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Аннотация
�The Great Society� is Book 3 of the alternative history series Timeline 10/27/62 � USA.

It is December 1963 and in this alternative timeline of the post-Cuban Missiles War the swinging sixties was not about happen any time soon.

�The Great Society� is the third verse of the American story of Armageddon. To its friends and enemies alike the United States seems to have emerged from the October War battered, bruised but invincible. However, thirteen months after the cataclysm terrible wounds remain unhealed and the nation of liberty is riven by conflict. The United States is a country desperately looking to re-find its way; to re-discover its sense of nationhood and purpose. What has happened to the American Dream? Is the destiny of the land of the free still manifest?
In Washington DC there has been an uprising; it is too soon to know if the attack on the Capitol is a coup d��tat, a popular uprising or simply a massive terroristic assault on the seat of American democracy and government.
What price unity when the war-ravaged states of the American North West and the Great Lakes already feel like battlegrounds in the next war?
While incumbent Mayors and Governors are asking themselves how they will fend off the deafening clamour of �states rights� movements; the Federal government is struggling to unpick the chaos of a failed coup d��tat.
The search is on for the traitors who even now still threaten the Union and the recriminations are just beginning.
What price the Great Society?


James Philip
The Great Society


To the reader: firstly, thank you for reading this book; and secondly, please remember that this is a work of fiction. I made it all up in my own head. None of the characters in The Great Society� � Book 3 of the �Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Series � are based on real people I know of, or have ever met. Nor do the specific events described in The Great Society � Book 3 of the �Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Series � have, to my knowledge, any basis in real events I know to have taken place. Any resemblance to real life people or events is, therefore, unintended and entirely coincidental.
The �Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Series� is an alternative history of the modern world and because of this real historical characters are referenced and in some cases their words and actions form significant parts of the narrative. I have no way of knowing if these real, historical figures, would have spoken thus, or acted in the ways I depict them acting. Any word I place in the mouth of a real historical figure, and any action which I attribute to them on or after 27th October 1962 never actually happened. As I always say in my Author�s Notes to my readers, I made it up in my own head.

�My kid sister was in Buffalo when the bomb hit. This song is called Tabatha�s Gone��
Sam Brenckmann
Musician
On stage at The Troubadour, 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard, Los Angeles
Tuesday 3rd December 1963

�General LeMay, you are authorized to use all forces at your disposal to put down the current insurrection and to restore order in this city and its environs. Show no mercy.�
John Fitzgerald Kennedy
President of the United States of America
The White House, Washington DC
Tuesday 10th December 1963



Chapter 1

Monday 9th December 1963
Telegraph Avenue, Berkeley, California
He sat behind the wheel of his black 1958 Lincoln and smoked a cigarette as he viewed the chaos of flashing blue and red lights three hundred yards away down the road. He knew he ought to have been long gone but something had kept him close; as if he could not move on without seeing with his own eyes the final denouement of his career in the Federal Bureau of Investigation.
He had picked up Jansen � the psychopathic mob hit man he had paid five thousand dollars to assassinate Rear Admiral Braithwaite and his wife in Sequoyah County � on the way back from delivering Darlene Lefebure to her squalid lodgings in Oakland. The people he worked for would criticise him for wasting time getting the young woman out of the way; but he had not signed up to the cause to murder kids who had just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time and besides, after tonight it was not going to matter that she was the only witness who could identify the killer of the Admiral and his wife.
He and Jansen had walked into the safe house.
None of the others had recognized the newcomer whom Christie had ushered before him into the building.
�Who the fuck is this guy, Christie?�
Jansen had wordlessly pulled the short-barrel Smith and Wesson Model 29 revolver out and started blasting away. At point blank range the gun�s .44 calibre rounds tore the two men in the downstairs front room to pieces.
Special Agent Richter, a forty-three year old twenty-year G-man with a wife and three teenage kids came rushing down the stairs at the sound of gunfire; Christie had shot him twice while his feet were still thudding leadenly along the first floor landing. Christie had always felt happier with the Navy Colt he had got used to during his war service in the Judge Advocate�s Department than the Smith and Wessons most agents were issued. At close range shooting hollow-point �hunting rounds� the gun was every bit as lethal as Jansen�s �Magnum�.
�Easy,� grunted his partner, sneering at the bodies lying on the floor at his feet.
Christie had not hesitated.
The first round from his M1911 blew away most of Jansen�s lower face. As the maimed hit man lay writhing on the ground Christie had stepped over him. A second bulled mashed his head into a scatter of yellow bone and bloody viscera. Careful not to step in the spreading pools of blood he had carefully placed his wallet and ID card in the dead man�s inside left jacket pocket; removed the wedding band off his own ring finger and slid it onto Jansen�s.
The mobster was about his age, height and weight. Co-incidentally, he and Jansen shared the same blood type � �O� Positive � which would probably clinch the deal when his friends from the Bureau, no doubt under intolerable pressure from the top, identified the �headless� man. The world had just gone crazy again today; nobody was going to be lingering overlong over the affair of the four dead special agents in a house thousands of miles away from the uprising on the East Coast.
Although the radio was still only reporting fighting in Washington DC he had been led to believe that there would be �major actions� in New York, Philadelphia, and in Virginia and the Carolinas. The US Atlantic Fleet was going to mutiny; National Guard units from New England to the Gulf of Mexico would march on State Capitols; there would be open season on cops, government officials and buildings. By tomorrow morning America would be ablaze from the Atlantic to the Mississippi!
Christie would believe it when it happened.
All he knew right now was that he had received his orders, carried them out and was now awaiting developments. He was a relatively small cog in a machine that had been under construction for many years before the disaster of the Cuban Missiles War; a machine constantly under attack from the organisation he had worked for, the FBI, since 1946. Or rather, it had been under attack from the FBI until the October War; ever since that night a little over thirteen months ago he had spent most of his �work� time attempting to undermine the activities of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, and of other wholly legal and legitimate groups associated or affiliated with the Southern Civil Rights Movement and its charismatic leader, the Reverend Martin Luther King. It was hardly any wonder that the upwelling of the post-October War �resistance� had been, by and large, untroubled by the authorities in the last thirteen months and had succeeded, it seemed, in rising up in arms against a completely unsuspecting Federal government.
His people in California and Oregon had been directed to assassinate FBI and law enforcement officers � mostly at random � and to carry out sabotage �actions� against power and communications targets. The generality and breadth of the commands which had come down from on high four days ago had worried Christie. The whole thing spoke of muddled thinking, of decisions arrived at in haste. The lack of a �big plan� did not auger well for the success of an �uprising�. Any fool could see that America was divided, troubled and weakened, and hopelessly adrift on the radically changed tides of the post-war world; any fool ought also to have been able to see that the United States of America had thus far survived and self-evidently, still retained vast untapped reserves of economic, military, emotional and intellectual power. The nation was simply not yet ripe for revolution.
He twirled the tuning dial of the car radio.
��We can now confirm that the White House and the Pentagon are besieged� The Main State Building and the Department of Justice complex are on fire and large numbers of heavily armed insurgents are roaming apparently unopposed along the axis of Pennsylvania Avenue� There are reports of Rebel flags flying over the Pentagon� The Smithsonian is burning and Capitol Hill has come under sustained mortar and machine gun fire� There has been no word from the President for over an hour��

Chapter 2

Monday 9th December 1963
McKinley Avenue, Oakland, California
Three of Darlene Lefebure�s FBI four minders had not wanted to let her go. She had thought they were just being Feds but it had turned out that they were actually really worried about her safety. She was feeling a little bit guilty about the bad things she had thought about her �protectors� because ever since she had come to California one of her silent, inwardly spoken mantras had been to try �not to think the worst of people�.
The World was full of good people; it was just that in her twenty-two years on Earth she had not actually met many of them yet.
A couple of hours ago the head honcho, Special Agent Christie, had taken a long telephone call, gotten very angry and there had been a lot of shouting � she was in her room at the top of the house so she had not been able to make out many of the words, most of which seemed to be uncouth and decidedly un-Christian � and soon afterwards she had been given back her own, freshly laundered and pressed clothes, and asked to �get dressed�. Things had calmed down a little by the time she was brought downstairs to the back room in which she had met the Governor�s errand girl Miranda Sullivan and the handsome naval officer, Lieutenant Brenckmann. Darlene still had the other woman�s number but she had not been able to make herself ring it. Part of her reticence was that despite herself � although she was not going to forget that the bitch had stolen her boyfriend on the night of the war � she had trusted her to do what she said she would do and break her out of �protective custody�; but a much bigger part of it was that she simply did not want to be beholden to Miranda Sullivan. Even the bitch�s name was prissy!
�The word is to spring you, young lady,� Agent Christie, a big crew cut man in his early forties with a Yankee drawl had explained to Darlene. �If the Agency wasn�t so all fired keen to keep in with the Governor�s Office in Sacramento we�d have taken you somewhere safe out of state days ago.�
Everybody back in Jackson Alabama � a small town, equally segregated and old-fashioned version of Jackson Mississippi some miles south of Birmingham � always used to remark upon what a polite, never say �boo� to a goose, respectful little thing Mr and Mrs Lefebure�s oldest girl Darlene Rose was, such a meek and mild little thing, just the sort of girl who might one day marry into a �respectable� family�
But that was then and this was now.
�Spring me?� She had demanded, stamping her foot.
�Yep,� the man snorted irritably.
�Just like that?� She did not even know where she was. She had no money � the Oakland PD had lost her handbag � and it was already dark outside by then. She had demanded to make a telephone call but that had gone horribly wrong when the number �Miss Miranda� had given her was picked up by a bored sounding man called Gerry Devers.
�Miss Sullivan is in San Francisco at present. I can take a message for her��
Darlene had rounded angrily on Agent Christie, a slow, lugubrious man whom, to her surprise was anything but unsympathetic to her troubles.
�Look,� he groaned, �let me take you back to your place in Oakland,� he had hesitated, given her a quizzical look. �You�ve got a room on McKinley Avenue, right?� He checked, clearly not happy with the notion that a young woman should be living alone in that neighbourhood. �At least that way I can check over your place and make sure nobody is hanging around. Okay?�
Darlene had nodded sulkily.
�I owe a week�s rent, maybe two I can�t pay because I�ve been here,� she retorted.
�We�ll cover that.�
True to his word Agent Christie had mooched around her dingy back yard second floor room, quartered the darkened streets nearby and returned to talk in low tones with her landlord, a one-armed former Marine who drank too much and looked at Darlene like she was a lump of meat. The FBI man had paid off her two weeks arrears of rent and paid a further fortnight in advance, extracting a grubby handwritten receipt from Darlene�s landlord in case he was �too drunk in the morning to remember�. He had given her the receipt and the last twenty bucks, mostly in Greenbacks straight out of his own wallet �for food and suchlike�.
Agent Christie had viewed Darlene thoughtfully.
�It�s my business to worry,� he explained, paternally. �You�ll be okay. Just take care like I�m sure you always do. Promise me that?�
Darlene had nodded her agreement.
After mooching around for a few minutes she had had gone to bed and wrapped herself in a cocoon of sheets. Her apartment block was noisy at all hours of the day and night. Her one-armed ex-Marine landlord said it was �shift workers coming and going� but she knew at least two of the other women in the building were �working girls�. She might easily have become one herself; she did not pretend to be any kind of beauty but most men preferred homely, plain prettiness to movie star glamour and she had a lot of the former and none at all of the latter, even if she had been �that sort of a girl�. Still, it would have been easier money than cleaning house for old folks and rich folks, or waiting tables for people she loathed and despised like the people who could afford to be members of the Sequoyah Country and Golf Club. The Club had probably already have fired her for not turning up for work on the day of the shooting.
After about an hour she finally dropped off into a fitful sleep.
Since witnessing the shooting of the Admiral and his wife, most times when she shut her eyes she pictured the man in the navy uniform opening the trunk of the black Chrysler parked on the verge on the other side of Sequoyah Road. He had stood up with a mean-looking black pump-action shotgun in his arms. In her dreams she smelled the taint of cordite burning.
That day she had been transfixed by the sight and sound of the man standing behind the Chrysler shooting time and time again into the back of the car. The back windscreen had shattered instantly.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
The firing went on and on until he clicked down on an empty chamber. The gunman had not looked up, or paused; he had reached into his pocket and started pressing fresh rounds into the gun as he walked around to the side of the car and begun to fire again.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
The front window of the Chrysler was splashed with blood.
Darlene afterwards swore she could see gobs of blood dripping down the outside of the car, and the suggestion of a red, bloody mist briefly suspended in the air in and around the Chrysler�
Now she smelled fire.
And somebody was screaming.

Chapter 3

Monday 9th December 1963
Telegraph Avenue, Berkeley, California
John Charles Houlihan the fifty-three year old Mayor of Oakland was beyond angry, he was spitting mad. All that evening he had been watching the surreal images and reading the frankly bizarre wires coming into City Hall about what was going on in Washington DC, and now the madness had spread to his little haven of what, these days, passed for tranquil normality.
Stanley Mosk, the combative Attorney General of California, had departed the scene by the time Houlihan and his staffers who had been eating sandwiches and consuming copious amounts of black coffee watching and listening to the events in DC unfold, spilled irascibly out of the two Mayoral cars which had been escorted through the partially blacked out of the city by two Oakland PD motorcycle outriders.
Houlihan approached the substantial figure of Harvey Fleischer and waved. The two men had known each other for more years than they cared to admit. The other man detached himself from a willowy tearful blond woman whom he had had been comforting. The woman looked vaguely familiar to the Mayor of Oakland.
That would be Miranda, Ben and Margaret Sullivan�s kid. Up close the girl looked every inch her mother�s daughter; Houlihan was of an age to have been old enough to drool over Margaret Sullivan in her criminally brief heyday on the silver screen.
�Jesus, Harvey!� He complained. �What the fuck is going on?�
�You ask me what�s going on, John!� The broader, clumsier man retorted as he shook hands with the Mayor of Oakland.
The two old stagers viewed each other like tired boxers who did not have their heart in the game anymore. Worse, they knew each other far too well to be intimidated, one by the other.
Harvey Fleischer was the friend and legal brains behind Ben and Margaret Sullivan�s ever growing, always prospering real estate and TV and movie-making empire. The Mayor knew that when it came to lawyering Harvey was in a higher, very different league � he invariably drove last year�s Lincoln so people did not think he was such a fat cat � but unlike Houlihan, Harvey Fleischer had never been remotely interested in political life.
San Francisco-born Houlihan was the son of a cop who had been raised in the Mission District. He was a graduate of the University of San Francisco and the Santa Clara University School of Law, who had gone into practice in San Francisco before he moved to Oakland in 1944. His law practice had been small time but he was a civic minded man and by 1959 he had become a city planning commissioner, appointed somewhat ironically as it turned out, to a vacant city council seat by Mayor Clifford D. Rishell in 1959. Ironically, because within a couple of years Houlihan had become the 43rd Mayor of Oakland after ousting Rishell in a positively �torrid� � even by the standards of Oakland city mayoral contests � election by 53,340 to 36,423 votes.
�What�s she doing here?� He inquired, gesturing at Miranda Sullivan.
Harvey Fleischer rolled his eyes.
�She was the Governor�s liaison staffer on this deal,� he grunted. �No, don�t get me started,� he added grumpily. �And before you ask me I don�t know what�s going on and frankly, I don�t give a damn. I just want to get the kid out of here. You�ve got four dead Feds in that house and the �witness� they were supposed to be �protecting� has disappeared. For the record we turned up way after your boys arrived.�
John Houlihan absorbed this as he began to re-appraise the scene around him; ambulances, Oakland Police Department cruisers, flashing lights, people already pressing around and in some places through the thin cordon of cops.
�Feds?� He asked, eyes narrowing.
�This was some kind of FBI safe house,� Harvey Fleischer explained.
Miranda Sullivan joined their circle.
�Mr Mayor,� she nodded to Houlihan. She had recovered a little of her normal composure and was looking around with the same calm, thoughtful eyes as the two men. �We came here tonight to serve a warrant on the FBI to release a Miss Darlene Lefebure into our custody. She had been held at this place and denied due process for several days after witnessing the shooting of Rear Admiral Braithwaite and his wife.�
Houlihan scowled. The Oakland PD had hardly covered itself in glory in its initial investigation of the killings in Sequoyah County; he had breathed a quiet sigh of relief when it had seemed as if the US Navy�s Special Investigation Branch and the California Office of the FBI had, in effect, assumed responsibility for the investigation. He had no illusions that his guys were in any way up to or in any way equal to the challenge of untangling gangland type homicides wrapped up in, apparently, unquantifiable �national security issues�.
�What�s the Governor�s beef on this one?� The Mayor of Oakland demanded of the young woman.
�That�s complicated, sir,� Miranda Sullivan admitted guardedly.
Harvey Fleischer stepped into the breach.
�The Navy Liaison Officer out of Alameda approached the Governor�s Office in Sacramento to expedite get access to Miss Lefebure,� he explained, knowing that Houlihan already knew this. �That was at about the same time it came to the attention of the Governor�s Office that FBI agents,� he jerked a thumb across the Bay, �were playing fast and loose with the civil rights of bona fide members of the NAACP, and were unlawfully detaining a visitor to San Francisco who happens to be in the employ of Dr King in Atlanta��
It was John Houlihan�s turn to roll his eyes.
�The Governor asked me to make Mayor Christopher in San Francisco aware of the situation,� Miranda put in helpfully. �However, there was a complication.�
�You don�t say!� The Mayor of Oakland groaned.
�It became known to us that the man in FBI custody in San Francisco, a Mr Dwayne John, was a former associate to Miss Lefebure.�
�Has this John guy gone missing, too?�
�No, sir.�
Harvey Fleischer realized he needed to get to a phone and ring his wife, Molly. Dwayne John was staying a couple of nights at their Nob Hill house while discussions continued as to how best to keep him out of the hands of the FBI, and to safely transport him back into Dr King�s fold in Georgia.
Given what had happened here in Berkeley he was suddenly uneasy.
He knew he was worrying about nothing.
Being idiotically irrational, in fact.
But every day in every way the World just kept getting crazier�

