population, and a large-

scale famine cannot be many years away.  A broadly-drawn import-

export agreement covering grain and oil would solve both problems.  

As you are no doubt aware, the moralistic hysteria that Americans 

display in public regarding the evils of Communism only obscures the 

fact that both nations share major policy goals.  Both wish to provide 

the highest possible standard of living for their population, in order to 

validate the theoretical foundations of their national ideologies; both 

wish to prevent further nuclear proliferation and the spread of 

nationalist movements that would tend to disturb their regional 

power blocs.  Limited cooperation between the two, properly phrased 

and presented, would serve such major policy goals more effectively 

than a continuing rivalry would.  I should stress, however, that the 

agreement must be initiated by the United States government rather 

than by a shift in public opinion.  The success of McCarthy & Co. in 

stirring up anti-Soviet feeling is not likely to be reversed anytime 

soon.  The American government must take the lead in such 

negotiations.  I am confident that if you see the merits of this 

suggestion, you will know to whom to present it in both governments 

in order to ensure its favorable reception.  May I respectfully suggest 

also that you throw your support behind Vice President Nixon in the 

next election?  Though he has a track record as an outspoken anti-

Communist, he is at heart a pragmatist, and will likely be easy to 
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persuade, on the basis of recent events, that the United States’s most 

serious foreign policy challenges lie closer to home than Moscow.

Very sincerely yours, Professor Harry Gordon
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
May 1959

“Now you’ve done it,” the Professor said mildly.

Steam wisped out from under the long hood of the 

Packard.  Kurt shut off the engine and frowned at the faint 

tendrils of vapor.  In the rear seat, Mike Sebring pushed back 

the wide brim of his kangaroo-leather hat and deigned to open 

one eye.  He noticed that the car had stopped and pulled 

himself into a more upright position.  “Radiator boiling?” he 

inquired.

“It appears so,” the Professor said.

“Well, where are we?”

Kurt fished around in one of the car’s spacious interior 

compartments and brought out a pile of maps.  “Cochise 

County…let’s see…”

“We passed through Tucson not long ago,” the 

Australian suggested helpfully.  Kurt snorted.  “That’s not 

much of a clue.  Everything in this part of the world passes 

through Tucson.”

“I think you got lost somewhere outside of Tombstone,” 

the Professor put in.

Kurt was moving his finger along the lines traced on the 

map.  “I think,” he said doubtfully, “that this is Courtland.  But 

I can’t be sure.”

“Why not?”

“According to this map, there are several abandoned 

towns in this area.  This could be any one of them.”
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“No, I’m pretty sure it really is Courtland,” the 

Australian said.

“How do you figure that?”

“Someone conveniently marked it for us,” Sebring 

retorted.  He pointed up the road, where a very faded sign on 

the front of a decaying store displayed the name in still-

readable letters.

“Assuming that we are, in fact, in Courtland, and this is 

not an elaborate hoax,” the Professor interjected, “where do we 

go from here, and will there be water to refill the radiator?”

“There’s another fair-sized town called Pearce about 

seven miles north of here,” Kurt said.  “If we can’t find a pond 

or well any nearer than that.”

Sebring had been peering over his shoulder at the map.  

“But Pearce is in the opposite direction from Douglas.”

“Your airplanes won’t fly away if we’re a few hours 

late,” Kurt said.  “Who parks airplanes in the middle of the 

desert, anyway?”

“People who want to preserve them.”

“This town doesn’t look very well preserved.”

“It’s not made of aluminium, mate.”

“Neither is this car.”

“Ah, well, the car.”  Sebring shrugged, as if giving up 

all hope for their vehicle’s survival.  The Professor settled the 

point by opening the door and climbing out.  As an 

afterthought, he reached back in and pulled out his briefcase.

“The car is made of steel and will be very 

uncomfortable in a few more minutes.  I suggest we look 

around for water instead.”

The younger men followed his lead.  Kurt went up the 

road and Sebring down it.  The Professor poked around 

through what was left of the collapsing buildings, the store and 

post office and the headquarters of several defunct mining 

concerns, and found nothing any wetter than a cactus that he 

stepped on by accident.  He returned to the store and sat down 
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on a dusty barrel that had been left outside, taking advantage 

of the patch of shade cast by the ruin’s walls.

About fifteen minutes later the long blue-and-white 

shape of a modern police cruiser came around a bend in the 

road and stopped next to the deserted Packard.  A fat man in a 

uniform climbed out, walked around the car, made a note of 

the license number, felt the hood and nearly burned his hand 

on the scorching metal.  He swore and stamped and turned to 

go back to his own vehicle.  Then he saw the Professor sitting 

placidly in front of the old store.

The cruiser pulled up in front of the store, producing an 

amount of noise that suggested its engine compartment 

contained twelve cylinders in all.  They were necessary for 

hauling the weight of the man in the tan suit, who couldn’t be 

bothered to walk the short distance between the abandoned car 

and the building.  The suggestion of unpleasantness his 

behavior gave off was only augmented by his personal 

appearance.  He crunched towards the Professor on the dry soil 

and looked down at him with a suspicious expression.

“Afternoon,” he said ungraciously.  “Is that your car?”  

He jerked a thumb in the direction of the Packard.

“It is,” replied the Professor, hardly moving his head at 

all.

“What’s it doing there?”

“The radiator is empty.”

“A puncture?  Or didn’t you carry enough water to 

refill it?”

“I really have no idea,” the Professor said lazily.  The 

man’s behavior annoyed him.  He never cooperated with 

people who were annoying unless they were also useful to him.  

This one was not useful.

As for the policeman, his barely restrained temper was 

rapidly getting the best of him.  “Breakdown or not, you have 

no business blocking a public highway.  What’s your name?”

The Professor stared around him in astonishment.  

“This is a public highway?”  Somewhere in the bushes a 
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roadrunner chose that moment to chatter loudly, as if in 

approval of the Professor’s remark.  The policeman was not 

amused.  He made a sudden effort and waddled so close to the 

Professor that the scent of his perspiration made the smaller 

man gasp.  His face was a truly ugly color in the midday sun.  

“It’s a public highway, all right.  Now I’ll ask you again.  

What’s your name?”

“I am the Duke of Plaza-Toro,” the Professor declared, 

drawing his handkerchief out of the pocket of his three-piece 

suit and dabbing at his nostrils with it.

The announcement was so unexpected that the deputy 

sheriff recoiled a pace.  He had a vague memory that dukes did 

visit the United States every so often.  Their tours were duly 

chronicled in the papers and their eccentric behavior 

commented on in detail.  It was not impossible that one should 

turn up in Arizona.  But he wasn’t sure he believed it.  “Plaza-

Toro?  What is that, a Spanish title?  You don’t look Spanish.”

“Venetian, actually,” the Professor replied.

“Wait--Venetian?  As in the planet Venus?”

“If you like.”

The sheriff may never have been to a performance of 

The Gondoliers, and so it was only belatedly that he realized the 

Professor was baiting him.  He lost the rest of his temper at 

that.  “Stop fooling around, you son of a bitch!  I asked you a 

question, now answer it!  Your name!  Now!”

“I’ve already answered your exceedingly impertinent 

question,” the Professor said.  “If you do not like my answer, 

that is your problem, not mine.  Perhaps you should not have 

asked the question in the first place.”

The sheriff shot out a meaty hand and grabbed the 

Professor by the collar, heaving him off the barrel.  By an 

unfortunate coincidence, the Professor was also holding on to 

his briefcase at the time, and as he was pulled off his seat, the 

briefcase rose with him.  One of its latches caught on the hoops 

of the barrel and flipped open.  The other one snapped under 

the strain.  The Professor’s winnings from a profitable week at 
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the Flamingo in Las Vegas, more than fifty thousand dollars in 

cash, poured out onto the ground.  The sheriff gasped in shock.  

An instant later his face erupted in a very hideous grin.

“So that’s what you are,” he seethed.  “A fancy 

smuggler.  I don’t know or care whether it’s drugs or guns or 

mob work, or if you’re one of those Commie bastards, but now 

I’ve got you.  Drop the case!”  Before the Professor could 

consider complying with that demand, the sheriff gave him a 

violent shake and clawed the briefcase out of his grip with his 

free hand.  He then let go of the Professor’s collar in order to 

draw his gun.  It was no ordinary Smith & Wesson; instead, 

this backwoods deputy had decided it would be a good idea to 

haul around the extra weight of a military pistol, a Colt M1911.  

Which he promptly jabbed into the Professor’s ribs.  “Turn 

around!” he barked.  Again, he forced the Professor to do so 

without waiting for a response.  “Now move!”  The Professor 

decided to minimize the bruising he would have the next day--

the gun was pounding rather sharply against his spine each 

time the sheriff cursed--and obliged him.

They followed the road up the side of the hill, past the 

sage and mesquite and cactus that were taking over the town.  

Ahead of them was a building that appeared less dilapidated 

than the rest.  It had a slightly peaked roof and massive pillars 

at the four corners.  The sheriff pushed the Professor up the 

shallow steps and into the open doorway.

“Ah, the old town jail,” the Professor murmured.  “A 

town which has no crime but a first-class prison.  Now if that 

isn’t a commentary on the state of civilization I don’t know 

what is.”

The sheriff was too busy gloating to reply.  He heaved 

open one of the old iron cell doors, which came away from its 

seating with less effort than the Professor would have expected 

it to require, given the layers of rust covering its surface.  “I 

keep this place in usable condition,” he said boastfully.  “This 

town used to be a hotbed of crime, that’s why we have the jail.  

I knew it was going to be needed again someday with all the 
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wetbacks trying to come one way across the border and all the 

white-collar boys like you trying to go the other direction.”  

The door even locked behind the Professor.

“Most impressive,” Professor Gordon said.  He turned 

and found himself talking to empty air.  The sheriff had gone.  

Not for long, though.  In a few minutes he re-entered the jail, 

carrying the Professor’s briefcase.  It bulged in the middle and 

individual bills stuck out of the sides, which were not properly 

closed.  The sheriff set it down on a worn table against the wall.  

He began counting up the cash that fell out of it, chuckling as 

he did so.

“Refused to give his real name and was apprehended 

while fleeing towards an international border with tens of 

thousands of dollars in his possession,” he chuckled.  “Yeah, 

that’s enough for suspicion.  Nobody who hadn’t committed a 

crime would behave like that.  I wonder how many warrants 

are out for you?”

“I see you’re a socialist,” the Professor observed.  “Law-

abiding citizens don’t carry cash; therefore, all the wealthy are 

criminals.”

“Shut your trap!” the sheriff yelled.  “I’m a God-fearing 

American.  I’m no left-wing Commie!”

“Do you steal from everyone you come across, or am I 

privileged in some way?”  The Professor’s manner was still 

deliberately provoking.

“This ain’t stealing.  This is lawful confiscation of 

evidence.  You wouldn’t give your real name; that’s grounds 

for suspicion and then when you dropped this it was grounds 

for an arrest.”  The sheriff was more ugly than ever when he 

smirked.

“My real name?  I have a real name?”

“What are you, some kind of a nut?  Of course you have 

a name.  And not the one you gave me earlier.”

“Why isn’t that one my name?”

“It’s not real.”

“What makes one name real and another one false?”
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“You stupid moron, the real one is the one you’ve 

always had.  The one you’ve always used except when trying 

to weasel out of getting arrested.”

“No, that explanation won’t work,” the Professor said, 

considering it with his head on one side.  “I haven’t always 

used a single name.  I’ve used dozens of names.  And I don’t 

feel particularly tied to any of them more than the rest.  Try 

again.”

“All right, then,” the sheriff snorted, heaving angrily.  

He thrust his face up against the bars.  “It’s the one that’s on 

your birth certificate.  How’s that?”

“The one the state says I have, in fact.”

“That’s right.”

“In other words, an official name.  Which still bears no 

actual relationship to the person to whom it’s attached.  It’s 

nothing but a convention to make filing and conversation 

easier.  No one has ever shown that a particular name has a 

fixed relationship to a person’s real identity.  Ergo, no person 

has a real name.  A state declaration that any name represents 

the sole and genuine identity of a specific individual is 

obviously unreasonable and consequently of no importance.”

The sheriff backed hurriedly away from the cell.  The 

Professor’s reasoning was just simple enough that it forced him 

to think about it, and thinking about it scared him to death.  He 

lived his life in the confidence that certain things were absolute.  

Having an absolute challenged gave him an extremely 

unpleasant sensation.  “Bullshit!” he snapped.  “The law says 

you have a name and that you have to give it to me.  If you 

don’t, I can arrest you.  Got that?”

“Oh, I understand your reasoning, certainly.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere.  You going to 

cooperate now?”

“No,” said the Professor.

“I’m warning you--”

“You?  Warning me?”  An edge of absolute contempt 

crept into the Professor’s voice.  “What right have you to warn 
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me or anyone else?  Do those war-surplus trousers make you a 

hero?  Is that oversized brass button on your chest a breastplate 

which confers the powers of the gods upon you?  Of course 

not.  You are no better than me--you are decidedly inferior to 

me in health and intelligence and experience and capacity.  

And you dare to stand in front of me and warm me?  You are 

either a colossal liar or a colossal maniac to make threats which 

you cannot enforce.”  He may have been small, and his voice 

reedy, but years spent in the classroom gave him an 

assertiveness that kept the sheriff quiet while he spoke.

“I can enforce them!” the sheriff screamed into the 

succeeding silence.  “I have you behind bars!  I have this!”  His 

hand smacked the butt of the gun at his hip.  “And I have the 

authority of the United States government behind me!”

“Authority?”  The Professor smiled.  “There is no 

authority, and there is no legitimacy.  There is force, and there 

is force with hypocrisy.  Choose!”

What the sheriff would have replied remained between 

him and the few cells of his brain that continued to function 

after a life spent steeping in various saturated fats, because a 

rock crashed through the remaining front window of the jail 

before he could answer.

He bolted for the door.  The Professor reached inside 

his coat.

* * * * *

“Hi,” Kurt called.  “Can you help us with our car?”

“Help you--?”  The sheriff was dancing about in the 

dusty street with rage.  “You threw a rock through the window 

of my jail!  That’s destruction of public property--and assault 

on an officer of the peace!  You’re under arrest!”  He 

punctuated the statement by waving his Colt pistol in Kurt’s 

general direction.
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“I’d be careful with that if I were you,” Kurt suggested.  

“The grip safeties on those are not something I would be 

willing to trust my life to.  Or someone else’s.”

“Hey!”  The sheriff spun around.  Mike Sebring was 

strolling down the road from the opposite direction.  “What’s 

all the shouting about?”

“Stop right there!” the sheriff shouted.  Sebring didn’t 

stop, but he slowed his advance.  “Why should I?”  His accent 

always became more pronounced in times of stress.

“Because I ordered you to--oh, shit!”  The sheriff 

remembered that Kurt was behind him.  He twisted on his 

heels again and brought his pistol to bear on Kurt, who had 

come considerably closer to him while his back was turned.  

“Halt!”

It was a redundant command.  Kurt was already 

standing still and had his hands in the air where they could not 

possibly be construed as reaching for a weapon of any kind.  

“Did you want something?” he said to the sheriff.  “Or haven’t 

you shot enough people for today yet and you’re trying to 

make up your quota?”

“Listen, you,” the sheriff began.  And then he recalled 

Sebring.  He turned around for the third time.  Same situation.  

The Australian was now within five or six yards of him, with 

his hands also held high.  The official pistol shook with fury as 

the sheriff’s fat palms sweated on the checkered grips.  “Stop!  

In the name of the law I order you to stop!”

“In the name of the law?  I thought we already had this 

conversation,” a third voice said.

The Professor had walked quietly out of the jail and 

was now standing on the bottom step of the porch, fingering a 

tiny silvery instrument that a closer look would have revealed 

to be a lockpick.  In an instant the sheriff was covering him 

instead of Sebring or Kurt.

“Get back inside the building or I will shoot you!  

Now!”
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“On what grounds?  How do you plan to explain that at 

the inquest?”

“I’m allowed to shoot escaping prisoners!”

“Shot while trying to escape?  Good grief, man, this 

isn’t a prisoner of war camp.  Drag your mind out of the 

glorious war years when you were an obese MP and bring it 

back to reality.”

The sheriff was sufficiently enraged that he probably 

would have shot the Professor without further provocation had 

Kurt not abruptly crossed the remaining distance between 

them and torn the pistol out of his hands.  The crack of 

breaking bones was plainly audible to both of the onlookers 

and the weapon flew away to be lost in a bush.  Kurt was 

strong enough that when he grabbed the sheriff, he was able to 

lift all of the man’s immense bulk off the ground--only to throw 

it down again as hard as he could.  Ribs cracked and flesh 

bruised under the force of the impact.  Beyond that, no 

permanent damage was done.

“Lock him in his own jail cell,” the Professor instructed, 

walking down to the floundering mass of blubber.  “He has the 

key on him.  Take his notebook as well.”

“That’s actually a jail?”  Kurt shook his head in 

disbelief.  “What an odious little man.”

“No more so than any of the other men running around 

this world mad with power and a belief in something greater 

than themselves.  Don’t bother trying to lift him.  I think his 

clothes will last the trip.”

The two younger men dragged the sheriff into the cell 

and locked it while the Professor repacked his briefcase, neatly 

this time.  “What now?” Kurt wanted to know.

“We leave him here.  A search party will find him in a 

day or two, and the fast will do him no harm.  No one will 

believe his story if he tries to accuse three unknown men of 

attacking him.  And his car’s a fairly conspicuous marker for 

the searchers.  You did find water, I take it?”
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“Yes, there’s plenty of it pooled in the bottom of an 

abandoned mineshaft not far out of town.  Mike found it and 

came to let me know.  Then we heard J. Edgar Junior here 

shouting at you and staged that little distraction for him.”

“Good.  Let’s go buy some airplanes.”
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
August 24, 1960

Charles Mohr hurried down the steps of his hotel and 

hailed a taxi.  Washington as a whole was sweating freely in 

the dual grip of summer heat and pre-election fervor, and the 

reporter was no exception to the general rule.  He’d be damned 

if he was going to walk to the White House with the humidity 

as high as it was.  He briefly considered taking the afternoon 

off, since the television cameras would be capturing the entire 

press conference anyway, but dismissed the thought.  There 

were one or two things about Nixon he wanted to ask the 

President.

A taxi disengaged itself from the stream of traffic and 

drew up to the curb without any particular appearance of 

hurry.  Mohr reached out to open the door just as someone 

collided with him from behind.  A searing pain shot through 

his hip for a moment.  He stumbled against the side of the car, 

grabbing at the handle for support, but felt himself slipping 

towards the pavement.  Then there was a hand under his arm 

from behind, helping him up again.

“I’m awfully sorry,” said the tall, breathless man who 

had run into him.  “I’m afraid I didn’t see you there.  This is 

your cab?”

“Oh, it’s all right,” Mohr said.  “Yes, this one’s mine…

but is it an emergency?”  He felt more than a little dizzy from 

the shock.
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“No, no emergency.  I was just trying to get to an 

appointment.  Campaign business.  I was supposed to see a 

man about a press conference--hey, are you sure you’re all 

right?  You don’t look well.”

“I’m not sure,” Mohr muttered, right before his eyes 

rolled back in his head and he lost his balance for the second 

time in thirty seconds.  Only the stranger’s intervention kept 

his head from bouncing off the sidewalk on this occasion as 

well.

* * * * *

The shapes a human brain sees in a slow waking dream 

are distorted both spatially and temporally.  Mohr had a vague 

idea that he was riding in a car--that he had always been riding 

in the rear seat of a car.  But when the bright lights and twisted 

angles of a long series of rooms filled his blurred vision, he 

began to wonder if he had ever been in a car at all.  There was 

a sudden rush of noise, immense not in its volume but in its 

clarity and its constancy and its overwhelming 

unwelcomeness.  He closed his eyes, since he couldn’t do much 

else, trying to shut it out.  Was that a glimpse of a white coat he 

had seen a moment before?  If these were doctors, didn’t they 

know better than to harass a person with excess noise when all 

he needed was quiet?  And why were they pulling and tugging 

on him?

Eventually they left him alone and Mohr’s mind cleared 

itself in the absence of any external distractions.  He felt rather 

sleepy, as if he had woken from an especially satisfying nap, 

but his thoughts were coherent again.  He sat up.  The offensive 

noise was coming from what he took to be a waiting room not 

far away.  His own room was a fairly spartan annex with a 

single bed on which the orderlies had deposited him.  Awaiting 

further instructions, no doubt.  He found a call button on the 

wall and depressed it vigorously.

252



The nurse who answered seemed somewhat surprised 

to find him sitting up and looking around.  “Why, Mr. Mohr, I 

didn’t think you would be awake so soon!  Are you feeling 

better?”  Without waiting for an answer, she produced a 

stethoscope and began checking his vitals.

“Fair enough,” Mohr replied.  “I’ve got a headache and 

I think a bruise or two from falling, but beyond that everything 

seems to be working.  What happened?”

“The man who brought you in said that he was talking 

to you about a cab you both had tried to take when you 

suddenly collapsed.  He didn’t know who at your hotel to call, 

so he and the cab driver brought you here.  The doctor on duty 

examined you as soon as you arrived, but you didn’t appear to 

be having a stroke or a heart attack, or any kind of seizure, so 

we wheeled you in out of the waiting area to run some further 

tests.  But if you’re already awake and feeling recovered, it may 

have been nothing but a random fainting spell.  Are you subject 

to those?”

“No, I’ve never had one before,” Mohr said.  

“Interesting experience but I wouldn’t care to repeat it.”  He 

leaned back against the pillow again.  “If it’s all right with you, 

I’ll just sit here until the feeling wears off and then I’ll be out of 

your way.  And maybe you could find me some aspirin?”

“Well, I’ll have to talk to the doctor,” the nurse said, 

looking somewhat dubious at the suggestion that her patient 

was strong enough to leave under his own power.  “The aspirin 

I can probably get you, though.  Oh, and I’ll tell that nice man 

who brought you here that you’re conscious again.  He was 

quite concerned about your condition.  Very thoughtful of 

him.”  She tapped her way out of the room on heels of the 

maximum height that the George Washington University 

Hospital allowed its nursing staff to wear.  Mohr closed his 

eyes and tried to ignore the persistent racket still beating on his 

ears.

* * * * *
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“You’re certain he missed the press conference?” the 

Professor asked, looking up from his notes.

“Quite certain,” Kurt answered.  “He went over like a 

side of beef suddenly separated from the rest of the cow, and I 

put him in the car and got him checked into the hospital.  Then 

I waited around until the nurse told me he was awake again.  I 

thanked her and suggested in a roundabout way that she keep 

him there as long as possible, making it look like concern for 

his welfare.  I think my humanitarian sentiments had the 

desired effect on her.  Here’s the injector and the rest of 

whatever was in the vial.  I take it you weren’t using thiopental 

this time?”

“No, something different,” the Professor said.  

“Something that would last longer and leave more of a 

hangover.  No point in going to the trouble of diverting him if 

he’s only going to get out of bed and walk down the street to 

the White House anyway.”

“Why was it so important that Mohr not be present at 

today’s press conference?”

“He was planning to lay a trap for Eisenhower that 

would have proved extremely damaging to Nixon.”

“So to help Nixon, whom we want to win, we remove 

Mohr.  What guarantee do you have that he’ll refrain from 

springing that trap next time the President gives a press 

conference?”

“No guarantee.  But I think today’s events will have 

distracted him enough to make him overlook his planned 

questions for a while.  In the meantime I can have a man I 

know at Time hint to his editor that a week or two of vacation 

for Mohr would be a good idea, in order to ensure that he’s 

fully recovered in time for the debates and heavy campaigning.  

Also I plan to have dinner.”

“Having dinner is going to keep Mohr out of our way?”

“If I have dinner with the right man.”  The Professor 

picked up his coat.  “It’s more of an in-between meal, really.  
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You finish going through these returns from Delaware and 

New Mexico while I’m gone.  For the money we’re spending on 

advertisements in this election, we had better get decent 

results.”

“You should write another letter to Armand Hammer.”

“It went in the post this morning,” the Professor said.  

His lips twitched a little.

* * * * *

The main dining room of the Old Ebbitt Grill was more 

than half empty.  The Professor had made his reservation for a 

time when there was a lull between the lunch and dinner 

crowds.  A word and a tip to the manager had ensured that 

several adjoining tables were marked “Reserved” as well for 

greater privacy, and a substantial contribution to the 

Republican National Committee had secured the presence of its 

former chairman, Leonard Hall, who was serving at present as 

the campaign manager for Vice President Nixon.

The Professor was never particularly adept at small 

talk.  Halfway through the appetizers, Hall ran him to ground.  

“You want something,” he said, making a faintly accusatory 

gesture with an oyster shell.

“Of course,” the Professor agreed cheerfully.  “Doesn’t 

everybody?”  He refrained from commenting on the connection 

between Hall’s eagerness in accepting the dinner invitation and 

the somewhat rotund shape of his figure.  It might have 

alienated the retired congressman.  Hall blinked behind his 

glasses and swallowed another oyster.

“Now that we’ve settled that, the only question is what 

you want,” he grumbled.

“It’s very simple.  I want to see Nixon elected.”

“And then?”

“Just that.  To avoid your continued suspicions about 

my motives, I may say that I don’t want anything from you or 
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him directly.  I expect that his victory will produce indirect 

benefits for me in other areas.”

“Oh, so you don’t want a postmastership for a poor 

relation back in Wyoming, then,” Hall joked as he reached for 

the sauce.  The Professor smiled dutifully.

“No, what I want is to help the both of you.”

“Your donation was a very good start--”

“It’s only money,” the Professor said.  “The question is, 

did my money buy enough of your time and attention to get 

you to give serious consideration to a piece of advice.”

Hall wiped his fingers.  “It did.”

“Good.  Then I suggest that you put a muzzle on 

Lodge.”

“You mean that figuratively?”

“I mean keep him from talking if at all possible.”

“That’s not the most practical suggestion in the world.  

The vice-presidential candidate has to take part in 

campaigning.”

“Minimize his role, then.  And don’t let him speak 

without having his words vetted first.  You’ll have noticed by 

now that he doesn’t attract any great amount of enthusiasm.  

That’s fine as long as he doesn’t do outright damage.  Nixon 

can win this on his own if Lodge agrees to fade into the 

background.”

“What you are proposing will be difficult to achieve.”

“But possible.”

“Did you have anything specific in mind?” Hall asked, 

dexterously shifting his ground.  “An example of something 

Lodge might do to hurt the campaign?”

“I think if you check with his staff, you’ll find he’s 

considering a campaign pledge that the administration will 

appoint at least one black official to the cabinet if victorious.”

Hall’s brows and chins creased simultaneously.  “The 

Vice President has made no such commitment, and he would 

not approve if Lodge did so.  We are struggling in the South as 
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it is.  We cannot afford to lose undecided segregationist voters 

who still might prefer Nixon on his foreign policy strengths.”

“My thoughts precisely,” the Professor murmured.

“I will give your suggestion serious consideration,” 

Hall said, picking his fork up again.  “Is there any other 

proposal you would care to make?”

“If you can persuade him to focus his campaigning on 

those states where the margins are the narrowest, it would be 

useful, but that’s obvious.  Aside from that, may I suggest we 

order some wine?”

Hall assented eagerly.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine
October 21, 1960

“He’s going to run over his time limit,” the Professor 

remarked.

“Let’s face it, time limits or not, no one is going to cut 

the Vice President of the United States off the air less than three 

weeks before the election.”  Kurt leaned over and adjusted the 

picture on the television slightly.  It was a very expensive set.  

He considered that it should at least be able to receive properly 

without his assistance.

“But Senator Kennedy and his party are divided on 

how to handle the Communist threat,” the Vice President said.  

His new dark suit stood out boldly against the muted 

background.  “Earlier in this campaign, the senator proposed 

that we unilaterally intervene in Cuba in order to prevent an 

alliance between Fidel Castro and the Soviet Union.  He was 

later obliged to withdraw that statement due to the large 

number of members of his party who would disagree with 

such an intervention.  If it was truly his intent to engage 

American forces in the Cuban revolution, he should have stood 

by his decision.  Vacillation has no place in government.

“At the same time, to speak of direct conflict with the 

Soviet Union and its allies, even to a degree less than outright 

war, is a young man’s rashness.  I have been dedicated to 

opposing Communist encroachment ever since my entrance 

into public life.  And with that experience, I have come to two 

realizations, the first of which is that our military strength, be it 
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greater or less than that of the Soviets, is no longer an effective 

weapon against Communism.

“Ten years ago it seemed that our struggle was to be 

simple and straightforward.  Washington against Moscow.  

Our bombers against theirs and the last man standing wins.  

That is no longer the case.  We now have a nuclear-armed ally 

in Great Britain, and the Soviet Union has no such ally.  But 

there are other players upon the board now.  There is the triad 

of France, Israel, and Iran, three countries which shelter under 

their combined nuclear strength and go their own way in the 

world.  China now has the bomb, and even less love for the 

Soviets than it does for us.  India and Pakistan have the bomb.  

Brazil and Argentina have the bomb.  The bipolar world that 

we assumed would define our future did not last.  In this new 

world, aggression against the Soviet Union is not only 

ineffective, it is an outright danger to the United States as well.

“Mr. Khrushchev knows this as well as we do.  If he 

sends troops into Western Europe to embark on a second wave 

of Communist conquest, China will stab him in the back.  If he 

attempts to launch a surprise nuclear attack on the United 

States, we will retaliate and lay Moscow in ruins even if we pay 

for it with the loss of Washington.  The game of atomic war is 

now a game with no winners.  The game of war in general is 

now a game with no winners.  There is no war between nations 

that can take place on this earth without the risk that it will 

escalate into a conflict involving one or more nuclear powers.  

When one nuclear power goes to war, its neighbors lose.  When 

two go to war, they are both destroyed along with every other 

nation dependent upon intercourse with them for survival.

“Under these circumstances we cannot fight 

Communism with guns or bombs or missiles.  We must fight it 

with another weapon instead: the superiority of democracy 

and the free market.  Our economy is strong and growing 

stronger.  The Soviet Union, for all its manpower and 

resources, is weak in this regard.  Trade is more powerful than 

state socialism; freedom is more appealing than tyranny.  Who 
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among us is not confident of that?  If we are so certain of our 

strengths, let us use them.  Let us show the Russian people 

what America has to offer.  In the end, it is our way of life that 

will prove the more enduring, the more worthwhile, and those 

who seek freedom in this world will reject Communism and 

hold out their hands to the United States.  Our strength lies in 

our confidence.  Only by allowing ourselves to believe that 

Communism is stronger than democracy can we be defeated--

and we refuse to believe that.

“I said earlier that my ongoing opposition to 

Communism had convinced me of two things.  The second of 

these things is the assurance that the Communist threat to the 

United States lies much closer to home than Europe or Asia or 

Africa.  For a hundred and fifty years, since the time of 

President Monroe, we have protected the Western Hemisphere 

against foreign interference.  Now the Western Hemisphere is 

beginning to show its gratitude for our assistance by embracing 

Communism.  Cuba we know about and talk about in public, 

but we rarely mention Honduras, Venezuela, or Argentina.  All 

these nations--and every other country in the region as well--

have active and growing Communist parties.  These local 

Communist parties are not peaceful.  They stir up general 

strikes and worker’s revolts.  They actively seek to overthrow 

governments which have long been faithful friends of the 

United States.  They spread to the general population a 

contempt for all things American, a contempt that is rapidly 

turning to hatred.  Two years ago, while on an official visit to 

Peru and Venezuela, I was attacked by crowds of Communist 

agitators in both capital cities.  The local governments either 

could not or would not prevent such attacks on a 

representative of the American people seeking to help them.

“I agree with Senator Kennedy’s assessment that we are 

engaged in a struggle for survival.  However, that struggle is 

not taking place here, or in the east.  It is taking place in South 

and Central America, where Communism disguised as popular 

liberation has become the greatest single challenge for 
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American foreign policy to overcome.  There is an active, 

serious struggle against Communism going on in every nation 

south of Mexico.  Only a river and the length of a single 

country separates those conflicts from us here in the United 

States.

“In, short, we must decide what is the greater threat to 

our way of life: the state socialism of the Soviet Union, which is 

thousands of miles away, or the unconstrained, undemocratic 

revolutions which local Communists have stirred up in our 

neighboring nations until revolution itself has become the goal 

and motivation for many of them.  In either case, it is better for 

us to face and defeat the threat closer to home first.”

The Professor reached over and switched off the set.

“That’s it?” Kurt asked.

“That’s all that matters.  He’s boxed Kennedy in.  He 

essentially asked which Communist is more of a threat, the one 

across the river or the one an ocean away.  And then he 

promised to go after the one across the river first, which will 

make people feel more secure.”

“The traditional anti-Communists won’t like that.”

“No, but their numbers will be more than compensated 

for by the votes Kennedy loses among members of his own 

party due to McCarthy.  As long as the more conservative 

journals keep giving him space for his columns, he will keep 

telling his readers what a committed anti-Communist Kennedy 

is.  And because Kennedy has never been able to break off the 

association with McCarthy, due to the latter’s popularity in his 

home state, it will taint him.”

“Whereas Nixon cut the McCarthy connection years 

ago.”

“And Proxmire keeps banging on about what a 

nuisance McCarthy is.  Which will help Nixon in spite of the 

fact that Proxmire is a Democrat.”

“I swear you’re feeding them both behind the scenes.”

“Only McCarthy.  Proxmire is not particularly 

steerable.”
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Kurt stood up and stretched.  “Well, if that’s the last of 

the debates, I see no reason to wait around any longer.  Mike 

wants to take off for Texas tonight.”

“Tell him to wait till tomorrow.  If you got there in the 

morning you wouldn’t be able to do much until after dark 

anyway.  Besides, I may want to run off a few additional 

posters to make use of the candidate’s own words.”

“The Communist across the river?”

“You have to admit it’s a very good image.  I wonder 

who came up with that?  Certainly not Nixon personally.  He 

doesn’t have the flexibility.”

“If he didn’t write it then it’s not the candidate’s own 

words.”

“Close enough.  He said the words, and the public will 

remember.  And the phrase will play extremely well in Texas.”

“It would be nice if it did.  It would save a lot of the 

money that you’ve been redirecting down there.”

“Texas is critical--but vulnerable at the same time.  

Texans already object to Mexican casual laborers coming north 

across the river.  If they get the idea that those workers will be 

bringing Communism with them as well, they’ll flock to 

Nixon’s standard.  Don’t forget to drop a few off in New 

Mexico as well.  It never hurts to have extra electoral votes.”

* * * * *

“Shouldn’t you have done something about Illinois?” 

Kurt asked eighteen days later.

“I already did,” the Professor said, ignoring the 

hyperactive reporter on the television screen in favor of his 

espresso.

“Chicago is going overwhelmingly for Kennedy.”

“Chicago is crammed with Irishmen and Catholics.  Of 

course it’s going for Kennedy.  Votes cast in the rest of the state 

will cancel it out.”

“So Nixon will win Illinois?”
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“He should.  Even if Kennedy takes Cook County by 

three hundred and fifty thousand votes--even if his victory 

margin there is a round four hundred thousand, let’s say--the 

rest of the state is solidly Republican.  Nixon will come through 

with room to spare.  It looks far more dramatic in the news 

broadcasts than it actually is.”

“It’s only an estimate.  The Democratic organization in 

Chicago could be stronger than you suspect.  That is the 

determining factor, after all.  How well the Democratic 

machine has the city voters organized.”

“It could, in the abstract and theoretical sense,” the 

Professor acknowledged.  “It was once not outside the realm of 

probability that it would be stronger in the real and practical 

sense as well.  But…”

“But…but…I have a feeling that this is the point where 

you tell me that you already did something to prevent that 

from happening.”

“Do you remember the last time I went to Chicago?” the 

Professor asked, swerving off into an apparently unrelated 

discussion.

“Vaguely.  As I recall you’ve only ever been to Chicago 

once.  You hate the place.”

“Correct.  And my previous and only visit was not a 

pleasant one.  Back then, twelve years ago, there was a minor 

city official called Richard Daley.  He worked in the county 

controller’s office.  He was young, ambitious, knowledgeable in 

the ways of the machine, already a man of some experience 

and reputation in state political circles.  Then one day he was 

discovered to be without a head.  A train passing by had 

removed that part of his anatomy after Daley had been so 

imprudent as to lay it across one of the rails.  Or after someone 

had laid him there.  A note was discovered in his pocket 

indicating that his death was the work of a discharged city 

employee who bore him a grudge, but it never led the police 

anywhere.”
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“I know your stories too well by now to be kept in 

suspense,” Kurt said.  “You arranged the Daley murder.”