Chapter 4

Tuesday 10th December 1963
The Pentagon, Washington DC
General David Monroe Shoup the 22nd Commandant of the United States Marine Corps moved between the sharpshooters he had ordered in position on the roof a little over an hour ago, and peered cautiously over the edge. The sight that greeted the fifty-eight year old veteran was like something out of Dante�s Inferno; and briefly, it shook the battle-scarred veteran of Tarawa to the core.
It was just after midnight and Washington was burning.
Great buildings were on fire all across the city, and sparkling, writhing crimson streaks seared across the winter night as tracers scattered in the darkness. New detonations and muzzle flashes ignited through the smoke wreathing Foggy Bottom, the grounds of the White House and the Capitol Building to the north and the north-east of his vantage point on top of the Pentagon. Several hours after the insurgency announced itself with the huge�blooms of perhaps as many as a dozen gas tankers and lorries packed with explosives, each halted and detonated before one or other bastion of American civilization � the Department of Justice Building on Pennsylvania Avenue, or the State Department on C Street North West, or foreign embassies or prestigious hotels, under bridges within the city and on the bridges over the Potomac and the Anacostia Rivers � the fighting and what was becoming widespread rioting was still getting worse.
Every now and then a mortar crashed down onto the Pentagon or into the five acre inner courtyard of the complex. Despite the huge size and proximity of the target mortar bombs regularly landed �long� between the Pentagon and the Potomac.
This at least told the old soldier a little bit about his enemy.
Amateurs and crazies!
The bastards had got lucky at the beginning of the insurgency or whatever the Hell this monumental FUBAR was. Fucked Up beyond All Repair hardly did the situation justice! The insurgents, or rebels, turncoats or whoever the Hell they were had caught the Washington PD and his Marines guarding the Pentagon on sentry duty � mainly equipped for essentially ceremonial duties � before there had been any opportunity to concentrate and co-ordinate defensive action. The attackers had driven up to the north of the building virtually unopposed and exploded three trucks � one a gas tanker � and rushed the into the complex shooting automatic weapons, hurling grenades and Molotov cocktails, killing everybody who got in the way. Every window in the Mall Terrace Facade had been blown in and extensive blast damage incurred throughout the outer ring of offices; thereafter, a rabble � probably less than three hundred in number � had infiltrated that wing of the Pentagon, rapidly fanning out in groups of three or four men to secure a ragged perimeter which commanded the lower floors and in some areas the basement areas of approximately a third of the Pentagon complex. If the intruders had been reinforced, or the men they had left guarding the northern approaches to the Pentagon had participated in the initial assault, the entire building might now be in their hands. As it was it had taken over two hours of hard fighting to temporarily �stabilize� a viable internal defensive perimeter; the trouble was that if another force of insurgents attacked the building from another flank things would get really dirty. He did not have enough �effectives� to mount anything other than a picket to watch over the thus far largely undamaged western side of the Pentagon.
The old Marine would have worried about it if there had been anything he could do about it.
Events had moved at a terrifying swift and unpredictable pace in the last day and he was desperately trying to piece together the �big picture�.
Only hours ago the High Command of the United States armed forces had been wholly preoccupied with the spine-chilling intelligence that the chain of command had been comprehensively compromised; the US Air Force had been ordered to attack British ships and bases, the Atlantic Fleet had attempted to sink a Royal Navy nuclear submarine; and at least one Polaris boat had been tasked � in the event of war � to destroy Australian cities. The situation beggared belief and the whole investigative resources of the Pentagon, the FBI, the Secret Service and the National Security Agency had been in the process of descending on �the problem� in the last forty-eight hours.
It had not been lost on Shoup, General Westmoreland � the Personal Military Assistant to the Secretary of Defense, Robert McNamara � or anybody else in the Flag Plot Room that the insurgents laying siege to the Pentagon had focused their assault on the quadrant of the building hosting the rapidly assembled two hundred-strong �task force� charged with investigating the �Apparent Breaches of Command Protocols�. The offices of the APCP Task Force were currently well behind �enemy lines� within an area where several large fires were known to be burning out of control.
Any old soldier will testify that there is nothing worse than fighting a foe who knows one�s strengths, weaknesses and dispositions in detail before the battle. It was blindingly obvious that the �insurgents� attacking the Pentagon � if not elsewhere in the District of Columbia � were operating on the basis of sound intelligence and with the direction of a firm, if somewhat reckless, guiding hand. This made it all the more vital for the defenders of the Pentagon to hold their ground.
Everybody who could lay his, and in extremis her hands on a firearm was now hunkered down behind the hastily thrown up barricades within the Pentagon with orders to �contain and harass the insurgents� but otherwise to hold their ground �at any cost�. A hastily formed under strength company of Marines reinforcements had been ferried down the Anacostia River and across the Potomac from the depot at the Washington Navy Yard in the last hour. However, other than deploying twenty sharpshooters on the roof to deny the rebels mobility in the open ground around the complex; Shoup had refused point blank to further dissipate the one available combat unit capable of undertaking offensive action.
The Navy and the Air Force wanted him to use his Marines to reinforce the barricades!
The Chief of Naval Operations, fifty-six year old Admiral George Whelan Anderson, had tried to pull rank on Shoup in the absence of the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, General Earle �Bus� Wheeler, whom it was assumed was still at the White House with the President.
Shoup had dug in his heels.
While small arms fire rattled � punctuated with the regular barking of BARs (Browning Automatic Rifles), a sound familiar to any GI who had fought in Hitler�s War or in Korea � and reverberated down the corridors of the floors above their heads the two men had squared up to each other in the US Navy Flag Plot Room. Shoup, who had come to Washington the previous week to make one final plea for the preservation of the 3rd Marine Division � due to be disbanded under the increasingly insane �peace dividend� cuts program on 1st January 1964 � had been appalled to discover that the Administration had virtually no �grip� on anything in particular. Pentagon insiders and most likely, rogue elements from the CIA, had been complicit in attacking British forces in the Mediterranean and the Atlantic, almost certainly been instrumental in provoking a Spanish-British war over Gibraltar and in the bombing the key British Mediterranean stronghold of Malta. What had appalled him even more was that it had been immediately evident that not all the Chiefs of Staff actually thought that any or all of this was disastrous news or that it was a was a real problem. As for Admiral Anderson, whom many of his peers still universally regarded as probably the outstanding naval officer of his generation, Shoup very nearly despaired. Anderson had been at the helm when the Cuban Missiles Crisis had gone wrong; when all was said and done it had been his �Navy people� who had driven a Soviet submarine captain to launch a nuclear tipper torpedo at the USS Beale and lit the blue touch paper to global nuclear war. Ever since then his authority had been leeching away, drip, drip, drip, day after humiliating day; what was going on in the Atlantic � the loss of the Scorpion and the brainlessly provocative posturing of the US Navy in the Western Approaches to the British Isles � was proof positive that he had lost control of the Navy and now, in this unprecedented crisis he was no more than a straw man at the heart of the Pentagon.
In his thirty-seven year career in the Marine Corps David Monroe Shoup had never disobeyed a direct order by a lawfully authorized superior officer; until approximately twenty minutes ago.
The Flag Plot Room had gone dreadfully quite.
Even the sporadic rattle of gunfire had seemed to pause.
Secretary of Defense McNamara had blinked myopically at the gladiators as he cleaned his glasses. Staffers and civilian aides had taken a step backward into the shadows.
It had been then that McNamara�s �personal military assistant�, three-star General William Childs Westmoreland had stepped forward and cleared his throat. Like Shoup he had witnessed the fate of the ad hoc column of National Guardsmen, Washington PD troopers, and unattached servicemen thrown together and prematurely sent to relieve the beleaguered Pentagon.
The fiery red trails of Bazooka rounds in the night, the tracers from half-a-dozen 50-calibre machine guns and close range enfilade fire from at least two anti-tank guns had decimated the �relief column�, scattering the survivors in less than five horribly bloody minutes. Shoup had previously demanded that the relief column �hang back� until such time as his Marines were in position to �hit the bastards� in a co-ordinated pincer attack; but some idiot outside the surviving Pentagon communications loop had ordered in the cavalry without first surveying the ground, without making any attempt to understand the dispositions and the weaponry of the defenders or any awareness of the timeless military imperative of concentration.
The blunder had probably been the culmination of a lot of woolly and very wishful thinking by people who ought to have known better. In the hours before President Kennedy had made his state of the union address � in retrospect firing the starting gun for the uprising � the higher echelons of the White House and Pentagon staffs had been buzzing with what Shoup considered to be �dammed fool� conspiracy theories. There was loose talk about the chain of command having been compromised by stay behind Soviet sleeper agents, that some kind of highly implausible �Armageddon-ready� movement called Red Dawn � Krasnaya Zarya in Russian � was responsible for subverting American airmen and submariners to mount �sneak� attacks on the British off Cape Finisterre in the Atlantic and at Malta in the Mediterranean. Suddenly, the whole disastrous FUBAR of post-October War American history was nothing to do with the traumatised paralysis of an Administration that refused to come to terms with the aftermath of that war, but some kind of bizarre tragedy of worthy good intentions � more like a criminal comedy of errors � waylaid by a dastardly communistic Red Dawn �enemy within�. Paranoia had reached such a pitch in the hours before the rebellion, or coup d��tat � Shoup did not know or care which it was at the moment, it did not matter right now � that every armoured vehicle in the District of Columbia, scores of uniformed Washington PD officers and every off duty Secret Service agent had been bussed to the White House because certain idiots, senior members of the Administration mainly, had convinced themselves that General Curtis LeMay was about to launch a coup d��tat. The level of paranoia had reached such a fever pitch that the great and good of the United States of America had somehow convinced themselves that LeMay was personally responsible for the disasters in the Atlantic and the Mediterranean, was Hell-bent on stirring up war with the British and was heading back to Washington planning to march up Pennsylvania Avenue to be crowned king of the castle!
If General David Monroe Shoup�s life had taught him anything it was that a wise man never, ever underestimated the latent stupidity and cupidity of the people who attached themselves to even the best Presidents.
Enough was enough!
�My Marines will be employed as a mobile tactical reserve within the Pentagon to mop up any further breach in our internal perimeters. If the opportunity arises this tactical reserve will be deployed aggressively to exploit any error the enemy makes, Admiral.� Shoup had been implacable. �The existence of this tactical reserve, at this time less than a hundred men whom I hope will be reinforced as the night goes on, is too small to hope to successfully defend the western side of the building in the event the enemy mounts a second major assault against that flank. Until such time as we are in a position to counter-attack, my men will not be split into penny parcels; and we will not surrender the tactical advantage of retaining the ability to concentrate at the key moment!�
It had been at this juncture that Westmoreland had stepped into the fray.
For all that he was known in Washington as a �political general�, something of a �corporate executive in uniform�, William Childs Westmoreland had learned his soldiering the hard way.�Ten years Shoup�s junior he had been an artilleryman in Tunisia, Sicily, France and Germany and finished Hitler�s War as chief of staff of the 9th US Infantry Division. Although he and Shoup had previously enjoyed prickly, somewhat distant relations Westmoreland had never made any bones about his immense respect for the older man�s combat record and the way he had re-organized the Marine Corps in the years leading up to the October War.
Shoup was a man who had had his fate thrust upon him and emerged as a legend within the Marine Corps. Transferred to the staff of the 2nd Marine Division in 1943 he had been responsible for planning the assault on Betio, part of the heavily defended Tarawa Atoll. On Guadalcanal the previous year he had given notice of his pugnaciously aggressive style of combat leadership, and had impressed his superiors with the �lan with which he had conducted rehearsals for the forthcoming Tarawa operation. When shortly before D-Day the commander of the 2nd Marines succumbed to a nervous breakdown; Shoup had found himself parachuted into what was to be the bloodiest battle yet in the Pacific War.
Shoup�s landing craft had been sunk under him; then as he came ashore he was hit in the legs by shrapnel and suffered a flesh wound to his neck. Finally reaching the beach he was greeted by a scene of unmitigated carnage. Notwithstanding the dire situation and his wounds he had rallied the survivors, led them off the beaches and pushed inland before the Japanese defenders could mount a co-ordinated counter attack. Throughout the first night on Betio and during the next day as the 2nd Marines continued to take heavy casualties, Shoup had organised and led further assaults, driving the Japanese back before being relieved of command on the second night of the battle.�Later Shoup had stoically observed of the battle for Tarawa that �there was never a doubt in the minds of those ashore what the final outcome of the battle for Tarawa would be. There was for some seventy-six hours, however, considerable haggling with the enemy over the exact price we would have to pay�. He had subsequently been awarded the Medal of Honour for his part in that �haggling�.
Westmoreland had cleared his throat.
�I entirely concur with General Shoup�s thinking, sir,� he had said quietly to Robert McNamara, the Secretary of Defense. The former President of the Ford Motor Company, brought into the Kennedy Administration to re-form and streamline the American military juggernaut in 1961, had looked him in the eye and nodded, wordlessly.
Shoup had asked Westmoreland to remain in the Flag Plot Room while he paid another visit to the roof to assess the �tactical situation� in the vicinity of the Pentagon. He knew the younger man well enough to know that while he was in the room he would prevent the Admirals and the Air Force people from bending McNamara�s ear.
The situation was bad enough already without people who ought to know better actively attempting to make it worse!

Chapter 5

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Newsweek Magazine Bureau, Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington DC
�There�s a guy on the line who claims to be General Westmoreland, chief!�
Practically everybody in the Washington Bureau of Newsweek Magazine who had been listening to the President�s state of the union address earlier that evening was hunkered down under tables and behind filing cabinets hurriedly dragged out into the building�s central, windowless corridors. Every window in the building � probably every window in every building along Pennsylvania Avenue � had been blown in and at least two shells, or mortars, had hit the block in the last quarter-of-an-hour. Stray bullets zinged and pinged off the outer walls at a rate of several every minute even though there did not seem to be any fighting going on locally.
Bureau Chief Ben Bradlee was crawling towards the voice before he had time to think about what he was doing. Inside the main office the teleprinters were still chattering but he had told his people to forget about them; the phones were different.�While the lines were up somebody would always be �minding� the phones. That was what being a journalist was all about, a thing in the blood; the thing which had set him moving before he stopped to worry about ricochets and snipers.
The lights had gone out ten minutes after the first explosions from the direction of the Main State Building at Foggy Bottom and the Pentagon. About an hour ago the power had returned, albeit with variable voltage that made the few surviving light bulbs constantly flicker.
�Ben Bradlee!� He gasped, taking the handset lying almost flat on the floor of the newsroom. One of his stringers had been shot by a sniper when he put his head above the window sill about an hour ago and his body still lay in Bradlee�s office with half his head missing. �Is that you Westy?�
�Sure is, Ben,� the other man replied levelly � his tone analogous to that of a man gravely discussing the pros and cons of changing the batting order in a junior league ball game � through hissing static and regular clicks on the line. �What�s it looking like from where you are?�
�I have no idea,� the Newsweek Chief confessed. �The last time one of my guys looked out of the window he got shot.� After the initial shock of the huge explosions and the deafening clatter of gunfire in the street Ben Bradlee had forced himself to get a grip and to take stock. The building had been shot at and damaged by nearby explosions but nobody had actually targeted it. Therefore, the Newsweek Bureau was not a priority target; and life continued. A voice in the back of his head told him that Westmoreland was ringing contacts in Washington to get a handle on the situation.
That was not a good sign.
�Sorry about that. A lot of good people have got hurt tonight.�
Ben Bradlee would remember the calm reassurance of Bill Westmoreland�s demeanour every time he looked back on that terrible December night in 1963. Westy was worried but he was not panicking, just methodically working his way through the options.
�There were at least two big bombs at Justice,� he reported, collecting the garbled stories which had streamed into the Bureau that evening. �The Embassy district was hit real hard. They say the State Department is burning. I�ve heard a lot of movement out along Pennsylvania Avenue but I don�t think any of it is heavy armour. These guys have got Bazookas and fifty calibre machine guns but I don�t think they�ve got tanks. We�ve been getting reports of hit squads � maybe four, five or six men with automatic rifles � hunting down cops, pulling people out of cars and going into government buildings. The last time I risked a look I could see at least half-a-dozen Washington PD cruisers burning on Pennsylvania Avenue.� Ben Bradlee took a pause for breath and asked questions, not expecting an honest answers. �I heard the Army parked tanks on the White House lawn about an hour before all this started? Tanks and a cordon of Marines in full combat gear?�Is that right?�
�Yeah,� the other man confirmed tersely. �But that was just an exercise. Nobody knew this was going happen.�
�Do you know what�s going on?�
�No. Not yet. We�ve captured a few religious weirdoes and back-woodsmen at the Pentagon. They�re the sort of guys who think people who live in cities are the Devil�s spawn and claim that God told them personally to complete his work of Revelation. This thing hit us where it would hurt the most but I�m getting the feeling that it may already running out of steam in some places. The initial assault was obviously fairly well planned and co-ordinated but what�s been going on since is just an orgy of violence and killing. You got any reports of rioting?�
�Yes. All over DC. Is it right that these bastards hit Bethesda Hospital?�
�Yeah, they tried to but the Navy � well, somebody in the Navy, anyway � had armed shore patrols on the gate when the crazies drove up. The insurgents have gone for hospitals, railway stations, and shot up metro trains. They don�t seem to want to hold ground, just to destroy property, infrastructure and to kill as many people as possible.�
�This isn�t any kind of coup d��tat?� Ben Bradlee asked bluntly.
�If it is nobody�s told me about it! If it was a coup d��tat you�d have thought they�d have concentrated all their forces on the White House, Capitol Hill and seized the TV and radio stations. Granted, there�s fighting around the House of Representatives but they lit off gas tankers outside the two major TV stations. We�ve got a large number of intruders in the Pentagon but we�ve got them where we want them and we�ll do something about that when we�re good and ready. Keep your head down, Ben. I�ll get somebody to ring through to you on this line every thirty minutes for updates.�

Chapter 6

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Marshall Space Flight Center, Huntsville, Alabama
Fifty-one year old Wernher Magnus Maximilian, Freiherr von Braun since July 1960 the Director of the Marshall Space Flight Center � formerly Nazi Party member No. 5,738,692, and Allgemeine SS Sturmbannf�hrer, SS membership No. 185,068 � only rarely dwelt on his childhood days in Berlin during and after the First World War, or those incredible days at Peenemunde when every week he and his people had been breaking totally new ground in applied rocket design. Back then they had been writing the rules of for the future of space exploration. Nevertheless, outside the inner circle of the trusted kameraden who like him had been spirited out of defeated Germany in 1945 under the auspices of Operation Paperclip, he almost never spoke about anything that had happened to him prior to May 1945.
The past was another country; literally so in von Braun�s case.
Fortuitously, immediately after the war nobody in America had cared much about his complicity � or otherwise � in the outrageous excesses of the regime he had served; later in the 1940s and early 1950s his new masters had grown curious, mostly idly, until, pragmatic people that they were, the launch of Sputnik had finally eradicated all doubt, scruple and conscience from the debate. After the shock of Sputnik � losing the first march in the �space race� � the United States military and that part of the Washington political elite that von Braun actually considered to be in some sense �sentient�, had rowed in behind him and his kameraden as if he and his people were beloved prodigals joyously returned to the fold. That had been in 1958; and by then a dozen years had been lost. If the Americans had given him a free hand in 1945 he would have put a man on the Moon by now, or would at least be in the process of putting one on it soon. But no, his hosts had relegated him to the sidelines. His people had spent five years trying to get the US Army to understand the technology of the V2s it had captured in Germany in 1945; and then frittered away more years restricted to scaling up old Nazi rocket designs. True, the Jupiter booster had emerged from this period but there had been no breakthroughs, no great leaps forward and all the time the Soviets had been catching up and in some respects, overtaking American space technology. The tragedy of the situation was that he and the kameraden had already envisaged a massively scaled up multi-stage version of the V2 in 1945.
The past never really went away.
Von Braun had been born in Wirsitz in 1912, then in Prussia but now Wyrzysk in Poland. He was the second of three sons born into the minor nobility of the German Empire; his father had served as Agriculture Minister in the Reich Cabinet of the Weimar Republic, and his mother claimed distant ancestry through both her parents to a slew of medieval monarchs including Philip III of France, Valdemar I of Denmark, Robert III of Scotland, and Edward III of England but her sons had never known how seriously to take such claims.
Von Braun had developed a passion for astronomy as a boy. He had been something of an infant prodigy; even now he remained a gifted classical pianist capable of playing Beethoven and Bach from memory, and a cellist who had had youthful pretentions of pursuing a career in conducting and composing.
However, that part of his past was inextricably intertwined with another, less comfortable history. He would never have survived as the Technical Director of the Army Rocket Center at Peenemunde if he had not been a member of the Nazi Party. Moreover, as the privileged, superbly educated, prodigiously able son of a well off Prussian family he could not plausibly deny that in his younger days � in hindsight � he had been enthused by the German revival under Hitler, albeit without ever being overly �political�. He was not, nor had he ever been an anti-Semite and during the war he had been far too busy doing what he construed to be his patriotic duty to notice, let alone worry about the industrial scale atrocities carried out by the SS. Yes, he had joined the SS; by the middle of the war Himmler and the SS had had a stranglehold on the whole Vergeltungswaffen � V-weapons or �Vengeance Weapons� � program so he had had no choice in the matter!
These were mantras from which never departed; the same mantras the kameraden from the old days at Peenemunde who now held all but one of the major technical directorships at the Marshall Space Flight Center clutched close to their hearts along with their immensely precious American passports.
�To us, Hitler was still only a pompous fool with a Charlie Chaplin moustache!�
It was not true but what was truth in a world turned upside down?
In the Fuhrer�s Reich only an idiot stood on his �moral objections� when a man learned that Heinrich Himmler had personally �invited� one to join the SS!
Von Braun was a tall broad handsome man with a natural presence. There were grey flecks in his hair and worry lines on his face, and always, a strange restlessness as if some inner dynamo was forever trying to compensate for all the wasted years. He might have dreamed of building a Moon rocket since earliest childhood but Hitler had forced him to build the world�s first ballistic missile; subsequently, the Americans had mandated he build a rocket capable of carrying small payloads into low Earth orbit.
And then a little over a fortnight ago it had seemed as if the President had granted him the keys to the kingdom.
�A little over a month before the war I committed this great country to the goal of putting a man � an American � on the Moon and returning him safely to Earth by the end of this decade. As I told Congress in 1961, I believe that no single space project in this period will be more impressive to Mankind or more important for the long-range exploration of space; and none will be so difficult or expensive to accomplish. I say to you, my fellow Americans, that having passed through the valley of the shadow of death we owe it to the rest of Mankind to think the unthinkable and to fulfil our manifest destiny!�
The dream first dangled before him in the early days of the Kennedy Administration had been suddenly revived. And it seemed, cruelly snatched from his grasp yet again.
This morning he was watching grainy TV pictures of Washington DC burning, of great public buildings shrouded in smoke, of streets littered with bodies and the detritus of war, and the whole massive former Redstone Arsenal complex around him was in the process of being locked down by an ad hoc force of Alabama State National Guards, NASA � National Aerospace and Space Administration � security contractors, local policemen and a small detachment of Marines flown in from Tullahoma, Tennessee.
Those pictures from Washington reminded him of the devastation in Germany in 1945. There was a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach as if the wheel of history was turning anew and this time he was going to be on the wrong side of it. If the Moon had seemed a long way away yesterday � a quarter of a million miles � today it might as well be on the other side of the Galaxy.
�This looks bad,� von Braun�s deputy and old friend Eberhard Rees observed quietly. Fifty-five year old Eberhard Friedrich Michael Rees, a balding serious man cut a much less flamboyant figure than his Director. Unlike von Braun he had arrived at Peenemunde in 1939 by a relatively conventional route having studied engineering at the University of Stuttgart, and achieved his masters degree at Dresden University of Technology in 1934. When he was recruited by the Wehrmacht he was the assistant manager of a steel mill in Leipzig; in the middle years of the Second World War he was managing the fabrication and assembly of the V-2 rocket, and by the end of that war he was von Braun�s trusted right hand man. Of all the kameraden brought to America from Germany in October 1945, no two men were so inextricably linked to the Nordhausen V-2 assembly factory and its adjoining concentration camp deep in the Harz Mountains where countless slave labourers had been worked, beaten and starved to death in the spring of 1945, than von Braun and Rees. Although neither had had their own fingerprints on the war crimes committed at Nordhausen, it was incontrovertible that neither man had ever intervened to ameliorate, let alone transform the murderous SS regime at that place. Even eighteen years after the war the two friends knew that one day that stain on the face of humanity might yet come back to haunt them. �Very bad.�
Von Braun glanced at the other man.
He and Rees had run the program to improve the V-2 design at the US Army�s Aberdeen Proving Grounds at White Sands in New Mexico, and then at Fort Bliss. Despite the lack of imagination and tunnel vision of their American hosts they had pioneered two-stage rocketry and honed inertial guidance systems before the Army Ordnance Corps had transferred the whole program to the huge Redstone Arsenal Complex, the site of NASA�s Marshall Space Flight Center in Huntsville. Together they had produced the Jupiter booster and Rees�s team had developed cutting edge ablative heat shield technology, the prerequisite for enabling men sent on manned space missions to return safely to Earth. The �Saturn Project� � named for the giant multi-stage rocket that would be required to launch a �moon ship� � had effectively been placed on hold since the October War. Eighteen days ago they had been given a second green light to �go to the Moon�; but now it looked as if that had all been �moonshine�.
�Everybody who hasn�t already come inside the complex ought to be called in. Their families, anybody who is in any way connected to any of our programs, Eberhard,� von Braun decided. �I will speak to the security people. As many of us as possible should be armed. If unauthorized personnel penetrate the perimeter we must be ready to defend ourselves.� He sighed. �Like in the old days.�

Chapter 7

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Colorado Springs, Colorado
Carl Drinkwater knew that the man claiming to be Federal Bureau of Investigation Special Agent Galen Cheney was bad news the moment he opened the door and his visitor had held his badge in front of his face. The former Manager of the Burroughs Corporation Systems Integration (Peterson Air Force Base) Network Implementation Team had always known this visit would come; ever since fate had decreed that he was the duty Burroughs NSCAC � Network Systems Communications Analyst Consultant � that night of the October War. What he had not expected was that the visit would come at two o�clock on the morning after the he had watched � horrified and frightened beyond measure � the grainy pictures, and listened to the panicky, shaken voices of the radio reporters describing the lawlessness, mayhem and casual widespread destruction and desecration of great national icons like the Pentagon, the State Department building, the Smithsonian and scores of other supposedly immutable bulwarks of the American nation and its cultural heritage.
What was terrifying was that nobody knew if it was some kind of coup d��tat, a revolutionary uprising or simply some monstrous primal upwelling of medieval violence and wrath.
�Who is it, Carl?� His wife asked timidly from behind his shoulder. They had both been watching the television, drinking coffee and periodically checking that the kids were still all right. Their world had turned upside down several times since that dreadful night in October 1962 and now it seemed as if it was about to be upset again.
The man in the doorway tipped his hat � not the Homburg every other FBI man either Carl or his wife had ever encountered before had worn � but a moderately battered brown Sedona. Special Agent Cheney was a tall man, over six feet high before he pulled on his boots. He wore blue jeans, a dark shirt and a black Bolo tie with what looked like a small Navajo medallion. His jacket was brown leather, well-worn.
Carl Drinkwater glimpsed the shoulder strap of the visitor�s holstered gun and knew � he just knew � that whatever type of weapon the big man was packing under his arm it would not be any kind of peashooter.
Cheney took off his Sedona as he stepped into the house.
He was a handsome man in his fifties with the bearing of a stern-faced sheriff from the movies; High Noon, perhaps, and the flintiest grey blue eyes that either Carl or his wife had ever had the misfortune to meet.
�We�ve been watching the TV,� Carl blurted, so unnerved and having drunk so much coffee that evening he very nearly wet himself in his anxiety.
�Washington, yeah,� the tall man murmured. �Not good.�
Carl and his wife looked at each other, they could not help it. There was something in the visitor�s demeanour that indicated the goings on in faraway Washington were no business of his, even had he cared overmuch, which clearly, he did not.
�I�d have waited to call until the morning but I saw your light was on,� Galen Cheney went on with a distinctly Southern courtesy. Had he wanted he might have panicked the Drinkwater�s with a single arching of an eyebrow but that was not yet his intention. He spoke lowly, as if not wanting to awaken the household�s two young children although his boots sounded heavily on the bare boards of the lobby of the modest two-storey wood-frame house in the middle of the anonymous estate attached to Ent United States Air Force Base. �We should all sit down. This isn�t the time of day to stand on ceremony.�
The Drinkwater�s living room was exactly as Cheney had anticipated. A sofa, an armchair, a rocking chair which probably nobody ever used, rugs on the floor and flowery drapes on the windows, with everything arranged around this year�s model twenty-two inch TV. There was a wooden playpen in one corner of the room for the Drinkwater�s two year old daughter, and a big walnut radiogram in another.
�Can I offer you a coffee, Agent Cheney?� Mrs Drinkwater inquired timidly.
�That would be an act of mercy, Ma�am,� the tall man half-smiled for a moment.
Carl Drinkwater shifted uneasily on his feet as he watched his wife skitter out of the room.
�I�ve tried to shelter Martha from things,� he muttered.
The TV screen flickered; the sound was turned off. On the screen the darkness was punctuated with eruptions of light, flashes in the night, and the spears of tracer curving across a burning city at incredible speeds.
�Forgive me,� Carl Drinkwater prefaced, finding a packet of courage, �but you don�t look like any of the FBI men I�ve met in the last year, Agent Cheney.�
The other man lowered his weary bones into the armchair, indicating for his host to sit on the sofa.
�That�s because I�m not like any of the G-men I know either,� he guffawed softly, allowing a suggestion of a Texan drawl to curl away from his lips. What he had had said was no lie; but he made no attempt to elaborate upon it or to embellish the subterfuge. Instead he fell silent and viewed the balding, bespectacled forty year old Burroughs Corporation man � Burroughs had not completely cut him off even though he had been effectively under house arrest for most of the last year � with inscrutable intensity.
Carl Drinkwater squirmed under the scrutiny.
�Is it right,� Cheney inquired mildly, �that you computer guys knew SAGE wasn�t worth a barrel of piss in a real shooting war?�
Semi Automatic Ground Environment; the multi-billion dollar cutting edge computerised radar Defense system that had been designed to allow Americans to sleep safe in their beds at night.
The blood seemed to freeze in Carl�s face.
�I don�t understand��
After serving as a radar man on a cruiser in the latter stages of the Pacific War Carl Drinkwater had gone to Caltech � the California Institute of Technology at Pasadena under the auspices of the Servicemen's Readjustment Act of 1944, more generally known as the �GI Bill� � and studied mathematics and physics. On graduation he had been head-hunted by Burroughs and swept unknowingly into the biggest, cost no object, military-scientific jamboree of the 1950s; the headlong quest to shield the North American Continent behind an impenetrable super-advanced computerized air defense umbrella.
Of course, back in 1949 Carl Drinkwater had had no idea what he was actually working on, and nobody at Burroughs with the necessary security clearance had gone out of his way to explain. However, Carl had known the company was working on �something big� and he had not spent three years at to Caltech discovering the �God� of the natural universe just to spend the rest of his working life designing and building better and bigger �adding machines�. What he had not known and what he would not � at the time � have believed had he been told it back in 1949 was the mind-boggling scope and ambition of SAGE.
�You were in NORAD on the night of the war,� Galen Cheney stated. �What did you feel like when you saw those ICBMs tracking down towards Seattle, Chicago and Buffalo?�
�I don�t��
�Did you get down on your knees and pray?�
�No, I�m not religious.�
Because of the SAGE Project so much money had been thrown � literally thrown � at the American computer industry that by the late 1950s there had been nine US computing powerhouses: IBM was the largest by a distance but the other eight were all world players, bigger than any foreign competitor and market leaders at home and abroad; Burroughs, Honeywell, NCR (National Cash Register), General Electric, CDC (Control Data Corporation), RCA (Radio Corporation of America), Sperry, and DEC (Digital Equipment Corporation). By the dawn of the 1960s IBM�s market position had seemed so dominant that computer industry insiders � who knew well enough to leave Burroughs out of the equation � had begun to refer to �IBM and the seven dwarves� to describe the unquestioned ascendancy of International Business Machines in global computing.
However, what the man in the street did not know, but what many in corporate America and elsewhere in the West suspected, was that IBM�s and the rest of the US computer industry cartel�s research, development and core advanced technology production had been wholly underwritten by the US Department of Defense ever since the end of the 1945 war. The mammoth scale of that support in the form of open-ended hugely lucrative contacts � year after year � coming out of the Pentagon had been so vast, and the political gerrymandering behind the subsidies priced, often double-priced, into those contracts so complex and so gross, that not even IBM�s numerous special projects departments could think of ways to spend all tax dollars that had flooded into its coffers in those years; hence the Burroughs Corporation, and every one of the other �seven dwarves� had grown fat and complacent on the Government paycheck.
Incited by Cold War paranoia successive Administrations had fought to close the mythical �bomber gap�, the equally imaginary �missile gap� only to be suddenly confronted with the humiliating public spectacle of the Soviet Union stealing a march in the space race with the launch of Sputnik. From the very beginning the only answer had been the SAGE system. The British and the Germans had pioneered radar-based early warning and air defense systems in the Second World War; but from the outset the Pentagon, enthusiastically supported by the Truman, Eisenhower and the Kennedy Administrations had dreamed of creating something much grander. American science and overwhelming technical and industrial muscle had therefore been applied to the problem with little or no regard for the cost.
The acronym SAGE � the letters standing for Semi-Automatic Ground Environment � had eventually come to describe a system comprising a score of revolutionary giant, so-called mainframe computers, and the hard-wired networking equipment and communications infrastructure required to co-ordinate the data inputs from all connected radar and intelligence resources available to the US armed forces; thereby enabling NORAD, the North American Air Defense Command,�to combat any conceivable airborne threat to North America.
It had only cost the American tax payer a piffling $2 billion to build the atomic bomb; by the time of the October War IBM alone had been handed $10 billion � and change � for its part in creating and implementing SAGE.
�Not religious. That�s too bad.� Galen Cheney did not need to effect regret or resignation. He was genuinely sad for the balding, defeated man before him. Faithless, Godless people like Carl Drinkwater had led the American people blindly towards Armageddon and even now, long after the thermonuclear fires had burned out they had no shame. They watched Washington burning and they still did not understand that now was a time of revelation. He heard the Burroughs man�s wife moving about in the kitchen.
But Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven.