“His ghost at least had the consolation of knowing that 

the actual killing was done with regret by a fellow Irishman.”

“And Daley’s death has a bearing on this election?”

“Richard Daley was the most likely candidate to have 

rallied the Democratic Party in Chicago.  It was then entering a 

period of some disorganization and facing an energetic 

Republican challenge.  If Daley, who certainly had his sights set 

on higher office, had become chairman of the local party 

organization, or mayor, or God forbid both, he could have 

revitalized the old organization.  The last of the big city 

bosses.”

“Under which circumstances he would have handed 

every vote that could possibly be squeezed out of the Chicago 

Democrats to John Fitzgerald Kennedy.”

“Correct.  But Daley never rose to power.  No one else 

came forward to lead the Chicago machine, and so at the 

moment it is delivering votes at a rate well below its maximum 

capacity.  The result will be a Nixon victory in Illinois as a 

whole.”

“And you guessed this all twelve years ago?”

“I guessed it,” the Professor repeated, with an 

inscrutable expression on his face.  He was staring off into 

nothing again.  In the ensuing silence the man on the television 

screen started chattering away about Mississippi and Alabama.  

Both states had just awarded their electoral votes, a total of 

nineteen in all, to the pro-segregation Democrat Harry Flood 

Byrd, who was not on either party’s ticket.

“There go a few more Kennedy votes,” Kurt 

commented.

“We can’t say that Kennedy would have won them all,” 

the Professor replied.  “But he certainly did lose a few of them.  

Offering to bail King out of jail didn’t do him any good in the 

deep south.”
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“Yet somehow it didn’t hurt him in Texas.  Keeping 

Lyndon Johnson around pleased the Texans.”

“Johnson gave him the edge in Texas before, certainly.  

But look at the most recent surveys.  Any tiny lead he may 

have had is now gone completely.  In fact, yesterday’s numbers 

show a rising preference for Nixon.”

“Attributable to our posters.”

“And the candidate’s own marvellous choice of words.  

To the Texans, it appears that someone in power, the 

president’s right-hand man, is finally taking their local problem 

seriously.  Gross flattery, but that’s useful for winning 

elections.  Besides, they’re very practical, insular people.  None 

of them care if the Russians walk into Europe or the Chinese 

walk into Indochina.  What they care about is fleeing 

Honduran and Guatemalan refugees walking up through 

Mexico into Texas and starting trouble.  That speech almost 

certainly won Texas for Richard Nixon, and by winning Texas, 

it landed him the presidency.”

“Not to mention signalling a major shift in United 

States foreign policy if he’s elected.”

“When, not if.  Yes, South America had better watch out 

for itself.  The Monroe Doctrine is about to be reinvented once 

again.”
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Chapter irty
January 17, 1961

Soldiers in fatigues hauled the three men out of the car.  

All three of them were bleeding.  All three were incapable of 

standing upright on their own.  In the darkness, the blood did 

not show on their black skins, but it would be found, rusty-red 

and already old, on the uniforms of the soldiers in the morning.

They tied the three men to trees with pieces of rope and 

stepped aside.  More soldiers came up, fumbling slightly in the 

confusion.  They kept silent, but they were unable to silence the 

jingling buckles on their rifles.  The noise the bolts made as 

rounds were chambered was equally irrepressible.

Off to one side, three men in civilian clothes watched 

the proceedings.  Three white men in khaki uniforms stood 

beside them.

The squad took its orders from a fourth white man in 

uniform, wearing the three pips of a captain on his shirt.  The 

orders themselves were given in French.  They came with 

illustrations in the form of gestures, but their intent was clear 

enough without those.  The soldiers raised their rifles and fired 

a volley into the trees.  They repeated the maneuver again, and 

a third time.  Then the captain drew his pistol and put a bullet 

into the head of each of the dead men.  It was a precaution.  

More importantly, it was traditional.

One of the officers standing near the civilians glanced at 

the faintly illuminated dials of his watch.  “Twenty-one 
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hundred hours and forty-two minutes, Monsieur le President,” 

he said officially.  “You are satisfied?”

The civilian who appeared to be the leader of the group 

nodded briefly.  He turned away and strode back to his car.  

His two companions followed him.

The soldiers brought out shovels and began digging 

while the body of Patrice Lumumba lay under the stars that 

hung unblinking above the Congo.

* * * * *

The house was situated in one of the better areas of 

Leopoldville.  A bank manager or the director of a mining 

company might have lived there.  It was well maintained and 

surrounded by neatly kept gardens.  Occasionally a bird cooed 

or chattered in the trees, although silence in the warm night air 

was the general rule.  In spite of the peacefulness of the scene, 

only the inhabitants of the garden slept.  The inhabitants of the 

house were awake and busy.  Bars of golden light shone out 

from behind every shutter.

In the basement, a collection of small but surprisingly 

efficient mimeograph machines shot out page after page of 

newly inked text.  Each machine was printing a different part 

of the complete work, and as soon as a fresh piece of paper fell 

into the output tray of one printer with words on one side, it 

was fed back into a second printer to cover the other side as 

well.  Young men and women scuttled about among the 

cylinders, keeping them supplied with paper and stacking the 

finished sheets in neat piles.  The overheated air, which was 

stifling even by African standards, smelled of metal and 

ammonia.  At one end of the room, other workers were sorting 

the pages into the correct order, stapling them, and folding 

them.  Quantities of red-covered pamphlets accumulated in the 

baskets at their feet.

Every so often, an old truck pulled up to the rear of the 

house and disturbed the pigeons with its throaty gasping.  The 
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drivers came down into the basement, exchanged a few quips 

with the folders and paper-shufflers, and carried the baskets 

away.  Then they returned with the empty baskets from their 

previous visit.  After chiding the printers good-naturedly on 

their inability to keep up with the popular demand, and 

otherwise lingering as long as possible, they went back up the 

stairs and drove off into the city again.

There were five trucks in all traveling back and forth 

between the house and the rest of the city that night.  They 

unloaded their cargo on the street corners and in the markets, 

and at book stalls and cafes, and in random places along the 

routes men were most likely to take when they left their homes 

for work in the morning.  Only places that were too public 

were ignored.  Theatres, government buildings, newspaper 

offices.  The new administration could not be trusted; therefore, 

it would be kept in ignorance as long as possible.

* * * * *

Daphne Park tried to remain calm.  Somewhere 

downstairs, she heard the sound of glass shattering, followed 

by a faint thump that conveyed itself to her as a vibration, a 

tremor, as well as a noise.  A rock through the window, she 

guessed.  That would make it the fifth so far today.  The 

consulate’s military staff was far too small to effectively 

intimidate the rioters with a show of force.  On reflection, she 

realized that it was also too small to make an effective defense 

of the building if the crowd outside decided to switch from 

stones to knives as its weapons of choice.

As British Consul and First Secretary, as well as the 

Secret Intelligence Service’s chief agent in place in the Congo, it 

was clearly her job to help the Congolese government suppress 

the rioters.  If the exact nature of that government was a trifle 

uncertain at the moment, it was still her duty to do so on her 

own, insofar as she was able.  Britain’s industrial interests, and 

those of Britain’s allies, were at risk.  It did not escape her agile 
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brain that a critic in the House would no doubt point out that 

she herself had placed those interests at risk by inciting the 

Katangan rebels to shoot Lumumba.  But then neither she nor 

any of her superiors had anticipated the immediate 

consequences of that execution.

She turned and crossed the room again, stopping in 

front of her desk.  The little red pamphlet lying in the center of 

her blotter mocked her with its silence and apparent 

impotence.  It had turned her nicely planned murder and pro-

Western United Nations takeover of the country into a genuine 

civil war, and Lumumba’s blood was not quite dry yet.  How 

the hell did they find out about the firing squad and publish 

the news so fast, she wondered.  And who was running the 

show?

The telephone buzzed.  “Yes?  No, I’m afraid I cannot 

speak to Colonel Mobutu.  Technically he is in rebellion against 

a government that we have recognized…he wants to know 

where the information came from?  Assure him indirectly that 

it wasn’t from us.  We were unaware of these events until this 

morning and still have no way of independently confirming 

the facts stated in the pamphlet.  That fact?  No comment.  Will 

there be anything else?  Oh…he plans to exhume the bodies.  

Let him do that all he likes, but he shouldn’t be telling us about 

it.  Next time he calls, tell him I’m in a meeting.  And if he 

suggests again that we should leave, inform him that Her 

Majesty’s government sees no reason to abandon its nationals 

in the Congo for reasons of diplomatic expediency.”  She hung 

up the instrument rather aggressively.

Daphne Park was not going to shed tears over 

Lumumba’s demise.  But it rattled her to have been mentioned 

by name as one of the prime movers behind his assassination.  

The resulting demise of her own career was a cause for which 

she would probably spare a few drops of moisture.  Count 

Dracula was popularly reputed to shun the light of day, but he 

was a positive sun-worshiper in comparison with spies.
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More screaming in the street.  Park saw something 

flicker out of the corner of her eye.  She realized it was curving 

down towards her window, it was bright and fiery, and it was 

not a meteor.  She dove under her desk.

The Molotov cocktail breached the window glass 

neatly.  Bottle and panes both disintegrated under the stress of 

the impact, but whoever had thrown the incendiary had given 

it enough force that the liquid inside the bottle still kept 

moving when deprived of its container, instead of splattering 

all over the outside of the building.  Air resistance took effect 

on the unshielded gasoline and blew it out into a complicated 

three-dimensional mass with a much greater surface area than 

a simple cylinder.  Blue flames licked along that surface area in 

the moments before it reached the office floor.  As it descended 

further, the vapors detonated.  A gout of flame leaped up 

towards the ceiling and disappeared in dark gray smoke.  Then 

half the office floor was ablaze, the dry wood and carpets 

curling up merrily in the heat.

The consul reached for the fire alarm but was 

forestalled as the alarms went off throughout the building.  She 

realized with shock that it was a coordinated attack.  The 

crowd was firebombing other parts of the consulate as well, not 

just her office.  It’s too soon, she thought.  Too early in the 

revolution for the mob to have learned tactics and begun 

applying them.  And yet there were the flames and the noise of 

the alarms, all around her.

A sergeant from the guard detail burst open her door.  

He carried a fire extinguisher, the contents of which he 

proceeded to apply liberally to her rugs.  “Are you all right, 

ma’am?” he inquired.  He immediately ran out of the room 

without waiting for a response.  The alarms were still going off.

The lady from MI6 crawled out from under her desk 

and proceeded to mix herself a stiff drink.  She followed it up 

with a second one and a demand over the telephone for a cable 

form.  Whitehall would have to adjust its thinking, she decided.  

She would recommend that the British diplomatic mission be 
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withdrawn at once, and that the government move quickly to 

volunteer additional troops for the peacekeeping effort.

* * * * *

The British mission was lucky.  It was spared for the 

moment.  The Belgian and American missions were already 

ablaze.  The Soviets were wisely not showing themselves.

Across the city, the Congolese were rioting.  Soldiers 

who had fled the army with their guns had formed guerrilla 

units and were taking on their former comrades in pitched 

street battles.  The numbers of the government troops were 

reduced over the course of the day as desertions increased.  

Colonel Mobutu, the temporary head of state, found it 

increasingly difficult to control his troops.  The pamphlet had 

named him as specifically responsible for handing Lumumba 

over to the Katangan rebels.  In a way, he was lucky.  His 

counterpart in the seceding province, provisional president 

Moise Tshombe, was already dead, along with the few 

bodyguards he had been imprudent enough to think would be 

sufficient for his protection.  The people of Katanga were no 

friends to Lumumba--if the Congo can have independence 

from Belgium, why cannot we have independence from the 

Congo? they had asked--but his murder at the hands of Belgian 

army officers was a clear sign that Tshombe was planning to 

hand control of the province and its precious mineral reserves 

right back to Belgium.  It was not American or British or French 

or Soviet or Egyptian or South African troops who were 

arriving to form the UN peacekeeping force.  It was Belgian 

troops.  Naturally, the Katangans viewed this reoccupation of 

their country as a betrayal.  So they killed the betrayer, divided 

their loyalties once again, and the Congolese civil war 

suddenly became considerably more complex.

There was one common thread running through the 

actions of all the rebel groups: their abrupt and uniform 

hostility towards the mining companies.  The Union Miniere 
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du Haut Katanga suffered especially; the revelation that it had 

paid the late President Tshombe thirty-five million American 

dollars in order to secure preferential treatment from his 

government probably contributed to the outrage.  The resulting 

damage went far beyond attacks on Belgian managers or the 

defacement of company property.

“The American president himself has told us how to 

fight him,” said the little red pamphlet that was in everyone’s 

hands during the crisis.  “He has told us the weakness of his 

country, which is the common weakness of all Western 

countries, and the strength of our own.  They are starved for 

our minerals.  We tear the rocks out of the earth itself to build 

them luxuries and weapons of immense power.  They are 

prepared to keep us in subjection so long as we meet their 

demands.  If we deprive them of these resources, they will lose 

the power to oppress us, because their economies and 

industries will fail, and their military might will be 

unsupportable.  Then we shall build ourselves up using that 

which we no longer give to our enemies, and it is we who shall 

have the power.  With patience and resolve, we can conquer 

them.”

And the Congolese on all sides of the conflict listened.  

They went into the company administration buildings and set 

fire to every report and map that could give away the position 

of a mineral find.  They stole fertilizer and fuel oil and piled the 

explosives high in the machinery halls to destroy the refining 

equipment.  They dumped thousands of tons of ore and pure 

metal into the mineshafts and then dynamited them closed.  

Soldiers trying to interfere with the demolitions were 

ambushed and ruthlessly shot down.  Decades of work was 

undone in a matter of days.  The peacekeeping effort ground to 

a halt--because without financial incentives for the 

peacekeeping governments, what was the point of keeping the 

peace in the Congo, anyway?

By the end of January world cobalt production would 

drop by three-quarters, and world uranium production by 
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more than half.  Copper production would decline by a smaller 

factor.

* * * * *

The call was not going well, but Larry Devlin had 

hardly expected that it would.

“I can assure you, Mr. President, there were no leaks 

from our station.  The order from Langley to eliminate 

Lumumba remained closely held.”

“In spite of your refusal to carry it out,” Eisenhower 

barked over the transatlantic cable.

“Yes, sir.  The plan presented to me seemed impractical 

and I reported my assessment to the Director.”

“Did the pamphlet give any specifics about the plan?” 

President-elect Nixon wanted to know.

“Unfortunately it did.  The author of the pamphlet 

knew we intended to poison Lumumba.  He knew that the 

poison was to be delivered via toothpaste, that the special 

toothpaste in question had been developed by Sidney Gottlieb, 

and that it had been delivered to me last year.”  There was a 

difficult pause in the conversation.  “The level of detail in that 

description is such that I can only conclude it came from the 

United States and not from someone at our station.”

“Have you conducted an investigation of your 

personnel?”

“Mr. President, half of my personnel are dead, killed in 

the riots.  If one of them was the source, we’ll never be able to 

find out.”

“What about tracing the author of the pamphlet?”

“We’ve had no luck so far.  One of my agents heard that 

the pamphlets had been distributed by truck and managed to 

trace them back to an abandoned house.  He reported that the 

basement was filled with printing machines, but there was no 

one attending to them.  The entire operation was probably shut 

down once the rioting was well underway.”
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“Do you suspect Soviet espionage of being involved 

with the dissemination of this information?”

“Frankly, no, sir, I do not.  The KGB operation in the 

Congo has always been a limited one.  They simply did not 

have the resources to pull it off, not even in revenge for 

Lumumba’s murder at the hands of Americans.”

“No Americans were involved in Lumumba’s 

execution,” the President said.  Another awkward silence.  

“Were we, Mr. Devlin?”

“I’m afraid we were, Mr. President.  Our field office 

helped Mobutu find Lumumba after his first escape from house 

arrest and then arranged his transfer to Tshombe’s forces, 

knowing they would kill him almost immediately.  We were 

assisted by the British consul and her intelligence staff as well.”

“And all of this was in the pamphlet?”

“Yes, sir.  Along with our names, yours, and those of 

several of our agents on the ground here.”

“Thereby establishing a chain of complicity,” 

Eisenhower murmured.  “It would appear that your station 

was compromised after all, Mr. Devlin.”

“I respectfully submit, sir, that such information could 

have come just as readily from Langley.”  Over the wire, the 

two men in the Oval Office could hear the station chief 

swallowing.  “There are two other aspects of the situation 

which are more important at the moment, if I may mention 

them.”

“More important than the use of classified information 

to provoke an anti-American civil war?”

“At the moment it may be necessary to prevent that 

information from provoking a Congressional war.  This 

morning a reporter for the New York Times left Leopoldville 

with a copy of the pamphlet in his possession.  I spoke to him 

and was unable to persuade him to leave it behind.  He stated 

in parting that he had picked up several copies and distributed 

them among his colleagues.  He refused to give me their 

names.  No matter what we do to try to stop this, that 
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information is going to be appearing in a major paper 

somewhere in the world within the next few days.”

“That is one problem,” Eisenhower said.  He did not 

say that it would be his successor’s problem, but all three men 

knew it.  “And the second?”

“Timing,” Devlin said hesitantly.  “The pamphlet was 

released the day after Lumumba’s death.”

“That is fairly prompt, but there’s nothing unusual 

about it.”

“Actually, there is.  You see, by the day after his death, 

I don’t mean the evening or afternoon or even the late morning.  

We’ve interviewed as many people as we possibly can under 

the circumstances, and we’ve established definitely that the 

pamphlets were being distributed by three o’clock in the 

morning, possibly earlier.  Allow say half an hour for 

distribution.  Allow another half hour for assembly and two 

hours for printing--these copies were run off on mimeograph 

machines and put together by hand.  That takes us back to 

midnight.  Lumumba was shot shortly before ten o’clock that 

night.  Two hours to find out that the execution had taken 

place, research it and everyone involved right down to the 

names of the Belgian officers who commanded the firing 

squad, and write and typeset a thirty-page pamphlet on the 

subject?”  The tension in the CIA station chief’s voice was 

apparent.  “Mr. President, somebody knew this execution was 

going to happen before it actually did.”
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Chapter irty-One
April 19, 1961

“How can they miss something so obvious?” Kurt 

wondered aloud.

“Because that is the nature of the state,” the Professor 

replied.  “It is a self-sufficient organism.  Individual 

personalities cannot affect it anymore than a single cell in your 

body can unilaterally determine where you intend to have 

dinner tonight.  That which was planned in the reign of 

Eisenhower must be carried out in the reign of Nixon.”

“Your anatomical analogy is imprecise.  A single cell of 

the right kind can affect my body.  A virus can alter my 

sensations and therefore my behavior.”

“Not imprecise, merely incomplete.  The exception you 

point out applies equally in both cases.  Why?  There is an 

external cause involved.  The functions of both the state and 

the body are difficult to alter from within but much easier to 

change from outside.”

“Even so, I still find it unbelievable that Nixon hasn’t 

called the whole shooting match off.  He did denounce the use 

of force against Communism on national television barely six 

months ago.”

“What force?” the Professor asked.

“Excuse me?”

“What force?  Show me where the United States 

government is using force against the Cuban government.”
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“Right up there.”  Kurt pointed at a distant speck in the 

sky that was rapidly traversing the coastline.  In spite of its lack 

of detail, everyone knew it was a US Navy A-4 Skyhawk from 

the carrier Essex, which was awaiting further instructions forty 

miles offshore.

“Hmmm.”  The Professor squinted at it.  “I see no 

markings designating it as an American aircraft.  It has not 

dropped bombs on us.  It has not strafed us.  It is merely 

keeping an eye on the situation, the eye of a legitimately 

concerned neighbor.”

“And that bit of casuistry can actually convince Langley 

that they’re not dabbling in matters they should be keeping out 

of?  I don’t believe it.  Revolution is the new catchword.  The 

new administration has all but declared the Communist threat 

to be of secondary importance to the spread of revolution by 

now.  So why is the CIA trying to stop a revolution in Cuba--or 

reverse it, if you will--by starting another one?”

“Inertia,” the Professor said.  “They made the plans and 

they must go through with them.  Also urgency.  They want to 

get irretrievably involved in a major Central American 

operation while Nixon’s ambitions are still fixed on this part of 

the world, so they’ll have something to do here for years to 

come.  And they haven’t yet fully grasped the concept you’re 

trying to elucidate.”

“The principle that good revolution is as bad as bad 

revolution where states and governments are concerned.”

“That’s the one.  And if it does happen to cross the 

mind of some official in Virginia, he excuses his support for 

this mission by stating quite seriously that the invading 

dissidents represent the legitimate government of Cuba, and 

that the brothers Castro and associates are nothing but a bunch 

of rag-tag Marxists who shot their way into power and can be 

brushed aside.”

“Oh, that theory,” Kurt said sarcastically.  “The one 

which says that a government is legitimate when it is 
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recognized by another government.  How convenient for 

them!”

The Professor chuckled.

“Is this going to be what the next decade will look 

like?” Kurt demanded.  “Governments recognizing their 

favored rebel groups as legitimate states in order to preserve 

the illusion of sovereignty while starting more revolutions than 

they can ever suppress?”

“Essentially, yes,” the Professor acknowledged.  “And 

in the process they’ll make revolution a commonplace of 

political discourse.”

Kurt threw himself back on the grass in disgust at the 

abstract stupidity of the men who sat at desks.  The Professor 

continued to scan the horizon with his binoculars.

The air smelled of cordite and sea salt in unequal 

portions, with the occasional trace of smoke from burning 

wood or gasoline.  The planes that had crashed at Giron two 

days previously were still smouldering.  Off to the right, where 

the beach curved away into the Bay of Pigs, sporadic shooting 

went on among the trees and fields.  The surviving members of 

Brigade 2506, the American-trained force of Cuban expatriates 

that had attempted to retake the largest island in the Caribbean 

from this single beachhead, were retreating back to the sea 

from which they had come.

Several Cuban tanks were drawn up on the small patch 

of rising ground near the shore where the Professor had 

established himself and his equipment.  The soldiers lounged 

casually around, comfortable in their swift victory over the 

invaders and disposed to be tolerant of the little man who had 

arrived unannounced with orders from the president.  They 

did not quite understand what he was planning, and they did 

not believe what they had seen so far.  But he wanted to sink 

American warships, he said, and that was more than sufficient 

recommendation in a Cuba inflamed with revolutionary pride 

once again.
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“Here they come,” the Professor said.  Kurt lifted up his 

head and stared out to sea.  “I don’t see anything.”

“I’m sure you won’t from that position.  Two 

destroyers, Fletcher class.  Should be the Eaton and the Murray if 

my information is correct.”

“It usually is,” Kurt said.  The Professor ignored the 

implication in his tone and leafed through a somewhat worn 

Jane’s manual.  “Yes, the numbers match.  Very good.”

“When do we start shooting?”

“Not for a while yet.  They’re coming up fast, and that 

will make it difficult to track them, but once they start 

evacuating the soldiers, they’ll slow down.  Then we attack 

them.”

It took nearly half an hour before the Professor was 

satisfied.  The two destroyers had come charging up at nearly 

forty knots, spraying water everywhere from their sharp bows, 

before they had coasted to a stop and begun sending out boats 

to pick up swimming refugees.  The Murray had gone straight 

into the bay, whereas the Eaton had chosen to cover the area of 

the coast nearer to Giron.  That made her the Professor’s first 

target.

“She’s almost broadside to us,” the Professor said 

quietly as he stared through the telescopic sight that 

compensated for the sun’s angle in the sky and the target’s 

position.  “Get ready.”

Kurt and one of the Cuban soldiers turned the wheels 

that adjusted the weapon’s aim in accordance with the 

Professor’s instructions.  The others had stopped chatting 

among themselves and crowded forward to see what was 

happening.  Three miles away, the Eaton slowed to a crawl.

The Professor looked up from the eyepiece for an 

instant.  “We have her.  Uncage it.”

And Kurt stepped to one side and pulled back the 

curtain that exposed the parabolic mirror to the sun.

It was a large mirror, twenty-four feet in diameter.  In 

spite of its great size, any good astronomer would have taken 
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one look at it and scoffed in disdain.  It was not a single casting, 

perfectly polished to catch and reflect the light of distant suns; 

instead, it was a rough creation whose curves were 

approximated by hundreds of hexagonal segments of ordinary 

mirrors pieced together.  But its defects were intentional.  

Because it was made of many simple pieces, it could be taken 

apart and then rapidly reassembled on its framework when 

necessary.  Which was how the Professor had conveyed it to 

the remote southern coast of Cuba in the first place: in sections 

on the back of a truck.  Several of the mirror segments had been 

shattered on the way, and he had replaced them with spares in 

five minutes.

As for its reflective power, it was more than sufficient 

for the Professor’s needs now that the full face of the mirror 

was exposed to the afternoon sun.

The sun delivers roughly a thousand watts of energy to 

every square yard of the Earth’s surface during a clear day.  

This is considerably less when the sun is at an angle in the sky 

during the morning and afternoon hours, but the Professor’s 

mirror was still receiving at least five hundred watts per square 

yard of its surface area.  With an area of fifty square yards, it 

was collecting and reflecting twenty-five thousand watts of 

power per second.  And it was focusing this energy on the thin 

hull of the distant destroyer.

The beam of sunlight was invisible and instantaneous in 

its effects.  It narrowed throughout its course, tapering down to 

a point at the mathematical focus of the mirror.  As it 

contracted, the temperature of the air through which it passed 

increased dramatically from the concentration of the sun’s 

energy, just as a simple magnifying glass or watch lens will 

intensify sunlight enough to char wood or ignite paper.  Except 

that this mirror was focusing a far greater amount of energy far 

more precisely.  A seagull was unfortunate enough to be 

crossing the line of the beam at the exact instant Kurt retracted 

the mirror shield.  Its feathers burst into flame, its flesh boiled 

off its bones, and it dropped dessicated out of the sky into the 
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blessed coolness of the water below.  Then the beam struck the 

bow of the Eaton.

By the time the light waves reached the destroyer, the 

twenty-four foot mirror had concentrated them into a circle less 

than four inches across.  In just under twelve seconds they 

melted through the three-quarter-inch steel plate of the 

destroyer’s hull and leapt across the narrow compartment to 

the half-inch steel forming the barbette of the number one gun 

turret.  Eight seconds later they were inside the handling room 

eating into the high explosive shells and powder cases.

The cordite powder in the long casings detonated first.  

The more stable explosive shells followed.  Each new burst of 

flaming gas set off another in a chain reaction that swelled and 

traveled down into the bowels of the ship.  Destroyers were 

called “tin cans” for a reason: they were lightly built and their 

magazines were neither armored nor hermetically sealed in the 

same way as magazines on board a ship of the line.  As the 

Eaton’s shells burst in rapid sequence, they blew out the decks 

beneath them.  Those projectiles that had not yet exploded 

toppled towards the keel.  When they did go off, at point-blank 

range, they shredded the heavy beams and the thin hull plates 

alike to tinfoil.

The flash of fire did not confine itself to the vertical line 

of the turret.  Several shells were thrown aft by the blast and 

penetrated the casing of the number two turret as well.  It only 

took three seconds for them to set off the same kind of 

magazine explosion that was simultaneously taking place 

farther forward.  The Eaton’s bow buckled under the prolonged 

strain of her own ammunition burning away uncontrolled.

The Cuban soldiers stared in astonishment at the pillar 

of smoke building above the destroyer.  They had seen no 

flash, heard no sound other than the remote explosion of the 

two turrets.  And yet there was the enemy ship, blazing in the 

distance, powerless to save itself, let alone the soldiers who had 

come scrambling down to the beach in the hope of being 

evacuated by it.
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Then they cheered.  Madly, frenetically.  They danced 

and shouted and screamed with joy.  As far as they could see, 

no victory had ever been more easily won.  And the future!  It 

had taken them six years of fighting through the jungle and the 

forest to overthrow Batista and his regime.  Now, in a matter of 

minutes, they had destroyed an American warship which 

could have pounded every village along the coast into pulp.  

The technological advantage had shifted.  Henceforth it 

belonged to the revolution.

The Professor was serenely untroubled by the fuss.  He 

remained at the sights, staring into the glass that transmitted a 

magnified image of the burning ship to him.  Kurt heard him 

whistling.  The tune was familiar, but under the circumstances 

it took him a minute to identify it.  Purcell’s “Come, ye sons of 

art,” from his Ode for Queen Mary’s birthday.  An old favorite 

of the Professor’s.

“To celebrate this triumphant day, eh?” he said, 

nudging the Professor.

“Almost,” the Professor said.  “They’re running about 

over there trying to put boats in the water.  I hope Crutchfield 

is in one of them.”

“Crutchfield?”

“The commodore.  The sort of semi-admiral 

commanding the escort phase of the American naval operation.  

Bumpy Road, they’re calling it, for reasons best known to 

themselves.  He is or was on the Eaton.  And he’s been 

champing at the bit the entire time because Washington tied his 

hands.  Now that his ship has been fired upon, he’ll be on the 

radio summoning the entire task force to his aid.”

“He can claim he’s justified in interfering directly now.  

Offense given to the flag and all that.”

“Exactly.  Stand by.  We’re going to have a second 

target soon.”

The USS Murray had spun around at the sight of the 

explosion and was plowing back towards the flagship, 

oblivious to the plight of the soldiers pinned down on the 
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beach.  The Professor could see her guns elevating as she 

approached, sheltered in the spray of her own foam.  No doubt 

her officers were standing on the bridge scanning the shore for 

the artillery that had crippled the Eaton.  They found nothing.  

The glint of the mirror at that distance was too insignificant for 

them to notice, and in any case, it was not what they were 

trained to look for.

“She’s in range,” the Professor said, measuring the 

angles carefully.

The mirror traversed slowly on its gimbals.  The 

Cubans fell silent again, partly in trepidation, as they saw it 

come into action for the second time.  But the sun was unfailing 

in its ardour and the beam of radiation the mirror delivered 

was just as intense as it had been five minutes ago.  It scorched 

the paint off the destroyer’s hull as it swung aft across her 

length, then beat steadily down on one particular spot aft of the 

superstructure.

This time the Professor had aimed for the barbettes 

protecting the rear gun turrets.  The Murray was running fast, 

and did not present him with a stable target the way her sister 

ship had done.  It took nearly thirty seconds after the mirror 

had stopped moving for the first distant flash of fire and smoke 

to burst from her hindquarters.  The explosions not only 

damaged her hull beyond repair, they tore the engine rooms to 

pieces.  High-pressure steam vented wildly from burst lines 

and only worsened the damage as the ship glided to a halt in 

the water.

“I see your commodore,” Kurt said.  He had his 

binoculars out.  “He’s in a launch just coming around the side 

of the Eaton.  And it looks like he’s screaming into a radio.  We 

should have company soon.”

“Excellent.  First there’s another experiment I want to 

try, though.”

The Eaton, with her bow holed in dozens of places and 

her watertight compartments breached, was already settling 

down.  The Murray was still high in the water, with the 
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reflected sunlight burning into her guts the whole time.  

Slowly, in response to the Professor’s commands, the little 

circle of light traveled forward again, then up.  It came to a halt 

on the quintuple torpedo mount aft of the rear funnel.  Besides 

their fuel, the five torpedoes contained roughly a ton and a 

half of high explosive.  When the nearest one burst from the 

heat, so did the others.  The combined detonation broke the 

Murray in half.  Bow and stern pitched up as the two portions 

of the ship filled with the sea.

* * * * *

The six aircraft came in low and fast over the water.  

They had flown north, then east, then back to the south.  By 

doing so, they masked their point of departure.  Fortunately for 

them, the sea was calm.  A gap of only ten feet separated them 

from the surface of the ocean.  The ground effect was so strong 

that the pilots had to constantly force their aircraft down.  In 

this particular case, lack of altitude meant safety, not the 

reverse.

They were not picked up by the radar of the patrolling 

task force until they were five miles distant from it.  The little 

fleet was busy altering course and responding to the demands 

of their commander, who was in an open boat in Cuban 

territorial waters at the moment and very put out by his 

predicament.  When a radar operator did finally notice the 

incoming aircraft, he saw a single plane approaching head-on 

at high speed, due to the accuracy with which the six were 

flying in single file.  He called the watch officer.  The watch 

officer called the carrier to find out if one of the Skyhawks was 

returning from a patrol along that course.  By the time they 

found out it was not one of their own jets, it was too late.

The anti-aircraft gunners rushed to their stations just in 

time to see six P-51 Mustangs pass them in a tight line at nearly 

three hundred miles per hour and converge on the Essex, the 
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carrier whose air wing was busy trying to intimidate the 

Cubans.

Afterward they would recall that the attackers barely 

paused to deliver their thrust.  They coasted up from the water 

in a graceful arc, rushed low over the carrier, and poured 

incendiary bullets and rockets into the new Skyhawks parked 

on its flight deck.  The final two aircraft let fly with time-

delayed bombs instead.  By the time the last one went off, the 

Essex was incapable of carrying out further air operations and 

the hostile aircraft--which had been seen, however briefly, to 

carry Cuban air force markings--were out of range and nearly 

indistinguishable from the horizon.

Mike Sebring checked his watch.  They had timed it 

perfectly.  Now if his Cuban pilots would just cooperate, they 

should get away clean.  All the American airborne assets were 

over Cuba at the moment and would either be recalled to 

protect the task force or ordered to return to the mainland, 

since the jets could no longer land on the damaged carrier.  

Barring accidents, his role in the operation was over.  It was 

only a short flight to the Yucatan Peninsula and safety.

He still had to get the aircraft home, though.  The 

Professor was adamant about not losing historical artifacts to a 

mere revolution.

* * * * *

“I really don’t want to know what those captains are 

thinking right now,” Kurt said.  The destroyers Hank, Weeks, 

Purdy, and Wren were charging towards the coast as fast as 

their turbines would drive them.  In the background, the 

helicopter carrier Boxer was dimly visible, probably preparing 

to insert US Marines directly into the battle if the day should go 

against the forces of good.

“That’s unwise,” the Professor responded.  “You should 

always want to know what your adversary is thinking.”
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“I imagine it’s something very uncomplimentary about 

us.”

“Not really.  They’re all enraged at their lack of success 

so far, and they think it’s disgraceful that two of their own 

vessels were sunk in an ambush.  It had to be an ambush by 

heavy artillery, they’ll reason, and probably involved a trick as 

well, or else the US Navy could not have been defeated by a 

bunch of rag-tag guerrillas.”

“So they don’t see any ‘Charge of the Light Brigade” 

element in their actions, then.”

“I don’t think that sums it up very well,” the Professor 

said.

“On a hilltop near the village stood the soldiers

Who had come with one intention on their minds,

With their shiny new revolvers in their holsters,

And the cannons well concealed behind the pines,”

he sang softly, managing to imbue the words with a feeling of 

dreadful expectation.

“That’s our perspective,” Kurt said.

“Yes, it is.”  The Professor blinked.  “Is the new mirror 

ready?”

“They just finished setting it up.  And Tom finally got 

through from Havana so he can run that one.”  Tom Murray 

had designed both mirrors, so naturally he understood their 

operation.  The Professor had wanted a second unit in case of 

accidents, or to double their firepower if needed.  With the sun 

going down rapidly, and five more ships approaching the bay, 

it was very much needed.  The second mirror had been erected 

along the coast a short distance to the east.  Shielded, it was 

invisible from sea and land alike at the moment.

“Good.  Radio him and tell him to start shooting.  Have 

him take the ship closest to him first.  And tell him to aim for 

the torpedoes if possible.  We don’t have time to waste.”
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The mirrors were limited not only by the presence of 

sunlight but also by the range of their targets.  They could not 

attack any vessel that was not in a direct line of sight from 

them, or very much nearer or farther than three miles away.  

Their focus had been fixed at that distance, which was about 

the maximum useful for sea level operation.  Beyond that 

point, or closer to the mirror, the energy was not sufficiently 

concentrated to effectively damage a target.  Had the 

individual segments that made up the reflectors been movable, 

the focus and therefore the range could have been adjusted, but 

the Professor had ruled that out as impractical for the moment.

So the mirrors turned seaward again and the 

weakening beams flicked out like invisible, intangible 

switchblades at the American ships.  The Weeks was the first to 

succumb, to a torpedo explosion.  The Hank and the Wren 

followed her to the bottom.  The captain of the Purdy was more 

prudent, or more lucky, than his fellows.  He threw his ship 

into a tight turn and put on full speed away from the Cuban 

coast.  Both mirrors sent their rays out to pursue him.  The 

range widened.  The Purdy was almost out of reach when her 

aftmost turret finally succumbed and red flames shot up from 

her hull into the matching sky.