Chapter 8

Tuesday 10th December 1963
State Capitol, Sacramento
The California State Capitol building had the feel of a besieged fort by the time Governor Edmund Gerald �Pat� Brown�s convoy sped into Sacramento in the early hours of the morning. The thirty-second Governor of the most populous state in the Union had been about to sit down at dinner with his fellow �West Coast� Governors, Democrat Albert Rosellini of Washington and Republican Mark Odom Hatfield of Oregon, in Portland when the first news from Washington had come in. Yesterday the three men had taken the first step towards formalising the unwritten �mutual assistance� pact they had first discussed in the spring, their state police and military men having finally drawn up framework agreements covering future common �standard operating procedures�.
It was only days since the monstrous insurgency � which had transformed the sleepy north-western port community of Bellingham from a peaceful logging, fishing and vacation town into a murderous concentration camp in the hands of the dregs of humanity � had been ruthlessly crushed by the combined forces of the three West Coast states.
In response to the snuffing out of the Bellingham insurrection the Federal Government in Washington DC had sent the United States Deputy Attorney General Nicholas Katzenbach to slap Brown, Rosellini and Hatfield�s hands; otherwise, the Kennedy Administration had carried on doing what it had been doing everywhere east of the bomb-damaged Great Lakes cities since the October War; precisely nothing! It was this which had pushed the three governors � and the majority of their closest friends and advisors � over the brink; and forced them to think the unthinkable.
It had seemed to them that the men in power in the District of Columbia had washed their hands of California, Oregon and Washington State�s problems. Notwithstanding, the Administration still expected the West Coast governors to go on collecting federal taxes, and to go on accepting their �fair quota� of refugees and displaced persons at the whim of the newly formed Federal Emergency Management Administration. Truth be told, it was the increasingly onerous demands of FEMA that had given real impetus to the West Coast Governors� decision to position their three states as a �co-dependent entity� within the Union, rather than attempt to maintain the status quo as �states of the Union�, putting the Federal Government on notice that California, Oregon and Washington State planned to attach conditionality to their ongoing membership of the union. Notwithstanding other political considerations, adopting such a posture provided each individual Governor a shield with which to ward off the increasingly vociferous �go it alone�, state�s rights movements which threatened to sweep all three of them out of their respective State Capitols the next time they were up for election
At the time of the October war FEMA�s role � that of co-ordinating both the immediate and the long-term strategic Federal response of �major national disasters�, had been split between several governmental organs. Chief among these had been the Office of Civil and Defense Mobilization, formed in the late 1950s by the merger of the Federal Civil Defense Administration created in Harry S. Truman�s time, and the Office of Defense Mobilization. FEMA had been created by haphazardly subsuming this organisation and random chunks of over a dozen other Federal departments under a single administrative umbrella split between the Pentagon and the Department of the Interior. Overnight unconnected parts of the Department of Health, Education and Welfare, the Department of Housing and Urban Development, the General Services Administration, the Bureau of Roads, and two-thirds of the US Army�s Corps of Engineers had suddenly become answerable to a new and from the outset, secretive cabal headed by Kennedy Administration insiders and place men.
Probably unfairly, most people west of the Mississippi regarded FEMA as a thinly-disguised tool of the Chicago-centric clique who had put John Fitzgerald Kennedy in the White House, specifically designed to siphon off the entire Federal US disaster relief budget into the Great Lakes States.
The Kennedy Administration had kept the roads open and maintained the air bridge to Chicago all year long, and despite the �peace dividend� that was slashing the military everywhere else, found the troops needed to hold anarchy at bay from South Chicago. At the same time it had washed its hands of half-wrecked Seattle and the abominations of Bellingham and other isolated communities in the Cascades and the Sierra Madre; washed its hands in every way, that was, other than in continuing to bus tens of thousands of �displaced persons� to the West, and systematically beefing up the Inland Revenue Service�s staffing and legal muscle to extort every last tax cent and dollar from the hard-pressed economies of the West Coast states.
What with one thing and another Washington DC had seemed a long, long way away from the states west of the Rockies until a few hours ago. What was going on in Washington DC tonight looked horribly like a coup d��tat, and nobody in Sacramento believed � not for a moment � that any good was going to come out of that.
If the government fell the Union would probably splinter and no one in City Hall even wanted to contemplate what happened after that�
�What�s the latest?� Pat Brown demanded as his bodyguards rushed him inside the great neoclassical California State Capitol. Footsteps rang on the marble underfoot and echoed to the hallowed vaults of the great building.
�The President is alive,� a staffer blurted. Two-and-a-half thousand miles away from Washing DC there was a feeling of profound shock and disorientation. The Republic was quaking to its foundations. �General LeMay has assumed command of the Defense of Washington.�
Pat Brown almost missed a step.
The President was alive and Curtis LeMay was leading the fight back?
The Kennedy Administration had as good as blamed �old iron pants� for the October War; the Navy had always blamed him. But if LeMay was still onside; what kind of coup d��tat was actually going on in DC?
�What about elsewhere?�
�There are reports of power outages in San Francisco, Oakland, San Diego and of course, all across LA,� he was informed as the entourage traversed the State Capitol. Like most buildings of its age � it had been built between 1861 and 1874 to ape the Capitol in Washington � moving from one point to another within it was rarely a thing swiftly achieved due to its large ground footprint, its multiple floors and the relative paucity of elevators. �We have also received reports of scattered shootings and civil unrest but nothing local law enforcement can�t keep the lid on, sir.�
�Is the State National Guard playing ball?�
�Yes, sir. All Federal military forces in California have been placed on alert to assist the civil authorities and representatives of the services await your convenience in the �ready room�, sir.�
Pat Brown strode into the �ready room�, the big ground floor conference hall normally reserved for California State Senate Hearings and other major �Inquests�, which had been hurriedly cleared for the use of the state�s �Emergency Management Staff� overnight. There were armed National Guardsmen at every door and State Troopers in the lobby. The Governor smiled sternly and nodded acquaintance at familiar faces.
�Any news on the shooting in Oakland?�
�Miss Sullivan is unhurt, sir. At her request she is being driven to Sacramento to report to you personally on the affair.�
Pat Brown absorbed this. In retrospect he regretted allowing his young staffer to take the lead in the �Braithwaite Shooting Affair�. Unfortunately, she had been the one who took the call from the Navy about Oakland PD�s lamentable handling of the killing of Rear Admiral Jackson Braithwaite and his wife in Sequoyah County. Thereafter, because she was such an obviously capable young woman she had run with the ball before anybody really knew what was going on. The kid�s initiative and, well, sheer chutzpah spoke well for her but he had already had strong words with his chief of staff � Miranda Sullivan�s boss � to insure the neither the girl, she was still only twenty-three for goodness sake, nor any other young staffer ever got themselves into such an exposed situation again.
On another day he would have been appalled by the apparently senseless killing of four FBI men in Berkeley; today that palled into insignificance in the perspective of the nightmare playing out in the streets of the nation�s capital.
�Keep Miss Sullivan away from the Press.�
�Yes, sir.�
Pat Brown turned to the grey, stiff man in nondescript infantry combat fatigues who had, at Al Rosellini�s suggestion, accompanied him back to Sacramento from Portland.
�Whatever the Hell�s going on back East,� the Governor of Washington State had observed, �my people and Governor Hatfield�s people have got the security situation pretty much tied down. We don�t have any large coherent Federal forces in either of our states.� These days he discounted the massive Navy base at Bremerton across Puget Sound from Seattle because that had become the world�s largest ship graveyard in the last year. �If Colin is willing, maybe he should talk to his counterparts in California. If this thing goes bad, I mean��
Colin was Major General Colin Powell Dempsey a veteran tanker who had fought through Tunisia, Sicily, France and the Ardennes with Patton before being invalided back to the United States in early 1945. He had been Al Rosellini�s state Emergency Disaster Management and Civil Defense Commissioner since the night of the October War. For most of that time he had also been Al Rosellini�s right hand man and military supremo. In Washington State and Oregon Dempsey was already very nearly a legend in his own lifetime; he was the man who had pacified Seattle and large areas of the Cascades before personally leading the assault on Bellingham. If there was ever to be � God forbid � such a thing as a West Coast confederacy, Colin Powell Dempsey would assuredly be the unyielding military rock upon which it would be built.
Everybody in the Sacramento State Capitol Building knew exactly who the man in the anonymous � without badges identification or rank � fatigues was when he removed his battered forage cap and looked around at his surroundings.
Standing a few feet away the commander of the California State National Guard had dressed as if for the parade ground, his chest laden with medal ribbons and his uniform immaculately pressed.
Major General Roderic Hill did not salute the other military man.
Dempsey eyed him up and down and stuck out his hand, which after a moment, the Adjutant General of the California Army State National Guard shook. Al Rosellini had warned him confidentially that a few months before the October War, Hill and Governor Brown had found themselves drawn into an imbroglio about secret �political� files compiled by Hill�s predecessors in a three decade long �anti-communist� campaign. Information in these files had been leaked to discredit � or support, depending upon the readers� inclination � candidates mainly but not wholly opposed to Pat Brown, and Roderic Hill had stepped in and confiscated the offending archive of files, some nine bulging cabinets of documents, and taken them into �secure� custody. Whereupon, a ferocious custody battle had ensured involving the FBI and the California State Attorney General Stanley Mosk. The affair had be blown up into something of a Californian cause celebre which had only been finally put to rest by Pat Brown�s re-election as Governor in the aftermath of the October War.
�Bad business at Bellingham,� Roderic Hill declared gruffly.
�Would have been even worse without the boys you sent me, General Hill,� Dempsey growled in return. A small cadre of veteran Guardsman from California had stiffened the ranks of the green assault force at Bellingham, many of the aircraft and helicopters deployed had been based in California, and without the technical support of Hill�s mechanics and gunners from the 40th California State National Guard Division, half Dempsey�s tanks would never have made it anywhere near the battlefront.
The two men exchanged wary, respectful looks and the tension filling the air between them slowly evaporated.
Pat Brown cleared his throat.
�I requested General Dempsey�s presence in Sacramento in the event it becomes necessary for your command,� he said addressing Roderic Hill, �to co-ordinate with the forces under state control in Oregon and Washington. General Dempsey has Governor Rossellini and Governor Hatfield�s leave to speak and act on their behalf in all military matters. General Dempsey has informed me in the most unequivocally terms that you are the senior officer in this matter and that he is in California in a purely advisory capacity.�
The feelings of his senior military commander assuaged the Governor of California began to go around the room demanding the latest reports.