“What about the helicopter carrier?” Kurt asked.

“We can’t reach her,” the Professor said.  “She’s too far 

offshore.  And she’s retreating.  Something that proved lethal 

to six destroyers in one afternoon would be more than a match 

for a lightly armed ship like that.”

The Cuban soldiers were passing bottles of rum from 

hand to hand.  Some were dancing around the tanks.  They had 

seen the Americans--not the hired counter-revolutionaries, but 

the Americans themselves--turn and run away from their 

country.  They were ecstatic.  The American defeat was their 

sole topic of conversation.  In a few hours it would be known 

all over Cuba and the entire nation would be rejoicing that the 

Americans had fled.
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“But they will be back,” the Professor said to himself.  

“They are committed now.”
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Chapter irty-Two
August 5, 1962

Green and gold.  The pastures were green and the fields 

of stubble were gold.  The pastures were filled with brown 

cattle and the fields were empty of men.  Here and there, 

clumps of trees broke up the otherwise regular lines of the 

enclosures.  Winter rested quietly on the rolling hills of 

KwaZulu-Natal.

There was a road running between the hills and 

through the center of the shallow valley that divided them.  

Coming from Durban, a traveler would pass the small town of 

Howick and the even smaller village of Cedara.  After that, the 

few clustered houses gave way to widely spaced farms once 

more.

A car came down the road.  It was a nondescript 

vehicle, moving neither particularly fast nor particularly 

slowly.  Nothing about it would have attracted the eye of a 

farmer leaning on his fence--except perhaps the second car 

trying to overtake it.

The second car, an American Ford, surged past the first 

noisily, then suddenly braked and swerved.  It came to a halt 

across the left side of the road, barring the way.  The doors 

burst open and five men in rumpled uniforms, with haggard 

faces and guns at their sides, nearly fell out of it in their 

eagerness to block the road more fully.  The first car coasted up 

to them at a much more sedate pace and stopped.
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One of the armed men strode across to the passenger 

side of the vehicle.  “I am Sergeant Vorster, Pietermartizburg 

police,” he stated with authority.  “Your name, please?”

The man in the passenger seat, who was notable for the 

slight eccentricity of wearing a white jacket in the middle of the 

African winter, replied promptly.  “David Motsamayi.”

“Profession?”

“Chauffeur.”

The policeman’s brows wrinkled at that.  “Where are 

you headed?”

“Johannesburg.”

“And you were last in?”

“Durban.”

“Who is this gentleman?”  He pointed at the driver of 

the car.

“This is my employer.”

Sergeant Vorster made a grumbling sound in his throat, 

which clearly indicated disbelief or disagreement or both.  

“You’re Nelson Mandela, and this is Cecil Williams, and you’re 

under arrest!”

The man addressed as Mandela shook his head.  One of 

the other officers came up and conferred briefly with the 

sergeant.  He must have confirmed the identification, because 

immediately thereafter Vorster barked an order and the 

policemen wrenched open the doors of the car.  They hauled 

the tall black activist and the shorter white Communist out into 

the middle of the road, preparatory to splitting them up for the 

return journey to Johannesburg prison.

And then one of the officers hanging on to Mandela lost 

his grip and tumbled backwards against the police sedan.  His 

head bounced off the metal and he rolled over onto his face as 

he fell.  The new red splotch on the back of his uniform was 

just to the left of the spine, not far below the shoulder blade.

The four remaining officers barely had time to process 

what they saw before their numbers were thinned again.  This 

time it was one of Williams’s escorts who took the hit.  
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Sergeant Vorster bellowed something indistinct and shoved 

both of the prisoners to the ground.  He leapt behind the 

shelter of their car.  His instincts warned him that both shots 

had been fired from the same side of the road.  The policemen 

drew their weapons and prepared to shoot it out from behind 

their ready-made barricade.

They were never given the chance.  The two men beside 

Vorster jerked and slid onto the asphalt almost simultaneously.  

He groped at their throats, feeling for a pulse.  Abruptly, he 

noticed that they had been shot in the back.  There were 

marksmen on either side of the road.  The ambush had been 

properly laid, after all.  In a panic, he jumped to his feet, 

swinging his revolver wildly in the direction of anything that 

moved.  The silent assassins seemed to be deliberately holding 

their fire in order to let him anticipate his own death.  So they 

were, up to a point.  If it ever occurred to the sergeant to shoot 

his prisoners in order to prevent their liberation, he was never 

able to act on the thought.  A fifth shot sent him to join his men 

in whatever afterlife policemen inhabit with no more fanfare or 

dignity than they had received.

Mandela and Williams stood up and brushed 

themselves off, looking dazed.  The moment of tension had 

come and gone, had been succeeded by a second instant of 

greater stress, and then that too had passed by, leaving them 

free men after all.

A stranger stepped out from behind a nearby tree and 

strolled sedately towards them.  He was short, with thinning 

white hair, and if five corpses were out of place in the middle 

of these peaceful hills, he was even more of an anomaly.  His 

creased gray trousers, perfectly knotted tie, and sweater vest 

would have looked merely faddish if it had not been for the 

little silver-and-black pistol in his right hand, which elevated 

the ensemble from eccentric to downright incongruous in the 

eyes of the two onlookers.

In spite of having presumably prevented their arrest, he 

did not appear to be especially concerned with them at first.  
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Instead, he walked around the cars and inspected each of the 

dead policemen carefully.  When he was satisfied, he turned 

back to the two men who were left standing.

“Thousands of my former colleagues would give years 

off their lives to be here right now,” he remarked irrelevantly.  

Neither Mandela nor Williams was sure how to respond to 

that.  Fortunately they did not have to do so.  Their visitor kept 

talking.  “I apologize for the shock, but it was the only way that 

we could get the timing right.  Also it saved me the trouble of 

having to track you down later so that we might have this 

conversation.”

At the word “we”, the two South Africans looked 

around.  There was a tall figure running down towards the 

road from the rolling pastures on either side.  Neither one was 

carrying a weapon.

“My friends,” the Professor said, as if that explained 

their presence completely.  “They will also get rid of the bodies.  

Mr. Williams, will you be so good as to accompany them for 

the time being?  I wish to speak to Mr. Mandela alone.”

Cecil Williams shrugged and exchanged glances with 

Mandela.  Apparently they both agreed that some 

consideration was due to the men who had rescued them.  He 

crossed over to the police car and waited while the two new 

arrivals loaded the dead officers into the rear seat and the 

trunk.  One of them climbed into the driver’s seat, then 

motioned for Williams to get in as well.  The other man trotted 

back into the fields and disappeared in the distance.  When the 

car pulled away, there was no sign left that five men had died 

on the road three minutes before.

The Professor leaned back against the side of the 

remaining vehicle.  “How did your trip go?” he asked without 

any preliminaries.

“Less well than I had hoped it would,” Mandela 

replied, deciding that forthrightness was the best method for 

dealing with someone who was both well-informed about his 

actions and ostensibly friendly to his cause.  “The conference in 
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Ethiopia went as planned.  I was able to speak with a number 

of Egyptian independence leaders, who have enjoyed 

increasing success against the British lately.  They are thinking 

of compiling a brief history of their accomplishments as a guide 

for future resistance movements.  But I was unable to go 

further in North Africa due to that very success.  The borders 

are closed and travel in the region is paralyzed.  The 

governments of Liberia and Guinea were very generous with 

their contributions, but I was refused a visa for London.  The 

guerrilla training program I was scheduled to undertake in 

Ethiopia was also terminated abruptly, and so I returned to 

South Africa earlier than I had intended.”

“I assume the program was funded by the Soviet 

Union, or benefited from the support of Soviet instructors?” the 

Professor inquired.

“Yes, it was.  Is that important?”

“Well, it explains why your program ended so 

unexpectedly.  It’s also something you will need to bear in 

mind in the future.  Don’t expect any more support from the 

Soviets, financial, military, or otherwise.”

“They are severing their connections with us?”

“Oh, not just you,” the Professor said with one of his 

smiles.  “With everyone.  With all revolutionaries.”

“I don’t understand.  Revolution is a basic tenet of 

communism.”

“I wouldn’t say that too loudly if I were you.  Especially 

not in front of anyone from Moscow.  You see, the Soviet Union 

has just signed a confidential trade agreement with the United 

States.  The idea isn’t new, but no one outside government 

circles ever took it seriously before.  They were ignorant of the 

fact that the people in government took it very seriously 

indeed.  Now the United States is going to send most of its 

surplus grain to the USSR to keep the Russians from starving, 

and the Russians are going to send all of their surplus oil to the 

United States to keep American industry from starving.  It’s 

been under discussion for years, but there was a bad food 
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shortage in Russia this spring and prices jumped alarmingly 

last month.  That was the last straw.  Khrushchev and Nixon 

are both pragmatists.  The ideologues on both sides will scream 

bloody murder when the treaty is made public, but right now 

the two superpowers need each other in order to survive.”

“That is…alarming,” Mandela said slowly.  “Is the 

Soviet financial situation really severe enough to force them to 

cut all aid to their allies abroad?”

“You misunderstand me,” the Professor replied.  “It has 

nothing to do with the finances.  They have millions of 

weapons and rubles they could give you without missing 

them.  It has to do with the new political understanding that 

has grown up between the superpowers.  Between all the 

nuclear-armed states, really.  These governments are beginning 

to realize that by encouraging revolutions abroad, they risk 

spreading revolutionary ideas in general, ideas that could one 

day be used--and used successfully, as I think you can 

appreciate--against them at home, by their own citizens.  Here 

we are at the southernmost extremity of the African continent, 

and yet you are drawing your training and methods for your 

campaign from texts prepared in China and Russia and Cuba.  

That is what they wish to put a stop to.  A nuclear state cannot 

declare war without the risk that it will escalate into a war of 

annihilation, and it cannot win a slow, wearing guerrilla war 

driven by popular discontent, which is the only kind of war 

that can be fought in the absence of state involvement.  

Therefore, revolution must be stamped out to eliminate the 

final threat to the state.  And it is the most powerful nation-

states that have the most to lose if it is not.”

“If what you are saying is true, Moscow will also be 

suspending all aid to Cuba as well.”

“They have.  In fact, they’ve agreed to let the United 

States suppress the Castro government by force if its militancy 

does not diminish.  As a pledge of good faith, they disclosed an 

outdated study to the American negotiating team, revealing 
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that they explored the possibility of placing nuclear missiles in 

a Soviet-allied Cuba.”

“That kind of disclosure would only inflame the 

Americans more against Castro.”

“Which is exactly what it’s done.”

“This is intolerable,” Mandela said.  “If I understand the 

implications of your remarks correctly, the world’s most 

powerful nations are simultaneously adjusting their foreign 

policies to reflect a new reality and a new principle of 

engagement with one another--we might call that principle 

state sanctity?”

“Yes, that’s a very good term for it,” the Professor 

agreed.

“But what about the governments which do not possess 

nuclear arsenals?”

“They’re in a rather difficult position.  On the one hand, 

since they don’t have the bomb, they are not regarded as being 

among the elite of the world or counting for much in 

international affairs.  They could be overrun at any time by the 

great powers without the latter suffering much in the way of 

adverse consequences, now that all the nuclear states are 

forming alliances with each other.  So the weaker states have 

very little freedom of action and must cooperate with their 

superiors, who form the inner council of what I like to call the 

Club of States.  On the other hand, they are still sovereign 

governments, and possess in themselves a legitimacy which no 

individual can ever attain.  Consequently, in spite of their 

inferior status in world affairs, they are still treated with some 

respect by the great powers and receive their unconditional 

support.  A blow struck by revolutionaries against one 

government is regarded by all as a strike against the concept of 

government as a whole.  That doesn’t prevent the lesser states 

from being jealous of their nuclear masters, though.  

Incidentally, I don’t think what I’m telling you is expressed so 

plainly in any official manifesto or policy document; it merely 

295



sums up the growing consensus of thought in Washington and 

London and Moscow and Jerusalem and Delhi and Beijing.”

“It is hard to believe that the Soviet Union is 

abandoning support for the dozens of revolutionary 

movements relying upon it for aid.”

“Not only is it withdrawing its support, I think you 

should expect an official statement from the Politburo to that 

effect within the next two or three years.  By that time the 

alliance with the United States will be established enough that 

they can declare their new position openly.”

“If the United States and its British dependency are now 

allies of the Soviets,” Mandela said, talking as much to himself 

as to the Professor, “then this means we can expect no 

sympathy from them, not even any widespread publicity or 

unofficial backing.  No funds, and no pressure on the South 

African government to abolish the apartheid system.”

“None whatsoever.”

“There are rumors, too.  Rumors to the effect that our 

government is seeking a nuclear capability.”

“The rumors are well-founded.”

Mandela looked down at the Professor.  “How would 

this ‘Club of States’ respond to such a development?”

“They would oppose it as much as they could without 

open war.  Sabotage, misinformation, and so on.  But if South 

Africa does attain to nuclear power, as one writer put it, they 

will accept it as an equal in their deliberations.”

“And it would use its nuclear advantage to dominate 

the public policy of all the nations on the continent who could 

not afford to make that leap--which means all of Africa up to 

the Sahara.  And oppression in every one of them.”

“Probably,” the Professor allowed.

“And the other powers of the world would allow it to 

spread apartheid so openly?  The black population of the 

United States is already filled with agitators demanding 

outright war with the segregationist government.  It will have 

to yield to its own citizens to survive.  How could they grant 
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rights to their minorities at home yet support the enforcement 

of apartheid here?”

“Why would the states care about it?  They’re not 

interested in your life or well-being.  Or mine, for that matter.  

Like all organisms, they’re interested in their own survival, and 

if that comes at the cost of ours, well, too bad for us.”

“This changes everything.”

“The entire revolutionary movement, you mean?  It 

certainly does.  Now you will all have to stand alone.  And you 

will have to learn to act as individuals instead of agents of a 

distant state or a distant ideology.”

“It will weaken us,” Mandela said.

“It will slow you, that’s all,” the Professor retorted.  “In 

time it will make you stronger, because the increased 

reluctance of governments to tolerate disagreement or the 

airing of grievances lest those lead to revolution will create 

more and more malcontents to swell the ranks of your army.”

“And by fighting revolution, they will breed more 

revolution.  But they will not see it that way.  They will see 

only that they must stop the challenge to their authority.  Yes, I 

understand what you mean.”

“I hope so,” said the Professor.  “In the meantime, I 

have a more practical suggestion for you.”

“Yes?”

“Abandon Liliesleaf Farm for the time being.  The 

police are aware that you have been using it as a headquarters.  

Tell your associates to clear out as well.”

“I would ask for a fuller explanation, but if you had 

advance warning of this attempt to arrest us, you must have 

reason for making the request.  I will do as you ask.”

“Good,” the Professor said.  “Under the present 

circumstances, we can’t afford to lose any more 

revolutionaries.  This should be useful as well.”  He handed 

Mandela a folded sheet of paper.  “It contains the location of a 

weapons cache not far from Durban.  High explosives, a few 

small arms and a quantity of ammunition, a sum of cash, and a 
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shortwave transceiver you can use to keep in contact with us 

should you require additional supplies.  Our resources are 

limited, too, but we do what we can.”

Mandela looked at him oddly.  “You want to see it 

spread.”

“Yes, I do.”

“You have a conscience.  How do you reconcile it with 

the potential for great violence that might result from your 

actions?”

The Professor’s response was forceful, unexpected, and 

indefinite all at once.  “My eyes are fixed upon the destiny of 

man, not upon the destiny of a man.”  He looked over at the 

spot where the bodies of the policemen had lain.  “In any case, 

I would sooner help the man who seeks freedom for his fellows 

than I would the man whose sole use for his fellows is to put 

them in an iron cage as proof of his own presumed merit.”

The sentiment was passionate enough, if not entirely 

impartial.  And the Professor did not give Mandela any time to 

analyze it further.  His attitude was rapidly shifting from 

conversational to energetic.  He had decided to move on, and 

said so.  “Now, if you don’t mind, we should be able to rejoin 

my friends down the road.  Do you object to driving?  I don’t 

particularly like cars.  Bicycles or horses, yes.  These things, 

no.”

“There is one other question,” Mandela said as they 

climbed into the vehicle.  “Who are you?”

The Professor smiled.  “Only a friend to the revolution.”
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Chapter irty-ree
February 1963

The first officer of the Gekko Maru spat out a mouthful 

of brine and retired below for a cup of tea to cleanse his palate.  

His ship lacked much in the way of freeboard and ballast, and 

the swells east of Hokkaido were strong tonight.  Somehow the 

Gekko Maru always seemed to be descending into the trough of 

a wave, even when she was perched on the summit of one.  It 

was a peculiarity of her construction which had done very little 

to endear her to any of the various crews who had crowded her 

forecastle in the past fifteen years.  Not that there had been 

many of them.  She was a small ship, consigned to the coasting 

trade from the very beginning.  Her eventual conversion into a 

deep-sea trawler was regarded as a foregone conclusion in an 

industry that favored increasingly large vessels, and thus no 

one associated with the shipping trade in northern Japan did 

more than nod knowingly when she passed into the hands of 

Kichimura and Sons for that very purpose.

It was more a matter of gossip that one of the younger 

Kichimuras should have personally taken command of the new 

trawler.  Oh, there was never any doubt about his 

qualifications or his certificates, but surely the owner’s son and 

a minor partner in the business would have preferred a more 

prestigious command?  Nevertheless, he sincerely claimed to 

be happy with his ship in spite of her insignificance, and the 

senior generation of officers and managers regarded it as a 

proper demonstration of humility and filial loyalty.  In time, his 
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presence offshore came to be regarded as being as natural as 

that of the Gekko Maru herself.

So Captain Kichimura sat in his cabin, half-dozing over 

an old map of the Sea of Japan.  The officers and men played at 

cards or dice and the heavily laden ship rolled in the swells 

without resisting them.  Only one man stood watch over the 

deserted deck, silent save for the noise of the wind.  In the 

engine room, the hot diesels cooled slowly as their 

accumulated energy leaked out through the metal hull into the 

frigid sea.  The ship showed running lights alone and no other 

sign of activity.

The hours passed.  Someone tapped on the captain’s 

door.  He rose from his seat, his somnolence instantly 

disappearing, and stepped out of his cabin through the tiny 

corridor onto the bridge.

There were other lights closing in on them now.  A ship 

that was even smaller than the Gekko Maru, from their 

appearance.  He stared at them in wordless interrogation, and 

as if in response, a signal lamp on the side of the approaching 

vessel began blinking.  The captain read it off as it flashed 

without waiting for a translation.  When the light disappeared, 

he exhaled the tiniest of sighs, inaudible to the sailor standing 

watch.

“Reply to their messages as needed,” he instructed the 

man.  “And when Lieutenant Taiko comes aboard, show him to 

my cabin.”

Lieutenant Taiko turned out to be cold and wet and 

wanting tea.  Captain Kichimura served him without any haste 

and allowed him to consume half a pot while he recuperated 

from his trip across the choppy water between the two ships.  

As an officer of the Maritime Safety Administration, he would 

have been entitled to courtesy anyway.  As a friend and silent 

partner of the captain’s, he was treated with a much greater 

degree of politeness unconstrained by official obligations.

“You are farther out than usual tonight,” he remarked 

at last, replacing his cup in the tray.
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“I thought it would be prudent for the moment.  I have 

no wish to run into any traffic hugging the coast to avoid the 

first effects of the storm.”

“The last forecast has it passing somewhat to the north 

of our position here.”

“That is good.  The boats from shore will have an easier 

trip.”

“To whom are you delivering tonight?”

“Akisama as usual.”  The lieutenant knew him well.  A 

retired police officer who was a great friend of Captain 

Kichimura’s father--and of his own father, too.  “The last 

message I received from him indicated that he will have a guest 

this time.  A Mr. Yujiro from Yokohama.”

“Yujiro?  The name is familiar.”

“I was told only that he is partly responsible for the 

next stage of the journey.”

“Ah.”  Lieutenant Taiko frowned.  “I recall now where 

I saw his name.  In a file sent on to our office by police 

headquarters.  The man is a member of the Inagawa-kai.”

“The yakuza?  That is very unfortunate, but it does 

make sense.”

“However sensible it may be, it is also highly 

distasteful,” the coastguard said primly.  “If it were not that 

our seniors have evidently agreed to his presence, I should be 

inclined to arrest him on my own initiative and worry about 

the transport question later.”

“Our duty is clear, regardless of our personal feelings 

about him.”

“Our duty may be accomplished without having to 

involve the yakuzas.  We can make alternative arrangements.”

“And they can find out about them and either demand 

an increased share in the proceeds or disclose our operations to 

the public if we refuse.  No, we are safer cooperating with 

them, if that is in fact what we are doing.”

“You sound as if you approve of this arrangement.”
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“I do not approve, but the news does not surprise me, 

either, and I am resigned to it.  We have a mission to carry out.  

There are certain costs associated with that mission.  We must 

pay them without trickery and await results.”

“That question of costs--you have always indicated that 

the costs for onward transportation were paid for with a 

portion of the cargo itself.  If that is the case, then we have been 

placing something very dangerous in the hands of those whom 

we wish least to have it.”

“Not least.  Nearly, but not quite.”

“There must be an alternative.”

“There isn’t one.  Not at this moment, certainly.”

“I shall speak to your father.  Surely the yakuzas would 

accept a stipend instead.  They are collectors, bookkeepers of a 

sort.  They have never wished to become directly involved in 

operations if they can share in the proceeds by managing from 

afar.”

“Such an offer would be refused.  They have no 

shortage of funds.  What we bring across the ocean is far more 

valuable to them than any amount of money we could afford to 

pay them.”

“So now they have tasted blood and they are unwilling 

to give it up.”  Taiko rested his face in his hands for a moment.  

“I despise such an alliance.”

“There is greater merit in doing that which you despise, 

yet recognize to be necessary, than there is in doing that which 

is both necessary and convenient.  The easy duty is a duty only 

half fulfilled.”

“You should have been a monk,” the lieutenant said to 

his friend.

“Perhaps I will become one some day,” Captain 

Kichimura replied.  He was a lifelong and committed Buddhist, 

though he rarely spoke of his convictions to anyone other than 

an intimate acquaintance.  “Perhaps I am one already, and the 

sea is my temple.”
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“Poetic, but untrue.  It would be nearer the facts to say 

that the Gekko Maru is your temple.”

“She is a worthy one, then, endowed with much 

treasure.”

“Worthy I cannot agree.  Bearing treasure I will admit.  

And having been reminded of that, I should like to see the 

treasure while I am here.  If only so I can claim without deceit 

that I have indeed been conducting a customs inspection of 

your vessel.  You would not wish to entrap me into a sin, 

honored one?”  The captain smiled at the gentle irony in his 

friend’s words and put the tea things aside.

They went down into the hold of the ship, past the 

wells containing newly-caught fish, which still shimmered in 

the half-light and smelled in spite of the winter air coming 

through the hatches.  The Gekko Maru’s papers declared that 

she was engaged in plowing the sea, and her equipment 

supported that claim.  But the wells which appeared to take up 

so much of her volume at first glance were far shallower than 

an experienced fisherman would expect them to be.  Certainly 

it would be considered abnormal that the side of one of the 

wells folded back at a touch from the captain, and suspicious 

that he and his companion could slide through the opening to 

disappear beneath it without a trace of their presence 

remaining.

Beneath the wells the little ship possessed a second 

hold.  It was low and cramped and stacked with small crates 

that gave off the odor of machine oil instead of tuna.  Captain 

Kichimura turned on an electric lantern and hung it up on a 

beam that passed overhead.  The light revealed Lieutenant 

Taiko sitting on one of the crates while gripping another to 

balance himself against the roll.

“You’re sitting on my samples,” the captain pointed out 

mildly.

Taiko slid off the box and knelt down in the cramped 

space to get a better look.  He unlatched the lid, which was 

secured only with a staple and no lock, and set it aside.  Inside 
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the crate was a layer of greased paper.  This came away to 

reveal a very odd-looking instrument beneath it, a gun that 

seemed to be composed entirely of rectangles and right angles 

apart from its stock and grip.  Those contained some slight 

curves.  The lieutenant ran an appreciative finger gingerly over 

the surface of the weapon before picking it up to get a better 

look.

“A Thompson submachine gun,” he said, nearly 

whispering.  “There is no such thing in all Japan outside of a 

government arsenal.  How many are you carrying?”

“Three hundred,” Kichimura answered, in the same 

tone.  “And cartridges to match.  And a small consignment of 

the new Soviet AKM carbines.”

“Both of which already exist inside China, and both of 

which can be supplied there from captured ammunition 

stores.”

“Yes.”

“That is wise.  Where do you get them from, and in 

such quantities?”

“From a man who will not tell us who he is.  But he 

gives them to us for free, because he sympathizes with our 

aims, and he has said that he obtained them from the American 

army, which has tens of thousands of them in storage as 

surplus.”

“He is generous and brave.  Is he Japanese?”

“I do not know.  I never met him.  Only the Australian 

through whom he works.”

“They will make a difference in the battle,” Taiko said 

as he replaced the gun in its box and recovered it.  “But--these 

are the same weapons that are now passing into the hands of 

the Inagawa-kai.  These on the streets of Osaka!  Can you 

imagine what this means to Japan?”

“I can.  And I can also imagine what it will mean to 

Japan if we do not take this risk.  The other consequences we 

can deal with when we are successful in our aims.  In the days 
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of the samurai we stamped such weapons out of existence.  We 

can do so again if it becomes necessary.”

The lieutenant would have argued further, but he 

realized that time was passing.  He sighed and stood up 

carefully.  “I will still speak to your father, but I understand 

what you mean, even if I do not agree.  For now we can do 

nothing but that to which we already are committed.”

Five minutes later his patrol boat came alongside the 

Gekko Maru in response to a lamp signal and carried him away 

into the night.  For the next several hours he would range up 

and down the coast, stopping or waving off any traffic that 

might pass too close to the pseudo-trawler floating idly several 

miles from land.  His duty began and ended with giving her a 

clear field to land the guns without interference.

The more difficult task of actually carrying out the 

landing was handled by the string of small boats that slipped 

unnoticed out of a sheltered inlet along the shoreline of 

Hokkaido and the men on board them.  Another flash of light, 

this one much closer to the surface of the water, alerted Captain 

Kichimura to their presence.  He sent the man on watch to 

wake the rest of the crew and dropped the ladder to the first of 

the boats on the scene himself.

He bowed formally to the man who came up the side, a 

figure he knew well.  Akisama had been a young soldier when 

he marched into Manchuria in triumph with the Japanese 

army, and not much older when he fled in retreat with the 

remains of his unit when the war went against Japan.  Two of 

Kichimura’s uncles had served with him.  They had not 

returned.  In time, their places had been taken by their brother 

and his son.  The fight would go on.

Akisama returned the bow, but put less warmth into his 

greetings than was usual.  Most likely the presence of the man 

who followed him on board accounted for his restraint.  The 

newcomer was broad rather than fat, with a face in which the 

eyes disappeared in folds of flesh and a smear of green and red 

ink on one wrist, giving away the existence of his ritual full-
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body tattoos.  Yujiro of Yokohama, who oozed away as soon as 

he could without giving offense in order to watch the transfer 

of the weapons.  And to gloat over the thought that they would 

soon be in the hands of his associates.

“Taiko is uncomfortable with the arrangement we have 

established,” Kichimura murmured to the older man, as they 

watched the unloading from beneath the windows of the 

bridge.  “He recognized Yujiro’s name from a police file and 

does not like our association with one of the yakuzas.”

“I agree with him,” Akisama replied.  “But there are 

more patriots among the outcasts than among the men who 

openly walk the streets.  They are no longer content with 

simply smuggling the guns into China and Tibet.  They have 

begun to smuggle some of their younger members in as well.  

We have become exporters of soldiers as well as the equipment 

of soldiers.  Therefore, the connection is not one to throw over 

lightly.”

“There is no official channel open to us yet?” the 

captain persisted.

“Not yet.”  Akisama paused to consider something.  

“But there will be.”

Some of the tension seemed to pass out of Kichimura as 

he heard that inconsequential remark.

“Colonel Isayama sends his regards,” Akisama 

continued after a while.  “He is proud of the efforts you have 

made to keep this line of supply open.  The stockpile you have 

helped him accumulate will be of great use in the next year.”

“I am grateful to him,” Captain Kichimura said softly.  

They watched the sailors pass the small, heavy cases over the 

rail and down into the boats in an efficient, unbroken chain 

with a minimum expenditure of energy.

From there, the boats would take them to a warehouse 

on Hokkaido.  A coaster under the control of the yakuza patron 

would carry them south, then hand them over--minus the 

family’s commission--to a dedicated smuggling vessel, which 

in turn would land them on the Chinese coast.  The nationalist 
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underground in China would direct the arms to the most active 

resistance groups as needed.  A few would find their way to 

the Tibetan and Muslim resistors, with whom the nationalists 

were working in cooperation.  Thousands of Chinese soldiers 

would die before every last round of ammunition had been 

expended.  The peasants would see the bodies and begin to 

understand that the Central Committee was lying when it 

boasted about progress and asserted its sole control of the 

country.  Some of them would decide to turn Mao’s genius 

against him.  Beijing would face more challenges to its 

authority and would expend more resources in attempting to 

suppress them.  Across the water, the officials surrounding the 

Chrysanthemum Throne would smile with glee when they 

heard of the uprisings, while offering public expressions of 

condolence to their regional partner.  For Japan was jealous of 

China, desperately jealous that China, the ally of neither 

superpower, should have become a nuclear power in its own 

right and earned membership of the inner circle of the Club of 

States, while Japan was routinely denied access to those secrets 

by its supposed friend the United States.  Then, too, China 

could draw on the petroleum resources of its Iranian allies to 

meet the demands of its struggling industries, even as the 

Japanese economy stagnated in the midst of the global oil 

shortage.

Under such conditions, the commission of twenty 

percent that the yakuzas took on every box of weapons that 

passed through their hands might become vastly more 

important than it seemed at first.  And the man across the 

water who bought small arms from American army sergeants 

to give them to patriots would really have given impetus to the 

downfall of two nations by a single transaction.
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Chapter irty-Four
August 28, 1963

Many of the marchers wore bandages.  Not all of them, 

and not most of them, but a noticeably large number of them.  

Here and there spots of blood had seeped through the layers of 

gauze, bright red on bright white.  Traveling a few hundred 

miles on roads and tracks used by millions of human beings 

every day should not have been so dangerous.  This time, for 

this reason, it was.  White skin did not provide immunity, 

either; the white faces among the crowd bore injuries more 

often than the black ones did, as if they had been singled out 

for special treatment by the dangers of the journey.  Attacks on 

bus and train stations over the past twenty-four hours had 

been both frequent and purposeful.

Signs waved above the slowly moving crowd.  It was in 

no hurry.  It had realized it could lead itself, since its nominal 

leaders were busying themselves elsewhere with negotiations 

for--nothing in particular.  It made noise, as every mass of 

individuals does.  But it made surprisingly little noise, 

considering that the marchers, who numbered at least a quarter 

of a million, had come from across a vast country specifically 

for the purpose of making their voices heard.  Something held 

them in suspense.

There were places along the Mall where the onlookers 

made more noise than the protestors, in an odd inversion of the 

normal routine.  Counter-protestors clustered thickly among 

the trees and jeered the marchers.  For the most part, the scene 
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was a visible manifestation of a simple economic dichotomy.  

When the freed slaves had come up from the southern states in 

the aftermath of the American Civil War, men who were once 

the most outspoken of abolitionists had closed their doors 

against them.  When the Irish and Italians and Poles and Slavs 

and countless other Europeans had poured across the Atlantic 

in the closing days of the nineteenth century, they had been 

met with outright violence almost on the shore itself.  And now 

disenfranchised blacks and enfranchised whites alike marched 

through Washington demanding not just an end to segregation, 

but an end to employment discrimination and a new plan of 

federal public works to provide jobs for them all.  The marchers 

were on the side of the jobless, if not jobless themselves.  The 

counter-protesters beneath the greenery had jobs and feared 

they would lose them if the demands of the protesters were 

met.  When the question of survival is at stake, questions of 

equality and ethics shrink to irrelevance as a form of 

motivation.

The contingent of the American Nazi Party, five 

hundred strong, was an exception to this general rule.  It was 

also the most vocal of the groups demonstrating against the 

march.  Its stamping and unified shouting alarmed the 

Metropolitan Police more than it did the marchers themselves.  

They were used to the fury of opposition; the men in uniform 

were not and surrounded the would-be Nazis with a 

substantial portion of their entire force, merely as a precaution.  

It proved an unnecessary one for the time being.  The march 

moved along towards the Lincoln Memorial, and in due course 

its organizers came down from the hill and took their places 

belatedly in the front of the line.

They had gotten nothing from Congress for all their 

trouble.  From his hospital bed, the whiskey-soaked former 

senator from Wisconsin was spending his final days 

denouncing the dangerous Communist and revolutionary 

affiliations of the civil rights movement.  The unveiling of the 

American-Soviet trade treaty had rehabilitated McCarthy’s 
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slowly declining public profile for the time being.  He could 

claim, not untruthfully, to have foreseen such a betrayal, and 

there was enough reality in the claim to prompt mainstream 

Congressmen to take him seriously again.  The treaty had 

really left them no choice.  There was no longer a spirit of 

moderate opposition to Communism in the United States.  One 

either sided with the Nixon administration and its policy of 

engagement, or with the coalition led by some of the more 

conservative and nationalist members of Congress--which was 

to say with McCarthy himself, who directed its actions in spirit 

if not in person.  Once he declared the civil rights activists to be 

Communists, and the director of the FBI refused to accept an 

official report stating that they were not, all hopes of finding a 

legislative solution to the growing violence in American cities 

dissolved into the muddy waters of the Potomac.

* * * * *

Randolph and Rustin and Farmer and King and their 

fellow organizers had never appreciated the apathy felt by 

many of the marchers, an apathy caused by their own 

insistence that the march be peaceable and as inoffensive as 

possible.  Nor did they fully understand the anger at the status 

quo that brought thousands of people to Washington in spite of 

their dissatisfaction with the restrictions, or the increased rage 

that grew up in them as they walked between the public 

buildings of the capital, guarded by lines of soldiers in a 

bewildering assortment of uniforms.  The federal government 

could have found no better way to declare to the protestors, 

“You may wave as many signs as you like, but in the end, you 

will not sway our judgment, because the very right to protest is 

something that we have graciously permitted you to possess.”  

The organizers could not have done a better job of 

undermining the ideals they had intended the march to 

express.
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And so when Randolph began his introduction, he was 

already addressing a dissatisfied, discontented audience.  It 

muttered and listened, but its members did not like what they 

heard.  Then John Lewis stood up, and as he spoke, the crowd 

began to roar its disapproval.  In place of his unequivocal 

rejection of the civil rights program reluctantly proposed by 

Congress, in place of his words about revolution and pursuit 

and resistance, they heard a lukewarm endorsement of 

government policy.  And they were outraged.  It was very 

unfortunate that advance copies of his original speech, as it 

stood before he was forced to rewrite it overnight, had already 

been circulated among the crowd.

At that moment the very expensive sound system 

installed at the Memorial by the Signal Corps failed completely.

One of the FBI agents nearby, whose job was, ironically, 

to cut the speakers off the air if any of them began making anti-

government remarks, stepped forward to see if he could repair 

the fault.  Some of the angrier protestors in the nearby rows of 

the crowd saw him fiddling with the switchboard, and 

assumed he was responsible for the breakdown.  They picked 

up rocks and threw them.  They hit him.  His partner jumped 

in front of him, to shield him, and put his hand inside his coat.  

The marchers didn’t just march when they saw him do that.  

They charged.

* * * * *

The commanders who waited at Andrews Air Force 

Base were frustrated.  The telephone lines connecting them 

with the Pentagon and the White House kept failing, and only 

fragments of information about the ongoing march came 

through.  Their radios were not much more useful; atmospheric 

static was interfering with reception.  Lack of information itself 

can be a very suspicious circumstance to a military 

commander, one almost serious enough to make him act 
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without it in order to learn what might be causing the silence.  

Almost, but not quite.

One of the phones buzzed.  It stayed connected long 

enough for the voice of the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs to 

filter across the line.  Operation Steep Hill was to be put into 

effect immediately, the voice said.

Five thousand soldiers raced across the tarmac.  The 

first wave climbed into the waiting helicopters, which 

immediately took off across the river in the direction of the 

National Mall.  The second wave clambered aboard their 

trucks.  They would be late to the show.  In the meantime, their 

officers were sending out frantic summonses to Fort Bragg 

through whichever telephone lines happened to be functioning 

at the moment.  They felt they needed reinforcements urgently.

In five minutes the helicopters were hovering at little 

more than treetop height above the struggling mob that filled 

the Mall.  The mob was growing; the battle was expanding.  

More and more of the marchers were drawn into the battle as 

the counter-protestors emerged from the trees and began 

picking fights.  The Nazi contingent charged in step, banners 

and all.  The policemen and soldiers on duty were massively 

outnumbered and tended to become surrounded easily.  There 

was not a chance that they could put down the disturbance on 

their own.  So far, they had not opened fire on the crowd, 

which was probably a prudent decision.

The lead pilots took their helicopters down over the 

most thickly contested areas, trying to use their rotor wash to 

break up the fights.  It didn’t work.  The people on the ground 

were deeply engaged in their struggle for liberty, which was 

now a real flesh-and-blood struggle, and ignored the 

turbulence.  The pilots could not so much as clear space to 

land, given the number of marchers running all over the place.  

The soldiers attempted to rappel out of the helicopter and form 

up in wedges to separate the combatants, but their attempts 

were futile.  They were overrun before they could move.  In 

some cases, they were actually ripped off the lines before they 
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could reach the ground on their own.  The sight was highly 

disturbing for those who had yet to make the descent.

The stalemate ended with unexpected speed when one 

of the helicopters crashed.  Investigators would later argue 

over whether it was brought down by a bullet or by protestors 

hauling on the rappelling lines and effectively overloading it, 

and whether the hypothetical bullet was fired by a police 

revolver or a military rifle or a civilian firearm.  The cause 

would always be of secondary importance to the effects, which 

consisted mainly of flame, shrapnel, and the concentrated 

firepower of several hundred very angry soldiers, who were 

now insistent on clearing a landing zone so they could get into 

the fight and take revenge for their dead and wounded 

comrades.

* * * * *

The chagrined organizers of the march, most of whom 

had not escaped the riot without injury, requested a meeting 

with President Nixon.  They were refused outright.  Some were 

informed that they were lucky they were not being held 

personally responsible for the disaster--yet.  Washington was 

under martial law in all but name, and that only because the 

administration had not had time to draft a formal response to 

the situation.  The death toll already numbered in the 

thousands and was going up every hour.  The police had 

declared a curfew and airborne troops patrolled the streets in 

packs.

At nine o’clock that evening the President addressed 

the television cameras.

He began by gently rebuking the marchers for having 

come to Washington in the first place.  Their actions earlier in 

the day, he said, were evidence of why non-violence was an 

ineffective solution to social problems, no matter how powerful 

and reasonable it might seem in textbooks.  Any large-scale 

protest was bound to degenerate into outright violence, as it 
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had in this case with such drastic consequences, drastic for the 

marchers themselves, their opponents, and for the nation as a 

whole.  More than that, even a perfectly executed nonviolent 

protest on such a scale was essentially undemocratic.

“The key component of democracy is the willingness of 

a political or social minority to peacefully accept the decisions 

of the majority, even if unhappy with them,” Nixon said.  “The 

minority must not organize itself and move directly to demand 

that the government set aside the will of the majority in order 

to satisfy its wishes.  Any legislator or chief executive who 

yielded to such demands would be false to his oath and to his 

trust.  Minority protests are not a form of democratic 

expression.  They are an attempt to intimidate duly elected 

officials, who have the support of the mass of the population, 

into adopting policies on an undemocratic basis.  Furthermore, 

the continuing assertion by a group of citizens that they are 

oppressed by their fellows amounts to a rejection of American 

democratic ideals.  The claim creates a false impression that 

they have been unfairly treated, whereas in fact any judgments 

rendered against them have been arrived at in accordance with 

the due process of law.  Continued protests are not only 

undemocratic in the extreme, they are flirting with the 

dangerous idea of revolution for revolution’s sake.

“No doubt many of the marchers who were here in 

Washington today believed that they came to do something 

good for our society.  I sympathize with them; I understand 

their motivation.  Unfortunately, they were let down by the 

organizers of this march, and by those behind the organizers, 

who wished to create chaos in our government and nearly 

succeeded in doing so.  There was organized, armed resistance 

to officers of the law within sight of Congress today.  That is 

not the spirit of American liberty.  That is the spirit of wanton 

destruction.  That is the spirit of revolution which has been 

steadily encroaching on the world for the past generation, and 

which now threatens us here, in the stronghold of modern 

democracy.
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“I appeal to the men and women, black and white, who 

marched here today in search of jobs and civil rights.  Consider 

your actions and their consequences for the future of our 

nation.  What happens if we in government grant the justice of 

your demands?  What happens if we give in to civil 

disobedience, to the quarter of a million voices you raised in 

protest, while ignoring the hundred million other voices that 

opposed your goals?  What happens next time, when another 

minority, even smaller than your own, tries the same tactics?  

Should we yield to them as well, because they too are vocal 

and persistent?  If we do so in your case, we set the precedent 

that we may be willing to do so in theirs.  The idea will have 

been established that resistance to proper government and the 

democratic process can succeed.  Soon anyone with a 

grievance, however trivial, will take to the streets in protest.  

More Americans will begin disobeying the law, not out of any 

deep moral conviction or as a means of drawing attention to a 

noble cause, but to protest their disagreement with a local 

school board or a county clerk’s procedural decisions.  And as 

the groups of protestors become progressively smaller, and the 

causes which motivate them more localized, Americans may 

gradually come to believe that lawbreaking carries no penalty 

and that disobeying authority on principle is a meritorious 

action.  If that should ever happen, it will destroy both the 

United States and the ideals of democratic government our 

nation has striven so valiantly to share with the rest of the 

world.

“So I ask you all, as fellow citizens, to wait patiently.  

Our society has its problems, perhaps now more than ever.  We 

will solve them, but we must do so together, in an orderly 

fashion.  The need to hold our nation together in a time of 

global crisis and economic decline is greater than the need to 

remedy the lot of the disadvantaged among us.  In time we will 

triumph over our enemies abroad who seek to destroy our 

ideals, and then, so long as we ourselves have maintained those 
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ideals while waiting, we will be able to remedy the inequity in 

our own land, in safety and in peace.”

* * * * *

In a church in Detroit, another man was speaking to an 

equally attentive audience.

“So I cite these various revolutions, brothers and sisters, 

to show you--you don’t have a peaceful revolution.  You don’t 

have a turn-the-other-cheek revolution.  There’s no such thing 

as a nonviolent revolution.  The only kind of revolution that’s 

nonviolent is the Negro revolution!  The only revolution based 

on loving your enemy is the Negro revolution!  The only 

revolution in which the goal is a desegregated lunch counter, a 

desegregated theater, a desegregated park, and a desegregated 

public toilet: you can sit down next to white folks on the toilet!  

That’s no revolution!  Revolution is based on land.  Land is the 

basis of all independence.  Land is the basis of freedom, justice, 

and equality.

“The white man knows what a revolution is.  He knows 

that the black revolution is world-wide in scope and in nature.  

The black revolution is sweeping Asia, sweeping Africa, is 

rearing its head in Latin America.  The Cuban Revolution--

that’s a revolution.  They overturned the system.  Revolution is 

in Asia.  Revolution is in Africa.  And the white man is 

screaming because he sees revolution in Latin America.  How 

do you think he’ll react to you when you learn what a real 

revolution is?  You don’t know what a revolution is.  If you 

did, you wouldn’t use that word!

“A revolution is bloody.  Revolution is hostile.  

Revolution knows no compromise.  Revolution overturns and 

destroys everything that gets in its way.  And you, sitting 

around here like a knot on a wall, saying, ‘I’m going to love 

these folks no matter how much they hate me.’  No, you need a 

revolution!  Whoever heard of a revolution where they lock 

arms, as Reverend Cleage was pointing out beautifully, singing 

316



‘We Shall Overcome’?  Just tell me.  You don’t do any singing; 

you’re too busy swinging.  It’s based on land.  A revolutionary 

wants land so he can set up his own nation, an independent 

nation!”

* * * * *

A huddled group of marchers waited at a bus terminal 

outside Washington.  They were the lucky ones.  The 

administration had agreed to the organizers’ request to have as 

many of the marchers as possible returned to their homes right 

away.  That would reduce the risk of further rioting in the city 

and allow both sides a breathing space to repair some of the 

damage done by the inauspicious way the march had ended.  

Randolph and his friends considered it a small victory.  They 

were as yet unaware of the letter Nixon had just written to the 

Speaker of the House, indicating that any expansion of civil 

rights proposed by Congress would be vetoed the second it 

crossed his desk.  The civil rights bill was probably dead 

anyway, but the President thought there was no harm in 

making sure that it stayed in its grave.

As for the people at the bus station, they had nothing to 

say.  None of them could have chosen a particular emotion and 

given it form in words.  Which one to choose?  Fear, betrayal, 

resentment, disorientation, despair, indifference?  They had 

struggled to defend themselves, and the men who were 

supposed to have defended them came down out of the air and 

shot their friends and fellow marchers without pausing to 

determine who was an aggressor and who was not.  It was 

almost unheard-of for American soldiers to fire on a body of 

American civilians.  It was unprecedented that so many people 

should have died.  The shock alone kept the remaining 

marchers silent for the moment, while they waited for some 

sort of understanding to emerge from their thoughts.

There had been a mixup in the schedules.  The bus that 

should have picked them up at this station was still half an 
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hour away.  So they waited in the thin light that precedes the 

dawn.

Men in uniforms slunk out from behind the nearby 

trees and advanced towards the building, forming a ragged 

line as they approached.  Their uniforms were not familiar and 

yet too familiar.  They wore runes on their collars and red 

bands on their arms.  They looked hungry, gleefully hungry.  

And they carried--swords?  Drawn broadswords in their 

hands?

One of the marchers, a doctor, looked up from his 

reverie and saw two of the men position themselves 

menacingly in front of him.  Without words, their stances 

conveyed the message that if he tried to interfere, he would die, 

and that he might die anyway.  A woman several feet away 

from him was not so fortunate.  Another of the swordsmen 

stepped up to her and ran his blade slowly across her throat 

with just enough force to break the skin and draw blood.  She 

gave a high-pitched gasp of horror.  The sound brought her 

husband racing out of the tiny station.  He hit the swordsman 

on the jaw so hard that man and weapon both went spinning 

away across the ground.  Then his companion thrust his blade 

deep into the husband’s chest, and on cue, the rest of the 

newcomers raised their own weapons and attacked the 

marchers.

And so the race riots of the previous day began all over 

again.
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Chapter irty-Five
November 25, 1963

Eddie Adams threaded a fresh roll of film into his 

camera and snapped the back shut.  Nearby, a small lizard 

dropped out of a tree onto the sparse grass, thrashed about for 

an instant, then regained its footing and disappeared into the 

undergrowth.  The faint impression its soft body left in the soil 

was obliterated immediately thereafter by the print of a heavy 

boot.

The 505th Parachute Infantry Regiment was patrolling 

the coast to the south of the Escambray Mountains.  Officially 

they were there as advisers to the Cuban resistance movement, 

which consisted mostly of United States citizens trained in 

American military camps and armed with American-

manufactured Garand rifles that had never quite made it to 

Europe in the last war.  Unofficially, they were covering the 

rear of the resistance fighters, a position of some theoretical 

importance but little actual danger.  The Pentagon was very 

keen on minimizing the amount of danger its elite airborne 

soldiers faced.  If they started coming home in boxes, it would 

have to answer serious questions about their competence as 

well as the depth of its commitment to the Cuban 

counterrevolution.  The generals shrugged and compromised.  

They sent part of their best division, the 82nd Airborne, to hold 

an essentially stationary position and ensure that if they ever 

needed to pour an army into Cuba, they would have the 

beachhead with which to do it.  And they declined to move it 
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elsewhere, in spite of pleas and threats from various members 

of Congress who thought the United States was not confronting 

Communism directly enough.

As it turned out, the assignment was safer than fighting 

in the mountains themselves, but that was about all.  Some of 

the Cuban commanders had ten years’ worth of experience in 

jungle fighting and guerrilla warfare.  They struck down from 

the mountains regularly, shooting at the paratroopers from 

cover and then dashing off.  It was easy for them and terribly 

trying for the Americans, who were never quite certain about 

what to expect.  The resistance army, in spite of regular and 

generous blood transfusions from Miami, was not large enough 

to stop the Cuban soldiers from getting through its makeshift 

lines.  Consequently they did as they pleased and the airborne 

troops ended up experiencing far more combat than the 

Pentagon would have preferred.

Incidentally, that unacknowledged, unpalatable fact 

was responsible for Adams’s presence.  A combat 

photographer was an inevitable accessory for a war being 

fought so close to home.  It would have pleased Washington 

for him to send back photographic evidence of American 

troops casually strolling the beaches and not fighting anyone.  

So far he had seen nothing to contradict that official vision.  

The water was warm, the sand was white, and the supremacy 

of the United States appeared unchallenged.

Up ahead came a burst of automatic fire, the noise 

dulled somewhat by the intervening foliage.  The soldiers he 

was accompanying tensed at the sound.  They checked their 

own weapons.  Another carbine chattered suddenly, much 

closer to them.  The point man yelled and dropped to his knees 

in time to escape a stream of bullets that shredded the bark off 

a tree behind him.  He returned fire.  The whole patrol spread 

out and took cover, training their guns on the same apparent 

target even though nothing was visible.  The long, clumsy M14 

rifles made an astonishing racket in the forest.  Someone a 

hundred yards away on the beach would have thought two 
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entire armies were attacking each other just out of his range of 

vision.

The enemy fire died out as quickly as it had begun.  

Two of the paratroopers were wounded, neither seriously.  

Their second lieutenant had been partially decapitated, but no 

one really counted him.  The master sergeant took command of 

the patrol without blinking.  He threw out scouts, who 

returned almost immediately to say that the force of Cubans 

they had encountered was falling back rapidly along the coast 

towards the village of La Boca.  The patrol moved forward after 

them at a run.

Adams was carrying a much lighter load than the 

soldiers with their rifles and packs.  When he lingered behind 

for a moment to snap photos of a Cuban corpse, or the sun 

shining through the few trees that separated the battlefield 

from the shoreline, he could always catch up again.  Besides, 

that tactic kept armed men between him and the potential 

danger ahead.  He rejoined them at the same time the sergeant 

gave an order and half the patrol split off in the direction of the 

beach.  A precaution against the Cubans trying to circle around 

us, since they can move more quickly over open ground, the 

photographer thought.

The trees thinned out ahead as they ran.  The white 

houses of La Boca flickered in the sunlight, all the more 

obvious against the dark mass of the mountains, shaded with 

an infinite number of blues and greens and grays, that lay to 

the rear of the village.  They could see men in uniforms milling 

about outside the houses.  Then, as if on command, the Cuban 

soldiers abruptly ran for the shelter of the buildings.  In ten 

seconds there was not a Cuban in sight.  That was not an 

improvement in their condition.  If anything, it had worsened 

the situation.  A mortar round dropped neatly down out of the 

sky and blew a crater in the ground not five yards from the 

foremost American.  The advance stopped.

When it resumed, it moved at a much slower pace.  

Adams found himself having to crawl up towards the village 
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along with the soldiers, taking advantage of every tree and 

bush.  It turned out to be less risky than he had supposed.  The 

Cubans were completely protected from the paratroopers’ fire 

by the walls of the houses they occupied, but their short-range 

weapons were inaccurate at this distance.  Once the patrol had 

dispersed and hidden itself, they had very little to aim at until 

it came within range.

Adams was lying next to the sergeant when he saw the 

muzzle flashes beyond the village.  Large ones, clearly 

discernable even at that distance.  The sort of flash an 

American battle rifle would make.  But they were not 

advancing on the village, either, he decided after he had 

watched them for a minute or two.  He tapped the sergeant on 

the soldier and drew his attention to the phenomenon.

“We’ve got them trapped between us,” the sergeant 

concluded.  “They’re fighting both sides of the village against 

two of our patrols.  And they probably outnumber us.  Where’s 

the radioman?”

Cuba had no air force left, and the sky above it 

belonged to the United States for the time being.  Still, it was 

unwise for American airplanes to hover too close to the Cuban 

shoreline.  Lucky shots by gunners or snipers on the ground 

were always a potential threat to them.  They usually waited 

offshore and at a high altitude until they were needed.  When 

the sergeant called for support on his radio, the message 

filtered up through the command center and emerged as an 

order for an airstrike.  A B-26 bomber flown by pilots from the 

Alabama Air National Guard--its home base was conveniently 

close enough to allow the flight crew to go home after six 

o’clock--dropped out of its holding pattern and fell towards La 

Boca.

The first burst of napalm hit the fishing boats pulled up 

along the shore and set them ablaze.  Subsequent bombs, more 

precisely aimed, covered the village from end to end with 

flame and greasy smoke.  Whitewashed walls and pottery tiles 

cracked and crumbled from the heat of the burning gelatin.  
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Men and women and children, soldiers and fishermen, burst 

out of the burning structures.  The soldiers ran for the beach, 

where they could make a stand under cover of the drifting 

smoke.  The villagers ran for the trees to find protection.

Eddie Adams watched it as it happened.  The patrol 

had redeployed and this time he found himself near its 

opposite extremity, inland from the sea, with the soldiers who 

were covering the road that led away from the village.  He saw 

the bombs come down, heard the twin-engined plane flash by 

overhead, witnessed the explosions unfolding through the lens 

of his camera.  One more shot, two more shots, and the roll of 

film he was using ran out.  With the smooth motions born of 

frequent practice, he dropped his gaze, extracted the roll and 

threaded a new one onto the spools.  That done, he raised his 

head again.

There were people rushing toward him along the road 

and on either side of it.  Cuban fishermen and their families, 

but more families than fishermen--the men had been out at sea 

when the village was attacked.  The shore was invisible now, 

the horizon a flat line defined by the roiling gray smoke of the 

burning napalm.  As he began to shoot again, the Cubans 

passed him by, not looking at him or his escorts and not caring.  

A few lagged behind.  One of them was a small figure, jumping 

and bouncing about.  Adams realized it was a little girl.  Her 

clothes were burning, and as he watched, his finger squeezing 

the shutter release by reflex, she tore them off and kept 

running.  He heard her scream in passing: “Demasiado calor! 

demasiado calor!”  Too hot, too hot.  Then she was gone, past 

the paratroopers who stood guard lest anyone dangerous 

should come along the road.

But she would not be entirely gone as long as the 

camera remembered her.  And it did remember.  A few days 

later, that frame of the film would be placed in a bath of acids.  

It would emerge showing the little naked girl running in pain 

from the wall of smoke, surrounded by fleeing friends and 

seemingly driven by several soldiers lurking in the 
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background.  It would earn Adams a Pulitzer Prize and it 

would make Nixon and the Pentagon splutter in annoyance.  

Because it was not at all what they wanted.  Not at all how they 

wanted to portray the valiant struggle of freedom against 

Communism.

* * * * *

The paratroopers picked through the ruins of La Boca.  

Helicopters were coming and going at a brisk rate above them.  

The colonels and generals had decided that the thrust made at 

the village by the Cuban army earlier in the day was suggestive 

of a larger all-out attack on the 505th’s lines and were 

summoning reinforcements.  La Boca itself, though destroyed, 

had become the formal headquarters for the American 

response effort.  The file clerks preferred it when they could 

date their reports from a named location.

Corpsmen came out of the woods with their loads of 

injured soldiers and an enemy prisoner or two.  No civilian 

wounded had been found nearby.  They had preferred to hide 

or move on painfully under their own power.  They would 

have been neglected, anyway, once the doctor in charge of the 

aid station called the major in command of the site over for a 

consultation.

“I think you ought to see this man,” he said, leading the 

way among the fallen beams and plaster.  Some of the walls 

still standing had been covered with a tarp to form a makeshift 

hospital.  A half-dozen casualties were being treated at the 

moment.  Only one of them was unconscious, but it was his 

bed that the doctor approached.  A tall, young black man, with 

a short growth of beard, wearing the usual Cuban army 

fatigues.  He had been shot through the lung and the orderlies 

were fussing over him, trying to drain the wound.

“Yes, what about him?” the major demanded.  “He 

doesn’t look like anything out of the ordinary.”
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“That’s where you’re wrong.”  The doctor picked up a 

small rucksack from beside the cot.  “He was wearing this 

when they brought him in.  You’ll notice the shot that got him 

went through it as well and he bled into it.  I took the liberty of 

looking at its contents and this is what I found.”

He passed the major a worn envelope, fortunately only 

stained at one corner.  It contained a birth certificate issued in 

Atlanta, Georgia, in the name of Joseph Hodges; a passport 

made out in the same name; and three letters with Atlanta 

postmarks.  The photograph in the passport matched the face 

of the man lying on the bed.

“God damn it!” the major swore, not particularly caring 

how loudly he yelled.  It was necessary for him to express his 

feelings somehow.

“I admit it seems shocking at first, but it’s really not 

entirely surprising, if you consider what’s been going on back 

home these past few months,” the doctor said.

“Not surprising?”  Clearly the major did not agree.  He 

opened and closed his mouth several times, unable to find 

words to describe such sacrilege.  He settled for something 

more immediate and practical.  “He is your patient.  How do 

you suggest we handle this?”

“For the moment, we do nothing.  He is still 

unconscious and will remain so for some hours, perhaps for 

several days.  But we can take his fingerprints and send them 

to the FBI, and notify the judge advocate’s office while we wait.  

That’s all that I think is necessary.”

“Very well,” the major said, and stomped off in a blind 

fury.

* * * * *

“It was easy enough to trace this Joseph Hodges,” 

Agent Mason said.  He was a pale, sandy-haired man in the 

early years of middle age, whose suit blended in well with the 

furniture no matter where he sat down.  “Born nineteen thirty-
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nine, Atlanta--as his papers stated.  Father killed in action in 

Korea in fifty-two.  Got involved with the SCLC in high school, 

first as a volunteer, then as a paid employee.  Arrested several 

times during protests.  Strictly nonviolent stuff at first.  Then he 

started to lose confidence in the organization and eventually 

left it.  After that he was arrested twice more for violent attacks 

on whites in retaliation for attacks on black homes and 

businesses.  Served three months in jail after the second one.”

“What about the first one?” General Lemnitzer wanted 

to know.

“They couldn’t make the charge stick.  Anyway, after he 

got out of jail, he became interested in the Nation of Islam and 

he eventually joined it formally in August.  You know how 

they capitalized on the failure of the march.  And since he 

already had organizing experience, a valid passport, and 

happened to speak Spanish, they picked him as one of their 

trainees.  Apparently they’ve set up an exchange program with 

the Cuban government to train American black militants in 

guerrilla warfare skills.”

“An exchange program?  As in an organized 

operation?”

“That is correct, yes.”

“Do you mean to tell me,” the chairman of the Joint 

Chiefs of Staff demanded wrathfully, “that there are more 

Americans down there shooting at other Americans?”

“Oh, yes.  No question about that.”

“How many?”

“It hasn’t been running for very long, so it’s still small.  

We estimate between one and two hundred.”

“You consider that small?”

“General, the Nation of Islam currently has more than 

fifty thousand members and it’s growing every day.  All of 

them, or most of them anyway, are committed to the idea that 

black Americans must lead a revolution against white 

Americans in order to establish an all-black nation of their own.  

That revolution is explicitly described as being violent, by the 
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way.  A mere two hundred fighting men is nothing compared 

to what they could do if they committed themselves seriously 

to this policy.  Also, remember that this exchange program is 

new.  We’ve heard rumors and discussions about something 

like it from time to time, but no real progress was made until 

the end of August.  Then it was set up practically overnight.  

This is the work of three months, no more.”

“In other words, at the current rate, they’ll have a 

thousand men in Cuba by the end of next year.”

The FBI man shrugged.  “At the current rate.  They 

could send five times that many if they liked.  Castro is 

covering all expenses.”

“And then what?  When they’re done killing their 

fellow Americans overseas, do they think they can just walk 

casually back into our cities and start it all over again on 

United States soil?”

“Yes.  Hodges’s passport was quite interesting.  It 

showed us how the trick is worked.  Technically he was never 

in Cuba, at least not until we caught him.  He was in Mexico 

traveling as a tourist.  That was the last stamp in his passport.  

The Cuban government must be running a pipeline to bring the 

volunteers over from the Yucatan.  It makes logistical sense.  

They cross the border legally, disappear into the disorderly 

interior of Mexico, and reemerge six months later.  

Everything’s in order and unless the Army actually happens to 

come across one of them in Cuba, we can’t even charge them 

with anything, unless they slip up on a visa technicality or 

something like that.”

“How was this plan invented in the first place?”

“Well, as I said, the details are recent and we don’t 

know about those yet.  The actual scheme, or the root of it, was 

probably proposed three years ago, when Malcolm Little, 

popularly known as Malcolm X, had a lengthy meeting with 

Castro during his UN visit.  We know Castro invited him to 

Cuba.  We suspect there has been correspondence between 
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them and also between Little and Guevara, though we’ve yet to 

intercept any of it.”

“So you infer its existence on the basis of…”

“Common sense, General.  This alliance benefits both 

sides.  The Nation gets training for its men and Castro gets 

additional soldiers to fight the additional soldiers we keep 

sending.  The Nation benefits from the increased distraction the 

Cuban war creates for our government, and the Cuban 

government benefits from having trained guerrillas inside the 

United States to disrupt our society and economy.  The 

arguments in favor of this setup are pretty obvious.  But it 

would take some planning to actually make it work.  Hence the 

assumption that there must be ongoing communication 

between the leaders.”

“Find something more than assumptions,” Lemnitzer 

ordered, forgetting that he didn’t have command of the FBI.  

“What are you doing about the American leaders?  Malcolm X 

in particular?”

“We’d have arrested him by now if we could find him.  

Hodges’s statement--which is currently the source of most of 

our information--makes it quite clear that Little personally 

approved this operation and inspired it even if he didn’t 

actually organize it.  Given the consequences, that’s grounds 

enough for a sedition charge.  Unfortunately he’s disappeared 

and the black community is hiding him well so far.”

“But you will locate him.”

“Oh, of course.  Frankly, I suspect that a member of one 

of the nonviolent civil rights campaigns will end up turning 

him in.  In the hope of earning the goodwill of the government, 

and as a sign that they’re loyal Americans, not to be confused 

with the traitors who are fighting America and can’t be said to 

represent the real wishes of the black community.”

“Informers are sometimes valuable, yes.  What else?  Is 

Hodges himself aware that he’s committed treason?”
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“He doesn’t care much about that.  He says his duty to 

his race is greater than any duty he could possibly have to a 

bunch of white devils who enslaved his ancestors.”

“That’s not much of a defense.”

“It won’t hold up in court, if that’s what you mean.”

“It won’t need to.”

“Excuse me?”

General Lemnitzer looked up from his briefing papers.  

“Surely you don’t expect us to hold a public trial.  Imagine how 

divisive it would be.  Half the population would demand a 

withdrawal from Cuba; the other half would demand a full-

scale invasion.”

“As I recall, General, you’ve always been in favor of a 

full-scale invasion yourself.”

“Which I won’t get if Congress loses heart and decides 

to end the training of American guerrillas by pulling out our 

forces and ending the conflict,” Lemnitzer snapped angrily.  

“In any case, public knowledge that American blacks are 

fighting against the US Army will create a tremendous 

backlash here, one which the government does not wish to 

face.  The President is arranging for Hodges to be tried by a 

general court-martial on board a naval vessel currently in the 

region, after which he will be executed.  I should inform you, 

Agent Mason, that these proceedings are now officially 

classified and will be removed from the Bureau’s jurisdiction.”

“Hodges is an American citizen and entitled to a trial by 

his peers.  He is not subject to military jurisdiction.”

“No?  But he can be considered a mercenary, fighting in 

a foreign armed force for private gain.  That makes it our 

jurisdiction.  Or he can be regarded as a common murderer 

who committed his crimes within an area temporarily under 

the control of United States military forces.  Again, jurisdiction 

rests with the military authorities.  There would be no point to 

holding a civilian trial.”

“What about upholding the rule of law?”
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“The rule of law?  The law can’t exist unless there’s a 

state to establish it and enforce it.  And if we hold a public trial 

for this man, we’ll be admitting acknowledging the possibility 

of civilians taking up arms against the state, which would be a 

much more dangerous action than making a vague application 

of certain obscure points of law.”

The two men stared at each other.
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Chapter irty-Six
February 1964

The Greek fisherman drew in his line placidly and 

began another cast.  The Aegean Sea rocked his boat and 

occasionally carried away a chip of faded, sun-dried paint from 

the waterline.  He noticed one of the flakes as it drifted astern 

on its way to the seabed hundreds of feet below, where it 

would join the wrecks and detritus of other Hellenic vessels 

that had been accumulating there for twenty-five centuries.  It 

occurred to him that it might be time to repaint the boat.  No, it 

could wait a while, he decided after considering the question in 

all its aspects.  He sipped at his flask and let the sun warm his 

head while he listened to the tinny music of his cheap radio.

His increasing sense of contentment was destroyed 

when the music was cut off abruptly, to be replaced by a frantic 

announcer screaming into the microphone at full volume.  Was 

it another coup?  The fisherman roused himself for long 

enough to realize that the news had nothing to do with Greece 

at all.  It was something about the Soviet Union, as a matter of 

fact.  But it didn’t sound as if they were planning on invading 

his country, and anyway, he had just felt a tug on his line.  He 

switched the radio off and concentrated on the more important 

matter at hand.

Five thousand miles away, in the United Nations 

building in New York, the diplomats took the radio reports 

much more seriously than the fisherman had.  Not quite as 

seriously as the newspaper editors, perhaps, but they listened 

331



carefully to the broadcasts all the same.  Most of them already 

knew what to expect, or at least had a general sense of 

expectation.  The journalists, however, did not, apart from a 

few foreign correspondents who were on the other side of the 

world being carefully muzzled, and so their reactions were 

more dramatic.  Inevitably their astonishment spilled over into 

their reporting.

“At a special party conference last night,” the New York 

Times wrote, “the Central Committee of the Communist Party 

of the Soviet Union issued a new manifesto which effectively 

reverses a significant point of traditional Marxist ideology.  

This theoretical change is expected to have sweeping practical 

effects on Soviet relations with the Western world.  While 

remaining committed to the goals of international 

Communism, and strongly condemning capitalist economics as 

abusive and discriminatory, the CPSU formally rejected armed 

revolution as an acceptable method for establishing socialism 

abroad.  It simultaneously announced a suspension of Soviet 

aid to all revolutionary organizations worldwide that are 

currently engaged in armed conflicts with national 

governments in an attempt to replace them with Communist 

regimes.  Although reports from our correspondents abroad 

have indicated that Soviet assistance to revolutionary groups 

has been steadily diminishing for the past several years, this 

formal severing of ties is likely to prove a further blow to their 

aims, as it will tend to reduce the likelihood of any of these 

rebellions actually succeeding.

“In addition to renouncing armed revolution, the 

manifesto also condemned land redistribution and populist 

agricultural programs as contrary to the guiding spirit of 

Communist doctrine.  It stressed the need for a continuing 

focus on industrial development as the shortest route to 

systemic and non-revolutionary implementations of world 

socialism.  While the Politburo has declined to elaborate 

further, these sections of the document are believed to be 

aimed specifically at the nations of Central and South America, 
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where a number of socialist parties with large followings have 

traditionally endorsed widespread land reform initiatives.

“These changes to the Party line come barely three 

years after an international conference of Communist parties 

declared that ‘wars of liberation’, as they were then called, 

were occurring at an insufficient rate and should be 

encouraged to develop more rapidly.  Following the 

conference, Premier Khrushchev wrote in the World Marxist 

Review that his government would support popular uprisings 

unreservedly regardless of their location or motivation.  

Nevertheless, the increasing number of revolutions taking 

place around the globe, as well as the development of a 

specifically revolutionary ideology as opposed to a doctrine of 

socialist revolution, appears to have alarmed the Kremlin.  By 

modifying its official stance, it has brought Soviet foreign 

policy more closely in line with that of the United States and 

other Western nations.  It is expected that this will substantially 

increase support for cooperation with the USSR among both 

moderate socialist politicians in Europe and reformers in the 

United States.”

“American anti-Communists are likely to be disturbed 

by this apparent softening on the part of Moscow,” the Post 

editorialized.  “If the Communist Party of the world’s largest 

and most powerful Communist state eliminates violent 

revolution from its agenda, and espouses only indirect action 

and progressive reform, it becomes tame.  In essence, it 

declares itself to be willing--in theory at least--to abide by the 

popular will, which is a stepping-stone to embracing 

democracy.  It thereby becomes just another political party, 

albeit one that has a sweeping agenda and still much to learn 

about the proper role of political parties in society.  While it is 

too early and too generous to claim that President Nixon’s 

projections regarding peaceful economic conquest of the Soviet 

Union were entirely correct, it is doubtful whether continued 

military opposition to Soviet posturing would have produced 

such favorable results for the United States.  Closer links with 
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the USSR have not only kept American industry alive in a time 

of economic strain, they have resulted in the withdrawal of 

Soviet support from our enemies and even in the beginnings of 

liberalization in the Soviet Union itself.  Threatening the 

Soviets would never have accomplished that much.”

“Certain groups within the Communist Party are bound 

to oppose this revision of traditional doctrine,” the Daily News 

commented.  “They continue to regard the United States as 

their inveterate enemy, one which cannot coexist with the 

Soviet state and therefore must be destroyed.  While the new 

manifesto aims at stopping Communist-inspired wars, in the 

long run, it may well lead to the biggest Communist war in 

history if it causes a permanent schism within the CPSU.  

Hardcore Stalinists are unlikely to accept the prohibition on 

revolution, and thus will have no hesitation in calling upon 

those elements of the KGB and the Soviet army that remain 

loyal to them if pro-Western feeling within the Soviet 

government increases.  And while a breakup of the Soviet 

Union would no doubt delight many prominent American 

politicians, it would also destroy the increasingly profitable 

trade links the United States has been developing with 

Moscow.  Given the unrest we have been experiencing here at 

home, an end to our trade treaties with the Soviets could easily 

cause economic depression and political crisis in our country as 

well.  It is in the best interests of both governments for them to 

maintain the status quo for the time being.”

The reporters scribbled, the copyeditors splashed ink 

about, and all their notations were slowly fed into the linotype 

machines, where molten metal took on the shape of their words 

and turned them into type, so that those words might be 

printed and read by millions of people who already knew what 

had happened, thanks to the radio declaration that even the 

Greek fisherman could not miss.

* * * * *
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Someone threw an egg.  The bright orange yolk 

remained intact and clung to the plaster wall, which was the 

color of rich cream, or of a cheese that hadn’t yet ripened.  One 

or two others followed it, but not many.  Eggs were a luxury in 

Budapest, in spite of Hungary’s enormous agricultural 

potential.  The rioters simply couldn’t spare them.  They were 

much better supplied with spoiled fruit and vegetables.  Not 

actually rotten ones, since it had been a cold winter and food 

lasted longer, but decayed enough so that they could hurl them 

at the United States embassy with a clear conscience.

Inside the glass doors, the embassy’s Marines could be 

seen pacing about.  The ambassador had shrugged off the task 

of dispersing the crowd to the Budapest police.  If a US Marine 

were to be struck by a Hungarian pear, it would create a 

diplomatic incident.  Also the Marines would resent not being 

able to retaliate.  They always did, though they generally 

expressed it in very subtle ways rather than obvious ones.

But the Budapest police were not in any particular 

hurry to show themselves at the scene, either.  As a rule, riots 

in the Soviet bloc were officially considered to be 

counterrevolutionary and a danger to the state, and were 

promptly suppressed on those rare occasions that they did take 

place.  Nevertheless, this riot was motivated by clear anti-

American feeling.  The local head of the police was a Stalinist 

and a traditionalist.  He had not yet allowed the change of 

sentiments in Moscow--of which he had not received official 

confirmation--to filter down to the foot soldiers under his 

command.  As a result, the police delayed in responding to the 

ambassador’s pleas for assistance.  Protecting the agents of 

imperialism was not, they considered, a very urgent duty.

The immediate result of their disinclination to move 

was broken windows on the second floor of the embassy 

building and a decision by the ambassador that he would not 

venture out onto its little wrought-iron balcony in an attempt 

to calm the crowd.
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He didn’t have much to say to them, in any case.  The 

accusations they were chanting contained a grain of truth, 

which would make them very difficult to deny.