Chapter 9

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Van Nuys Police Station, Los Angeles
The weirdest thing was that when the cops had eventually turned up outside 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard � in time to watch the burning Troubadour club illuminate the unnatural darkness of the blacked out surrounding city streets � they had known exactly what had happened and who they were looking for. They had not been in the least interested in either of the two bikers bleeding on the ground in the parking lot, or in trying to discover what had actually transpired in the long minutes before their arrival.
Sam Brenckmann looked and felt like a character out of an old black and white horror movie. Except that the blood on his hands and liberally spattered over his shirt and pants was very much in Technicolor even in the blinding beams of the cops� torches. Doug Weston did not look so good either; one of the cops had punched him in the solar plexus and kicked him as he rolled in the dirt trying to get his wind. That was just before the cops had pulled Sam off the big guy on the ground despite his protests � somewhat muted but no less impassioned notwithstanding the knees in his back and the sole of the boot crushing his face to the dusty tarmac of the parking lot � that somebody ought to be maintaining pressure on the wound in the whimpering biker�s guts before the ungrateful scumbag bled out.
�What the fuck are you doing helping that bastard?� Doug had demanded angrily after he had reloaded the twenty gauge double barrelled shotgun and discovered that Sam was obstructing his field of fire.
�If you want to kill people, Doug,� he had complained angrily, �join the fucking Army! These guys aren�t about to hurt anybody any time soon. Put that fucking gun down!�
The backlight of the flames of The Troubadour had lit had lit their faces with its infernal red-orange glow, and menace and despair etched in the shadows. The two men had met in the months before the October War and become unlikely friends for all that they had always known that their partnership would probably end messily. Sam had been a regular turn at The Ash Grove at 8162 Melrose Avenue long before he fell into Doug Weston�s eccentric orbit. The Ash Grove was the creation of Ed Pearl and reflected his tastes and temperament in exactly the same way The Troubadour mirrored those of its creator. Ed Pearl�s bag was eclectic but blues-based; Doug Weston�s ears were open for anything new, anything with �promise�. Ed Pearl was never worried about getting a piece of an artist, or of his or her �action�; Doug was terrified of missing out. Ed Pearl was a regular guy, a musician at heart who understood other musicians; Doug Weston was a would-be promoter, a different kind of character, very nearly a throwback to another age. If Doug had ever met an old-time showman and barnstormer like Phineas Taylor �P. T.� Barnum � of the Barnum and Baily Circus fame � he would have encountered a true soul mate. �I am a showman by profession,� Barnum once claimed, who defined his guiding light as �to put money in my own coffers�.�Not that Doug Weston was any kind of evil Machiavelli. He was just a one off. Immensely tall, an irrepressible eccentric he had opened The Troubadour first as a sixty seat coffee house on La Cienaga Boulevard, and moved into the current venue � which could hold as many as four hundred people � in 1961. Until tonight Sam had regarded Doug, for all his faults and foibles, as one of the �good guys� in �the business� even though he was convinced he was a much bigger deal than he actually was.
Man to man he and Doug had hit it off from day one back in the old pre-war World; and when Sam, newly returned to LA from his and Judy�s nightmarish escape from Bellingham, the disease-ridden refugee camps of wintery British Columbia and the Hell-hole displaced persons cages in southern Washington State, had walked back through the door of The Troubadour in March he had been welcomed like the prodigal returned.
Sam discovered that in his six month absence from �the scene� that Doug had been playing the demo of his song Brothers Across the Water, a rites of passage ballad about the last time he saw his eldest brother Walter before he headed west, to all and sundry. While he had been �away� Sam had acquired, in Doug Weston a self-appointed, somewhat possessive �promoter� in Los Angeles. A few weeks ago Doug had started talking to Columbia Records and until somebody had burned down The Troubadour, Sam�s star had briefly been ascendant.
All around the two men there had been coughing, distraught, injured and traumatised people who minutes before had been chilling out in the packed club. In the eerie firelight the survivors milled, collapsed, wept, chattered, puked and hugged each other. Smoke was billowing across the parking lot and across Santa Monica Boulevard as the cops and the ambulances started to arrive.
�Stop waving that fucking thing around!� Sam had yelled at Doug as he heard the sirens approaching. �You didn�t just shoot this guy!�
This had given his friend pause.
�You shot me too!�
�Oh, shit! Sorry about that��
�Put the fucking gun down and help me put some pressure on this guy�s chest!�
Judging by where it hurt most Sam decided he probably had two or three pieces of buck shot in his right calf and foot, and maybe a couple more in his butt. Although his friend was grumpily contrite about shooting him, other than handing Sam a towel his heart was not really in stopping the wounded biker � a big fat unwashed example of the species � bleeding out. The towel was soaking, sodden wet by the time the LAPD dragged Sam and the club owner away.
The cops had all seemed very angry.
One of them had thrown a punch at Sam � a cheap shot which Mr and Mrs Brenckmann�s contrary third son had seen coming from a mile away and dodged � and bust his hand on the door post of the cruiser into which he and Doug had been unceremoniously bundled.
Without being processed at the front desk both men had been left to sweat � quite literally � in the darkened lock up at Van Nuys Police Station. Sam would have asked for first aid treatment if he had thought the cops were interested. Patently, they were not; and it was several hours before the lights came back on. After that things started to happen.
Doug Weston started yelling about �police brutality� and reminding their captors that �there�s a fucking wounded man in here�. The other occupants of the lockup, exclusively it seemed, Latinos, had joined the complaints.
�Oh, fuck!� The first cop who came to check muttered when he discovered Sam was sitting in a small puddle of blood and presumably, looking every bit as bad as he was beginning to feel.
After that Sam�s recollections were a little hazy right up until the moment the LAPD doctor started extracting buckshot from his right buttock.
�Sorry, kid,� the greying, weary little man in the white coat apologised. �I thought you were still out. I gave you a lungful of gas a while back. The effects must be wearing off.�
The room was grubby, there were cracks in the plaster and the air stank of disinfectant and antiseptic, both taints stinging his eyes and the back of his mouth.
�What�s the time?� Sam asked, wincing.
�About five.�
The man on the table breathed a short-lived sigh of relief before the next stabbing spear of fire penetrated his nether regions. The probing around for miscellaneous pieces of lead proceeded. Only five in the morning. Judy would most likely still be asleep; and even if she had had trouble sleeping lately � the baby kicking always woke her up � it was too early for her to start worrying about his absence. He often did not get back until it was light and he had warned her he had a late-late spot at The Ash Grove after he finished at The Troubadour.
Doug Weston was beginning to get a little prissy about his continuing to play The Ash Grove, which was dumb because Ed Pearl was not the sort of guy who �poached� another promoter�s artist. Besides, he had told Doug that much as he was grateful for the opportunities he had given him, �I don�t remember signing a contract that says I have to be a Troubadour monk!� The Troubadour was a �happening place� but it did not begin to match The Ash Grove as a melting pot where half-a-dozen traditions from the blues to folk met. In the last few months he had seen Mississippi John Hurt and Muddy Waters, Doc Watson and Pete Seeger, Johnny Cash and Ramblin� Jack Elliot on the stage of The Ash Grove, and one night a month ago he had spent two hours talking guitar technique � his was self-taught, sloppy and a little lazy � with a sixteen year old kid who had put him right on more things than he could remember. What was the kid�s name? Cooper? No, Ry Cooder�
�Ow!� He cried. If he had been a real man he would have bitten his lip and suffered in silence but he was way beyond that and if the last year had taught him anything, it was that �real men� had only themselves to blame if they suffered in silence.
�Sorry, son.� There was a clink of metal on metal as the latest piece of buckshot was deposited in the silver kidney bowl at the side of the table. �I reckon that was the last one. That makes seven.�
This explained the oddly numb pain down his right leg.
And why he was lying face down on the table with his legs and his butt open to the wind.
�Is this still Van Nuys?�
�Yeah.�
Sam was still wearing his blood-stained shirt and nobody had cleaned the gore off his hands and forearms.
�You can wash in the bowl over there, son.� The doctor�s green eyes were dull, distant. �And get rid of that shirt.�
There was no hot water and Sam was shivering before he finished washing the worst of the blood off himself. The room was warm, clammy and he was shivering. Shock, maybe? A pair over oversize black slacks and a creased white shirt was dumped on the now cleaned table on which he had been �treated� by a scowling, perspiring LAPD trooper.
Sam belatedly found his manners and turned to the doctor who was tidying away his instruments and re-ordering the first aid kit he had broken into to clean, suture and bandage his patient�s injuries.
�Thanks, doc. I appreciate this.�
To his surprise the older man grinned paternally.
�Don�t thank me, son. Just doing my duty.�
For the first time Sam realized the doctor was wearing a military tunic beneath his coat. However, before he could say anything the LAPD Trooper had opened the door.
�Escort Mr Brenckmann back to his holding cell.�
Sam confusion was complete when a carbine-wielding National Guardsman stepped into the doorway and indicated for him to follow him.

Chapter 10

Tuesday 10th December 1963
McKinley Avenue, Oakland
Darlene Lefebure had only just finally managed to get back to sleep by the time the quietly insistent knocking at her door awakened her again. Last night�s nightmare had been nothing like the ones she had had since she witnessed the shooting of Admiral Braithwaite and his wife in Sequoyah County. Those bad dreams had been endless, varied replays of the shooting; not seen as the distant, unreal thing she had witnessed in real life but close up, unspeakably bloody and filled with screams and deafening gun blasts.
No, last night�s nightmare had taken her back to Jackson, Alabama. She was with Dwayne; surrounded by angry men in tall white pointed hoods brandishing nooses and burning braids. Dwayne was beaten to the ground, kicked and punched until his face was a bloody mess and then, slowly, slowly a rope was tightened around his neck. The mob had thrown the rope over a low tree bough, pulled on it until Dwayne was tottering on his toes, gasping and choking, his eye wide with terror. And then the Klansmen had hauled on the rope�
Afterwards the murderers had raped her.
They always raped her in those dreams.
She could smell the stench of those petrol soaked burning braids which lit the circle of terror about her even now.
The knocking at her door was firmly persistent.
�Miss Lefebure! Darlene!�
Darlene blinked quizzically at the broad, balding man with the heavy eyebrows and overlarge nose who forced a stern smile as she opened her door as far as the chain would allow. Agent Christie had told her to put the chain on; and she had heard his footsteps receding towards the stairs only when he had heard it click into place. She recollected that the FBI man had paid up her rent. The FBI guys had all been detached, uncommunicative while she was around them but last night Agent Christie had turned fatherly on her and now she did not know what to think about the him, or the other agents.
�Miss Lefebure,� the man in the hallway said quickly as if she was afraid she would slam the door shut. �I�m Harvey Fleischer. I�m an attorney. I worked with Stanley Mosk, the California State Attorney General to persuade the FBI to release you from protective custody��
Darlene stifled a yawn.
She recollected that she had seen the man�s name on a legal document or form.
There were other men outside her door.
�I don�t want to have anything to do with the FBI or,� she protested feebly, �or anything��
�That�s quite understandable, Miss Lefebure,� the man assured her. �But there was an unfortunate incident at the house in Berkeley last night, and what with things still being a little tense this morning after last night�s power outages and the looting, well, we were worried about you.�
What incident at the house in Berkeley?
What power outages?
What looting?
�I don�t understand, Mr Fleischer?� The young woman confessed.
The man hurriedly reassessed matters and tried to explain.
�The whole country is a mess this morning, Miss Lefebure,� he prefaced, deciding to keep it simple. �There is fighting in Washington DC. Some kind of uprising. Martial law has been declared across large areas of California and other states. There has been a lot of civil disorder here in Oakland and across the Bay in San Francisco. And also in Los Angeles and in San Diego.�
Darlene risked a long look at Harvey Fleischer through the crack in the door jam. He did not look terribly threatening; in fact he looked old, worn out and deeply troubled. She released the chain and opened the door. She had wrapped a blanket around her shoulders to guard her modesty as she was only wearing a thin cotton nightdress. Standing behind the lawyer were two US Navy military policemen, both packing Colts on belts at their waist and wearing steel helmets. The older of the two MPs smiled thin-lipped at her.
�What incident in Berkeley, Mr Fleisher?� She asked, suspecting she really did not want to hear the answer.
�May we come in?�
Darlene nodded jerkily and Harvey Fleischer and the older MP came into her claustrophobic apartment, virtually filling it. The second MP remained outside, ever watchful.
There was very little furniture in the �apartment�; Darlene�s narrow single bed, a small rickety table and two equally battered hard chairs which looked like something stolen from an old schoolhouse. She had no TV, and had not turned on her cheap Japanese transistor radio � the one luxury in her life � since she got home last night.
Darlene waved at the chairs while she sat on the edge of her bed, feeling small and trying to make herself even smaller, drawing the blanket close.
�Shortly after Agent Christie returned to Berkeley after driving you to McKinley Avenue, the house where you had been staying was attacked and all four FBI men present were killed.�
Darlene stared at the lawyer.
�Unknowingly,� Harvey Fleischer continued gently, �Miss Sullivan and I arrived in Berkeley some time after this attack still under the impression that you were in the house. We only discovered that the FBI had pre-empted the State of California�s warrant to release you from custody an hour ago. We came straight here to check that you were okay.�
Understandably, Darlene Lefebure was anything but okay.
�Agent Christie was nice to me, he paid my rent,� she sobbed in the moments before the tears began to flow and she started to shake like she was in the grip of a mild epileptic fit.

Chapter 11

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Main State Building, 2201 C Street, Washington DC
At first Gretchen Betancourt thought she was deaf and blind but slowly, slowly the darkness around her resolved into different hues of inky, impenetrable blackness broken by the faintest of almost indistinguishable glows. It was when she realized that the yellowy glow was the cracked face of her wristwatch two inches from her face that she realized she was still alive. Instinctively, she attempted to move. Nothing happened, except suddenly she hurt everywhere. Not aching or stabbing pain but gut-rending, agonising spasms. She lay very still, listening to her own wheezing, shallow, ragged breathing.
�Not deaf,� she murmured silently to herself.
Her right eye was closed, she tried to blink it open but nothing happened.
Gretchen�s ears were ringing and every sound was muted as if coming to her underwater or through ears stuffed with cotton wool.
�I�m alive��
She passed out; when she again attempted to take stock her ears had stopped ringing. Still unable to move she realized she was being pinned down. Her legs and pelvis were squashed to the floor, and her upper body was twisted a little onto her right side. The air was filled with the stench of smoke and corruption. If she tried to take a deep breath she coughed dust. There was grit in her mouth and she was desperately thirsty.
Panic was horribly close.
Gretchen attempted to wiggle her toes.
Yes!
Her lower legs remained immobile.
Her right arm was beneath her and felt wrong.
When she moved her left arm she moaned in anguish and fright; mainly because she did not know whether it was her arm or the other arm which had moved.
Suddenly, things made sense.
Somebody was lying on top of her.
Which helped in one way and did not help in another because she was too week and hurt in too many places to disentangle herself from the other body. Her feeble effort exhausted her energy and she lay for minutes, maybe much longer, waiting for her body to regain the will to move. Fully conscious, it was like being outside of her body, viewing her situation for afar, as if all the pain and helplessness and humiliation had to be happening to somebody else. It also crossed her thoughts that she might be dying. That would be a pity because I had such great plans�
I was in Under Secretary of State George Ball�s office?
There was a huge bang and everything had fallen in on them; she had been stuck on the floor under something then, too.
How weird was that?
People had picked her up.
At some point I remember running down a corridor and shooting�
Yes, shooting and explosions.
Gretchen�s memories were disordered; some of them were back to front. It was an age before she recollected what she was doing at the Main State Building at 2201 C Street.
I thought it would be clever to say something about Vietnam but that had not worked out so well; the Under Secretary of State had mentioned Australia and been explaining why Australia was so important when�
The world had turned upside down and the office had disintegrated around them. Was the President really going to send GIs he did not have to fight in a war in South East Asia? A war that America did not need to fight against an enemy who was no worse than the murderous despot the Administration had already put into power in Saigon?
I may be dying on the floor in a wrecked government building; why do I care about some place I could not have found on a map until twenty-four hours ago?
No, that is all wrong!
If I was dying surely my life would be flashing in front of my eyes about now?
Wouldn�t it?
I would be thinking about all the things I have not done yet.
Maybe, I would be feeling a little guiltier about�
Dan Brenckmann.
No I would not! Just because we sat on the porch of my father�s old summer house in Wethersfield on the night of the war it does not mean Dan and I are �meant to be�. In a couple of years I am �meant to be� marrying Joseph Theodore van Stratten. We hardly know each other but once our families are �joined� we will both have the World at our feet. One day Joe will be running his family bank, racing his yachts and I will be�
What will I be?
The perfect wife.
No, I was not �meant to be� that, either. Sometimes it was as if the whole �marriage thing� was just another one of her father�s party games. I was never really happy about the �marriage thing�. It was different years ago when I was still a kid but that was before the war and now, well, I seem to be trapped in a building that might collapse on me at any moment so it really does not make that much difference now�
Gretchen stopped breathing.
Somebody was moving nearby.
I was in a corridor and there was shooting and I was pushed into this small room and I fell over.
And I hit my head�
What if the people moving about outside are the killers who attacked the building?
She stopped herself laughing at how ridiculous that question was.
If I lie here much longer I am going to die anyway!
Gretchen tried to call out.
She opened her mouth but at first no sound emerged.
She tried again and ingested so much dust and grit that she gagged, coughed agonizingly.
�Help me!� She croaked.