For the past seven years, the embassy had been home to 

Jozsef Cardinal Mindszenty, the Prince-Primate of Hungary, 

who had been released from prison during the Hungarian 

Revolution and had promptly requested asylum from the 

United States in advance of the imminent Soviet invasion.  A 

staunch opponent of Communism, he was a minor 

inconvenience to the American diplomatic staff and a major 

problem for Hungary’s socialist government.  He was 

admirably positioned to become a symbol of resistance to 

Soviet rule, even for those Hungarians who resented his efforts 

to restore the power and properties of the Church.

Now, given the increasing ties between the Soviet 

Union and the United States, his status was in jeopardy.  The 

Hungarian government, on instructions from Moscow, had 

hinted to the American ambassador that they would like to see 

Mindszenty’s grant of asylum revoked as a gesture of goodwill, 

in partial return for the USSR’s public abandonment of the 

principle of revolution.  They did not absolutely demand that 

the Cardinal be handed over to them; they were willing to 

allow him to go into exile so long as he was no longer in 

Hungary for the people to rally round.  The ambassador had 

consented to convey the suggestion to Washington.  The State 

Department was still considering it, but he had received an 

early reply to the effect that an agreement on the terms 

suggested was certainly within the realm of possibility.

Inevitably, a Hungarian sympathizer on his staff or a 

Catholic sympathizer in the Hungarian government had leaked 

the information.  And now there were hundreds of Hungarians 

sliding around in the muddy streets outside the embassy, 

hurling abuse and fruit at the old building and demanding that 

their prelate be protected.

Their cries were not altogether pleading.  Some were 

openly defiant.  A few were mocking.  Upstairs, the CIA station 
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chief was already typing up a report on the sudden shift in 

Hungarian attitudes towards the United States.  He was 

beginning to understand the effect the new manifesto was 

having within the subject nations.  The Politburo had declared 

that it would sponsor no more revolutions, and the American 

government had publicly applauded that resolution, adding its 

own assurances that it did not intend to support any group that 

rebelled against the Soviet Union, either.  The Hungarians, 

along with the Poles and Czechs and Slovaks and Romanians 

and Bulgarians, were outraged.  They felt betrayed.  Granted, it 

was unlikely that the Americans would ever be sending them 

guns or explosives or money or soldiers to help them regain 

their independence if they revolted.  But they had seen the 

United States as a symbol of freedom, standing between the 

Communist government in Moscow and the rest of the world.  

Now that symbol was in alliance with their oppressors for 

purely pragmatic reasons.  It was a severe shock, and it 

disenchanted them completely.  The news of Mindszenty’s 

proposed exile went farther than that and outright infuriated 

them.

The policemen who came down the street to disperse 

the crowd were outnumbered a hundred to one by the time 

they arrived.  A few ardent spirits hurled a dozen potatoes in 

their direction and they hurriedly retired to call for 

reinforcements.  Not until there were at least fifty of them did 

they attempt to advance again.  The crowd turned its attention 

away from the American embassy for the moment and faced 

off sullenly against them.  It did not budge.

The police raised their sticks.  A chunk of ice flew 

through the air and struck one of the uniformed officers in the 

chest.  He went down in the slush and was trampled by the 

man behind him, which was a painful experience for both of 

them.  Then there were more ice bullets, coming out of the 

middle and rear of the crowd.  Realizing this, the men and 

women in the front ranks moved aside, and the snowball 

throwers in the rear opened up with full force.  A frozen 

337



snowball is easy to make and exceedingly inexpensive in 

winter.  It can also kill or break bones when thrown by a strong 

arm.  These snowballs did just that.  It was an unorthodox 

method of street warfare, but very effective.  The officers could 

not stand against it any more than they could have resisted an 

artillery barrage.  And they did not dare draw their guns, not 

in full view of the American ambassador.  They had no choice 

but to beat a painful retreat, their numbers reduced by three-

quarters, unable to retrieve their dead and wounded.  The 

crowd moved forward over the bodies with a growl of joy as 

the police fled, pursued by a hail--of hail, as it turned out.

In the back of the crowd, Tom Murray hastily passed 

snowballs to the throwers from the wheelbarrows he and 

another couple of men had brought up.  It had taken him 

several days to make them out of the few available patches of 

snow and then freeze them overnight, to ensure firmness.  The 

Professor had decided that smuggling anything really 

dangerous into Hungary was too risky to succeed, so he had 

been required to improvise.  Supplying the crowd with 

ammunition turned out to be the easy part.  Going around the 

city and introducing the Mindszenty idea had been much more 

difficult, as his Hungarian vocabulary was extremely limited.  

Fortunately for him, the citizens of Budapest were moderately 

fluent in other languages.  He still didn’t know if the story was 

true or not, but it appeared to be enough to start a growing riot, 

which the Soviets would hopefully put down forcibly, thereby 

generating more resentment and more riots.  Seeing that the 

police had dispersed for the moment, he passed the barrow to 

someone else and slipped away in the opposite direction.  

There were some posters he wanted to distribute.
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Chapter irty-Seven
March 31, 1964

“Leonel Brizola?”

“Sim.”

“I am ringing to advise that you call up the Groups of 

Eleven immediately.”

The president’s brother-in-law struggled into a sitting 

position and turned on the light by his bed.  A glance at the 

clock showed him that it was barely three o’clock in the 

morning.  He had gotten barely two hours’ sleep.  For a 

moment he said nothing while his brain adjusted to the 

unexpected interruption and registered the fact that the man on 

the phone was speaking English.  “Who is this?” he demanded.

“A friend,” the voice replied.  “Or a confidential source, 

if you are skeptical of my bona fides.  Are you awake now?”

“Awake enough to hear you insisting that I call out the 

groups.  What does it matter to you, whoever you are, and why 

should I?”

“To answer your last question, which is the only really 

important one, because General Mourao is about to order his 

troops to march on Rio de Janeiro.”

Brizola stiffened.  “Impossible.  The generals are not 

ready to move.”

“He’s preempted their arrangements.  I imagine that 

when they find out what he’s done in a few hours, they will be 

furious.  But it’s advantageous for you.  If you act fast enough 
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to resist the takeover, it may discourage the rest of the military 

from taking any direct steps as yet.”

“Or it may provoke them.”

“Well, it’s your decision.  I trust you will convey my 

warning to the president even if you choose to ignore it.”

“Why?  Yanquis are not friendly to our government.”

The man on the other end of the line gave a laugh.  It 

was a quiet laugh, but not a nice one.  “This Yanqui is.  Oh, yes, 

I’m very friendly towards your government.  Or, shall we say, 

I have a motive of my own for preventing a pro-Washington 

government from taking control of Brazil.  But you 

undoubtedly have a source of your own in Juiz de Fora.  Wake 

him up and confirm my information if you like.”

And then he hung up.

* * * * *

The soldiers of the Fourth Military Region reached Rio 

de Janeiro early in the afternoon.  They could have traveled 

faster, but General Mourao had received word that the 

residents of the city were organizing to oppose him and slowed 

his advance as a precaution.  His intelligence reports turned 

out to be true.  Brizola had been warned in time and had 

ordered his own forces into action.  The Groups of Eleven, 

small, detached citizen units originally created as a means of 

providing better-organized demonstrations, had been armed 

and turned into a militia.  It was neither a large nor well-

trained force, but in urban warfare, those qualities counted for 

little.  Mourao’s troops were forced to fight their way into the 

suburbs, and as they did so, the defensive perimeter of the 

groups narrowed, increasing the effectiveness of their 

resistance.  Shortly thereafter, the adventurous general called 

for a halt.  He was uncertain as to how his actions were being 

viewed by the other generals who had committed themselves 

to the coup.  Also he was reluctant to continue treating the 
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population of Rio de Janeiro to the sight of their fellow citizens 

being shot down in the streets by uniformed soldiers.

The rest of the generals had not yet moved in any 

direction.  Ancora, who commanded the First Army within the 

city, had not chosen a side.  There was no word from Kruel of 

the Second Army.  The Third Army in the south was expected 

to remain loyal to the president.  Castello Branco, the recently 

dismissed chief of staff, had barricaded the Ministry of War 

and other government buildings and was defending them 

against attacks by the Groups of Eleven, but could not exactly 

move out of his positions to support Mourao.

Shortly after midnight, sensing that the city would 

certainly fall if the coup continued, President Goulart left for 

Brasilia to rally the Congress to his side.  As he did so, General 

Kruel ordered the Second Army into action and finally began 

his thrust towards Rio.

* * * * *

The young man looked down at the glass tube in his 

hands.  “I do not know,” he said.

“None of us knows,” the Professor replied gently.  

“What do you feel you ought to do?”

“I feel I ought to help you.”

“But?”

“I hate the generals,” the student said abruptly, 

passionately.  “I cannot bear to see the uniforms they command 

on the streets.  They are stupid, because they wish to preserve 

our problems without seeking solutions--not because they 

believe in any cause or principles, but because it is what they 

are used to.  And they are hypocrites, because their idea of 

freedom is control.  They cannot even get the names right!  But 

what you are asking me to do will be dangerous.  If we fail--if 

we succeed only partly--I will die.  I have studied war and 

revolution, Professor.  I know that in this age, those who are 

hated the most by the powerful are those whose voices sound 
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most loudly above the noise of battle.  So I ask myself not 

whether what you are doing is good, for it is, but whether I 

wish to risk the next fifty years of my life, which I might spend 

fighting the army in other ways, on one stroke of defiance now.  

I do not believe in a glorious death.  I believe in an effective life 

and a full one.”

The Professor considered this.  “I can offer you 

protection,” he mused, “but that may be of little use to you, 

depending on your own ambitions and the course of future 

events.  I can offer you other fields of battle where the 

additional danger of notoriety will not follow you if this one 

becomes too crowded with it.  But I cannot offer you 

motivation to convince you that this is not an act of foolishness, 

if you believe otherwise.”

“Oh, I am already convinced.  But my mind fears for its 

own safety, and so it hesitates.”

“I once met a man,” the Professor said, “who reminded 

me that we live in a large world, and that there are many places 

where someone who thinks of the good of others and fights for 

them will be welcome.”

“Who was this man?”

The Professor took a letter from his pocket and handed 

it to the student.  It was short and to the point, somewhat in the 

nature of a passport, inasmuch as it asked the reader to aid the 

bearer of the letter as far as possible, but far more moving and 

essential in its terms than any document that ever proceeded 

from the pen of a ruler’s secretary.  At the bottom it bore a 

signature of three letters only that would have been instantly 

recognizable anywhere in South America.

* * * * *

Goulart left Brasilia almost as soon as he arrived there.  

The president of the Senate, Mouro Andrade, was quite openly 

intriguing against him and had already converted most of the 

members of both chambers to his viewpoint.  A declaration of 
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formal Congressional support for the coup was imminent.  

Goulart decided to retire to a position of strength and await 

events.  He flew south from the capital to Porto Alegre, which 

was the headquarters of the still-loyal Third Army under 

General Machado.  Less than an hour after his departure, 

Mouro Andrade issued a statement to the effect that the office 

of the presidency was now unfilled.

* * * * *

Kurt relaxed in the grass and scanned the sky again.  

There were more soldiers around than he would have 

preferred, but they were an inconvenience, not an obstacle.  

And most of them were being kept in the military barracks 

some distance away from the airfield.  President Goulart had 

only a small number standing by for his personal protection.  

As the Congress of Brazil had proclaimed the Speaker of the 

House president pending a new election, and had enjoyed the 

full support of three-quarters of the nation’s military personnel 

in doing so, they assumed that Goulart had been reduced to a 

minor nuisance that the armies could deal with at their leisure.

He saw the plane before he heard it.  The usual US 

Army Air Corps surplus C-47, painted in drab military colors.  

So Goulart had chosen to fly off to his farm after all and leave 

his army to make the best terms it could with the generals.  

Kurt slid across to his rifle and snapped off the safety.  Very 

gently, he centered the incoming aircraft in his scope and 

began to squeeze the trigger.  Squeeze it, not pull it.  A full 

contraction of the muscles of the hand and forearm, not a rapid 

jerk of one finger alone.  The ridiculous tube full of holes that 

the Professor had insisted he fit to the weapon’s muzzle before 

leaving seemed to be working.  The noise of each explosion 

was much less than it had been without the silencer.  Still, a 

fifty-caliber rifle firing the same shells as a standard-issue 

machine gun makes a great deal of noise, but Kurt thought he 
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was far enough away from any of the soldiers to avoid being 

noticed.

Up in the sky, the transport plane lost its starboard 

engine.  White smoke poured from beneath the cowling.  Kurt 

shifted his point of aim.  The plane’s port engine began 

emitting smoke as well.  It glided in to a perfect landing and 

stopped dead in the middle of the airstrip, being unable to taxi 

without power.

Kurt began disassembling the rifle.  That plane was the 

only available way the Third Army could rapidly and safely 

get Goulart out of the country--and with its engines shot to 

pieces, it would not be flying anywhere for a while.  The 

President of Brazil would have to stay and fight after all.

* * * * *

“Where are these transmissions coming from?” Colonel 

Walters yelled.

He was furious.  As military attache to the United States 

embassy in Brazil, it had been his job to help organize 

Washington’s response to the coup.  In his understanding, and 

that of his colleagues, the phrase “response to” was properly 

translated as “support for”.  Goulart’s government was viewed 

as revolutionary, as espousing the kind of local populist 

Communism that the Nixon administration would very much 

like to see eradicated from the Western Hemisphere.  The 

Pentagon considered that its replacement through a swift 

internal rebellion, one which was composed largely of military 

officers and congressmen, would be extremely desirable and 

not unduly destabilizing.  So Col. Walters had been given the 

job of arranging for tankers full of gasoline, more than a 

hundred tons of ammunition, and cases full of tear gas to be 

delivered to the Brazilian military as needed.  He had been 

tasked with helping organize anti-Goulart protests and 

scheduling the arrival of a US Navy carrier battle group off the 

Brazilian coast.  And he had, of course, also been expected to 
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keep these arrangements very quiet.  It would destroy their 

effect if they were to become public knowledge.  Now it 

appeared a local radio station had gotten wind of them and 

was broadcasting them on multiple frequencies across the city.

“We’ve traced the location to one of the slums outside 

the city itself,” his station chief said.  He showed the colonel a 

map.  “They appear to have excellent range and surprisingly 

powerful equipment.  It may have been taken from one of the 

universities or a government facility, or kept in reserve by 

Goulart sympathizers for emergencies.  We can’t jam it, not 

with the communications gear we have here.”

“Call Castello Branco and see if his engineers can,” 

Walters ordered.  “And tell him to cut the phone and telegraph 

lines too, for God’s sake.  It’s bad enough having everyone in 

Rio finding out about this.  If the whole country finds out, then 

our pro-democracy transition will start to look like foreign 

imperialism.  And get me a couple of MP’s and a jeep!”

Five minutes later, the colonel and his two henchmen 

were speeding up one of the hills that surrounded the 

depression in which Rio de Janeiro had been built.  The hills 

outside the city proper were covered in shanties, little houses 

patched together from whatever materials were available, 

entirely unauthorized and a testimony to the great drawing 

power of an urban area in a developing country.  They were 

also a testimony to the failure of that urban area to meet the 

expectations of the migrants.

The jeep splashed through puddles and nearly went 

through the side of someone’s dwelling on a dozen occasions.  

People jumped back from it in alarm at the sound of the siren.  

A chicken was unable to escape in time and the wheels turned 

it into paté.  After that came several more sharp curves and an 

alarming rise in altitude.  Colonel Walters looked back over his 

shoulder and saw nearly all of Rio beneath him.  He turned his 

attention back to the road just as the vehicle swerved around 

again and squealed to a halt.

“This is it, sir,” said the sergeant in the left seat.
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It looked like any other shack in the suburbs, with two 

exceptions.  There was an unusual amount of clear ground 

surrounding it, perhaps a consequence of how steeply angled 

that particular part of the hill was.  And there were dozens of 

clotheslines springing from its roof and trailing off to other 

buildings.

“Disguised aerials for the shortwave transmitters,” the 

Colonel muttered.  “All right, let’s go.”

He strode up to the door of the little house.  It opened 

for him, so logically enough, he stopped outside instead of 

entering.  Before he could make up his mind to advance, a man 

in an elegant gray suit stepped out of the ruin.  He was 

carrying a box of papers in his hands.

“From the American embassy, I take it?” he said in 

faultless English.

“Yes.  Are you responsible for the transmissions going 

out from this location?  If so, you’ll have to come along with 

us--”  The colonel never finished his statement.  The Professor 

dropped the papers he was carrying and shot him in the head 

with a Russian pistol.  Someone else poked a rifle around the 

corner of the building and dispatched both of the military 

policemen before they could draw their own guns.

“He is a Yanqui officer?” the young man from the 

university asked, looking over the Professor’s shoulder as the 

latter went through the pockets of the corpse.

“He is a Yanqui spy.  Colonel Vernon Walters, United 

States Army.  Nixon’s pet informer.  He was with him in 

Caracas in ‘58, when the then-Vice President was mobbed by 

protestors.  He doesn’t like Americans.”  The Professor pulled 

an envelope out of the colonel’s pocket and peered into it.  “I 

think we may find this useful.”

They went back inside the building.  The Professor 

leafed through the report Walters had been carrying when he 

was shot.  “Yes, this will be very useful--as long as they don’t 

manage to shut us down or jam us before we can get it out.”  

He turned to a girl standing nearby, another of the university 
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students recruited to Goulart’s cause.  “Go down the hill and 

start spreading the news.  Yanqui soldiers have attempted to 

arrest Brazilian citizens engaged in peaceful political discourse 

and are likely to summon Castello Branco’s troops to their 

assistance from the city.  If any military personnel advance in 

this direction, block the roads and delay or halt them for as 

long as possible.”

“That’s stretching the truth a great deal,” she retorted.

“But it’s still just within the limits of reality.  Besides, 

there will be soldiers here before long.  I’m sure the late colonel 

didn’t come all the way out here without leaving word for his 

fellow officers.  In which case the amount of time we have left 

is very limited.”

The girl looked as if she would have preferred to argue 

the point for a while, but she knew that the Professor had given 

a very good reason for his instructions.  She tossed her head 

and went out.

“What am I to broadcast?” asked the other student, who 

had seated himself at a ramshackle table weighed down with 

various radio transmitters, all of which were linked to the 

microphone in front of him.

“The contents of this document,” the Professor said, 

handing over the typewritten pages.  “Colonel Walters made a 

formal assessment of the Brazilian situation before he died.  It 

was to be conveyed to Washington shortly, and it outlines the 

chain of reasoning he proposed that the Nixon administration 

use in order to justify its support for the coup.  As you know, 

the United States and the Soviet Union have come to a tacit 

understanding on the subject of revolution.  Neither 

superpower will support or incite rebellion against a 

legitimately established government.  Now, formal support for 

the military junta here would violate that agreement.  But 

Walters found a new way around it.  In his report, he states 

that since the Brazilian military now has control of Brazil’s 

nuclear weapons, it represents the legitimate governing 

authority of Brazil.  Hence, the United States is not supporting 
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a coup or a revolution, but merely a sovereign government 

asserting its right to remove a populist reactionary--namely 

President Goulart--from power.”

“He cannot be serious.  That redefines the entire basis 

on which national sovereignty is established.  Those who 

possess atomic bombs are legitimate?  Those who do not are 

false claimants?  Such an argument would allow the few 

nuclear powers to appropriate the rest of the world at their 

leisure.”

“Nevertheless, that’s the Colonel’s attitude.  He adds 

that the support of the Congress for the military coup 

strengthens the military’s claim to legitimacy.  It’s not the basis 

of that claim, since possession of the weapons is what counts, 

but it helps it along.”

“And the Soviet Union will not protest this interference 

by the United States?”

“Not a chance.  They don’t like popular socialists.  And 

they’re a nuclear power as well, don’t forget.  If the principle 

that nuclear weapons confer exclusive legitimacy can be 

established, using your country as a test case, then they stand 

to gain a great deal in status and authority from the 

redefinition.  It’s better to be a member of a small club with 

exclusive power than the head of a large club whose stature is 

disputed.”

The young man turned angrily towards the microphone 

and depressed the transmit switch.

* * * * *

The two United States Navy destroyers cut through the 

water at forty knots.  Their companions waited some distance 

out at sea, and the Forrestal carrier battle group would be 

arriving off Brazil within the week.  For the moment, their job 

was limited to making a show of force in support of the new 

head of state, President Mazzilli.  A few passes outside the 

harbor of Rio de Janeiro and a run up and down the coast 
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would probably be sufficient.  There had been vague reports 

that resistance to the coup was strengthening on land, but the 

sea lanes were as yet undisputed.  Even though they were well 

inside Brazilian territorial waters without permission, the 

commanders expected their passage to be unopposed.

Those expectations were dashed as the destroyers 

Beberibe and Bocaina, accompanied by the cruiser Barroso, 

moved out from behind a nearby headland to block their path.  

The Brazilian army may have sided almost entirely with 

President Mazzilli, but the Brazilian navy, which had received 

recent assurances of reform and demonstrations of clemency 

from President Goulart, had not been so quick to change its 

loyalties.  The Brazilian captains were not inclined to let the 

Yanqui ships calmly parade up and down their coast in 

support of a usurper.

The approaching ships exchanged flag signals.  They 

were very much the usual sort of thing.  The Brazilians told the 

Americans to leave; the Americans said they were present by 

invitation of Mazzilli; the Brazilians said that Mazzilli was a 

criminal and not the president; the Americans insisted on his 

right to the title; the Brazilians issued an ultimatum; the 

Americans rejected it.  At that point the Brazilian ships opened 

fire.  From their perspective, they were defending their rights.  

Also the early start to the engagement gave them a strategic 

advantage.  The six-inch guns on the Barroso had a greater 

range and more striking power than their five-inch 

counterparts on the American ships.  The fight was unequal 

from the start.  It became more unequal when the combined 

fire of two of the Brazilian vessels put the lead American 

destroyer out of action and forced her crew to abandon ship.  

The remaining destroyer turned and fled the scene, but a 

Brazilian submarine that had been waiting hopefully in the rear 

put a torpedo into her bottom and broke her in half.

* * * * *
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The coup that had once looked like a certain victory for 

the generals turned into a disaster.  Goulart was on the run in 

the south with the Third Army and gaining more adherents 

every day.  It was said over the clandestine radio network 

springing up all across Brazil that each new arrival of a Yanqui 

plane with ammunition for the junta, or a Yanqui ship with 

fuel for its tanks, was worth a hundred supporters to the 

president’s cause.  Castello Branco, who had done the least of 

any of the generals, claimed the presidency after a quick 

election held by the Congress.  He was promptly shot by a 

sniper and Kruel assumed the vacant position.  Soldiers on the 

march were routinely harassed and ambushed by civilians.  

The loyalists in the navy had scuttled their vessels on the 

arrival of the fleet from the United States and fully manned the 

Brazilian submarine force.  They subsequently enjoyed a brief 

but successful run against the newer American ships before 

taking to the land again and joining up with Goulart’s forces.  

The president would not concede defeat, now that his position 

was stronger than it had been immediately after the coup--but 

neither would the military and the traditionalist politicians, 

who considered him to be a Communist.  The fighting spread, 

locals picked sides, and the generals found themselves the 

recognized leaders of a government they could not use and a 

country they could not run.  And the radio broadcasts kept 

coming, staffed by a whole generation of young technicians 

who had found a way to fight the army without weapons.
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Chapter irty-Eight
November 1964

The people of San Jose had very good manners.  Every 

night, they politely ignored the droning of dozens of aircraft 

overhead shortly after the sky grew completely dark.  Several 

hours later, they politely ignored the more prolonged sound of 

the same aircraft returning in disorganization.

It was probably prudence as well as courtesy that kept 

them silent on the subject.  They rarely mentioned the flights or 

alluded to them in conversation.  Both geographically and 

politically, Costa Rica was in a difficult position.  To the south, 

it rubbed shoulders with Panama, which was covered with 

dozens of heavily defended bases occupied more or less 

permanently by the United States.  To the north, it adjoined a 

continent in chaos.  The Somoza dynasty in Nicaragua was 

under constant attack.  So was the military regime in 

Honduras, though not to quite the same extent as the one in 

neighboring El Salvador.  Belize, laboring under the “firm but 

gentle hand” of British rule, was fairly quiet, but now and then 

a militant pro-independence group would start a riot or 

skirmish with the armed forces.  Guatemala was in the worst 

condition of any of the states of Central America.  The war 

between the populists and the CIA-sponsored United Fruit 

Company had been running for ten years and had destroyed 

nearly all of the assets the Company possessed in the country, 

driving it into bankruptcy.  The CIA was oblivious to that 

downturn in its fortunes and continued to funnel money and 
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arms to the rebels, whom it blandly recognized as the 

legitimate government of Guatemala.  Cuba, Dominica, and 

Haiti all hosted unwelcome advisors from the US Army, who 

were assiduously contributing to the rising death tolls on those 

islands.  Only Costa Rica, with its lack of development and its 

tradition of regular elections, had remained free of revolution 

and thus escaped the attention of the United States.  Well, most 

of the attention, anyway.  The pilots who flew the bombing and 

strafing missions out of Panama at night, in surplus World War 

II airplanes painted with the markings of obscure Central 

American air forces, normally used the Costa Rican capital as a 

waypoint.

Then, too, it was very convenient for the fighters on 

both sides to have a neutral territory nearby, in which they 

could recuperate if wounded and meet with fellow 

revolutionaries from around the hemisphere and the world.  

Far from stopping this practice, the CIA and the Pentagon 

encouraged it--and sent hordes of their Miami-trained spies to 

sit and listen in the cafes and cantinas of the capital.  

Consequently, neither the revolutionaries nor the imperialists 

attempted to intervene in Costa Rican politics.  The country 

was safe because it was useful.

At the moment it was hosting a quasi-official conference 

of non-aligned nations.  Costa Rica could reasonably claim to 

be non-aligned, although the term was losing its relevance in a 

world where the interests of the United States and the Soviet 

Union were always drawing closer together.  The “third way” 

of the fifties was rapidly becoming the “second way” of the 

sixties.  The trouble with hosting such a conference, for the 

government at least, was that many of the other nations 

represented at the discussions were no longer recognized as 

states by the nuclear powers.  The American ambassador had 

protested against their invitation in the strongest possible 

terms before allowing the matter to drop.  It would not do to 

ignore the formal politics of the situation, but the intelligence-

gathering opportunities offered by having so many prominent 
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anti-Americans gathered in one place were too good to pass 

up.  He didn’t want the Costa Rican government to actually 

cancel the conference, after all.

The Professor stood in the back of the hall with Kurt, 

well in the shadows, and listened with great attention to the 

speech being given by the man in green combat fatigues.  He 

smiled from time to time, as if relishing a particular point, or 

comparing the actual words of the speech to something in his 

memories.

At the moment the speaker was devoting his attention 

to examples of imperialism.  He had moved on from 

excoriating the United States for its suppression of Puerto 

Rican culture and nationhood to the geographically distant and 

much larger subject of the Congo.

“The philosophy of plunder has not only not been 

ended, it is stronger than ever,” he declared.  “And that is why 

those who used the name of the United Nations to commit the 

murder of Lumumba are today, in the name of the defense of 

the white race, murdering thousands of Congolese.  How can 

we forget the betrayal of the hope that Patrice Lumumba 

placed in the United Nations?  How can we forget the 

machinations and maneuvers that followed in the wake of the 

occupation of that country by UN troops, under whose 

auspices the assassins of this great African patriot acted with 

impunity?  How can we forget that the one who flouted the 

authority of the UN in the Congo was Moise Tshombe, who 

initiated the secession of Katanga with Belgian support?  Who 

can deny the sad role that the imperialists compelled the 

United Nations to play?  Dramatic mobilizations were carried 

out, but today, the enormous wealth of the Congo, which the 

imperialist countries wished to keep under their control, has 

slipped from their grasp.  The Congolese threw it back into the 

earth and refused to work the mines or run the mills which 

delivered the riches of their land into the hands of their 

oppressors.  They have paid the price of their patriotism in 

blood, as the imperialists have struggled to regain their lost 
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wealth and force the heart of Central Africa to lie still beneath 

their probing greed.

“And as if this were not enough, we now have flung in 

our faces these latest acts that have filled the world with 

indignation.  Who are the perpetrators?  Belgian paratroopers, 

carried by U.S. planes, who took off from British bases.  We 

remember as if it were yesterday that we saw a small country 

in Europe, a civilized and industrious country, the Kingdom of 

Belgium, invaded by Hitler's hordes.  We were embittered by 

the knowledge that this small nation was massacred by 

German imperialism, and we felt affection for its people.  But 

this other side of the imperialist coin was the one that many of 

us did not see.  Perhaps the sons of Belgian patriots who died 

defending their country's liberty are now murdering in cold 

blood thousands of Congolese in the name of the white race, 

just as they suffered under the German heel because their 

blood was not sufficiently Aryan.  Our free eyes open now on 

new horizons and can see what yesterday, in our condition as 

colonial slaves, we could not observe: that ‘Western 

Civilization’ disguises behind its showy facade a picture of 

hyenas and jackals.  That is the only name that can be applied 

to those who have gone to fulfill such ‘humanitarian’ tasks in 

the Congo.  A carnivorous animal that feeds on unarmed 

peoples. That is what imperialism does to men.  That is what 

distinguishes the imperial ‘white man.’”

Here the speech was interrupted by acclamations from 

the listeners.  Kurt took the opportunity to lean closer to the 

Professor.  “Are you going to have this distributed in the 

United States as well?”

“I’m thinking of bribing a few janitors,” the Professor 

replied, almost inaudibly and apparently with his mind on a 

completely different subject.

“Janitors?”

“There are a hundred senators and four hundred and 

thirty-five representatives in the United States Congress,” the 

Professor continued, his gaze never leaving the podium.  “The 
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janitors have keys to every one of their offices.  How do you 

suppose the honorable members would react if they were all to 

sit down at their desks one morning and find a copy of this 

speech waiting for them?”

“Hysteria?”

“Most likely.  At any rate, the comparisons are 

inescapable and will unsettle them.  It will drive them one way 

or the other, and I don’t particularly care which, so long as 

none of them move in the direction of compromise.”

The applause slowly subsided.  The man in the beret 

continued.  “Those who murdered thousands of defenseless 

citizens of the Congo did not use the atomic bomb.  They used 

conventional weapons.  Conventional weapons are no less the 

tools of imperialism than nuclear weapons--and yet the 

possession of nuclear weapons has given the imperialists a new 

cause.  They now claim that the possession of atomic 

technology, or alliance with a country that possesses atomic 

technology, is the only factor determining a people’s right to 

statehood.  It is a new colonialism that sweeps away the 

justifying rhetoric of the past and replaces it with simple 

extortion.  We cannot stress heavily enough that the territorial 

integrity of nations must be respected and the armed hand of 

imperialism held back.  To this end, we express our support for 

general and complete disarmament.  Furthermore, we advocate 

the complete destruction of all thermonuclear devices and we 

support the holding of a conference of all the nations of the 

world to make this aspiration of all people a reality.”

“Unthinkable, of course,” Kurt murmured as the 

delegates leapt to their feet again.

“When did the haves ever willingly give in to the have-

nots?”

“We want to build socialism!” Guevara announced.  

“We have declared that we are supporters of those who strive 

for peace.  We have declared ourselves to be within the group 

of Nonaligned countries, although we are Marxist-Leninists, 

because the Nonaligned countries, like ourselves, fight 
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imperialism.  We want peace.  We want to build a better life for 

our people.  The responsibility rests with us, and we must seek 

help from one another, now that the Soviet Union and China, 

who were once our revolutionary allies, have failed us.  That is 

why we avoid, insofar as possible, falling into the provocations 

manufactured by the Yankees.  But we know the mentality of 

those who govern them.  They want to make us pay a very high 

price for that peace.  We reply that the price cannot go beyond 

the bounds of dignity!

“The Organization of American States--which the 

people call the US Ministry of Colonies--condemns us 

energetically.  It fails to understand that the ties that unite us 

go beyond the conventions of diplomacy and trade: the 

language we speak, the culture we maintain, and the common 

master we had.  No nation in Latin America is weak, because 

each forms part of a family of two hundred million brothers, 

who suffer the same miseries, who harbor the same sentiments, 

who have the same enemy, who dream about the same better 

future, and who count upon the solidarity of all honest men 

and women throughout the world!  This epic before us is going 

to be written by the hungry Indian masses, the peasants 

without land, the exploited workers.  It is going to be written 

by the progressive masses, the honest and brilliant intellectuals, 

who so greatly abound in our suffering Latin American lands.  

Struggles of masses and ideas.  An epic that will be carried 

forward by our peoples, mistreated and scorned by 

imperialism; our people, unreckoned with until today, who are 

now beginning to shake off their slumber.  Imperialism 

considered us a weak and submissive flock; and now it begins 

to be terrified of that flock; a gigantic flock of two hundred 

million Latin Americans in whom Yankee monopoly capitalism 

now sees its gravediggers…”

His voice flowed on.  He had to shout to be heard over 

the growing buzz of approval in the hall.  His audience was 

entirely sympathetic, except for the spies.  The words of the 

Havana Declaration resonated with all of them.  It was an old 
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concept, this idea of a united Latin America, old since the days 

and failures of Bolivar, but the time was right for its revival.  

Especially since what Guevara was proposing was not political 

unity, but unity of intent and action instead.  That could be 

carried out with much greater ease than a pointless reshuffling 

of borders or parliaments.  Latin America against the United 

States of America; the ethos of common bonds and equality 

against the spirit of exceptionalism and dominance.  The 

Professor’s mind wandered away down that line of thought, 

judging the potential for success, the possible alliances, testing 

the likelihood of certain future events.  A tap on the shoulder 

from Kurt brought him out of his reverie with a jerk.  He 

looked across the hall.  Near the platform, a man was just 

squeezing into the room through a packed doorway.  His eyes 

met those of the Professor and he nodded ever so slightly.

“It’s time,” the Professor said.  He and Kurt slid 

sideways, leaving their places to others who were more eager 

to hear the rousing conclusion of the speech.  They left the hall 

to thunderous cries of “Patria o muerte!  Patria o muerte!”

“For all their talk of unity and common ideals, they’re 

still clinging to their own countries,” Kurt observed as they 

walked down a darkened street outside.

“They won’t after they start to think about it,” the 

Professor replied.

“Why?”

“Did you hear what they were shouting?  Patria, in its 

Latin roots, doesn’t mean country or state or nation or 

community.  It means fatherland.  From pater, father.  Family.  

And when you come to that concept, it shrinks your world and 

enlarges it at the same time.”

“If they take it that far.”

“They will now.  They’ve started in the right direction.  

Immediate problems, personal solutions, not abstract entities.  

It just takes time.”

They split off from one another.  The Professor turned 

and faded away into a small, unlit alley.  Kurt kept walking 

357



until he disappeared in the doorway of a building farther down 

the street.

Five minutes later, cheering erupted outside the 

conference hall as Che Guevara exited the building 

accompanied by his fellow delegates and a crowd of 

enthusiasts.  He accepted the escort not only with grace but 

also with genuine pleasure.  They formed an impromptu 

procession of sorts, with the Argentinean who was beleaguered 

Cuba’s major link to the outside world at their head.  The 

coordinator of revolutions, someone had called him not long 

ago.  The name was appropriate.

There was a very narrow alleyway giving on to the 

street farther down, one that was not wide enough for two men 

to enter it abreast.  In another few seconds the crowd coming 

from the conference would pass by its mouth.  The man who 

crouched in the shadows of that alley lifted his carbine and 

aimed it at the place where he judged the center of the group 

would be.

Something cold and smooth touched the back of his 

neck and slithered up underneath his hair.

“What you’re planning is not nice,” the Professor said.  

His lips twitched in a way that suggested a bleak humor 

underlying the words, though that was invisible in the 

darkness.

The waiting assassin was a slow thinker.  He had to 

decide whether the reactions of the man behind him were 

quick enough to preclude his getting a shot off at Guevara if he 

ignored the risk and fired anyway.  The answer was obviously 

no, since before he could come to a decision, the Professor had 

snatched the ancient and decrepit Sten gun out of his hands 

and hit him over the head with it.  It was a good blow, one that 

gave the would-be killer a concussion and irretrievably 

compromised the accuracy of the gun’s barrel.  The Professor 

waited quietly as the party of delegates and locals passed the 

entrance to the alley.  Somewhere in the distance, he heard the 

faintest possible pop.  When the crowd was gone, and the street 
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was almost empty again, he drew a police whistle from his 

pocket and sounded the alarm over the unconscious hitman.  

Then he slipped away.  The police would deal competently 

enough with his leavings.

He met Kurt again in an empty yard filled with 

shadows several blocks away.  “Did you get yours?”

“Yes, he tried to fight back, but he was prepared to 

shoot down into the street and not up, so he missed me.  I 

caught something else on my way downstairs, though.  Take a 

look!”  Kurt gave one of the shadows a firm nudge with his 

pistol.  The shadow moved out into the full light of the moon 

and resolved itself into the shape of a photojournalist in a 

bulging camera vest.

“Langley really should consider opening a branch office 

for you people down here,” the Professor said kindly.

“Langley?” the man replied.  “I’m with the Associated 

Press.”

“I happen to know all the Associated Press men 

assigned to or likely to pass through this corner of the world.  

You are not one of them.  They don’t employ government 

spies, just private ones.”  He switched his attentions to Kurt.  

“Was he coming to see why his hired gun didn’t fire a shot?”

“Yes, and not very cautiously, either.”

“Standards are slipping everywhere these days.  Take 

him to the American Embassy and make it clear that his cover’s 

been blown.  Then find Sebring and send him back to the hotel.  

I should be ready to send off the text by the time he gets there.”

Kurt prodded the protesting CIA man again.  When 

that failed to produce satisfactory results, he grabbed him by 

the collar and hustled him out into the street.  The sound of 

their struggle died away in a few moments.  The Professor left 

the yard through an abandoned building that adjoined it and 

returned to his hotel room.

A stack of notes had been placed on his table next to his 

typewriter while he was out.  He leafed through them, reading 

them quickly for accuracy and compleness, before feeding a 
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fresh sheet of paper into the machine.  When he had talked 

about putting Che Guevara’s inflammatory speech on the desk 

of every United States senator and congressman, he had been 

completely serious.  And, of course, it would go to the 

newspapers as well, and it would be turned into mimeograph 

templates for easy distribution throughout the less 

industrialised parts of the world.  That was a task for the 

network he had already constructed, but first, he had to 

prepare the copy from which all those other copies would be 

made.  The shorthand notes his clerk had taken during the 

conference still needed to be transcribed.
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Chapter irty-Nine
June 1965

The shrapnel that fell gently from the humid air made a 

noise like chimes as it brushed against Captain Zheng Tianli’s 

helmet on its way to the ground.  Sometimes a larger piece 

traveled faster than the smaller ones and left a mark or drew 

blood if it touched exposed skin.  For the most part, though, 

once the explosives had done their work, the thin casings of the 

shells were reduced to fragments too tiny to gather much speed 

as they fell.  Very often the wind caught the sprays of metal 

and twisted them away, depriving them of what little 

momentum they had managed to acquire.  That interference 

explained how they were able to drift through the air without 

violence and come to earth again without killing anyone.

The captain, reflecting on the experience of standing in 

a gentle breeze filled with drifting shards of metal, had long 

ago come to the conclusion that this was a cursed country, 

where if the hot skies were not pouring forth hot water, they 

would be distributing hot metal instead.  Those were the only 

two alternatives they offered their victims.

He stepped inside a ramshackle building and removed 

his helmet.  It was safe to do so for the moment.  The air inside 

the shack was just as hot as the air outside, but at least the roof 

provided some shelter from falling solids.  The walls also 

reduced the noise produced by the steady fire of the nearby 

artillery battalion to a more or less agreeable pulsing sensation.  

Across the room, two youngish soldiers sat at a battery of 

361



radios, copying and transcribing messages from the front.  

Captain Zheng cautiously stepped out of the direct line 

between them and the door.  Officers were always plowing in 

and out of the communications room with orders they wanted 

sent, and there was no point in getting in their way.  He joined 

the tall, lanky figure in a green uniform who stood off to one 

side and watched the operators intently.

“My apologies, Major,” Zheng said, dabbing at his 

forehead with a handkerchief he produced from his pocket.  

“Our camp commander wished for an opinion as to the 

strength of the enemy force we might be expected to encounter 

at the Pho Duc ridge.”

“And what did you tell him?”  Major Macintosh had 

spent most of his life in San Francisco, and his Mandarin, while 

fluent, was scattered with the oddest variations and accents.

The Chinese army captain raised his hand in a gesture 

of despair, then let it fall again.  “What I have told him nearly 

every time he has asked for my analysis.  Guerrillas do not 

make battle plans and do not have centralized command 

structures.  We can capture ten thousand of them and not five 

out of the lot will have any valuable intelligence as to the 

overall strategy of their commanders.  I have nothing on which 

to base a report.  Furthermore, even if I had the information 

now, it would not be reliable.  They are a mobile force.  Their 

dispositions can change almost instantly, and do.  But he is a 

new man who has served almost exclusively in staff jobs for his 

entire career.”  The captain, whose father and mother had both 

accompanied the Chairman on the Long March thirty years 

ago, frowned as he contemplated the inexperience of his 

superior.

“I’m new,” Macintosh observed judiciously.

“But you already have some experience in jungle 

warfare, I believe.”

“Two tours in Cuba, with Panama in between.”

“Then you understand the problems we face here.”
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“In part.  But there are reports coming out of your 

liaison’s office in New York that we at the Pentagon would like 

confirmed more thoroughly.”

“Such as?”

“The use of small reflector weapons against aircraft.”

Captain Zheng uttered a short, barking laugh that was 

not the least bit humorous.  “Consider it confirmed.”

“Can you be more specific?” Macintosh said carefully.

“Come with me.”  The Chinese officer put his helmet 

back on and led the way out of the radio room.  He went 

straight towards a building across the compound, waving 

away the soldier who guarded the door.  A key from his belt 

gave them access and a moment later the two men were inside 

the camp’s weapons depot.  Captain Zheng pointed at a stack 

of crates that were stacked up to roughly waist height.  

“There.”

The thing he was pointing at looked roughly like a 

shallow, highly polished bowl attached to a stick about five feet 

long.  The base of the bowl was connected to the stick at a right 

angle by a crosspiece.  On the opposite side of the stick, two 

roughly shaped handles had been screwed on to it some 

distance ahead of the bowl.

“The part of the stick behind the mirror goes over the 

shoulder,” the captain explained.  “The grips are used to aim it, 

much as one would a submachine gun.  There is a hole in the 

crosspiece which lines up with the sights on the front of the 

stick, which gives a rough but effective point of aim.  Minimum 

range is about five hundred yards on this one.  Maximum is 

two to four times that distance, depending on conditions.  

There are other examples with greatly extended ranges, since 

it’s only a question of the curvature of the mirror.”

“And these actually work?  Guerrillas can effectively 

use them against modern aircraft?”

“Too effectively.  We have been forced to curtail the use 

of our piston-engined models as much as possible.  If the beam 
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can be fixed on the wing of such an aircraft for even one 

second, it will pierce the fuel tanks and the plane will explode.”

“Jets don’t face that problem.”

“Jet aircraft are extremely susceptible to violent 

accidents if their engines are damaged, and a pinhole is 

sufficient damage.”

The major was silent for a moment as he absorbed the 

implications of the new device, so easy to make and use, so 

difficult to counter.  “We understand that your air force has 

other problems beside the reflectors,” he finally said.

“Oh, many.  But the Dvina surface-to-air missiles are 

the worst.  I assume that is the chief problem your government 

is concerned about?”

“What we call the SA-2?  Yes.  We have not had much 

success in persuading Moscow to introduce tighter controls on 

the manufacturing and storage of the missile batteries.  The 

Soviet premier is afraid of increasing the hostility towards 

himself within the general officer corps, who do not approve of 

these new alliances.”

Zheng nodded sympathetically.  “Our leaders have also 

made representations to the Russians, but without receiving 

satisfactory replies.  And so our pilots must fly their missions 

in Russian-built aircraft that were sold to us officially while 

keeping a lookout for Russian-built missiles that were sold to 

our enemies unofficially.”

“How many batteries have they deployed?”

“At present I believe there are only three operational.  

Perhaps eight to twelve in all have been dispatched?  We seized 

two in transit, but it is difficult to say how many have escaped 

our notice so far.  It cannot be a large number, since there is a 

limit to the number of missiles the Soviet generals can abstract 

from under the noses of their political masters, but it is enough 

to have cost us aircraft already.  And it sets an alarming 

precedent.”
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“It makes you wonder how many of the missiles they 

are saving for themselves in the event that they grow bold and 

dissatisfied enough to stage a coup.”

“The state cannot side with those who are convinced 

the state can be destroyed.  Otherwise it makes itself 

vulnerable.  The principle is self-evident.”

“Some of the Soviets don’t see it that way.  They see 

their country only and not the idea behind it.”

“If I may ask a somewhat sensitive question,” the 

captain began, and then stopped.

“Go ahead.”

“To put it bluntly, how well is the American army 

responding to the will of its political masters?  You cannot 

deny--and forgive me if I speak in any way that seems 

personally offensive--that there is a slight correlation in the 

United States between those who profess strong anti-

Communist beliefs and those who are likely to serve, or are 

already serving in, the armed forces.”

Major Macintosh shrugged.  “Don’t worry about the 

question.  Congress and the press ask it at least once a week.  

No offense intended to you, Captain, as a good Communist 

yourself, but most of us don’t care.  We can go to war with the 

Russians in Europe, or we can go to war with the Cubans and 

Guatemalans and Brazilians.  It seems more like common sense 

to fight people who dislike you close to home than to go 

halfway around the world to do it.  And it’s still a war.  

Individually we get promotions and medals out of it; the 

military as a whole gets an ongoing mission of national 

importance that keeps it from being stripped back to nothing, 

the way it was after the first world war.  Besides, your 

government may be Communist, but it’s still a government, 

and there’s nothing we can do about that.”

“That is half my question, Major.  You did not answer 

the other half.”

“Oh.  The ones that do care, you mean.”

“Yes.”
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“Those we worry about,” Macintosh acknowledged.  

“There are several generals, active and retired, who have 

quietly built strong personal followings among officers and 

enlisted alike by claiming that the United States has broken 

faith with its sacred duty by collaborating with Communism.  

They resent our withdrawal of troops from here and from 

Europe as well in order to cope with problems in the 

Caribbean.  They think we should easily be able to intimidate 

the South American countries into obedience, control their 

policies through friendly presidents as we traditionally have, 

and confront you and Russia at the same time.”

“That is not a very practical approach to a nuclear 

world,” the Chinese officer observed.

“No, it’s not.”

“And are these beliefs widespread?”

“They’re not widely talked about, but they’re present.  

It’s a ‘keepers of the pure faith’ ideal, for the most part.”

“Are there enough true believers to threaten the 

stability of the United States government in an emergency?”

The Major did not answer that question.  Captain 

Zheng nodded and smiled slightly.  They considered the 

position for several minutes.

“You have the same problem, too,” Macintosh said at 

last.

“It is inevitable,” the captain replied.  “The purists 

against the pragmatists.  There has always been war between 

them.  But it is not so strong in our army.  The Chairman was a 

great soldier, and where he leads, the soldiers will follow with 

goodwill.  Surprisingly, in my country dissatisfaction is 

growing among the people most quickly, led by students and 

party workers.  We have inadvertently created a new class of 

civilian revolutionaries.  They are largely unarmed, but they 

are highly destructive.  They attack, burn, and loot anything 

that they claim is counterrevolutionary.  Somehow their 

definition of counterrevolutionary has come to include the 
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collective farms as well.  Our food shortages are growing worse 

by the month.”

“We rarely hear about those in the west, though there 

are reports that India and Pakistan have suffered the most so 

far.”

“They have.  Millions have died so far, and when the 

winter comes, since there has been no increase in food 

production this summer, famine will sweep the Indus Valley.  

The borders are already in disarray.  The more the two 

governments try to work together, the more the local leaders 

scream that they are being taken advantage of by their hated 

rivals.  It is so easy to convince a starving man that his mortal 

enemy is eating well, and that a single act of violence will allow 

him to still his own hunger.  There are a dozen little armies 

passionately ready for war on either side, and there are many 

soldiers in uniform in their ranks.”

“The two governments should have tried to solve the 

food problem before.”

“It takes time to breed new strains of wheat and to dig 

new irrigation trenches.  There was very little research done 

into improving the food supply in the past twenty years.”

“Wasn’t there a place in Mexico that was trying to do 

something along those lines?”

“There was, but the Mexican government shut it down 

long ago on the grounds that it was part of a plot by the United 

States to regain control of Mexican industries.”

“In other words, as long as agriculture remains stagnant 

and the Middle East is inaccessible due to a dozen undeclared 

wars, human progress is on hold.”

Silence fell between them again.  “So what do we do?” 

the Major asked suddenly.

“We cling to what we have and move on,” Zheng said 

calmly.

“You could always try moving out of Vietnam,” 

Macintosh suggested, half-humorously.
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Captain Zheng smiled.  “I am afraid that would not 

give us safety.  The Vietcong began sending guerrillas into 

Guangxi after they succeeded in doing away with Diem.  China 

does not interfere with her neighbors, and acts with 

moderation when she does find it necessary to act.  But if the 

United States could not permit a revolution to continue a 

hundred miles from its borders, how could we allow one to go 

on a hundred miles inside our borders?”

“You couldn’t,” Macintosh admitted.  “Still, it’s damned 

inconvenient for you and the rest of us.”

“We will win,” the captain said.  “We must.”
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Chapter Forty
November 11, 1965

A scorpion scuttled across the ground.  Off in the 

distance, a leopard complained noisily about its dinner or the 

lack thereof.  Its spitting and snarling carried undiminished 

across the miles in the perfect stillness of the early morning.  

The small trees that covered the savannah so thickly that they 

seemed to form an unbroken wall around the horizon were 

bare of leaves and could not block the sound.  Every now and 

then, the clink of metal gave notice that there was a human 

presence on the plain as well.  The last of the slavers had been 

driven off the east African coast half a century ago, but there 

were still men in chains and leg irons in the interior.

Presently a different sort of metallic sound joined the 

other auditory disturbances.  It was a scraping noise, very high 

in pitch, wavering on the edge of the range of frequencies 

audible to man’s ears.  It fluttered, as if the source was 

producing it unevenly, or someone was trying to suppress it.  

Before it could wake the sleepers, it died away and the plain 

was left to make its own tuneless music.

Half an hour later, a series of spitting pops burst out all 

around the huts.  A sentry yelled and fired his rifle into the 

bush.  That got the attention of the rest of the soldiers, who 

came tumbling out of their barracks into the dark and were 

promptly shot for their pains.  The assault was over in five 

minutes, after the attackers had gone through the camp 

methodically and cleared every building that could have 
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housed additional troops.  No one bothered to strike a light.  

The moon was up, and it would be dawn soon.

“And there are reporters who call this the jungle,” the 

Professor said as he strolled through the center of the camp, 

raising clouds of dust with every step.  “Jungles by definition 

are wet.  This is dry; therefore, it is not a jungle.”

“The climatologists might argue with you,” Kurt 

responded.  He looked even bigger in the dim light, and the De 

Lisle carbine in his hands appeared small by comparison.

“Common sense does not,” the Professor said, taking 

out his notebook.  “Do you have their records?”

“They don’t seem to have bothered to note who was in 

which hut.”

“That’s a nuisance.  Well, unlock them all and start 

asking around.  The leaders usually come to the fore as soon as 

possible.”

The attackers were already busy unchaining the 

occupants of the huts.  It was a slow process, as there were over 

five hundred prisoners in the Gonakudzingwa restriction 

camp, and all were wearing leg irons.  That, combined with 

locating the camp inside a national park where a number of 

carnivores roamed freely, had been thought sufficient by the 

Rhodesian government to prevent any escapes.  And it had 

prevented them, until someone arranged to break into the 

camp from outside.

It only took five minutes or so for the rapidly-moving 

guerrillas to locate the men for whom the Professor was 

looking.  There were five of them.  They brought them over to 

him as he stood by the side of the administration building, 

going through his notes.

“You found them?  Good.  You gentlemen would be 

Edgar Tekere, Robert Mugabe, Joseph Msika, Josiah 

Chinamano, and Joshua Nkomo?”

The five men nodded, not committing themselves to 

anything verbally just yet.
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The Professor wasted no time on a preamble.  “You are 

all leaders of the Zimbabwean resistance movement.  I have 

some news that will not have reached you yet.  This morning, 

the Smith government intends to unilaterally declare Rhodesia 

independent of the United Kingdom.”  He scanned the faces in 

front of him.  “None of you seem particularly surprised.”

“We are not,” Chinamano said slowly.  “We have often 

discussed that outcome and were preparing for it before we 

were brought here.  If Smith wishes to make himself 

accountable to no one, then all possibility for a peaceful 

settlement of our differences is at an end.  But I believe I may 

speak for my friends as well when I say that we are surprised 

someone should have received advance warning of his intent, 

and in sufficient time to plan a takeover of this camp.”

“You are with British intelligence?” Nkomo asked.  “Is 

the British government planning to intervene on our side as a 

means of forestalling this coup?”

“I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’m a free agent,” the 

Professor said.  “However, I thought that all of you getting 

loose right now would be particularly inconvenient for those 

fools in Salisbury.  I assume you can all revitalize your 

respective liberation movements?”

The revolutionary leaders exchanged looks.  “We can 

do so,” Mugabe said harshly, “but we have no reason to do it 

on your word alone.  Our release and the news that there is no 

longer any chance of the government’s aggression being 

restrained will count for much.  But why should we, merely for 

the purpose of aiding you, a stranger?”

“You’ll be helping yourselves as well,” the Professor 

pointed out.  “Besides, I come with credentials.”  He took a 

letter out of his notebook and handed it to Nkomo, who 

unfolded it and read it carefully in the light of the semi-dawn.  

His eyes were not so good as the Professor’s, although he was 

the younger man.  “This man is vouched for by Mandela, of the 

ANC,” he said at last.  “He has been supplying them with 

weapons and literature for the past three years, and rescued 
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Mandela from an ambush at the beginning of that time.  If his 

intent is the same here, I think we may trust him, as this letter 

says he has never asked for anything in return for his 

contributions or demanded that they be used in a certain way.”

“But his motives!” Mugabe protested.  “What are his 

motives for aiding us?  It is unusual, almost extraordinary, for 

a white man to do so, even if he is a foreigner.”

The Professor smiled, one of his not-so-nice smiles.  

“This is my motive,” he said.  He opened his notebook and 

held it out to them.

The page to which the book was open contained an 

accurate political map of Africa, with each country clearly 

distinguished.  It was a simple line drawing except for the red 

pencil markings that shaded in a number of the countries 

depicted in the map.  The northern coast was nearly solid red--

Egypt, Libya, Algeria, Morocco.  Ethiopia and the Congo 

extended the scarlet chain down into the heart of the continent.  

There were half a dozen tiny splashes of color surrounding the 

Gulf of Guinea, not counting the mass of Nigeria, which was 

also marked.  The southern tip of the continent practically 

dripped rich color off the page.  South Africa, Portuguese 

Angola, Portuguese Mozambique--and as they looked at the 

map, the Professor’s pencil came up between these nations and 

colored the shape of Rhodesia red as well.

“The spread of Communism?” Nkomo demanded.

“The spread of revolution,” the Professor replied.  “Men 

fighting for their freedom.  That is my motive, to see the 

colonial powers displaced.  I don’t much care what you replace 

them with, so long as you make the effort in good faith.”

“An idealist,” Chinamano remarked thoughtfully.  “I 

can see no harm in doing as you ask, especially as it is what we 

would do if left to ourselves, and as you have proven your 

good faith by releasing us.”

“We will need arms,” Tekere put in.  “We have no 

superpower patron to supply us.”
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“You have some in Zambia,” the Professor said.  “And 

some will no doubt flow up from Mozambique.  I am 

depositing caches in both places on a regular basis.  I expect 

you will be able to capture government armories as well.  Here 

is a map showing the most recent locations of the Rhodesian 

Army’s munitions depots.  I suggest also that you strengthen 

ties with your fellow revolutionaries in Mozambique; it is an 

alliance that could be highly profitable for the time being, as it 

allows you to play games with the limitations that states place 

upon themselves.  Finally, if you are feeling bold enough this 

morning, nothing could set a better precedent than a sudden 

attack aimed at terrorizing the Smith government on its first 

day of independent existence.  If you would follow me?”

They followed.  The Professor led them back through 

the corrugated iron huts that clustered in the clearing, past the 

lines of rejoicing prisoners, now freed from their restraints, and 

into the brush that surrounded the camp.  The five men stole 

uneasy glances around them as they walked.  Their previous 

excursions out of the camp had always involved the threat of 

sudden death by mangling should a passing lion decide a 

snack was in order.  That concern did not seem to affect the 

Professor, who moved briskly on in spite of being unarmed.  

Several hundred yards farther along, the trees thinned and they 

stumbled up the slight grade to the railroad line that ran away 

north and south.

The line was packed with small flatbed handcars.  Each 

one had a lever in the center which the car’s occupants could 

use to propel it.  No engines, no fuel, no machinery, just human 

willingness.  Their presence explained how the Professor and 

his men had approached the camp so quickly without any 

noise.

“Winchester rifles,” the Professor said, pointing to the 

cases stacked on one handcar.  “American weapons.  Your 

soldiers will complain about them at first.  But they’re accurate 

and reliable beyond anything that ever came out of a 

government armory.  And they have long range.  You can sit in 
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the bush five hundred yards away from the soldiers and hit 

them consistently before they can reach you with their short-

barreled carbines.  Over there we have books and articles on 

guerrilla warfare and its history.  I’ve had a few translations 

made up into Shona, Ndebele and Portuguese for convenience.  

And this--this is important.”  He led them down the line of 

carts and climbed up on one.  It was loaded with very small 

crates, one of which he opened.  “Take a look.”

The case was filled to the brim with Rhodesian pound 

notes.

“They can’t possibly be real!” Nkomo exclaimed.

The Professor grinned.  “Not in the least.  But they’re 

excellent counterfeits, almost indistinguishable from the real 

thing.  And so easy to print.  Start distributing these and you’ll 

produce a crisis of confidence in the Rhodesian economy.  The 

new government will have to completely revise its currency, 

which is extremely expensive and damaging.  Not to mention 

humiliating.”

“What are those cylinders on the next cart?” Tekere 

wanted to know.

“An experiment of mine,” the Professor answered, 

stepping across the gap.  “A more powerful alternative to your 

petrol bombs, which are good only for a capital sentence these 

days.  High-test peroxide in an inert container, with a 

powdered catalyst stored in a separate glass tube inside the 

container.  When the bomb is thrown or dropped, the tube 

breaks, the catalyst reacts with the peroxide, and the peroxide 

detonates with about two to three times the force of a similar 

weight of petrol.  I’m not sure how well it will work under 

practical test conditions, but revolution drives innovation.”

“And you are giving us all this?” Nkomo said in 

amazement, waving his hand around at the piles of equipment.

“And the handcars, too,” the Professor added.  “Those 

of you who want to retire for the moment can get away from 

the camp faster on them.  Those of you who would like to 

strike a blow at the Smith government can use them to do that, 
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as I mentioned earlier.  Drive them up and down the line in 

both directions.  Stop and cache your weapons, if you like.  

Then dynamite the tracks behind you as you advance.  With 

any luck, you’ll ruin the line for transport for quite some time.”

The five leaders were smiling now as they began to 

appreciate the scheme.  An hour ago they had been prisoners.  

Now they were in a position to fight back against their jailers 

with a sudden force neither they nor their enemies could have 

possibly anticipated.  It was an exalting sensation.

And the Professor thought of his map with its new spot 

of red and smiled, too.

375



Chapter Forty-One
July 3, 1966

The churches of Mobile were full in spite of the 

glorious, gentle summer weather nudging at their doors.  The 

combination of a deeply religious population and a national, 

albeit entirely secular, holiday made high attendance figures 

inevitable.  As for those who were not churchgoers, they were 

resting from the previous evening’s amusements or preparing 

themselves for the two days of festivities to follow.  The city 

was still, with only the deep, faint throb of stray hymns 

breaking its silence here and there, combined with the flapping 

of the eternal bunting that hung from every visible surface.  All 

the tricolored ribbons and banners mocked at the fragile peace 

surrounding them, for it had nothing to do with their birth.  It 

was a mockery of which the citizens of Mobile were not 

sensible, least of all on their weekend of joy and celebration.

Five miles north of the city, a retired Pan American 

pilot named Teddy Holt was slipping into a reverie at the 

controls of his silver Ercoupe.  He liked to fly on Sunday 

mornings, when there was little other traffic in the air and the 

radios rarely spoke.  No new Boeings dashing frenetically back 

and forth along roads of smoke that they built themselves as 

they went, no Air Force versus Navy mock combats over the 

coast--just simple, ordinary, wholesome flying.

Something glinted off to his right.  He turned his head 

automatically for a quick check, then paused to take a second 

look.  That flash of light perhaps a thousand feet above him to 
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the north of his position was very queer.  He shouldn’t have 

been getting a cockpit reflection from a plane so much higher 

than his own.  Unless it was flying inverted?  No, that didn’t 

make sense.  It was much too large an aircraft for aerobatics.  

Holt could swear it had four engines, though four-engined 

piston planes were becoming rarer every day.  The new jets 

might guzzle fuel, but they did not require the complex blends 

of octanes that their predecessors had demanded, and that 

made them more economical during a national fuel shortage.  

That thought made him cringe slightly.  He tried not to think 

about the cost of fuel for his own plane unless he absolutely 

had to do so.

The other plane was still moving steadily on its course.  

It would pass ahead of him, he realized, and eased back on his 

own throttle slightly to ensure a clean pass.  At that moment 

the morning haze cleared and the distant shape resolved itself 

into that of a B-24.  The reflection that had grabbed his 

attention was coming from the plexiglass gun turret hanging 

underneath its belly.  Holt looked it over appreciatively, 

relishing the memories the sight brought back.  He had flown 

B-17’s during the war and retained his affection for the heavy 

bombers after it was over.  Then he noticed that it was not 

alone.  There were half a dozen smaller planes accompanying 

it.  After a moment’s thought, he identified them as A-26 

medium bombers.  Behind them, another set of specks flickered 

into view.  Holt was entirely astonished to see two more B-24’s 

emerging from the band of vapor, with their own train of 

A-26’s.  And this set had two P-40 fighters accompanying them.  

As he watched, both groups began descending steadily in the 

direction of Mobile.

He reached for the radio, then hesitated.  Who would he 

call?  It was most likely some Air Force special project.  Maybe 

they were refurbishing the old planes for use in jungle 

operations, and Brookley Air Force Base a few miles away was 

where that sort of maintenance was carried out.  Brookley was 

busy these days, keeping the half-dozen American 
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expeditionary forces in Central America supplied with airlift 

capacity, as well as doing a little smuggling on the side to 

Colombia, Bolivia and Brazil.

But the roundels.  He realized there was something not 

quite right about the roundels on the planes that had passed 

him.  They were the old Army Air Corps type, with a single 

white star on a blue circle, no bars on the sides.  That was all 

right--but the AAC blue had been a dark blue.  The roundels he 

was looking at now, in the distance, used a much lighter shade.  

And that particular combination of color and design was also 

familiar to him.  Holt cudgeled his brain for a minute, then 

recalled a magazine he had seen last month, and the picture of 

a wrecked aircraft it had reproduced in full color.  The light 

blue roundel with white star was the insignia of the 

Guatemalan Air Force.

And one of the two rival governments of Guatemala 

was at war with the United States.

Holt grabbed for his microphone at the same moment 

that the smaller group of aircraft split off in the direction of 

downtown Mobile.

* * * * *

A quarter of a century before, the War Department had 

decided to fund the development of a small box full of lenses 

and gears.  It was called the Norden bomb sight, and it had 

changed--or not changed--the outcome of the Second World 

War.  Intended to allow American bomber crews to hover five 

miles above the ground and drop their munitions with absolute 

precision on German and Japanese factories, it had turned out 

to be a dismal failure.  That failure resulted in the Army Air 

Forces abandoning the concept of precision bombing and 

turning instead to dumping busloads of incendiaries on enemy 

cities without particularly caring where their ordnance went.  

The useless sights, which the War Department kept buying and 

installing in spite of their uselessness, were maintained in a 
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special building at Brookley Air Force Base.  It was fitting that 

the first bomb dropped from the lead B-24, a plane that still had 

its Norden sight installed, went through the roof of that 

building and made a mess of the inside.

Such a lucky shot was naturally unintentional.  The 

bombardier had been aiming at a maintenance hangar some 

distance away.  His subsequent shots were more successful.  

Unlike the Americans in the previous war, the Guatemalans 

were carrying a mix of high explosives and incendiaries on 

most of their planes.  The big bombers made multiple passes 

over the base, dropping their loads slowly for maximum effect.  

They were in no hurry to leave, and the more hangars and 

aircraft they could destroy, the more difficult life would 

become for the Americans who had invaded their country.  

When the B-24’s had finally exhausted their bomb loads, the 

lead pilot gave a signal and the smaller bombers spiraled down 

rapidly towards the ground.  They leveled out and came in low 

and fast over the runways and taxiways, dropping their 

ordnance as they did so.  The pilots had to fight against the 

ground effect to keep their ships from bouncing up into the sky 

again.  The bombs they dropped, crudely fashioned as they 

were from scrap equipment and smuggled parts, were 

nonetheless sophisticated enough to carry thirty-second time 

delay fuses.  The last of the A-26’s was barely out of range 

before the first bombs started going off and Brookley’s four 

runways started pulverizing themselves.

The Guatemalan planes rose up to safer altitudes once 

more.  There was no pursuit as yet, since Brookley was a 

maintenance base only.  No doubt the controllers had screamed 

for help to everyone within five hundred miles before the 

tower collapsed, but there were no fighters in sight.  The larger 

squadron turned towards the Gulf of Mexico and the pilots 

opened their throttles.  As they passed over the city, the two 

P-40’s, which had not been called upon to defend the attacking 

force, jettisoned their underwing bombs at a prearranged point.
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The city of Mobile was burning as well as the base.  The 

raid had been well planned.  The shipyards were empty on 

Sundays, the shipyards that poured out patrol boats and 

landing craft which the United States Navy used to harass the 

coasts of Central America.  The blazing yards sent up great 

gouts of oily smoke, and there was no one on call to 

immediately suppress the fires.  The flames would take hold, 

they would spread, and the contribution of Mobile to the 

Nixon administration’s war effort would be curbed for the 

present.  That meant Guatemalan lives saved, the pilots 

reflected without pity.  If the Americans would not hesitate to 

use napalm on cities of wood and thatch, why should they 

scruple to use it against cities of concrete and steel?

* * * * *

Houston was burning, too.

The fleet of aircraft that had come up from the south 

had split three ways once it had crossed the Mexican border.  

Mexico was a loyal ally of the United States, if an internally 

unstable one; therefore, the Rio Grande was not lined with 

early warning radars like the Gulf Coast was.  By flying low 

across the Rocky Mountains, the planes had escaped notice.  

Some had landed and refueled at a hidden airstrip prepared in 

advance by a special ground crew.  Then, one squadron had 

flown off to the northeast.  One had flown due east.  The other 

two flew east and then south, hooking around to take their 

targets from behind, where they would not be looking for an 

attack.

Mobile had been the more distant of the two southern 

objectives.  Houston was the nearer.  Consequently, the aircraft 

flying over it were carrying more weapons than any of the 

other squadrons, as they had the least distance to fly.  And they 

had the best opportunities of all.  The great, sprawling 

industrial capital of Texas glittered with white and silver 

patches in the light of the early dawn.  Reflective paint, 
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intended to protect the pipes and tanks against overheating.  It 

also served to make the bombardiers painfully aware of their 

targets.  They set their time fuses and prayed they would be 

out of the way in time.

The thousands of oil wells across Texas did not know it 

was Sunday.  No one had told them to cease their labors and 

rest, and they kept drawing steadily.  The thousands of pumps 

that lined the conduits were equally unaware of and 

uninterested in what day of the week it was.  Crude oil flowed 

out of the earth’s crust and into Houston without a pause 

through a network of pipelines that connected everything from 

the distant wells of the Great Plains to the Russian tankers tied 

up at the Ship Canal docks.  Petroleum poured out of them all.  

The refineries sucked it in, sent it spinning into cracking towers 

where it would be converted into gasoline and kerosene and 

fuel oil and motor oil and vulcanized rubber and other 

chemicals, and dispatched those products on their way through 

still other pipelines.  The ones that they could not ship right 

away were pumped into holding tanks to await demand and 

delivery.

And the Guatemalan planes, with their motley 

composite crews and makeshift bombs, came down slowly and 

attacked those tanks.

Oil dealers will often tell reassuring stories about what 

a safe fuel diesel is.  They speak of dropping lit matches into 

fully filled thousand-gallon tanks of the stuff and watching it 

snuff out the flames as if it were water.  What they fail to 

mention is that diesel contains twenty times more energy than 

trinitrotoluene by weight, and when it is mixed with air, it will 

explode.  Gasoline and propane are somewhat less energetic 

than diesel but far more volatile, and all that is needed to set 

them off is a spark in the right place.  All that enormous power 

was locked up in the tanks of Houston when the enemy fleet 

arrived overhead with twenty tons of high explosive.

The ground crews had knowingly loaded the squadron 

with small munitions.  Any breach of a tank would result in a 
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tremendous secondary detonation, so it was important that as 

many tanks be breached as possible.  Numbers and range of 

distribution counted far more than sheer force.  To maximize 

their striking power further, the Guatemalan planes spread out 

in a line as they passed.  Even stretched to their utmost, they 

appeared insignificant against the size of the refinery 

complexes, and they had already been flying over tanks and 

pipes for some time when the bombardiers calculated they 

were in position and began pressing their bomb releases.

It took exactly sixty seconds from the fall of the first 

bomb for the most important city in the United States to be 

converted into a plain of living fire.

The four B-24 bombers alone dropped two hundred 

pieces of ordnance.  The smaller planes doubled that figure.  

Each one fell in a different place, tore open a different vessel 

and torched its contents.  As flammable liquids and gases 

spilled out of the damaged containers, they flooded the bases 

of other tanks that had escaped the bombs, and when the 

fireball reached them, those tanks burst as well from the 

surrounding heat.  The Houston refineries and pumping 

stations and docks were connected together with an almost 

uncountable number of pipelines, large and small.  The 

suddenness of the attack prevented the operators from closing 

those lines or attempting to shut down any of the complex 

flows that they were managing.  And if they had succeeded in 

doing so, their actions would not have slowed the 

conflagration.  The growing force of the explosions burst or 

smashed steel pipelines as if they were glass pipettes in a 

laboratory.  In some cases, flames traveled along the conduits 

for great distances, rupturing additional tanks along the way 

and setting new fires.  The conflagrations of Dresden and 

Tokyo were small local affairs in comparison to the firestorm 

that rose over Houston, engulfing the largest refinery complex 

in the world.

Another pumping station--was it the fifth or the 

fiftieth?--tore itself apart as the flames reached it.  Stainless 
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steel valves yielded in seconds to the fierce chemical reactions 

produced by the interaction of pressurized hydrocarbons and 

heated air.  After the gas explosions came rolling waves of 

burning oil and tar from the destroyed tanks.  Already the 

column of fire was so large that it was pulling the surrounding 

atmosphere into itself in its quest for oxygen.  The air glowed 

with leaping energy; mere metal was no match for its tenuous 

power.  A final and especially complex set of valves gave way 

and a jet of explosive flame shot out of the twelve-inch pipe.  

Then the fiery liquids flowed over its mouth and fell a 

thousand feet into the earth, eating through three more safety 

valves on the way.  The last one flared into incandescence and 

bulged before it was forced apart from below as much as from 

above.

Beneath the refineries of Houston lay a number of salt 

domes, great empty spaces in the earth’s crust made available 

for use by years of assiduous pumping.  The most volatile and 

explosive products of the cracking towers were stored in those 

distant natural tanks.  When the final seal on the pipe was 

burned away, it exposed a dome six hundred feet across and 

two thousand high to the hungry fire.  The dome contained 

ethylene stored at a hundred atmospheres of pressure.  

Ethylene is not only flammable, it is explosive and highly 

unstable.

The gas drove upwards through the pipe even as it 

ignited from contact with the burning fuel.  The immense 

pressure under which it was stored blew it out of the dome and 

into the open air, where it pointed straight up, its flame a 

white-hot contrast to the duller reds and oranges of the 

background fires.  It flared with such power that the ground 

itself melted away from the sides of the unnatural torch.  

Slowly, the flame ate down farther and farther into the earth, 

the pressure of the escaping gas forcing the liquefied rock aside 

for the moment.

The shock wave produced by the eruption of ethylene 

had annihilated the pumping station and its environs, but that 
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was only a foretaste of its power.  The volume of gas in the 

deeply buried dome was so enormous that it escaped through 

the flame without combusting.  There simply was not enough 

oxygen in the surrounding air to allow all of it to ignite.  The 

initial explosion had blown the immediate area clear of burning 

pipes and fuels, and so ethylene began to accumulate in the 

patch of oxygen-depleted air.

At last the pressure in the dome fell sufficiently for the 

effects of gravity to overcome it.  The molten rock produced by 

the intense heat closed over the pipe and sealed it temporarily 

as the lava flowed down into the dome.  Abruptly, the stabbing 

white flame was cut off.  The ethylene in the ground bubbled 

furiously.  The ethylene in the atmosphere mingled with 

oxygen, which diffused back into it from the rest of the 

atmosphere.

For a remarkable thirty seconds, nothing happened.  In 

that one clear pocket there was no flame or spark, not until an 

explosion in another part of the refinery sent a spray of burning 

oil flying through the air and into the gaseous mixture.  The 

ethylene detonated with the force of a two-hundred kiloton 

hydrogen bomb.

Everything within a mile of the explosion that was not 

already on fire ignited.  The streets melted, the remaining tanks 

collapsed in the same way that the sides of a candle twist under 

the influence of a flame, and the rapid expansion of the 

secondary fireball extinguished the great column of black 

smoke for a few moments.  The collision of the two forces, one 

sucking in air, the other driving it away, created eddies and 

whirlwinds whose turbulence added to the destruction on the 

ground.  The air lost its glow bit by bit, and the smoke rose 

again to the sky.  The remaining ethylene in the dome blew 

itself out with a roar--the explosion had cleared and widened 

the borehole.  Its ignition sent additional pulsing shocks across 

the devastated city.  Somewhere over the Gulf of Mexico, the 

surge caught up with the bombers and told them by its power 

that their attack had been a success.
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The initial blast of energy died away.  The fuels that 

should have been flowing five thousand miles across the 

United States burned up slowly.  They washed like water 

across the remains of Houston and tumbled down into the 

deep crater left by the exploded dome, a fiery pit made real.

The city trembled in anticipation.  Then the ground 

surged.  It rose ten, fifteen, twenty feet into the air in some 

places, tearing apart any structures that had survived the blasts 

and fires.  The earth reshaped itself into a shallow dome two 

miles across before it began to settle.  Another of the domes 

had given way, but not slowly like the first.  Its contents had 

detonated somehow, and with a force measured in megatons 

rather than kilotons.  Slowly, the ruins of Houston began to 

subside.  The flammable gases still escaping from the shattered 

domes would keep them burning merrily until they sank below 

sea level and the waters of Galveston Bay extinguished them at 

last.

* * * * *

The third squadron of bombers was ten minutes late to 

its target.  All four attacks were scheduled to occur 

simultaneously, but headwinds delayed this one.  Ten minutes 

was enough time for screams of rage, panic, fear and reaction 

to flicker across every telephone line available to the Pentagon.  

It was enough time for them to start sending up planes and 

transmitting alerts to commanders.  It was enough time for the 

armed forces to develop a sudden understanding that they 

were under attack.  It was enough time for the 326th Fighter-

Interceptor Squadron at Richards-Gebaur Air Force Base to 

redeploy its F-102 Delta Dagger aircraft to cover the 

approaches to the base, then start looking for potential 

attackers.

Two of the interceptors orbiting to the west of the base 

over the Kansas prairie spotted the approaching bombers first.  

They were making no attempt to evade detection, so the task of 
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finding them was one with which even the F-102’s notoriously 

finicky and fragile radar was capable of coping.  The pilots 

notified the base of their contact and sped away on 

afterburners to confirm the identification visually.  Three 

minutes later they had it.  Two B-24’s and a pack of 

accompanying A-26 and B-25 medium bombers.  That tallied 

with the information that had arrived in bits and pieces from 

Brookley.  And the incoming planes were wearing the 

Guatemalan roundels.  Apparently they had no fighter escort 

of any kind.  The Delta Dagger pilots gave them a wide berth to 

avoid being spotted, circled around behind the squadron, and 

settled into a comfortable position two miles back.  The 

bombers did not respond to radio challenges, so the Americans 

targeted the two B-24’s first and prepared to fire their missiles.

That was the moment when the starboard wing of the 

foremost F-102 separated from the rest of the aircraft at its root.  

The two pieces of the aircraft departed flight and headed for 

the ground in a very quick and undignified fashion, tumbling 

end over end.  The remaining pilot, alarmed, broke away from 

his targeting run in time to see an obsolescent F-86 in foreign 

colors dropping down on him from above.

The fight was a short one.  The F-102 was designed to 

go up, go fast, fire missiles at a designated target, and come 

back down.  It was not designed for a turning fight with a 

considerably lighter aircraft.  Twenty seconds after the F-102 

broke off its attack on the bombers, the F-86 pilot triggered his 

guns and fired two hundred and seventy-three rounds.  Two 

hundred and sixty-eight of those missed.  Two nicked the wing 

of the F-102.  Two passed through its vertical stabilizer and out 

the other side.  One penetrated the aft fuselage and struck the 

turbine rotor inside the engine.

The turbine tore itself to pieces; the state-of-the-art 

American plane went down in a flat spin.  Its pilot found 

himself reduced to a passenger.  As he looked out the small 

window of the cockpit just before he ejected, he realized that 

the bombers were not headed for the Air Force base after all.  
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They were descending towards a point much nearer than that.  

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the four white water towers 

in a row and recognized their real target.

The squadron hit the Sunflower Army Ammunition 

Plant at low altitude, reduced speed, and with incendiaries 

only.  The long rows of low white sheds were impossible to 

miss, but all the same, every pilot took extra care in his 

approach and every bombardier paid special attention to his 

sights.  The plant was the most emotionally important target 

the Central Americans would hit that day.  This was where the 

bullets that killed their friends came from, or at least the 

powder that drove those bullets.  They knew the statistics.  

Nearly fifty million pounds of explosives in the last two years 

alone.  Enough to kill everyone who lived between the Rio 

Grande and the Darien Gap if measured out correctly, with 

plenty left over.  Watching the sheds ignite and then explode as 

the napalm coated them, watching the United States troops 

running scared like rats from the blaze, gave them a feeling of 

liberation in a way that no jungle ambush had ever done.

They flew on past the burning plant into the farmlands 

again.  They stayed low.  A few minutes later, the lead pilot 

chose a likely-looking field and brought his aircraft down in it.  

The others followed.  Theirs was a one-way mission, but not a 

suicide one.  The Mississippi River was not far from their 

landing site.  If they couldn’t reach it, well, they were all in 

uniform and their aircraft were clearly marked, and the Geneva 

Conventions were still international law, though not for much 

longer.

* * * * *

The fourth squadron had been divided into two groups.  

The first carried high explosives while the second carried 

incendiaries.  Their task was the most difficult, as well as the 

most psychologically damaging to the United States.  Ahead, 

they could see the gray layer of pollution that marked Chicago, 
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while the countryside beneath them looked pleasant enough, 

with small towns and green fields and curvaceous rivers.  Their 

target was perched on the bank of one of those rivers, on the 

outskirts of one of those towns.  Its modernist buildings and 

bulging white dome seemed considerably out of place in such 

wholesome, heartland-of-America surroundings.

The first wave of aircraft punched holes in the dome 

with their bombs.  That was easy enough.  The concrete and its 

steel lining fractured nicely.  The dome had never been 

intended to withstand the pressure of anything more powerful 

than steam.  And steam there was in plenty.  It was spraying in 

every direction from the solidly-built tower that still stood 

amidst the rubble of the dome.  Some of the light bombers 

planted their ordnance on the roof of the smaller maintenance 

building adjoining the complex, which produced less 

spectacular results, but their crews were satisfied when they 

saw its roof collapse.

In spite of the explosions and the damaged buildings, 

the scene still looked somewhat pastoral until the second wave 

of bombers arrived thirty seconds later.  Their incendiaries 

coated the rubble in fire and the white smoke changed rapidly 

to black.  It is surprising how many things there are in a 

concrete building that will burn if given the opportunity and 

sufficient heat.  The observer in the tail of the last plane looked 

back and noted that the plume of smoke was heading eastward 

as hoped.  The Dresden Nuclear Generating Station, the first 

real power plant of its kind in the United States, blazed away, 

dispensing vast quantities of radioactive particles that would 

eventually settle out over New York, Philadelphia, and Boston.  

The panic caused by that one fire would do more damage to 

the citizens of the United States than would the loss of access to 

gasoline for their precious cars.

But the bombers still had ordnance left in their bellies.  

One nuclear reactor was not a very large target, after all.  They 

carried the remaining bombs over Chicago and released them 

near the waterfront, among the skyscrapers and warehouses 
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that were the thrones and footstools of American industrial 

dominance.  Eventually, when the damage was tallied up, 

some of their comrades would rejoice to learn that the 

headquarters of the notoriously anti-Communist Chicago 

Tribune had been set afire and half collapsed in the raid.

The bombers crossed over Lake Michigan and turned 

for Canada.  Landing there would mean internment, since 

Canada was a neutral party in the war between the United 

States and the Central American nations, but internment was 

preferable to being shot on sight by enraged soldiers who 

didn’t know what it meant for their own country to be 

constantly under attack.

* * * * *

The squadrons that had attacked Houston and Mobile 

fled south across the Gulf of Mexico, ostensibly seeking safety 

in the Yucatan if they could get that far.  It was unlikely that 

they would.  Already fighters were taking off from bases in the 

Florida panhandle and the Texas midlands to pursue them, jet 

fighters that could travel twice their speed and more.  The 

bomber crews did not plan to gamble on their speed against 

that of the Pentagon’s latest super-interceptors.  They secured 

the controls, opened the doors, and jumped.  There were 

fishing boats waiting for them five thousand feet below.

Another airplane left United States airspace shortly 

after the enemy squadrons had departed.  It went unnoticed 

amid the commotion.  With military planes scrambling from 

every base within a thousand miles and dozens of commercial 

flights having to be diverted, the controllers had better things 

to do than look out for one small Cessna.  When Mike Sebring 

tied off the yoke and let himself drop, he was reasonably 

certain that no one would miss him.  But it was best to make 

sure.

He let himself fall most of the way to the water as an 

additional precaution before he deployed his chute.  The wind, 
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fortunately, was negligible and he landed less than a hundred 

yards from his point of aim.  He slipped the harness off his 

shoulders, buoyed it, then struck out for the boat nearby, an 

elegant yawl whose lines screamed Sparkman & Stephens to a 

knowledgeable observer.  The Professor was sitting in the 

cockpit, scanning the distant sky for fleeing airplanes with a 

very powerful pair of binoculars.

“They all got away?” he asked.  Sebring had been 

operating a very powerful set of radios that kept him in touch 

with the positions and actions of all four squadrons.

“They all got away.”

“No problems?”

“A minor one.  Two of the bombers detailed to Chicago 

apparently got lost and went to Detroit instead.  They put it to 

good use, though, and made a nice low pass over some of the 

factories there.”

“As long as Dresden is out of operation, they may blow 

up as many Fords and Chryslers as they like.”

“It’s still burning.  So is Houston, of course.  The flight 

crews coming from there are rather scared by how much 

damage their few planes did.  None of them really believed it 

would blow up like that.”

“I shouldn’t be surprised if we saw the smoke plume 

soon, even this far out,” the Professor noted.

“Have you spotted any of the planes?”

“Only one, a few minutes ago.  They must be all 

abandoned by now.”

“I’ll miss them, after twenty years of keeping them 

ready to fly.”

“As will I.  But I would prefer to see them destroyed in 

this way than to have them survive in perfect condition in a 

different sort of world.”
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Chapter Forty-Two
October 8, 1967

The hundred men marching through the Yuro ravine 

were in high spirits.  The most famous commander in the 

world was leading them, their countrymen were flocking to 

their cause, and they had just wiped out a platoon of Yanqui 

soldiers who had been nosing around.  In the past few months, 

the Bolivian revolution had escalated beyond military 

squabbles and attempted palace coups by would-be juntas to 

become a true populist movement.  It was an exciting time for 

those who were young, motivated, and venturesome.

Four months ago, the Bolivian army had opened fire on 

a group of miners returning from the annual celebration of the 

Festival of Saint John.  Their employer, the mining 

conglomerate Siglo XX, had requested government assistance 

in preempting any further attempts at organization among its 

workers.  President Barrientos considered that a reasonable 

response to the threat of increased unionization was to order 

two regiments to gun down the impudent peasants.  Nearly a 

hundred people died and twice that number were wounded 

and left to freeze in the winter night.

Prior to the massacre, Bolivians as a whole had been 

reluctant to commit themselves to a full-scale revolution.  

Dissatisfied workers had already taken to the hills to protest 

the increasingly repressive measures introduced by the 

government and its importation of special forces troops from 

the United States.  The arrival of Che Guevara as special 
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emissary from Cuba brought them early victories and a certain 

glamour, but widespread support was still lacking.  After the 

killings, though, the realization that the mining company and 

the government had collaborated to kill union leaders outright 

and intimidate the survivors produced a revulsion of feeling.  

The miners adopted African methods and forcibly destroyed or 

shut down the mines in spite of the belated efforts by the 

company to recall the soldiers in time to protect their facilities.  

Guevara’s force swelled with new recruits.  Skirmishing in the 

hills as their distant Spanish relations had done when the 

French armies came across the Pyrenees during the War of 

Succession, they routed the army time and time again.  

Desertion was on the rise among the Bolivian troops.  Only the 

Yanquis fought hard, but there were not many of them and 

they all died in the end.

So the peasants in the south of Bolivia rose against the 

generals in the north.  Guevara rallied the villages of the 

Andes, instructing them in guerrilla warfare techniques when 

they were not busy practicing those techniques, then swept east 

into the jungles of Santa Cruz.  It was a vast province that was 

politically conservative and therefore a fertile ground for 

revolutionary recruitment.  Santa Cruz possessed as much as 

one-tenth of the iron reserves of the entire world.  Where there 

were mines, there were oppressed miners working them.  The 

Cuban emissary organized the more politically motivated ones 

into resistance forces before turning westward again to cut off 

a regiment of Bolivian troops moving down from La Paz.

Which explained how he came to be in the Yuro ravine 

with his core group of fighters.

Among the gifts of the United States government to its 

loyal Bolivian allies had been a Cuban exile named Felix 

Rodriguez, who reported to both the CIA and General 

Barrientos.  He had cultivated spies within the revolutionary 

movement, and when he knew where Guevara’s unit was 

heading, he summoned the Bolivian special forces.  They came 

to his aid with a thousand soldiers.  They would have brought 
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more, but a thousand was all they could spare after the last six 

defeats inflicted on them by the rebels.  Rodriguez was perched 

on the side of the ravine with the soldiers when they opened 

fire on the guerrillas.

For once, the soldiers had the advantage. Half the men 

in the gulch dropped dead at the first salvo.  The rest dove for 

cover and responded briskly, but the volume of fire coming 

from them died away over the next several minutes.  The 

Bolivian officers, mindful of their political masters’ needs, 

ordered a charge, hoping to take prisoners who could be 

interrogated or publicly tried and executed.  Men in green 

uniforms from above tumbled down the steep sides of the hills 

to scramble wildly with the men in green uniforms below.

Sergeant Bernardino Huanca slapped aside a 

particularly luxuriant fern, tripped over a corpse and recovered 

his footing, and abruptly found himself face to face with a 

dusty, wild-looking man whose right leg was covered in blood 

and who appeared to be struggling with a jammed weapon.  

He raised his gun quickly.

The guerrilla looked up at him.  “Do not shoot!” he 

exclaimed, holding out his rifle and dropping it.  “I am Che 

Guevara and I am worth more to you alive than dead.”

* * * * *

Lights flickered in the windows of the crumbling 

building.  Some distance away, the soldiers warmed their 

hands at a small fire.  The rest of the village of La Higuera was 

dark.  Its few inhabitants did not dare stir out among the 

troops.

The night was filled with low noises.  The sounds of the 

jungle drifting down from the hills.  The murmuring of the 

soldiers as they talked of their capture and mourned their 

losses, which had been heavier than they had expected.  The 

moans of one of their captains, a man not very much loved in 
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any case, who had tried to steal Guevara’s pipe.  The defiant 

Che had kicked him across the room and broken his ribs.

Inside the schoolhouse, with his hands tied, Guevara sat 

and smoked quietly, ignoring the admirals and colonels who 

tried to question him.  When they grew exasperated with his 

dignified silence, they would wander off, and then the ordinary 

soldiers would carefully approach him.  He spoke to them.  

One of them had given him a bag of tobacco earlier to fuel the 

pipe that had caused so much trouble.

And the night passed.

* * * * *

“The President has instructed that he be shot,” 

Rodriguez said to Captain Prado.

The captain nodded.  “Very good.”

“He wishes to avoid the spectacle of a public trial, and 

the chance that Guevara might escape if given the 

opportunity.”

“How do you want to go about it?”

“Pick an executioner from among your men.  A 

volunteer, if possible.”

“It’s already done.  I have a sergeant who lost several of 

his friends to the guerrillas.  He’s already requested the 

opportunity, should it arise.”

“Good.  You inform him.  Since we won’t have the 

chance to interrogate Guevara again, I’ll see if I can get 

anything out of him before we do it.”  Rodriguez strolled off in 

the direction of the schoolhouse that was serving as their 

makeshift jail.

Inside he found Che speaking with the village teacher, 

a young woman whom he’d particularly asked to see.  He was 

gently but firmly pointing out the disparity between the 

squalor in which the children of the village would grow up and 

the luxury in which the members of the government lived.  

Rodriguez ordered her out of the building, then put his 
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questions.  Guevara’s only reaction was to look him over 

calmly without responding.

The agent shrugged.  He motioned to two of the 

soldiers who lined the walls of the room.  With their help, he 

hoisted Guevara to his feet and led him outside for a few 

moments.  Another soldier with a camera came running up.  

The soldiers crowded close to the guerrilla leader to share in 

that moment of history, regardless of whether or not it might 

ever be considered a discreditable one for them.  The shutter 

snapped.  Rodriguez took Guevara back inside and helped him 

back into his chair.

“You’re going to be shot this morning, you know,” he 

said.

“Are you from Mexico or Puerto Rico?” Guevara 

inquired, breaking his silence.  “You do not speak with a 

Bolivian accent.”

Rodriguez blinked at the apparently inconsequential 

question.  “No, I came to the United States from Cuba.  I work 

for the CIA now.”

“Ha!” Guevara said.  He turned his head slightly and a 

look of reserve came over his features again.  Rodriguez, 

feeling that he had been dismissed, left the room in annoyance.

“Are you thinking about your soul?” one of the soldiers 

eventually asked softly.

“No, I’m thinking about the immortality of the 

revolution,” Guevara replied.

Outside, Rodriguez was in conversation with a bleary-

eyed sergeant.  “Don’t shoot him once in the head and leave 

him.  Multiple wounds in the body.  He has to look like he was 

killed in combat.”  The sergeant, realizing that these 

instructions would prolong his victim’s pain, nodded with an 

appreciative leer.

“Everyone out!” he ordered, stepping into the building.  

The soldiers gathered up their weapons and left.  The two men 

were alone.
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Guevara stood up.  “I know you’ve come to kill me.  

Shoot.  Do it.”

The sergeant took aim, then paused indecisively.

“Shoot me, you coward!” Che ordered.  “You are only 

going to kill a man!”

But before the sergeant could tighten his finger on the 

trigger, a bullet embedded itself quietly in his forehead.  He 

dropped to the floor, gave a little whimper, and was still.

And then the forest around the village erupted with 

screams and yells as the guerrillas came charging to the rescue.  

Automatic rifles filled the air with smoke.  The soldiers 

standing around the schoolhouse bore the brunt of the fire 

before it momentarily switched directions.  Guevara heard a 

scuffling sound behind him and turned to see a tall man slip 

through the window.  Another second and the ropes on his 

wrists had been cut.  He staggered forward, and with a great 

effort, picked up the rifle that his late executioner had dropped.  

He was just in time.  Rodriguez had somehow escaped the first 

discharge and came barreling in through the door to make sure 

his precious prisoner wasn’t getting away.  Guevara lunged 

and drove the bayonet on the Garand upwards.  It caught 

Rodriguez under the chin, piercing his brain an instant later.  

The guerrilla would have felt satisfied at the death of a man he 

viewed as a traitor, except that he felt himself about to collapse, 

too, from sheer weakness.  A strong hand behind him grasped 

his arm and held him up until he could stand on his own.  

Outside, the firing slackened and the shouts grew louder.  The 

Bolivians were storming the village; the soldiers guarding it, 

who were only a portion of the force that had carried out 

yesterday’s ambush, were either dead or fled.

Che turned to the man who had rallied his irregulars 

and organized his rescue, and found himself looking into a face 

he had seen years ago in Costa Rica and years before that in 

Cuba.  It was a face that was already leaving middle age 

behind, but the golden hair that crowned it was still fair and 

striking.
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* * * * *

More than four thousand miles away, the Professor 

opened a drawer in his desk and withdrew a slip of paper with 

a few lines written on it.

“There was no person more feared by the Company 

than Che Guevara,” he read, half aloud, “because he had the 

capacity and charisma necessary to direct the struggle against 

the political repression of the traditional hierarchies in power 

in the countries of Latin America.”

The Professor considered this.  “The symbols must be 

preserved,” he said to himself.  “But beyond this point, I can no 

longer see.”  He slid the paper into a folder and put it away.
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Chapter Forty-ree
October 21, 1967

Well over a hundred thousand human beings had 

surrounded the sprawling concrete building by noon.  A 

double line of soldiers in green, looking suitably menacing 

with their helmets and little black carbines, stood between the 

crowd and the entrances.  Behind the soldiers, there were men 

in civilian dress and white helmets, who possessed the real 

power for the time being.

There was no harmony among the protestors, which 

was rather ironic, considering that one of the most vocal 

groups among them was demanding harmony.  The poets had 

spread their carpets before the doors of the Pentagon and were 

chanting as they meditated, attempting to exorcise the building 

and all that it contained.  The soldiers occasionally looked on 

them with contempt, while the rest of the crowd ignored them 

entirely.

The mass of the crowd was content to stand more or 

less quietly for the moment.  Its more articulate members had 

pushed their way to the front lines, where the signs were 

thickest, and led shouts and songs.  “Get us the hell out of 

Cuba!” the cardboard placards cried.  Alternatively, “Get us 

out of Panama!”  Or Guatemala.  Or Haiti.  Or Venezuela.  The 

number of soldiers deployed overseas was going up every 

month; so was the number of coffins coming back.  Shoring up 

favorable regimes, once a simple matter of helping a single 

large company obtain favorable concessions to exploit the 
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nation’s natural resources, now required direct and bloody 

intervention.  Half a million soldiers had been required so far, 

with less than encouraging results.  Continuing such an 

ardently pro-state foreign policy was becoming too expensive 

for a superpower suffering from a stagnant economy and 

severe internal unrest.  So the protestors thought, anyway.  As 

a means of showing solidarity with their fellow Americans in 

the south, the more radical among them had donned shirts 

emblazoned with the likeness of a man who had nearly died a 

few days ago.  The news of his escape had set off 

demonstrations across the United States after the CIA’s 

involvement in the affair had become public knowledge.

While the anti-war protestors were in the majority, they 

were not in sole possession of the field.  Pro-war activists 

abounded as well.  Their signs were more elaborate.  Aircraft 

pouring dozens of munitions out of their bellies were a 

frequent motif, as were large posters explaining in table format 

how much enemy nations--Brazil in particular--could be 

weakened by a thorough devastation of their major cities.  

Generally, their position was that the Pentagon was not taking 

its wars seriously enough, and that by deploying its forces 

unilaterally, instead of trying to assist every individual 

government in the hemisphere, it could stamp out any possible 

threat to the United States at a lesser cost in dollars and time.  If 

such a campaign happened to wipe out friendly governments 

as well, they argued, it would be regrettable but acceptable, 

since the resources of those governments would at least be 

denied to Communist or anti-American factions.

Yet another division of the crowd was apparent along 

its edges.  The protestors there favored slogans along the lines 

of “Nixon is pink” and “Better dead than red”.  Old stuff, but it 

had sentimental value to them.  They were the committed anti-

Communists, who demanded that the United States sever all 

ties with the Soviet Union and China.  Cooperation in the 

interests of survival, they said, was surrender and weakness.  It 

was simply wrong.
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The crowd simmered, the soldiers surveyed it 

nervously, and the marshals in white helmets behind them 

salivated hungrily as they waited to begin their arrests.

* * * * *

Officials from the morgue had not yet come to pick up 

the bodies from the night before.  They still lay on the 

pavement, their skulls crushed, their limbs broken, their torsos 

pierced through with holes.  The officers of the state did not 

have the manpower or the will to force their way back through 

those streets, not with worse disturbances on the horizon.

When Malcolm X had split with the Nation of Islam, he 

had folded many of its adherents into his new creation, the 

National African Movement.  With his charisma, and its 

narrower, more specific goal of military resistance to white rule 

and segregation, it expanded at a rate that left Elijah 

Muhammad and his followers in the dust.  Direct action 

appealed to an increasing number of blacks as conditions in the 

United States worsened.  What was more, as the Movement 

soon demonstrated, it offered them the chance for direct action 

without consequences, without punishment or oppression.  If 

twenty thousand people rioted in the streets of a city, only a 

few of them would end up being arrested, regardless of how 

many actually took part in the destruction of property.  The 

city governments found that their retribution was limited by 

their capacity.  Malcolm X realized this and quite deliberately 

encouraged the idea among his partisans.

His efforts had been successful.  All that summer there 

had been riots in Detroit, in Chicago, in New York, in New 

Jersey, in Atlanta, in New Orleans, in Los Angeles.  And in 

Washington, DC.  After one particularly severe uprising in 

northeast Washington, the Metropolitan Police had attempted 

to force their way into the predominantly black neighborhood 

to suppress it.  They had taken heavy casualties and inflicted 
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more before being forced to retreat in the early hours of the 

morning to prepare for their next confrontation.

A few men were moving about the streets now, but they 

rarely touched the bodies.  Instead, they pulled out barrels and 

bags from the alleys, and from the beds of a few trucks that had 

been allowed to penetrate the sullen silence of the 

neighborhood.  They mixed the contents of the bags with water 

and poured the resulting concrete into the barrels.  Fallen 

stones, bricks, rubble, and bits of torn-up sidewalk went into 

the mix, too.  When they ran out of barrels and garbage cans, 

they piled the bags up and hosed them down, soaking them 

through with water and letting them dry.  The slurry hardened 

under the midday sun.  Men could pass between the heavy, 

waist-high walls, but police cruisers and vans could not.  If the 

soldiers wanted to patrol the streets, they would have to meet 

the inhabitants on equal terms.

The barricades of Paris, a staple of revolution in France 

for three and a half centuries, had finally come to the city of 

Washington, a city designed by a Frenchman.

* * * * *

Some of the poets and the poetically inclined were 

walking up and down the lines of soldiers.  They smiled at 

them, tried to talk to them.  The soldiers did not respond.  They 

resented the limitations imposed on them in their wars and the 

lack of gratitude shown by the very same people who were 

now protesting in front of them.  The United States Army had 

always returned from foreign wars to cheers and jubilation and 

congratulations from those who had remained behind.  But 

then, that army had always been raised in a hurry at the 

beginning of the conflict and was never allowed to remain 

standing for very long afterward.  The soldiers were beginning 

to realize the consequences of failing to sustain the nation’s 

expectations in the long term, and they did not like them.
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Then the protestors began putting flowers in the barrels 

of the rifles.  It was a subtle, ludicrous gesture, and it made the 

soldiers even angrier.  Their backs stiffened.  They saw it as an 

insult and a rejection of their way of life.  The marshals 

exchanged eager looks and whispers.  So far no one had 

assaulted the soldiers, or done anything that could be 

construed as an assault, but if the present tendency of the 

crowd to come to closer quarters continued…

A girl with messy hair, a student probably, slid a pansy 

into a rifle near her.  She grinned impudently at the soldier 

carrying it.  In one blurringly rapid movement, he whipped the 

gun up, struck her in the stomach with the butt, and snapped it 

back.  She tumbled into the crowd with a yell, landing amid a 

group of the pro-war protestors.  They took one look at her, 

took offense, and started kicking and shoving her.  Her friends 

rushed to her assistance.  The rival groups started to struggle 

and the marshals darted out to arrest them all.

* * * * *

Somewhere in a sub-basement underneath the United 

States Capitol, a small bomb went off.

The room in which it had been placed was empty at the 

time, and the corridors and adjacent rooms were also deserted.  

In any case, the bomb spent its energy on the floor and the 

walls, which muffled the sound of the explosion.  No one heard 

it--at least, no one heard it and thought it was something other 

than a secondary noise from the crowd of protestors outside 

the building.  The obvious damage would not be discovered 

until later in the day, when a janitor stumbled across the 

wreckage.

As for the real damage, that had already been done.  

Before the bomb had detonated, its appearance would have 

struck an explosives expert as unusual.  It resembled a pipe 

bomb, but with more wires protruding from the ends of the 

tube.  And pipe bombs were not usually hooked to an array of 

402



capacitors and vacuum tubes, nor did they experience a surge 

of current through a copper coil placed inside the explosive 

charge just before they were fired off.  The expert’s lack of 

knowledge would have been pardonable in this case.  The 

bomb beneath the Capitol was something that had not yet been 

seen outside the Los Alamos National Laboratory.  It was a 

device called an explosively pumped flux compression 

generator, and its job was to produce an enormous local 

electromagnetic field.  That field could shut down telephone 

and power lines permanently.  It had.  Congress was groping in 

the dark literally as well as figuratively seconds after the 

explosion passed without its notice.

Simultaneously, other bombs of the same kind went off 

in the Senate and House offices, in Lafayette Park opposite the 

White House, and in the parking lot surrounding the Pentagon.

* * * * *

The explosions outside the Pentagon threw the crowd 

into a panic.  Word spread that the soldiers had set up mortars 

in the building’s courtyard and had begun shelling the 

protestors from the safety of their fortress.  Some of the rioters 

turned and ran, struggling through the packed mass of 

humanity to its outskirts and then away to safety.  Others lost 

their tempers and charged the soldiers.  Green uniforms and 

white helmets alike went down under the rush.  One man 

simply could not stand up to the weight of ten pressing him 

back.  The protestors flooded through the doors and were on 

top of the assault troops lining the corridors before the officers 

commanding them could give a warning or fire a shot.  The 

struggle in the halls was fought out with fists and feet and 

clubs, the protestors seeking to know what was going on in the 

courtyard, the soldiers attempting to prevent them as a matter 

of principle.

Outside, probably ten thousand people were now 

fighting, as abstract causes became personal ones.  Some went 
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down with painful wounds; the poles on which the protest 

signs were mounted could be splintered and used as weapons, 

they discovered.  Those soldiers left standing had decided that 

their only reasonable alternative to being crushed against the 

wall was to stand still and do nothing at all.  The riot blew up 

around them while they pretended indifference to it as a self-

defense mechanism.  Besides, their officers were gone and their 

radios were no longer working.  They could not receive orders 

to yield or resist in the first place.

Overhead, a helicopter swept around the building in a 

circle before spiraling down to land on the roof, its rotor noise 

obscured by the angry voices of the crowd.

* * * * *

Major General Edwin Walker climbed out of the 

helicopter wearing the uniform he had given up six years 

earlier.  As one of the most prominent traditional anti-

Communists, and a leading member of both the Minutemen 

and the John Birch Society, he would never have been invited 

back to the Pentagon under ordinary circumstances.  American 

generals were political animals, reliant on the grace and favor 

of the administration and their peers for promotion.  

Associating with a disgraced former colleague would have 

been career suicide.  At least public association would have 

been.  Secret sympathy for Walker and his previously radical 

viewpoints had increased substantially within the past year or 

two.  Of course, Walker himself had never been aware of this 

shift.  He had only seen Americans rediscovering their 

traditional values after a period of indecision.  That it 

vindicated him in the process seemed pleasant but entirely 

reasonable.

The young captain who snapped to attention as the 

general disembarked appeared to share that simple faith.  

“Welcome back, sir!” he shouted over the clatter.  Walker 

returned the salute and plunged down the auxiliary stairwell 
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ahead of him.  The Pentagon did not have elaborate facilities 

for receiving rooftop visitors.

As he passed through the E ring, where the offices of 

the senior generals looked out on the courtyard that had once 

been considered the most dangerous spot in the Western 

world--because multiple Soviet missiles were believed to be 

targeted at its very center--he heard someone pounding on the 

door of one of the offices.  From the inside, too.  A quick glance 

showed him a three-star plaque on the wall next to the 

entrance.  He smiled grimly.  Farther down the hall, the same 

noise came from behind another door.  There was apparently a 

second person in that office as well, shouting angrily.  

Fortunately, the luxurious fittings of the Versailles on the 

Potomac deadened the sound more than adequately.

General Walker looked around the conference room 

and noted that there was no one there who outranked him.  A 

single two-star, a small gaggle of one-stars, and quite a few 

colonels, both varieties.  Junior officers were not present, except 

for a few aides, but then they were not really important.  They 

did as they were told.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” Walker began, a note of 

challenge in his voice.  “I would like to begin by thanking you 

all for your continued loyalty to our nation in the midst of the 

growing aggression it faces, both abroad and here at home.  

Today we are facing the local threat.  As you have no doubt 

noticed by now, this Communist-led mob has taken it upon 

itself to attack the heart of our country’s defenses.  Since their 

agents appear to have severed our communications with much 

of Washington, we are unable to reach the President, the Joint 

Chiefs, or serving senior officers in order to receive 

instructions.”  His new aide, standing behind him, thought of 

the locked doors they had just strolled past along the corridors 

of the E ring and did not so much as blush.  “Therefore, in 

accordance with your joint request, I have agreed to accept 

responsibility for directing our contingency operations until 
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such time as the chain of command can be reestablished.  Are 

there any questions?”

Obviously, there were none.  The officers in the room 

had all agreed to Walker’s recall privately beforehand.  Walker, 

sensing that there would be no unexpected opposition, went 

on.

“Our first step must be to secure this building and 

reestablish communications with the President.  I also propose 

that we evacuate Congress and the executive offices until we 

can bring the rioting under control.  Are we in touch with the 

National Guard armory?”

“No, sir, we’re unable to reach them by telephone and 

their radios don’t seem to be operational,” said one of the 

colonels.  “Or they’re receiving interference.”

“Jamming,” General Walker said sagely.  “What about 

Bolling?”

“It’s sporadic but we are able to get most radio 

messages through.”

“My briefing states that we have airborne units on alert 

there.  Have them transit to the National Mall and evacuate the 

Congressional buildings.  In the meantime, I will issue an 

emergency order that anyone attempting to enter a United 

States military facility without proper authorization is to be 

shot on sight.”

* * * * *

“I told you, we don’t have room for them!” the 

superintendent screamed angrily at the men in the white hats.

“You have to find somewhere to put them.  They’ve all 

been duly arrested,” the marshal retorted.

“Duly arrested?  Do you think that can make us 

accomplish the impossible?  Look!”  He grabbed the marshal 

and pulled him inside the door.  “Look around you!”

The entrance hall was packed with lawyers and 

protestors, all talking and complaining at once.  Several officers 
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were trying to hold on to prisoners in handcuffs while keeping 

them separate from the crowd, an impossible proposition given 

the lack of space.  An officer was nearly weeping into the 

telephone in a vain attempt to call for backup.  And from the 

back of the jail echoed the dominant motif, prisoners singing 

Pete Seeger in unison.

“What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of 

mine?” they cried.  “What did you learn in school today, dear 

little boy of mine?”

“The cells were already full up at dawn from the riots 

last night,” the superintendent bawled into the marshal’s ear.  

“Then you brought me God only knows how many more vans 

filled with protestors.  Now I’ve got over two thousand people 

packed into this jail and there isn’t room to move back there!  

We can’t get in touch with other law enforcement facilities to 

transfer them; we can’t find judges to arraign them and get rid 

of them.  And you want me to take more?  Nothing doing!”

“I learned that policemen are my friends, I learned that 

justice never ends…”

“But I’ve got half a dozen loads waiting outside and 

more on the way!” the marshal shouted back.  “And the riots 

are getting worse.  Don’t you have some place that isn’t being 

used, even a storage room?”

“If I do I’m sure my officers have long since filled it 

up!”

“Well what do you expect us to do?”

“Why don’t you stop arresting people?”

“But they’re rioting in front of the Pentagon, for 

heaven’s sake!  They’re virtually attacking the building!”

“Looks to me like you’re allowing them to do it.  Last I 

heard on the radio, there were over a hundred thousand people 

out there.  You haven’t scratched the surface with your arrests 

yet, so you might as well be doing nothing.  As you can hear, 

even the ones you’ve arrested aren’t taking it very seriously.”

“I learned that government must be strong, it’s always 

right and never wrong…”
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* * * * *

The National Mall was largely deserted when the 

helicopters came down from Bolling Air Force Base with the 

82nd Airborne on board.  Most of the protestors were on 

Capitol Hill and in Lafayette Park, along with a majority of the 

spectators who had turned out to see the show.  The soldiers 

unloaded without meeting any hostility from the few loungers 

hanging about.  However, when they marched up towards the 

Capitol, and penetrated the crowd, they were greeted with 

murmurs and suspicion.  Armed troops moving about the 

streets in a time of crisis tend to set people’s nerves on edge.

They pushed the protestors aside, not very gently, and 

formed a cordon around the building’s entrances, much to the 

relief of the Secret Service and the Capitol Police, who had been 

stretched rather thin.  In the confusion, the detachment of 

several parties into the building itself went unnoticed.

Half an hour passed.  The crowd was given no 

explanation for the increased security.  The soldiers ignored 

them and the few Secret Service men rushing about looked 

worried.  No press officer mounted the white marble steps to 

reassure them.  The few radios they possessed had all 

malfunctioned and were receiving nothing but static, if that.

Then the soldiers at the steps moved aside and the 

members of the House and the Senate descended them 

between two double lines of troops in combat fatigues.

And so the question that future generations of 

historians would debate for decades without finding an answer 

came into being: was General Walker a foolish simpleton or a 

cunning, malicious aspirant to power?  The possible solutions 

were fairly straightforward.  Either the general believed that 

the citizens of the United States would not see anything 

unusual in having their elected officials marched off under 

military guard, or he was convinced they would be inflamed 

by the sight and respond with violence, in which case he would 
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be justified in repressing them with greater violence.  Choosing 

which of those solutions was the correct one was less 

straightforward, though, as Walker’s understanding of what 

was normal in American life turned out to be greatly at 

variance with that of most of his contemporaries.

In any case, whatever the General’s reasoning might 

have been, the effect of his action was the same.  The crowd 

screamed with rage.  It wasn’t merely anger at seeing abstract 

principles cast aside, it was the sudden fury of betrayal as well.  

For years the papers had shown pictures of everyone from little 

children to heads of government marching off under the rifles 

of American troops in foreign nations.  Now it was happening 

in their own capital, and it looked exactly like a military coup.

Naturally, they attacked the soldiers.  Naturally, the 

soldiers shot them down.  Naturally, the tens of thousands of 

people on the hill overwhelmed the airborne veterans with 

their mass in a very short time.  And inevitably, the members 

of Congress they were trying to rescue were damaged or killed 

in the ruckus, by being crushed, by stray bullets, by stones 

thrown at random.  The final body count included five senators 

and eighteen congressmen.  The two-time presidential 

contender from Massachusetts escaped with a broken leg and 

some minor scratches.  The soldiers were eventually forced to 

abandon those members still left standing and run for their 

helicopters, their numbers diminished by half.

* * * * *

The blue-and-white Sea King churned up the grass on 

the White House lawn as it waited.  Outside the blurred arc of 

its rotors, the grounds were dotted with Secret Service men, 

guns drawn.  Using communications equipment that had been 

specially insulated against a nuclear blast, they had gotten 

word of the deaths at the Pentagon, where Walker’s adherents 

had finally opened fire on the crowd, and at the Capitol.  The 

gates around the presidential complex were bending inwards 
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from the weight of the anxious onlookers pressing against 

them.  When the watchers on the roof spotted Army troops 

entering the Executive Office Building, the President had called 

for his helicopter.

The Vice President was already tucked away inside the 

aircraft when Nixon emerged from the Oval Office and hurried 

across the short distance separating him from the first step on 

his escape route.  Three years ago, he had been the only 

compromise, the only candidate who could guarantee the 

continuation of a reasonable partnership with the Russians and 

thereby ensure economic stability at home.  Now it appeared 

that the anti-Communists with whom he had once briefly 

associated were no longer willing to tolerate that compromise.

He climbed into the helicopter and the agents 

surrounding him slammed the door.  The blades changed their 

pitch, lifting the slightly boat-shaped fuselage up into the sky.  

Slowly, the helicopter began to move forward, away from the 

White House.

At that moment six invisible beams of light flickered 

into existence and centered themselves on the Sea King’s 

engine casings.

First a hydraulic line burst as it weakened from the 

heat.  The fragments flew into the rotor shaft, grinding against 

it and slowing it down.  The pilots saw their altitude drop and 

applied power.  The helicopter bobbed back up again, but the 

new stresses on the hydraulics caused them to give way 

completely.  Power to the rotor suddenly died and the 

helicopter fell a hundred and fifty feet onto the lawn.  The 

inertia-filled turbines, still turning, still burning, crushed the 

cabin and its occupants underneath them while also torching 

the spilled fuel from the tanks.

People started scaling the gates and running towards 

the flaming wreckage.  They were driven by concern for their 

president, not hostility.  But the Secret Service didn’t see it that 

way.  Their orders were to prevent anyone from approaching 

the President.  Even if that President was now a corpse, their 
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orders still stood.  They fired into the would-be helpers without 

a second thought.  Because there were dozens of them, and 

because the gates still held, they stopped the rush, to the 

accompaniment of howls of anger from those who looked on.

* * * * *

A staff car pulled up outside the District of Columbia 

Armory.  A distinguished-looking man of middle age, wearing 

a single star on each shoulder of his uniform, stepped out and 

returned the salute of the National Guard colonel who greeted 

him.

“My name is General Murray,” he said.  “I have fresh 

orders for your unit.”  He handed over an envelope.  The 

commanding officer read through its contents quickly, then 

nodded in approval.

“It says here that we’re to coordinate the operation with 

you, sir.  As you probably know, we’ve had some 

communications breakdowns today--”

“Yes, that’s why I was sent in person with these orders.  

If you have no objection, I will be accompanying your men into 

the area.  That way it will reduce the communications lag.”

“None whatsoever, sir.”

“Good.  Assemble your men.  I would like to address 

them briefly before we move out.”

Five minutes later, Tom Murray stood on a platform at 

one end of the armory in his assumed role and spoke to the 

guardsmen who were watching him intently.

“Listen up!” he barked.  Profound, attentive silence 

resulted.  He continued in a more normal but still carrying 

voice.  “We have received intelligence that Malcolm Little, the 

leader of the National African Movement, who has been a 

fugitive now for four years, is hiding out in a neighborhood 

just north of here.  He is believed to have been the moving 

force behind last night’s race riots, as well as contributing to 

today’s attack on the Pentagon, which has been successfully 
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put down.  It seems that sending his followers to Cuba and 

Haiti to kill Americans there wasn’t good enough for him.  

Now he wants to do it on American soil.  The Joint Chiefs have 

authorized a special search of this neighborhood to find him.  

The residents have put up barricades in the streets, so you’ll 

have to enter it on foot.  Before anyone moves in, I want a ring 

of men around the entire sector.  And if he’s there I want 

Malcolm Little.  Got that?”

The heartiness of the response must have satisfied him, 

and he stepped down from the platform.  The officers started 

shouting, the soldiers poured out through the doors, and the 

trucks lined up outside sank under their weight.  Murray 

climbed into his staff car and followed them as they pulled 

away.

When he got out again, the trucks had already encircled 

the barricaded areas and guards were taking up positions at 

each possible exit point.  The unit commander was seeing to 

the instruction of the first two search parties.  A minute later, 

they passed the barricades and began making their way down 

both sides of the street.

“Why do you think they’re not defending the 

barricades?” the colonel asked.

Murray shrugged.  “A frontal assault would overwhelm 

them in the streets.  They know it.  The barricades slow us 

down and force us to move on foot.  We can’t rush troops to 

the assistance of our search parties.  They want to halt traffic, 

that’s all.”

His remarks were cut short by an outbreak of fire.  The 

few shots from a roof partway down the street were replied to 

by the automatic rattle of the soldiers’ weapons.  Seconds later, 

a heavier rifle crashed and a bullet pierced the hood of a truck 

inches from the colonel.  He dove for cover.  The next shot 

ricocheted off the pavement.  The third struck Murray, who 

was rushing back to the shelter of his own vehicle, square in 

the chest.  Those soldiers nearest to him saw the blood well up 

from inside his coat.  His aide, screaming at them to get down, 
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pushed him into the back of the car and threw the door closed.  

The driver floored the gas pedal and the car screeched away.

Behind the truck, the Guard commander scowled and 

ordered a full-scale assault on the neighborhood.  To meet 

resistance so early was unacceptable.  To be prevented from 

carrying out his orders was worse.  To be responsible for the 

death of a general was unthinkably disastrous.

Several hundred yards away, while the National Guard 

worked its way deeper and deeper into a bad situation, Murray 

was removing his dye-stained uniform in the back of the 

borrowed staff car.

* * * * *

In the trees along the National Mall, little jets of flame 

and sparks shot up between their branches.  Not all their leaves 

had fallen yet, and those that remained were dry and crisp.  

They served the function of tinder while the sudden fire ate 

into the heartwood.  First they smoked as individual sparks 

touched them and their flimsy structures gave way, replaced 

by rapidly-growing holes edged with black.  Then barely 

visible flames took shape around their stems.  These 

communicated themselves to other adjoining leaves, and when 

this happened, the entire crown of the tree would be ablaze in 

a matter of seconds.  The rapid disintegration of the leaves 

heated the twigs and the smaller branches, which in turn fueled 

the ignition of the massive boughs.  The trees became living 

torches that lighted the whole row of the Mall incongruously in 

the afternoon, an orange spectacle that appalled the still-

struggling protestors around the Capitol.

But there was no fire department to call upon, since the 

District’s administration was disorganized, and there was no 

means of summoning them even if they had been ready, 

because the telephones were silent.  The burning trees could 

communicate, though.  They could pass the conflagration to the 

adjoining shrubs and hardwoods that decorated the capital 
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city, and they did.  The fire began to eat its way along the side 

streets unchecked.  All from a few self-timing incendiary 

pencils placed in the trees the night before.

As the flames spread around the government buildings, 

they were joined by smoke and sparks which were beginning 

to pour from the windows of some of those same buildings.  In 

neglected storerooms, in filing cabinets, in untended offices, the 

little wet squares of cardboard dried out and the phosphorous 

between them reacted with the air, igniting instantly.  The 

masses of paper stacked in every corner went up at the first 

touch of flame, giving the new fires added strength to attack 

the structures of the buildings themselves.

In the unrenovated slums of Anacostia and among the 

old, dry houses of Georgetown, men in plain clothes scurried 

through the alleys and side streets.  Each of them carried more 

of the incendiary pencils, albeit versions with a much shorter 

timer.  They tossed these onto the roofs of houses, into open 

windows, under the trunks of parked cars.  They kept moving 

and avoided notice, which was not difficult, as most of the 

residents were clustered indoors, waiting anxiously for 

sporadic radio reports on the violence elsewhere in the city.  

When they had exhausted their supply of pencils, they waited 

until smoke and shouting began to rise from the areas they had 

just passed through.  All of them had a few remaining 

incendiaries--grenades instead of pencils, which were much 

more violent as well as taking immediate effect.  They braced 

themselves, threw the grenades as high and as far as they 

could, and started running.

* * * * *

Outside the Pentagon, the few physicians and nurses in 

the crowd had set up makeshift aid stations to treat the 

wounded and count the dead.  They had not expected General 

Walker to actually carry out his threat, which they had received 

via a bullhorn in a second-floor window less than thirty 
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seconds before the military police lining the corridors had 

opened fire.  Now there were no living protestors within those 

five concrete walls, only dead ones.  Men with machine guns 

stood at the door.  Twice parties had approached them to 

request the opportunity to carry off the dead.  Both times, they 

had been shot without warning before they could so much as 

speak to the officer in charge.  The general’s orders had been 

specific.

Many of the protestors had fled, but more had 

remained, expressing defiance by their presence.  The fervent 

anti-Communists had disappeared in the struggle and the pro-

war advocates found their ranks more diminished than did 

their anti-war counterparts.  It is sometimes difficult to argue in 

favor of killing others when the same weapon used to do them 

in turns on you.  The crowd waited in the parking lot, 

quiescent for the moment, biding their time, determined.  Even 

the marshals, appalled at the slaughter, had taken off their 

white helmets and stopped making arrests.

Inside, General Walker was making full use of those 

radios that remained functional in an attempt to clear the area 

of the remaining protestors.  He sent out messages calling 

nearby units to his support, only to find that most of them were 

already pinned down by rioters or occupied with suppressing 

a riot.  He also attempted to give orders to army units deployed 

overseas, but found himself either received with incredulity or 

ignored.

Then his aide called him to the A ring, where the 

windows looked out on the parking lot and the protestors 

below.

Across the expanse of concrete, a small troop of soldiers 

was marching in perfect step at a slower than usual cadence.  

Its members wore red coats and cocked hats, and carried 

musical instruments rather than rifles.  A tall man in a tall cap, 

with a spear in his hand, led them.  Ahead of him marched a 

young private in ordinary fatigues, bearing the flag of the 

United States, and a colonel in dress uniform.
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The appearance of the Old Guard Fife and Drum Corps 

was not very surprising, on reflection.  After all, they were 

stationed at Fort Myer, just across from the Pentagon on the 

other side of Arlington.  Why they had turned up at this time, 

and in ceremonial fashion, was a more pressing question.  

Walker ordered his aide to go down and find out.

The protestors watched the Old Guard warily as the 

corps passed.  They were in no mood to look kindly upon 

soldiers in general.  But the simple music called up memories 

of tradition and history and stability--created traditions instead 

of real ones, but powerful in their restraint, all the same.  They 

did not understand the purpose of this show, although the 

rapid thinkers among them immediately grasped the double-

edged potential of its appearance.  All they knew was that 

these soldiers were unarmed and not attacking them, so they 

allowed them to pass.  The corps advanced to the entrance of 

the Pentagon, its ranks unscathed by the bullets of the men at 

the door, and halted.  The colonel at its head stepped forward 

to within easy speaking distance of the military policemen 

barring his way.

“I received a message from Edwin Walker stating that 

he was in command of Pentagon contingency operations 

during the rioting and requesting support,” he said to the 

general’s aide, who had pushed his way through the line from 

the other side.

“General Walker is in command here until we can 

reestablish communications, yes, sir,” the captain replied.

“Is it true that Mr. Walker ordered airborne troops to 

remove the members of Congress from the Capitol?”

“Major General Walker ordered the members evacuated 

for their own protection.”

“And then the men charged with escorting the 

congressmen and senators to safety deserted their charges 

under fire and ran back to their helicopters?”

The aide dodged the question.  “Our reports on the 

situation are incomplete.”
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“Did Mr. Walker order these civilians shot without 

warning?”

“General Walker gave the order that unauthorized 

personnel who disobeyed an order to halt were to be shot, sir!”

“They are civilians.  They are not subject to military 

orders, Captain!”

“This is military property and a case of national 

emergency, sir!”

The colonel’s lips tightened.  “I see.  So that’s how it 

stands.  You go upstairs and tell Mr. Walker that he is no 

longer a serving officer of the United States Army and as such 

not entitled to command any operations or give any orders 

unless so authorized by the President.  Instruct him that he is to 

leave the building and surrender himself to the United States 

marshals outside.”

“I will give him the message, sir, but he will not yield to 

threats.”  The aide turned and pushed his way back through 

the soldiers haughtily.

The men with machine guns stood and faced off against 

the men with fifes and drums and a flag.  The traditional 

symbols of American liberty against the symbols of American 

power.

In the background, the soldiers of the Third Infantry 

Regiment approached cautiously, taking advantage of 

whatever cover remained in the form of cars and vans and 

upended refreshment tables, prepared to assault the Pentagon 

if necessary.

* * * * *

“You promised me weapons!” George Lincoln Rockwell 

roared.

“Yes, I did, didn’t I?” The Professor grinned, enjoying 

the joke.

“And now you tell me there aren’t going to be any 

more?”
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“Oh, there will still be plenty of weapons,” the 

Professor replied, taking the question literally.  “I just won’t be 

buying them and giving them to you anymore.”

“You made a commitment!” Rockwell shouted.  “You 

promised me guns and ammunition!  I brought three thousand 

storm troopers to Washington and they’re down there in the 

streets fighting the niggers with sticks and stones and whatever 

they managed to bring with them!  Now you damn well better 

get me those guns--”

“Why should I?” the Professor demanded, standing up 

abruptly.  The sudden change in his tone made Rockwell blink 

for an instant.  In the pause, the sound of the fight going on 

outside in the street drifted into the room.  It was drowned out 

almost immediately when Rockwell resumed shouting.

“Because you owe me!  I’ve sent my men to do your 

dirty work, though I’ve never understood what you’re actually 

up to, because it involved killing niggers and Commies and 

other trash.  I brought them here today because you wanted me 

to.  Now where are those guns?”

“There aren’t any,” the Professor said, inspecting his 

cuff for an imaginary stain.  “Actually, that’s not true.  I gave 

them to the National African Movement.”

“You did--what?”

“I gave them to the National African Movement.”

Rockwell physically gagged as the statement was 

repeated to him.  “You bloody fucking traitor!” he snarled, 

grabbing at his holster.

In the time it took him to draw his pistol, the little old 

man in front of him reached under a pile of packing paper on 

the table and whipped out an antique cutlass.  He gave 

Rockwell a slash across the wrist that half severed his hand 

from his arm.  The Colt thudded harmlessly to the floor.  Then 

the Professor shortened his sword, took one step forward, and 

drove it through Rockwell’s body.
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The leader of the American Nazi Party staggered on his 

feet, but the sudden and surprisingly forceful grip the 

Professor took on his collar kept him upright.

“Defenestration, I think,” the Professor said, half to 

himself.  He forced Rockwell slowly backward and around the 

table, one tottering step at a time.  The window came up 

behind the twitching figure.  The Professor slipped the catch 

and it swung open.  Rockwell, in shock, groped wildly for his 

assailant’s face with his remaining hand just before the 

Professor threw him out, to land on top of his struggling, 

screaming followers six stories down.

* * * * *

From the higher ground to the northwest of 

Washington, the Professor looked down at the city.  Smoke 

rose up from the burning federal buildings around the Mall, 

and from the suburbs here and there.  Nearer at hand, the little 

figures scurrying around the bulk of the Pentagon could just be 

seen in the favorable light.  Occasionally, a change in the wind 

carried the sound of their firearms across to the listeners.  

Underlying all the visuals and obvious noises was the faint 

auditory static of countless thousands of human beings at war.

“It wasn’t quite a coup,” Kurt said tentatively, as if 

finding it difficult to express with a single term everything that 

had occurred that day.

“Apart from General Walker, there weren’t any 

elements of a coup in it,” Murray contradicted him.

“But its long-term impetus may be that of a coup,” Kurt 

countered.  “Military resentment, the need for proven 

organizational abilities to restore order, American prestige 

abroad--”

“You oversimplify a complex problem,” the Professor 

put in, speaking for the first time since they had come up to the 

roof.  “The armed forces are only one element of it, and not the 

critical element.  The soldiers of the United States are a million 
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Mr. Parhams.  They all believe in something.  Because it 

happens to be the same thing, it binds them together.  They 

may see the rest of the world, including the rest of the nation, 

as a monolithic opponent, but that is not the case.  There are 

many opponents and many wars.”  He made a sweeping 

gesture in the direction of Washington.  “What do you see 

here?”

Kurt hazarded a guess.  “Fighting?”

“Exactly.  Fighting.  They’re all fighting.  Part of the 

army is fighting the other part of the army.  The civilians are 

fighting the army.  The anti-war civilians are fighting both the 

pro-war civilians and the radical anti-Communists.  The blacks 

are fighting the whites.  The Nazis are fighting everyone who 

doesn’t subscribe to their particular vision for the American 

future.  The anti-Communists are taking on the remnants of 

government directly to purify it.  The government, meaning the 

forces such as the Bureau and the Secret Service which remain 

under executive control, is fighting the civilians and part of the 

military.  And the nation at a whole is supposed to maintain 

the convenient fiction that its troubles at home are unimportant 

while it goes on fighting a dozen other factions abroad of 

which it does not approve.  Tell me, which of these parties to 

the fight will be triumphant when they are all considered?”

“It’s impossible to tell at this stage,” Murray said 

slowly.  “And possibly none of them, ever.  They may cancel 

each other out in the end.”

The Professor smiled.  He looked at the city again.  

Then he began to sing, softly at first, but with increased power 

as the words rose to their climax:

“Froh, froh, wie seine Sonnen, seine Sonnen fliegen,

Froh wie seine Sonnen fliegen, Durch des Himmels

pracht'gen Plan!

Laufet, Bruder, eure Bahn, laufet, Bruder, eure Bahn!

Freudig, wie ein Held zum Siegen, wie ein Held zum Siegen,
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Laufet, Bruder, eure Bahn, laufet, Bruder, eure Bahn!

Freudig, wie ein Held zum Siegen, wie ein Held zum Siegen--

Freudig! Freudig! Freudig! Freudig! wie ein Held, zum

Siegen, zum Siegen!

“Happy as the suns when they fly through the heaven’s 

magnificent plain, run your course, brothers, joyfully as a hero 

to victory,” he added in English, sotto voce.

“The Ode to Joy?” Kurt asked.

“Not the Ode to Joy,” the Professor said.  “The Ode to 

Freedom.”
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Chapter Forty-Four
January 1, 1968

There was snow on the ground, but none fell from the 

gray sky.  An elk sauntered out from the pine trees and stood 

gazing across the clearing.  It examined its surroundings for a 

while, its hot breath curdling the clear air to milkiness, before it 

lowered its head and tugged at a tuft of dry grass protruding 

from beneath the thin crust of ice.  Eventually ice and roots 

both yielded and it munched the hard-won snack defiantly, 

looking around as it chewed in a way that dared an observer to 

laugh at its efforts.

The Professor watched the scene from the comfort of his 

library, where a double window of fused quartz and stone 

walls two feet thick kept the cold the elk experienced well 

away from him.  He poured himself a cup of coffee from a 

silver pot.  A small burner kept the liquid hot, showing the 

small blue flame of hydrogen against the darker russet-brown 

colors of the room before it vanished into nothing.  The 

Professor added cream and whiskey to the cup and stirred its 

contents carefully.

The door at the far end of the room opened.

“They’re ready,” Kurt said.

“Are they very unhappy about it?” the Professor 

inquired.

“I think they’re more resentful at the moment.  And 

bewildered, and angry that you’ve suddenly confused them.  
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They’d more or less resigned themselves to the situation after 

twenty years.  Having it reversed without warning…”

“Yes, that’s perfectly natural.  Bring them in.”

Kurt left the room and returned almost immediately.  

He stood aside from the door.  Eight men followed him into the 

room, looking around them with a touch of awe at the 

transformation their surroundings had undergone just by 

passing through a few corridors.  Most of them were middle-

aged.  A few were elderly.  All were pale.  Roswell Garst, gaunt 

and still moustachioed, was in the lead, with Borlaug and 

Swaminathan behind him.

“Good morning,” the Professor said, without any 

expression in his tone.

No one replied.

“I thought you might like an explanation before you 

left,” the Professor continued.  “It may do something to 

mitigate your anger in the years to come.”

Garst reared himself upright, using the cane he carried 

as leverage.  “Oh, you thought we might like an explanation, 

did you?  How considerate!  How generous!  After keeping us 

locked up here for twenty years, you thought it was time to be 

nice?  After kidnapping us and isolating us--”

“Instead of killing you?” the Professor asked.  That 

comment, delivered in such a matter-of-fact way, shut the Iowa 

farmer up for a moment.  The Professor walked out from 

behind his desk and stood in front of the eight men.  In the 

morning light, it was clear he was older than most of them.

“Yes, Mr. Garst, I could quite easily have killed you and 

had it put down to an accident.  I could have done the same to 

all of you.  Instead I chose to keep you alive.  I will readily 

admit that it was an abusive and unjust thing to do.  I am 

equally ready to admit that I believed--and I still do believe--

that I had good reasons for my actions.  Twenty years of 

monastic life, gentlemen, is to be regretted, but it is not all of 

life.  You still have time to live.  You can renew your bonds 
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with family and friends.  You can continue the work you have 

done here.”

“Our work,” Borlaug said, breaking the silence that 

followed the Professor’s statement.  “You kept us alive to 

work.”

“I kept you alive so you wouldn’t work,” the Professor 

said.

“I know, that sounds contradictory, given the projects 

on which you’ve all been working.  I’ll explain.  Twenty years 

ago, when most of you came here, the population of the world 

stood at two and a half billion, the highest figure by far in 

human history.  Since that time, it has exceeded three billion 

and is still continuing to climb, albeit more slowly.  Famine is 

imminent in many nations, famine on an almost unprecedented 

scale.  There are people dying right now in the Philippines and 

India and China and across northern Africa, because they could 

not grow enough food last summer to keep them through the 

winter.  The planet has reached carrying capacity and 

population levels cannot increase much farther without famine 

reducing them and maintaining them at a fairly stable figure.

“You gentlemen would have upset that balance if you 

had been allowed to publicly continue with your research into 

new crop varieties and more productive agricultural methods.  

You, Mr. Borlaug, specialized in wheat and rice.  You, Mr. 

Swaminathan, potatoes.  You, Mr. Garst, maize, as well as the 

heavy use of fertilizer and more efficient methods of meat 

production.  You were all trying to prevent famine and make 

the farmer’s lot easier.

“That was a very shortsighted and narrow attitude.  If 

you had continued with your work, I tell you quite frankly that 

you would have succeeded.  You would have vastly increased 

the ability of humanity to feed itself.  Sixty years from now, the 

population of the globe would have stood at an astonishing 

eight billions, nearly three times the figure at which it would 

have otherwise stabilized.  The immense food supply needed to 

support that much life would have been the product of your 
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work with spliced genes and chemicals.  And if one accident 

had disturbed the complex network of factories and 

laboratories necessary to produce that food, the entire system 

would have failed.  There would have been famine in the end 

anyway, and we would have counted the victims of that famine 

by the hundred million, not the hundred thousand.  A famine 

for which you, with all your good intentions, would have been 

directly responsible.

“That is why I kidnapped you.  To save five billion 

human beings the suffering that would have resulted from 

your benevolent but ill-advised tinkering.

“Now the peoples of the world are about to tear their 

traditions to pieces in a series of wars whose intensity might 

surprise even me.  The population will drop and there will be 

little effort devoted to advances in agriculture for a while.  

Indeed, the famine will feed back into the wars, making them 

worse and more enduring.  You can no longer affect the future 

of man in a dangerous way.  You may return to your own lives 

and take the fruits of your work here with you, because it may 

be of some use to the hungry world that remains.”  The 

Professor turned back to his coffee and gazed out of the 

window again, putting the stunned scientists out of his 

thoughts.

Outside, the elk bolted as the ancient Packard car drew 

smoothly up to the door, ready to carry them away.

* * * * *

“You’re betting again,” Kurt remarked.  He had 

returned from seeing the botanists off.

“Am I?” the Professor said.

“Yes.  You’re gambling that their stories won’t attract 

attention in the chaos caused by the United States breaking to 

pieces, and that you’ll be safe from retribution when they come 

seeking vengeance.”
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“Oh, that’s a minor consideration.  They no longer hate 

me as they once did, and in this environment, their complaints 

are likely to receive little attention.  Besides, I already won my 

bet.”

“You did?”

“Yes.  I was betting the future of the world on my being 

able to change that future.  I did.  I made all governments 

everywhere the common enemy.  I gave them a common 

enemy to believe in, the spectre of revolution, and by their 

belief they made themselves the enemy of everyone else.  Now 

they are fighting a fight they can’t win, a war of ideas.  The 

remote concepts of governance and nationhood won’t hold up 

to the intensity behind pure personal considerations.  Over 

time, the infighting will force large communities to dissolve 

into smaller and smaller ones.  By starting this process, by 

helping it along, I’ve aided in effecting a change in human 

organizational patterns that have previously prevailed for at 

least four centuries.  I bet my own life and efforts that I could 

alter those, and I did.  I’ve won.”

Kurt whistled.  “The past twenty years--no, thirty 

years--of your life, all to start a process you’ll never see 

completed?”

“Why not?” the Professor asked.

“Well, I can’t say that I disagree with the goal,” Kurt 

said thoughtfully.  “It was a better use of your time, and mine 

too, than most occupations we could have adopted.  But even 

after watching you do it, I’m still overwhelmed by the scope of 

the planning--and by how damned lucky you were in your 

predictions.  The money part was simple enough.  You were 

good at gambling, and good at studying the financial markets.  

That paid for a lot of weapons.  But sending Mike to buy 

bombers by the dozen at the end of the war?  You thought 

there would be an opportunity for the Central American 

nations to use them in a war with the United States?”

“Oh, that would have been a fairly easy guess,” the 

Professor said.  “The United States has always been the 
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paterfamilias in Latin America, and has always been hated for 

that reason.  It didn’t take much for a wide-scale war to break 

out, one in which strategic bombing of the United States itself 

became possible.  Also there was the preservation aspect.”  His 

eyes turned back towards the window.  In the distance, the 

hangars he had ordered drilled into the mountains themselves 

protected the bombers and fighters of a past war from the 

winter snow.

“Yes, your fascination with museums.  That’s why you 

set up the press-cutting agency in Hollywood, too, wasn’t it?  

Film prints and obscure short stories by Robert Howard to be 

collected and preserved from destruction by a collapsing 

society?”

“Of course.”

“And then there was your letter-writing and politician-

visiting campaign to help establish the idea of revolution in the 

popular imagination.”

“I don’t think Joseph McCarthy ever fully appreciated 

how great a service he did us by cooperating so eagerly.  He 

was so single-minded that he couldn’t conceive of any force 

defeating the United States.  And without imagination, he 

couldn’t understand that such a defeat was inevitable once he 

opened his mouth.  Besides, the idea of revolution for its own 

sake would have developed in the course of human history 

without my aid.  I merely advanced the time scale by a matter 

of decades.”

“You also helped put Nixon in the presidency, however 

indirectly you went about it.  Getting rid of Daley years 

beforehand and having the chairman paper over Lodge.”

“Kennedy would not have shifted his focus to South 

American affairs, and that was necessary to help the 

development of the Club of States idea.”

“Which you had already initiated by spreading nuclear 

weapons around.  And in the case of Iran, that led into lending 

direct support to an armed revolution likely to have lingering 

effects.”
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“As it did in the case of the Suez Canal.”

“But the attack on Calder Hall?  Was that only intended 

to inflame British relations with Ireland?”

“Not only.  It also made Britain somewhat dependent 

on France and Israel for the moment and worsened relations 

between her and the others as a result.  But most importantly, it 

made the British panic.  They started turning secret facilities 

into fortifications, which bred resentment among the 

population and in Parliament, which necessitated further 

repression of discussion, which led to a very dissatisfied and 

disorganized society, unable to interfere in world affairs or 

even mend its own ways.”

“And here you helped disorganize society by souring 

race relations.”

“Not a very difficult thing to do, as long as you can put 

the right people in the right place at the right time.”

“You kept Che Guevara from being shot a couple of 

times.  That’s pretty self-explanatory.  He’s a good commander 

and a powerful symbol for revolutionaries everywhere.  He’s 

also moving away from practical Marxism to idealism.  But 

why did you have me put William Shockley in the hospital all 

those years ago?  And then why did you go in and fill him full 

of all those outdated eugenics books?”

“William Shockley would have developed advanced 

transistors and set off a whole new industry with his research 

in that field if he had been left to his own devices,” the 

Professor said.  He chuckled.  “When Bell Labs kicked him out 

for becoming socially unacceptable, that set the development of 

the transistor back by years.  Even when it did arrive, it never 

received the kind of attention that Shockley would have 

brought to it.  That in turn retarded the development of new 

missiles and radars which would have worsened relations 

between the United States and the Soviet Union, not to mention 

the invention of eavesdropping equipment the army might 

have found useful in jungle warfare.”
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“Interesting.  You already explained why you wanted 

Borlaug and the rest out of the way.  But why did you give oil-

bearing plants to Madame Peron, then, if improvements in 

agriculture have negative global consequences?”

“In an attempt to shift Argentine policy towards 

agrarian rather than industrial development.  It worked, at 

least in part.  And agrarian development is always less harmful 

to humanity than industrial development.”

“Spoken like a farmer.”

“Spoken to a farmer.”

Kurt smiled and brushed the allusion off with a gesture.  

“You never explained what will happen to all the atom bombs, 

though, now that so many of them are in the hands of so many 

governments, all likely to collapse sooner or later.”

“I really don’t care,” the Professor said.  “They’ve 

served their purpose in helping to establish trains of thought, 

which are more important than physical bombs.  The weapons 

themselves are irrelevant compared to how they are seen.  I 

imagine that they will pass from junta to junta, with each 

claiming legitimacy on the strength of its possession of nuclear 

weapons.  In a few years, most of them will be inoperative.  

They’re delicate things at best, and with the facilities for 

maintaining them falling into disrepair as a result of economic 

starvation and civil unrest, they’ll be nothing more than chunks 

of expensive metal in no time.  Actual use of them is, as always, 

ruled out by the consequences such an act would have for the 

user.”

“No World War Three, in that case.  No fireballs over 

Moscow or New York.”

“Highly unlikely.  No one can afford such a war, not 

even the radicals.  In any case, they won’t have the time to start 

one.  The American government is in tatters, and the Soviets 

are in worse trouble than the Americans.  Or they will be by 

now.  That bear-hunter Brezhnev would have deposed 

Khrushchev years ago if he could have found a sufficient 

pretext.  Now he’s got it.  Khrushchev kept the Soviet economy 
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flourishing through its ties to the United States economy.  The 

latter is currently heading for a crisis at best and disintegration 

at worst, which means that the former will follow suit.  This is 

why mutually beneficial relationships are dangerous.  At any 

rate, as the famine and unrest spread, the states will have to 

focus more and more on their own internal problems.  

International relations will become comparatively trivial issues 

for national leaders.  In this hemisphere, the United States 

Army has most of its forces deployed overseas.  While they are 

still fighting abroad, they will not be able to control rebellion at 

home.  When they are finally recalled, any semblance of order 

they preserved in the puppet regimes of South and Central 

America will collapse, as the titular rulers who were United 

States allies will be immediately overthrown.  The ongoing 

wars will escalate.  Argentina is the only semi-stable country 

on the continent at the moment, but the only way Peron can 

maintain his power base is by continuing to hand out land to 

the electorate, which will strip away his real power in the long 

run and cause the state to collapse quietly.  As for the United 

States itself, well…Congress will never forgive the citizens for 

the deaths of its members.  The citizens will never forgive 

Congress for failing to keep the armed forces under control and 

yielding to force.  Neither of them will ever forgive the armed 

forces for acting, at best, rashly, and the armed forces will 

never forgive either Congress or the electorate for placing them 

in such a difficult position.  The relationships have been 

permanently poisoned.  How can anyone govern under such 

circumstances?

“On the other side of the world, southern and western 

China is swarming with guerrillas.  Muslim guerrillas, Tibetan 

guerrillas, Vietnamese guerrillas, Lao guerrillas.  Its growth is 

being very roughly checked.  When the famine there develops 

fully, no part of south or southeast Asia will be susceptible to 

central governance.  Local squabbles for survival will override 

all such attempts.  Africa is embroiled in a mixture of tribal 

conflicts and anti-colonialist wars.  France, Israel, and Iran 
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maintain their triumvirate across Europe and the Middle East, 

and in doing so, provoke the hostility of all their neighbors 

who do not share in their relative stability and their oil wealth.  

Germany in particular resents the crippling of its industrial 

economy and the insulting success of its Gaulish neighbors.”

“And that’s how you see the future?”

“For the moment, yes.”

“Your predictions have always bothered me,” Kurt 

said.  “They’re too good.  They’re too accurate.  And you know 

what’s even worse?  The certainty your voice has always held 

when you’ve spoken of what will happen.  The complete 

assurance.  Now, today, you suddenly speak of the future with 

a tentativeness that is quite alarming, in light of your previous 

confidence.  How do you know these things?  Or rather, how 

did you know, and why the change?”

“Oh.”  The Professor looked up from the papers he was 

fiddling with.  “Because somehow--I don’t know how, exactly--

I got shot through time from the twenty-first century and 

found myself in Berlin in 1939.  That’s how I know.”
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