Chapter 12

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Colorado Springs, Colorado
When Martha Drinkwater entered the living room to join her husband and the tall, forbidding stranger she hesitated at the threshold, as if physically inhibited by the frigid menace hanging invisibly in the atmosphere. The man called FBI Special Agent Galen Cheney was sitting in Carl�s armchair viewing the world with flinty blue eyes that were bleaker than the worst winter day in the Mid-West.
The television set was still on, its volume turned low.
Washington burned and the commentators had no idea what was going on in the street next to where they were broadcasting from, let alone across the rest of the great, tormented city.
Her husband had tried to shelter her from the ongoing investigations, inspections and inquests going on at Ent Air Force Base. She had little or no idea what the mythical SAGE project was, or what it did other than � obviously � have some key role in the nation�s defense, or any concept of the nature of the work her husband actually did for Burroughs and the US Air Force. Carl never talked about his work.
�It is all electronics and gobbledygook,� he would smile.
She knew he had been a radar man in the Navy during the war and that he had graduated from Caltech with degrees in Electrical Engineering and Physics; she had consciously elected not to attempt to join up any of the pieces. Carl had been engaged on secret work for as long as they had known each other and basically, they never discussed anything remotely connected to it. It was safest that way, and simpler by far. She had taught English and geography up to twelfth grade before their marriage, and once the kids had started to come along � she was two-and-a-half months pregnant with their third child � she had become a full time housewife and mother. Carl�s pay had been good, they had lived well if not extravagantly because it was well known that the Burroughs Corporation never paid the top dollar or stumped up the bonuses that all the career IBM people were constantly bragging about.
�Please sit down, Mrs Drinkwater,� Galen Cheney directed, not rising from his chair.
Martha Drinkwater did as she was bade, placing the coffee tray she was holding with unsteady hands on the low table in the middle of the room and joining her husband on the sofa.
�We live in a Godless age,� the Drinkwaters� visitor intoned, mimicking the distant tolling of a dull bell.
�I was brought up a Lutheran,� Martha replied, fighting the coldness invading her soul. �But I lapsed when I was college.�
Her husband cleared his throat.
�Martha knows nothing about my work, Mr Cheney.�
The other man pondered this for perhaps half-a-minute.
�Time is short. Your wife has a right to know the reason why what is happening tonight is happening,� he decided, finishing his pronouncement with a flick of the eyes towards the screen of the TV.
Carl Drinkwater felt his soul turn to ice.
There was nothing he could say to this man; no argument to which he would listen or could possibly sway him because in his bleak blue grey eyes there was only implacable certainty.
Carl reached for and grasped his wife�s left hand.
�I started working for the SAGE project two years before we were married,� he said, his mouth dry with fear. He looked to the coffee cups on the table.
Galen Cheney nodded.
Carl leaned forwards and took a cup, sipped coffee to wet his lips and throat before he continued.
�Semi Automatic Ground Environment. SAGE. The term describes an interlinked system comprising hundreds of radar stations and a dozen regional Air Defense Centers providing for the air Defense of continental North America. The system also includes real time inputs for radar and monitoring stations all over the World. Or at least, it did, before the war. The overseas radar stations in Japan, Great Britain, Western Europe and Turkey were all destroyed in the war.� He paused to take another drink of coffee. �SAGE was almost fully operation by the time of the war. Most of the ADCs, like the one at Ent Air Force Base were operational or coming on line. Each of the ADCs was constructed and equipped like the one at Ent; four storey concrete reinforced bunkers hardened against anything but a near miss by a big bomb, each one running a pair of one hundred and thirty-five ton IBM-Burroughs mainframe computers. Because of SAGE America is five, ten, perhaps twenty years technologically ahead of anybody else in the world in the application of computer and other scientific military and commercial applications. If the President is really serious about putting a man on the Moon this decade it will only be possible because the discoveries and the wholly new technologies which exist only because of the SAGE Project.�
This last was said with something akin to defiance.
Every time Carl Drinkwater had walked into the NORAD control room at Ent Air Force Base he had felt like a character out of a science fiction novel transported in the blink of an eye by some magical time machine into the far distant future. Every output from all the other ADCs fed back into the control room at Ent Air Force Base via a hardened network of AT&T � American Telephone & Telegraph � dedicated lines and modems in real time. The air defense controllers manning their rows and semi-circles of gun metal consuls stared constantly at their big flickering cathode ray tubes. At any time individual displays could be projected singly, or in combination onto the big, backlit wall projections of the North American continent. At the touch of a button interceptors and missiles could be brought to readiness, launched, and vectored via Buck Rogers�s type electronic uplinks directly to aircraft or formations in the field. Air raid warnings could be ordered or cancelled, and the vast aerial battlefield intricately managed at ranges of hundreds and thousands of miles. SAGE had been designed to enable Americans to sleep in peace at night.
Carl Drinkwater looked at Galen Cheney.
�Who are you?�
�I am a man who has been so sorely tried by his Government that I have been forced to exercise my constitutional right to take up arms to resist the tyranny of the over-mighty rulers who still believe they rule over those whom they oppress.�
Carl nodded at the television.
�Are you are a part of that?�
Galen Cheney stared at him.
�You should confess your sins, brother.�
�What sins?�
�My family should have been safe. You and people like you made it possible for the Government to pretend that we were all safe. By your lies shall ye be condemned.�
�What�s he talking about?� Martha Drinkwater asked her husband. Notwithstanding her fear she was deeply offended that a stranger should come into her house and abuse her husband so unfairly.
�SAGE is the technological marvel of the age in which we live,� Carl said, beginning to ask himself whether there was mileage in going along with the madman sitting in his armchair. The man might have some really peculiar ideas but he seemed rational enough in other ways, albeit immovable in championing of whatever outlandish theology or belief system to which he subscribed. �But as soon as the Russians developed the ability to launch satellites into low earth orbit, SAGE was compromised. After the launch of Sputnik 1 six years ago the whole game changed. On the night of the war NORAD detected and shot down every Soviet bomber that pressed home its attack and most of the ones that turned tail and tried to run away, too. That part of the system worked � if not perfectly � then it at least it stopped the bombers getting through to America. There was nothing SAGE could do about the incoming ICBMs except to accurately predict and track their sub-orbital trajectories and calculate their ground fall with sufficient accuracy to provide the civil defense authorities with a few minutes pre-warning. SAGE was never designed to defend American airspace in the space age and nobody pretended it was!�
This of course, was a white lie of the worst kind.
Nobody had specifically informed the man, or woman or child on the street in Buffalo, or Seattle or Chicago that there was nothing which could stop a thermonuclear-tipped rocket launched from Soviet soil hitting America.
This dreadful truth had dawned on most Americans as the Cuban Missile Crisis had dragged on without resolution; until then the Soviet nuclear threat had seemed to be a long way away, somebody else�s problem.
Galen Cheney sighed and stood up.
The gun in his right hand seemed huge.
Carl found himself on his feet, his arm extended to shepherd his wife behind him, even though the scientist in him knew full well that a single human body would be no kind of shield in the face of a weapon like the one in the madman�s hand. He guessed he was looking down the barrel of a .44 long-barrelled Smith and Wesson; at this range a couple of rounds would probably cut him in half and he would be dead before the remaining contiguous parts of his torso hit the floor. Nevertheless, he tried to edge in front of his wife.
�Let Martha go!� He pleaded. �We have young children!�
Galen Cheney gave no indication of having heard this.
�The path of the righteous man,� he declaimed solemnly, �is strewn with pitfalls.�But when I come across those who have sinned I will execute great vengeance upon them with furious rebukes; and they shall know that I am the LORD, when I shall lay my vengeance upon them.�
There was no anger in Galen Cheney.
Just sadness and resignation as if there was nothing he could do about what happened next; everything was pre-ordained and he was just following the way of the righteous. He was just doing His God�s work.
�What kind of cowardly traitor would kill a pregnant woman in her own house?� Martha Drinkwater demanded, tears rolling down her pale cheeks as she finally fought past her husband�s despairing restraining arms and stood directly before the gunman, the muzzle of his revolver just inches from her sternum. �What kind of man could follow a god who allows such obscenities to be committed under His sight?�
The tall stranger inclined his head a little to the left as if he was pondering this question.
�I�m an American patriot,� he said in a voice falling down to earth from an unimpeachable pulpit. �And my war has only just begun.�

Chapter 13

Tuesday 10th December 1963
Van Nuys Police Station, Los Angeles
Sabrina Henschal had just about had it with the LAPD and the cub reporter � �cub� as in so wet behind the ears he left a moist trail on the ground wherever he went � the Editor of the Los Angeles Times had sent down to Van Nuys to get her off his back. She had given Nick Williams a hard time when the wise guy running the Van Nuys District, an overdressed prick called Captain Reginald O�Connell, had given her the brush off after she came over from the hospital.
�Reggie� O�Connell was a throwback, everybody knew he was crooked; how else did he get to live in a fucking mansion up in the fucking Hollywood Hills on a police captain�s pay? Reggie and his latest trophy wife, Loretta � who behaved like she was the Queen of Mulholland Drive � were minor local celebrities, they went to all the best parties and got to rub shoulders with every arsehole in town.
Sabrina and Nick Williams of the Los Angeles Times did not go back that far. She had button-holed him at a couple of gallery exhibitions before the war when she was still actually trying to sell her stuff; lately that sort of thing had not seemed very important. Nick was straight up and down; he had been the main man at the Times since 1958 and he was shrewd enough to know that it was good to have friends in the Canyon who might be in a position to feed his stringers by-lines on quiet news days.
The Times was no local hick operation, it thought big these days and reached a long way beyond Southern California. It and the Washington Post had been in bed together the last eighteen months, syndicating nationally and Nick Williams seemed to have the inside track when it came to what was going on in West Coast politics. Which was all fine and dandy but today she needed the threat of the Los Angeles Times to back her up and once she had told Nick Williams about what had happened at Gretsky�s, her place in the Canyon and on the road back to Van Nuys, and then linked this drama to what had probably transpired at The Troubadour on Santa Monica Boulevard, the Editor of the Times had taken the hook like a starving Barracuda.
The cub reporter�s name was Tom Wrigglesworth, he was twenty something and been studying journalism at UCLA at the time of the war. Tall, gangling, awkward, and far too polite to make it in any newsroom Sabrina could imagine even in the middle of a chemically induced hallucination, the boy had no idea how to deal with cops.
That was not to say that Sabrina had not been somewhat perturbed herself discover nervy National Guardsmen hefting World War II vintage M1 Carbines outside, and inside, Van Nuys Police Station.
�Who the fuck is running this fucking circus?�
Everybody in the foyer of the station stopped talking and turned, seeking the source of the shrilly incandescent screech. For some reason most people looked first to Tom Wrigglesworth, who in turn, nodded towards his wiry, diminutive companion. There might not have been a lot of Sabrina physically � she was five feet four, sparsely built with a shock of straw blond hair streaked with grey � but nobody had ever denied that she had presence.
�Tom Wrigglesworth from the Los Angeles Times,� the young man explained apologetically. �I�m here to cover Ms Henschal�s report concerning corruption by,� he frowned, consulted his notebook, �a Captain O�Connell?�
While the young man was speaking Sabrina had elbowed her way to the reception desk like a hungry she wolf carving through a herd of confused ungulates which until a moment before had been minding their own business unknowingly standing chewing the cud between her and her next meal.
�The Times,� she shouted angrily, �is running a story later today about how officers from Van Nuys rousted a pregnant woman, and several mothers and young children from my place in Laurel Canyon last night. My friend Judy�s waters broke when Captain O�Connell�s fucking storm troopers cuffed her. They refused to take off the cuffs until AFTER she�d had her first contraction!�
A woman civilian administrator behind the desk was staring at Sabrina aghast; the desk sergeant�s mouth was moving but no sound was as yet emerging.
�THAT WAS IN THE BACK OF AN LAPD CRUISER!�
The momentary silence was instantly oppressive.
�Let me through!� Barked a gravelly voice.
Sabrina looked over her shoulder as a stocky, grey-haired National Guardsman approached through the crowd.
�Lieutenant Sanchez, ma�am,� he growled. He glared at the desk sergeant. �I suggest you clear this room. Now!� His tone had about it that particular inflection with suggested this was not the first time he had �requested� the LAPD to �get a grip�.
�The Captain said�.�
�I don�t give a shit what the fucking Captain said!� Sabrina shrieked, spinning around to confront the cop behind the desk. �The Captain�s a fucking wise guy and if you don�t know that you�re as bad as him and those fucking arseholes who forced my best friend in the whole fucking world to give birth to her first baby in the back of a fucking LAPD cruiser!�
The press of bodies was lessening as those nearest the exits edged backwards.
The left-hand side of Lieutenant Sanchez�s face bore the sun-bleached scars of old burns and his head beneath his cap was cropped. Part of his left ear looked like it had melted and been clumsily re-shaped many, many years ago. The old warrior�s expression was grim.
�I would be the man running this circus, ma�am,� he explained patiently. �As of six hundred hours this day the Governor of California declared a seven-day state of emergency under which martial law is in effect in designated areas of the State of California.�
Sabrina was briefly but only briefly speechless.
Somebody, somewhere in this fucking country got something right eventually!
The National Guardsman flicked an irritated glance at the looming form of Tom Wrigglesworth, and then to a trooper standing with his carbine slung over his shoulder by the main entrance.
�Escort this gentleman out into the car lot!�
Sabrina scowled, said nothing.
�What happened to your friend and her baby?� The man asked as the man from the Los Angeles Times was led away.
�The cops had a big fight among themselves and two young guys drove us down to UCLA. I trained to be a nurse at the end of the war. The Pacific War, that is, and I�ve had kids of my own so I knew what to do once the arseholes had uncuffed me.�
The soldier clearly wanted to kick somebody.
�You are seriously telling me that LAPD officers from this station hand-cuffed a heavily pregnant woman?�
�They sure did.� Sabrina involuntarily put a hand to her right cheek which was sore, a little puffy and probably going to bruise badly in the next day or two. �They slapped me about when I complained.�
�What�s going on?�
Captain �Reggie� O�Connell had been a cop all his life, albeit a political one. He was a friend and drinking crony of several movie stars, whose lifestyle he sought to ape. Three times married, often investigated he had never got himself into a corner he could not slide out of. Until now, that was. Even now he honestly believed his friends would assuredly come to his aid because that was what friends were for.
�Ah, Ms Henschal,� the newcomer guffawed. The most corrupt policeman in Los Angeles � no mean achievement given there were a lot of highly skilled and well-connected operators in the same field � was wearing a thousand dollar suit, newly shaved, with gold on his fingers and smiling a sparkling party smile. �We meet again.�
Lieutenant Sanchez grunted.
�This lady is here to make a complaint, Captain O�Connell.�
Sabrina shook her head.
There was no point wasting time writing up a formal complaint against a wise guy like O�Connell; that was just storing up a heap of trouble down the road.
�No?� The soldier queried, his patience fraying.
�I�m here to spring my friend�s boyfriend.�
�Oh, I see.� Lieutenant Sanchez backtracked immediately. �No, I don�t understand.�
Sabrina waved her arms like windmills in a gale.
�These arseholes arrested Sam Brenckmann after The Troubadour burned down!�
�Brenckmann?� The Guardsman echoed. �My Medical Officer treated him earlier��
�Sam�s hurt?� Sabrina squealed in anguish.
�Calm down, ma�am��
�I WILL NOT FUCKING CALM DOWN!�
�No, obviously not,� the soldier agreed. �Mr Brenckmann is okay. A few stray buckshot, nothing that won�t heal in a week or two.�
Sabrina was so relieved to hear the news that she very nearly swooned. She leaned against the reception desk and sucked in several huge gulps of air.
�Brenckmann�s being held as an accessory to murder,� Reggie O�Connell announced with an oddly saturnine smile. �His associate killed a man in cold blood with a shot gun at the scene of the fire on Santa Monica Boulevard.�

Chapter 14

Wednesday 11th December 1963
The White House, Washington DC
The midnight hour was calling.
Although great fires still burned across the shattered city and now and then, gunshots rang distantly in the cold smoky winter air as flecks of snow fell from the unbroken overcast, the worst seemed to be over. However, fate had had one last cruel trick to play on its exhausted, traumatised victims.
The two senior survivors of the desperate British peace mission who had flown into Andrews Air Force Base at the height of the uprising � their American hosts steadfastly refused to call the rebellion what it was, a murderous but thankfully botched coup d��tat � sat alone in a dimly lit side room in the unfinished bunker beneath the White House.
For all that they were each, in their own way, hardened, season political operators who had suffered numerous hard knocks in their lives and careers, both men were in shock, reeling.
They were also agreed that they had to act now.
The senior man � politically although junior by several years in age � Iain Norman MacLeod, the Minister of Information in the United Kingdom Interim Emergency Administration and the Chairman of the dominant party in that coalition, the Conservatives, stared thoughtfully at the phone receiver he had just replaced on its mount. He sighed and looked to his companion, Sir Thomas Harding-Grayson, the newly appointed British Foreign Secretary.
�Jim,� he said, referring to James Callaghan, constitutionally the de facto Acting Prime Minister, who theoretically as of a approximately two minutes ago held the reins of power back in Cheltenham, England, �concurs with us.�
Both men were still in a state of shock.
A little over ninety minutes ago Prime Minister Edward Heath had been shot dead by a White House Secretary � a middle aged woman called Edna Maria Zabriski � who had suddenly pulled a Navy Colt from her handbag and started blasting away at random as the signatories to the newly signed �friendship treaty� between the former North Atlantic Treaty organization � NATO � allies the United States of America and the United Kingdom had toasted each other�s good sense in averting a new war. A war between the World�s last two nuclear powers would have been an unimaginable catastrophe and the mood in the bullet pocked Oval Office had been euphoric, albeit in an understated, exhausted sort of way. Everybody had been sighing such a huge collective sigh of relief that common sense had prevailed that nobody had noticed the gun until the first shot rang out.
What had ensued had been broadcast live on television and radio to the American people.
One bullet had passed through Edward Heath�s right eye, killing him instantly. Another had cut down the President�s brother, the United States Attorney General Robert Kennedy � although the wound to his lower left leg was serious it was in no way life-threatening � and a Secret Service man had received a flesh wound to his right hip. But for the actions of Captain Walter Brenckmann, the US Naval Attach� on the staff of the US Ambassador to the Court of Balmoral, in immediately wrestling the mad woman to the floor the carnage might have been indescribably worse.
And yet, coming after the dreadful events of recent days when Washington had been a bloody battleground and American and the old country had very nearly sleepwalked into an all out shooting war, the death of Edward Heath was an indescribably crushing blow to both men in the clammy, fire-tainted room off the White House Emergency Situation Room buried some thirty feet below the West Lawn.
The politics of power are unforgiving. While as human beings the two men badly needed to grieve, to come to terms with the tragedy; as men with their country�s future in their hands they had no time for any of that. These last few months they had lived in an unimaginably brutal world in which terrible decisions had to be made daily, sometimes hourly where the stakes were usually measured in suffering and death. Presently, there was no time or space for grief or for attempting to come to terms with personal loss.
Sir Thomas Harding-Grayson had stepped into the shoes of his murdered predecessor only days ago after a life spent in the Foreign and Colonial service. He had not known Edward Heath well as a man but had always respected his integrity and judgement in foreign policy matters. The dead Prime Minister�s epitaph would be the launching of the peace mission to Washington that had single-handedly averted a disastrous war with America. However, that was already in the past. The Foreign Secretary�s preoccupation now was to ensure that the good work, the achievement of a meaningful truce and the avoidance of another disastrous war, was not undone in the aftermath of the atrocity that their American hosts had negligently allowed to take place in the Oval Office. One did not need to be any kind of conspiracy theorist to imagine that the dark forces behind the uprising � possibly Red Dawn � might as easily have been behind the assassination of Edward Heath.
The �peace� might unravel in a moment if either of the parties made a mistake.
For Ian MacLeod, Edward Heath�s death was a personal as well as a political tragedy. He had had few older, better friends in politics and life than Ted Heath. They had been young tyros together after the Second World War when the Party�s fortunes were at their lowest ebb following the Labour landslide of 1945. Together with others just back from that war, like Enoch Powell, Ian Macleod and Ted Heath had been the driving force, intellectually and on the ground, in forging the new �one nation Conservatism� within the Party which had enabled it to reconnect to its disaffected natural constituency. After 1950 the Tories had swept to four successively greater election victories and become by the early 1960s �the natural party of government� in the United Kingdom. At the time of the October War MacLeod had been leader of the House of Commons, and Heath, after several years as the Government�s Chief Whip, been the man charged with negotiating the country�s post-empire membership of the European Economic Community. Both men had been pro-European campaigners most of their lives, their convictions solidified by their war experiences and their determination to save future generations from ever having to go through what they had had to go through between 1939 and 1945. The October War had annihilated the world they had both dreamed of passing on to those future generations; but because they were the men they were, to whom duty and service trumped all other considerations, together they had carried on and basically, done their best in an impossible situation. Iain Macleod could not have been more bereft had he lost a brother; notwithstanding that he and Ted Heath had been at cross-purposes many times in the last year he would have cut of his right arm if his friend had assured him it that it was in the national interest.
�Jim agrees that we stand by the treaty,� Iain Macleod murmured.
The recently signed �treaty� was in fact a memorandum of understanding broadly based on a restating � and a subtle gerrymandering � of the principles of the 1958 US � UK Mutual Defense Agreement, which had essentially been a bilateral concord governing nuclear co-operation between the two powers. Extended to cover �conventional ground, air and sea forces and the exploration of ways to explore re-integration of key elements of our intelligence communities� the document had been grandly titled: Agreement between the Government of the United States of America and the Government of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland for Cooperation on Mutual Defense Purposes. The critical clause of the agreement was that within twenty-eight days further �executive level� talks would take place with a view to �setting in stone� the �long-term alliance� of the two nations. At that time spheres of influence and matters of practical military assistance would be hammered out, ahead of which there would be a frank exchange of the current military capabilities and readiness states of both sides �to facilitate realistic future joint planning.�
However, Ted Heath was now dead and there was the danger of a yawning leadership vacuum at home.
Although James Callaghan, the leader of the junior partner in coalition, the Labour and Co-operative Party, was technically automatically elevated to the premiership he understood that his leadership was a short-term stop gap measure. He simply did not command the support to govern. Moreover, while no government in the post-war United Kingdom could function without the implicit support of the armed forces; James Callaghan had specifically ruled out requesting the backing of the British Chiefs of Staff.
�It is a mess,� Tom Harding-Grayson observed sagely, not attempting to be in any way ironic. His old friend Sir James Sykes, the Ambassador in Washington was missing presumed dead, as was his wife and practically the entire United Kingdom diplomatic mission. The insurgents had targeted foreign embassies, government buildings, bridges, railroad links and even, apparently, the great museums of the Republic. Obscenely, looters had roamed the wrecked and fire-blackened shell of large parts of the Smithsonian for at least twenty-four hours before troops had restored order. It was madness; not even the Bolsheviks had set out to systematically eradicate the glory that had been the Winter Palace at St. Petersburg, or the spires of the Kremlin. The US Capitol had come under sustained attack after the rebels had been driven back by the tanks and the A-4 Skyraiders defending the White House. Insurgents had subsequently melted back into the great national museums around the National Mall where sporadic local fire fights erupted as the house to house, block by block bloody clearance operation continued
It was all too incredible to believe.
There had been vicious close quarter fighting to retake the two wings of the Pentagon occupied before the defenders had established a viable internal perimeter. Nobody would speculate on how many people had been killed and injured across Washington although several military men were already talking about �Antietam level head counts�. Personal, Tom Harding-Grayson suspected that even talking in terms of twenty to twenty-five thousand killed, missing and seriously injured was probably wishful thinking. He had spent time in Germany after the 1945 war; and therefore understood exactly how many civilians tended to get caught in the crossfire when a whole city was under attack.
The British Foreign Secretary had been an apolitical senior civil servant until only a few days ago. In one sense this gave his prognostications more weight but he was reluctant to dip his toe in the waters.
�Somebody must step up, Iain,� he offered. �Preferably, as soon as possible.�
Iain Macleod nodded.
�You, for example,� the Foreign Secretary went on. �You are Chairman of the biggest Party in Government and you have a many loyal friends��
To Tom Harding-Grayson�s surprise the other man sucked his teeth and shook his balding head.
�Whoever takes over,� he retorted gravely, �must be somebody around whom there is some hope of public support coalescing.�
Tom Harding-Grayson had been a career civil servant all his adult life � the Second World War years apart � untroubled by such arcane considerations as �public support� and he did not immediately see the trend of his colleague�s thoughts.
�You are a remarkably accomplished public speaker, you command respect on both sides of Parliament��
�That�s not the issue, Tom.�
�Oh, what is then?�
�Jim Callaghan, me, all the others,� Iain Macleod struggled to his feet, stretched painfully as he tried and failed to straighten his back. The old 1940 war wound to his thigh which had never properly healed and his chronic ankylosing spondylitis � an inflammatory condition of the axial skeleton � caused him constant pain and meant he often walked mildly bowed over and with an obvious limp. �We are men of the past. We are the old guard. We are of the pre-war cabal whom in years to come our people will rightly hold culpable for all of the ills which have misfallen them. There can be no real �unity government� of the United Kingdom with one of us at its head.�
�I can sympathise with the logic of the argument, Iain,� the Foreign Secretary grimaced, �but who,� his voice dropped away as he belatedly saw where the conversation was going. He shook his head. �Margaret has no experience of leadership. Dammit, Iain,� he added, more rattled than he had been over anything since the night of the October War. �She positively loathes the Americans. If she�d been on the plane over her with us we�d probably be at war by now!�
The Minister of Information gave up trying to stand tall.
He groaned.
�If I put up my hand I will be the next Prime Minister,� he said. �For all I know I might yet be Prime Minister one day. But I am not the man for this particular moment.� He shrugged. �Margaret Thatcher, our very own little �angry widow� may not be everything that a British Prime Minister might, in an ideal world, be but she is definitely not of the old guard. She is therefore free of blame for what has happened. Moreover, from my acquaintance with the lady in the last year she is not to be underestimated. With my Party Chairman hat on I will also put to you an argument which will be persuasive within the Party, namely that if she falls on her face then the rest of us will have clean hands. In any event, Margaret will need our advice, the benefit of our experience. Better she leads us now while she is still in our thrall than later when she has seen that despite our appearance of finery and grandeur, we are all naked.�
Tom Harding-Grayson frowned.
He took Iain Macleod�s apparent cynicism with a large pinch of salt but it still rankled to hear the case for the elevation of Margaret Thatcher to the premiership outlined in such coldly pragmatic terms.
�Surely it is not that simple?� He asked.
�Nothing in politics is ever that simple, Tom,� Iain Macleod confirmed dryly. �Can I leave it to you to deal with the matter of the treaty? I�m sure our hosts will be getting nervous by now so I�ll leave you to assuage their anxiety. In the meantime I will speak to Jim Callaghan again. If he raises no objections I will speak directly to Margaret.�
�And if she balks at the jump?�
Iain Macleod sucked his teeth.
How little the man who had been the wisest and most ferocious intellect in what survived of the Home Civil Service until a few days ago, understood of the mind of the political animal.
�Margaret will be horrified to hear the news about Ted Heath. She will be eager to carry her banner to whichever member of the old guard she thinks best is qualified, or more importantly, most likely to succeed him. In fact she will probably offer me her support. She will be surprised when I propose that her name goes forward to the Queen. Surprised and possibly, daunted.�
Iain Macleod sighed resignedly.
�However, once she has thought about it for a few minutes she will know her duty in this matter and that will be an end of it.�

Chapter 15

Thursday 12th December 1963
Harbour Drive, San Diego, California
Former Federal Bureau of Investigation Special Agent Dwight Christie had parked up and walked to the quayside. He had not shaved for three days and he felt uncomfortable in jeans and a �cowboy shirt�; he had always been at his ease in the staid uniform of the Bureau in much the same way he had enjoyed wearing the uniform of the country to whose downfall he was committed, during his war service between 1942 and 1946.
He sat down on a bench and smoked a cigarette. It was a warm day with a cool breeze blowing down from the north. Had he not been so tired and had his head not ached so badly he might have relaxed a little, allowed some or all of the tension to drain out of his still fleshy frame. One thing was for sure; the days of easy living were over.
Dwight Christie no longer existed.
He had died back in that safe house in Berkeley.
There had been no revolution on Monday night; no great sympathetic uprising from coast to coast or anywhere, in fact. The streets of Washington DC had run with blood but the uprising was over and most people, insofar as they cared, had subsequently breathed a long heartfelt sigh of relief.
Things were so bad that his handlers had gone to ground; either that or they had been swept up by the indiscriminate Federal dragnet trawling across the continent sweeping up anybody who had ever, at any time, aroused the tiniest scintilla of interest in any �security� file held by any organ of the government.
That was what happened after a failed coup d��tat�, so he had driven south. If things got too hot he could be across the border in Tijuana in an hour.
He smoked his cigarette and wondered if his wife had heard he was dead yet?
He and Kathleen had been separated three years and out of love long before that but Kathleen was too Catholic to have ever considered asking for a divorce. She would probably shed a tear for him when she heard the news; good people like Kitty did not deserve to be married to men like him. She had imagined she could sooth his inner rage, make of him a better man but in truth he had been too far gone by the time they met. He had needed to be married to bolster his �respectability� within the Bureau; Kitty was the sister of a fellow agent and the FBI liked to keep things �in the family�.
Professionally, it was a perfect match.
Christie took a long, hard drag on his cigarette and exhaled raggedly. He had tried giving up smoking several times in recent years but always come back to the weed. A man was a fool to himself if he aspired to absolute ideological or physical purity.
Soon after he and Kitty were married he had very nearly confessed his sins, told her everything. She was so trusting, open, honest and well, cute, and he had almost but not quite betrayed himself. Sometimes he caught her looking at him in that unnerving way as if at some unspoken, perhaps subconscious level she knew that he was not and never had been what he seemed to be.
Hell, now and then he caught himself looking at himself in the mirror in exactly that way!
He had been a bright kid bored and unchallenged at high school and then the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbour. Aged a month short of his twentieth birthday he had pulled out of college one term into his law degree and breezed through the Army�s officer candidate selection board in February 1942, confidently expected to be sent overseas. Instead, he had spent his time in uniform stateside. Hitler�s war had poured untold treasure into the pockets of American industrialists and he had been one of the guys trying to limit the damage. The Army did not really care what it paid for the guns and bullets, vehicles, bases and depots it needed to fight the enemy; but it had to be seen to be dealing �honestly and prudently� if and when anybody ever got around to looking at the books after the war. That was what Christie � and a small army of accountants, investigators and military policemen responsible for auditing procurement � had spent their war doing.
Christie had never been an all American sort of kid traduced by some kind of �dream�. That baloney had only ever seemed real in the movies. However, neither had he grown up as any kind of socialist or rebel. It was only when he had witnessed firsthand the way American industry routinely � gratuitously, in fact � systematically fleeced and gouged the American taxpayer, and thus the American people, and the way in which so many obscene fortunes where shamelessly built upon the foundations of the bodies of tens of thousands of dead GIs, that his personal worm had slowly turned.
His internal conversion was a very gradual, insidious thing and ultimately, the more profound for it. There was no Damascene moment, no sudden conversion on a par with St Paul�s on the road to Damascus, simply the continual daily drip, drip, drip of the unequivocal evidence before his eyes. In time of war the moneylenders, the steel men, the shipbuilders, the Fords and the General Motors and the Boeings, the Rockefellers and yes, the Kennedys got richer while American GIs died on the beaches of Iwo Jima and Normandy, and in the jungles of the Philippines, the mountains of Italy and the Ardennes forest of Luxembourg and Belgium. The army of fat cat war profiteers and their political place men salted away their millions while young American soldiers, sailors and airmen bled to death thousands of miles from home; and the American system, the great god of the market economy, the religion of capitalism blessed the thieves and charlatans for whom the war could not go on long enough!
Once he had started to ask himself who actually profited from the war. Wall Street? The bankers? The grasping politicians who filled Congress and the Senate? The men who had ordered more ships and tanks and aircraft for the Navy, the Army and the Air Force than there were men of military age in America to man? The men who filled depots all over America and with so much spare, surplus hardware that at the end of the war mothballing had become a new national sport?
It was not just the graft and the corruption which underpinned the whole system, it was the collective attitude of the ruling elite who saw no problem with the waste and the idiocy of that system. After the Second World War America had scuttled enough ships at sea, dumped enough munitions into the oceans, bulldozed enough equipment into landfills and down abandoned mineshafts weaponry and technology had been scuttled at sea, thrown down mine shafts, and broken up, or given away aircraft, tanks and ships � for which the US taxpayer had paid top dollar � to any third rate piss pot little country who was prepared to let US conglomerates operate like latter day Barbary Pirates in their lands.
Ask not what your country can do for you!
Yeah, sure�
Christie�s older brother, Frank, a lieutenant in the Marines, had been killed at Iwo Jima. His kid brother, Vernon, a corporal in the 101st Airborne had died of wounds sustained in Normandy in June 1944. Frank and Vernon�s deaths had destroyed his mother and father; they had both died young in their fifties, broken and inconsolable.
Ask what you can do for your country!
When the Soviets � the NKVD in those days � had recruited him around Christmas 1946 he had been a soft touch. Just out of uniform, guilty to have �hidden� at home while his brothers had died for the greater good on foreign fields, and drinking himself into a hole ahead of going back to college under the auspices of the GI Bill, he had no longer believed in anything in particular any more.
Over about a year his handlers had channelled his rage and given him a new purpose.
He had applied to join the Federal Bureau of Investigation in California, completed his college education, become a G-man and the rest, as they say, was history�
If his handlers ever re-surfaced; which he did not think was very likely they would be as mad as Hell about his decision to remove Darlene Lefebure from the firing line. Not that he cared, he had never signed up to the cold-blooded murder of young women for no better reason than to tie up an inconvenient �loose end�. Besides, if his handlers wanted to make contact with him they were going to have to find him first!
The more he thought about what had happened in the last few days the more he became convinced that the leadership of the resistance had had a collective brainstorm. In attempting to stage a coup in Washington all they had achieved was to stab a sleeping tiger in the butt with a penknife. What did they think was going to happen if they did the one thing, the only thing, likely to temporarily reunite the country � well, a significant part of it � behind the Federal Government? When you awakened a sleeping tiger you were supposed to hang onto its tail; the way things looked from where he sat � as far away from the District of Columbia as a man could get and still be within the contiguous borders of the in the continental United States � all the uprising had succeeded in doing was to bring down the full crushing majesty of the power of the wounded beast upon the resistance�s heads!
One thing was clear if nothing else.
For the foreseeable future he was on his own and lying low was the only option. In a week or so he would begin to pick up the traces, assess whether it was viable to attempt to reconnect with whatever survived of his north California network. As of now he had no idea how many of his people had been swept up in the madness in the East or had fallen into the authorities hands in the course of conducting the stupid, pointless uncoordinated �sabotage and assassination actions� mandated by the same fools who had sanctioned the Washington insurrection.
He heard the car squeal to a halt behind him.
Dwight Christie fought the urge to look over his shoulder. His gun was under the driver�s seat of the Lincoln. He carried on staring out across San Diego Bay towards Coronado Island. Before the October War there was talk of a bridge joining San Diego to the island � actually Coronado Island was a ten mile long sandy isthmus between the city and the Pacific � but the Cuban disaster had put an end to that sort of talk. It was a pity; a bridge would have turned Coronado Island into a suburb of San Diego, and possibly the premier money-making holiday resort of Southern California within a decade. That would have been good for everybody, sucking in investment and new blood from all over the American South West. Presently, San Diego was in the grip of a vicious economic recession, wholly dependent on the dwindling largesse of the US Navy, its population declining fast despite the influx of refugees from elsewhere in the Union. They said things were so bad that some San Diegans were heading south across the border into Mexico.
�Heck of a thing!� Sighed the tall man who had levered himself stiffly out of his beaten up Chevy and stalked unhurriedly towards the man sitting on the bench smoking his cigarette.
Dwight Christie nodded.
�Heck of a thing, Galen,� he agreed, not rising to his feet.
The newcomer joined Christie on the bench, wearily planting his trademark Sedona on his knee. His cowboy boots were scuffed and the perennial black Bolo tie with its distinctive Navajo medallion was absent. Despite the warmth of the day he was wearing a long grey coat.
�Did you know what those fucking idiots were planning?� Galen Cheney demanded with the mildly vexed weariness of a man who had been behind the wheel of a car for the best part of the last forty-eight hours.
Christie shook his head.
�No, just that something was going on. I tried to call off the �actions� my people were supposed to carry out on Monday night when I realized what was happening in DC. It was too late, of course. I wouldn�t be surprised if we burned half the West Coast resistance on Monday night. The rest of us, like you and me, are basically in hiding.�
�Not me, son.�
Dwight Christie did not like Galen Cheney but sometimes liking a man was immaterial. He particularly did not like being referred to as �son� by somebody who was only sixteen years his senior and whom he regarded as being just that little bit too crazy for their line of work. However, beggars could not be choosers, especially when one was fighting a war with a vastly more powerful and apparently victorious enemy.
He looked Cheney in the eye.
�I�m not your son, Galen.�
The older man shrugged.
Galen Cheney was one of those �rugged individuals�, or �dangerous madmen� � it all depended upon one�s viewpoint � whose FBI file was as voluminous as Dwight Christie had expected it to be when he had finally got his hands on it.
�Galen� was not his given name. He had been christened John Herbert Cheney into a Texas City family embedded into a small close-knit fundamentalist Christian religious community, some kind of weird offshoot of the Plymouth Brethren. His father was a lay preacher, his mother a woman who ruled her brood � literally � with a rod of iron. His family was poor, dirt poor and seemed to have lived off the charity of neighbours in a three room house on Galveston Bay until they were expelled from the �church� when Cheney was about nine. Cheney�s father had been accused of molesting the daughter of another member of �the communion� � an eleven year old girl � and he had taken his family to New Mexico, then Arizona, Nevada and back to Texas, Fort Worth in the following years. The father sounded like some kind of archetypal whiskey preacher, or snake oil salesman or a flimflam man, depending upon one�s perspective. One of seven children � John Henry was the eldest of three boys but had two older sisters � the young �Galen� had spent his teenage years being passed from pillar to post and ended up in a reformatory in Abilene. The only thing he had clung onto from those harsh childhood days was his eye for an eye, openly brutal �faith�. God did not just exist; He was righteous and He was always looking over Galen Cheney�s right shoulder.
When he was fourteen Cheney had shipped out on a steamer running down to Panama, and travelled the world until he was twenty. Back in Texas he had joined the Rangers, in the Second World War he had signed up for the Air Force, serving in England and Western Europe as a military policeman. Back stateside after the 1945 war he joined the Federal Marshall�s Service; a grim, humourless man he would have probably been a Marshall until he dropped but for the war. Like so many other men the October War had robbed him of the one anchor in his otherwise joyless, dutiful existence and the resistance had drawn him into its waiting arms.
The reason Galen Cheney�s FBI file was so big was that he had killed four men in the line of duty, one when he was a Texas Ranger and the others during his service as a Federal Marshall. He had also killed a man in a fist fight in England during the 1945 war. He was a violent man whom, it seemed, courted danger and never flinched when the bullets started to fly. While everybody else went to ground he stood tall and blazed away until all the bad guys were down. He would have been an all-American hero but for his overly muscular religiosity and his habit of �preaching� to his superiors.
The missile launched from Cuba which had destroyed Galveston Island and South Houston had obliterated his house on Texas Avenue and with it his wife of twenty-three years, Mary, his daughter May Rose, and his youngest son, Jacob. The small Navajo medallion which he normally wore with his black Bolo tie was for Mary, whose maternal grandmother had been pure-blood Navajo.
Ever since the day of the October War Galen Cheney had been on a personal crusade of revenge.
�You heard from your boys?� Dwight Christie asked quietly. Cheney�s surviving sons; Michael and Isaac, aged respectively twenty-two and twenty had, against Christie�s �advice� gone up to Bellingham, supposedly to �recruit� for the resistance that autumn.
�Yeah,� the older man grunted. �I don�t rightly recall you ever having mentioned there were Ruskies in Bellingham?�
Christie contemplated parrying this.
In the end he addressed the issue head on.
�In a war my enemy�s enemy is my friend.�
This made no impression on the older man. His flinty grey-blue eyes viewed Christie coldly.
�My boys say the Commies were shipping in arms to the scum running Bellingham?�
�If you say so,� the younger man offered neutrally. �Why were you in Colorado last week?� He asked before Galen Cheney could quiz him further.
�I was doing the Lord�s work.�
�Specifically?�
�Finishing unfinished business.�
Dwight Christie groaned out aloud.
�We�re not fucking executioners, Galen!�
The older man threw him a thoughtful look and then gazed out across the bay as if he had only imagined he had heard what he had just heard, and instantly put it out of his mind.
�The Washington thing changes everything,� he observed.
�Yes,� Christie retorted. �It does. Are you still onboard?�
Galen Cheney contemplated this for perhaps twenty seconds, made as if to speak, thought better of it and mulled the question for the better part of another minute.
�Yeah, I reckon me and my boys are still onboard.�

Chapter 16

Friday 13th December 1963
The Washington Navy Yard, Washington DC
Having been commissioned in October 1799 the Washington Navy Yard was the oldest shore establishment on the books of the United States Navy. Situated in the south east of the city and protected by high walls and a permanent guard company, it had emerged from the uprising relatively unscathed. A truck bomb had demolished the facade of the famous old Latrobe Gate building on the north side, desultory attempts had been made to blast a way into the complex and grenades and a handful of small calibre mortar-type rounds had gone off in the vicinity of the yard�s perimeter but otherwise, the Washington Navy Yard had been an impregnable bastion from which to mount ground and helicopter strikes against the rebels. The secure southern boundary of the Yard, the Anacostia River, had enabled Marine Corps and National Guard squads to be assembled and transported wherever needed along the Anacostia or the Potomac, and eventually after a thirty-six hour fire fight to relieve the defenders of the Pentagon, the surviving terrorists had been driven onto the heights of Arlington where presumably, scores of the scum bags were still hiding among the graves of the dead of America�s former wars. That was a desecration of hallowed ground that the Vice-President of the United States of America had vowed not to leave unpunished.
�Where the fuck is Hoover?� Lyndon Baines Johnson demanded when he stomped into the bunker conference room.
At the end of the 1945 war the Washington Navy Yard had been the biggest naval ordnance complex in the World; even after the war when its manufacturing infrastructure was renamed the US Navy Gun Factory its one hundred and twenty-six acres had at one time accommodated over a hundred and eighty separate factories and employed over twenty-five thousand people. In recent years ordnance work had been phased out; much of it transferred elsewhere or supplanted by new emerging technologies. The great mid-century armouries that had produced the guns and shells that had defeated Hitler and won the war in the Pacific, had given way to futuristic factories all over the country manufacturing circuit boards and high-tech widgets for the new generation of modern guided munitions. Progress was sometimes intrinsically cruel.
Driving through the Yard that evening the Vice-President had been reminded that the unavoidable dereliction of this great engine of his country�s former wars was symptomatic of the crisis of the hour. There had been a coup d��tat � which by the grace of God rather than by anything the Administration had done had failed � and the country was on its knees, possibly as divided as it had been at any time in the ninety-eight years since the end of the Civil War.
�Director Hoover�s security convoy was delayed, sir,�
That was because the arrogant old SOB set off too fucking late!
�Thank you gentlemen for making it here at such short notice,� Johnson said pointedly to the men in the room who had struggled to their feet at his entrance. �Please sit down.�
Right now the President and General Curtis LeMay � whom Jack Kennedy had designated as the new Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee, the least he deserved after �old iron pants� had flown in at the height of the rebellion and effectively snubbed it out in less than a day � were currently otherwise occupied putting the senior officers of the not so great American Military straight on one or two key matters. The President and his Vice-President had already given John McCone, the head of the CIA the same treatment. To his credit McCone had taken it on the chin, offered his resignation and when this was peremptorily refused gone straight back to Langley to start kicking the living daylights out of the battalions of useless, overpaid shitheads who had the nerve to call themselves �analysts�.
What had been allowed to happen over the last few days beggared belief. US servicemen had been inveigled into mounting murderous unprovoked attacks on British bases, ships and submarines and very nearly started a shooting war with the World�s only other surviving nuclear superpower. There had been a coup d��tat in the capital! Across the country there had been hundreds, possibly thousands of killings of government civilian and law enforcement personnel, and at least seven city mayors assassinated. Power lines and electrical switching stations had been sabotaged in at least a dozen states, likewise oil refineries in Louisiana and Texas had been set on fire, railroad trains de-railed, and attempts made � largely unsuccessfully � to bring down bridges as far apart as North Carolina and Mississippi. Disturbingly, there had been gun and petrol bomb attacks and campaigns of mob violence targeting synagogues up and down the East Coasts. Across the Mid-West minority fundamentalist Christian communities had suffered the same sort of persecution. It was as if the whole country had gone mad, everywhere reports were coming in speaking of unprecedented crime waves, organised civil disobedience and angry crowds moving on Federal buildings and besieging police stations.
Lyndon Johnson understood that at time such as these somebody in the Administration needed to keep a cool head. He had decided that he was that somebody. His colleagues might elect to talk up the bad news he was determined that the other, not so bad side of the news, should also be heard in the corridors of government.
Contrary to the alarmist narrative being peddled by the networks � and by some sections of the Administration � of widespread endemic anarchy and lawlessness apparently tearing the whole country apart; in many, perhaps the vast majority of places, nothing untoward had actually happened in the last few days. It was this that he told anybody who wanted to hear what he thought about the situation. And if he met somebody who did not want to hear this; he told them anyway.
However, beneath the Vice-President�s calm exterior a volcanic explosion was never far beneath the surface. There were simply no words adequate to the task of expressing Lyndon Johnson�s feelings about the absent J. Edgar Hoover and other men around the table � not to mention John McCone, the Director of the Central Intelligence Agency, who had had his �talking to� earlier � who had allowed the country to descend into madness without uttering a single, solitary documented word of warning about it in advance.
This was also the considered view of forty-one year old Acting United States Attorney General Nicholas deBelleville �Nick� Katzenbach. His boss, Robert Francis �Bobby� Kennedy, was still in the National Naval Medical Center at Bethesda Maryland. One of the bullets fired by the killer of British Prime Minister Edward Heath, Edna Zabriski, had removed a two-finger wide lump of flesh and muscle from his left calf and he was due to undergo a second operation that evening to ensure that someday � maybe a few months down the line � he might be able to walk again without pain.
There was a commotion in the corridor and the doors to the conference room were flung open to permit admittance of the small, bulky, hunched figure of the Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation and the man who had been his deputy for over thirty years, Clyde Tolson.
Katzenbach raised a thoughtful eyebrow.
Hoover feels so threatened that he needs his best man to back him up!
An additional chair was scraped across the floor to enable Tolson to sit at his master�s shoulder.
The Vice-President was about to say something caustic when Hoover looked up and in his scatter-gun rat-a-tat fashion � shooting words like bullets; a technique developed as a young man to counter a stammer � he said, with a clumsy almost pleading contrition: �I am sorry, Mister Vice-President.�
This so astonished his listeners that they hardly credited what he said next.
�I�m sorry. The Agency has failed the American people��
The tears in the old man�s eyes were anything but Crocodilian.
Tolson coughed. Everybody in the rooms was so accustomed to his being the most silent of public silent partners that it was some moments before they realized that he planned to say something.
Sixty-two year old Clyde Anderson Tolson was an enigma to both the public and to Washington insiders. A Missourian hailing from Laredo he had moved to Washington DC in 1919, working first as a clerk and then as a confidential secretary in the offices of three successive Secretaries of War. During this time he had qualified to practice law at night school at George Washington University, graduating in 1927 and applying to join the FBI in 1928. He had been by J. Edgar Hoover�s side � quite literally, they drove to work together, vacationed together, and ate together � ever since. Promoted to assistant director as long ago as 1930, Tolson had been with Hoover in 1936 to arrest the back robber Alvin Karpis, and in the same year had been involved in a gun fight with the notorious gangster Harry Brunette. He and Hoover had thrown the dragnet over the Long Island spy ring in 1942; and for as long as anybody remembered Tolson had been FBI Associate Director responsible for discipline, budget and administration. Hoover and Tolson were both showing their age, Hoover particularly because he blacked his hair and some said, wore makeup to maintain a false air of youth and vitality, neither of which was present today.
�As many as three hundred special agents have been killed or injured in pre-meditated attacks,� Clyde Tolson said. �In a number of incidents members of their families and other innocent persons have been killed and injured. Several individuals, all men, have been apprehended by the Bureau and by other law enforcement agencies in connection with these crimes.�
Katzenbach listened, watching the reactions of the other men in the room.
Fifty-five year old James Joseph Rowley was the fourteenth Director of the Secret Service. Rowley was a Bronx-born New Yorker of Irish extraction who had started his career in the FBI and transferred to the Secret Service in 1938 when Franklin Delano Roosevelt was President.
Lieutenant-General Gordon Aylesworth Blake was the fifty-three year old fourth Director of the National Security Agency. Gordon Blake was an Iowan who had won a Silver Star for gallantry in the face of the enemy when, on 7th December 1941, he had been base operations officer at Hickham Field, Pearl Harbour. As if to prove the old adage �what goes around comes around�, in 1945, the veteran of that �day of infamy� in 1941 had been a member of the one hundred and fifty man advanced force sent to Japan to prepare for the initial airlift of the US army of occupation.
Katzenbach knew Blake in passing and by reputation. He hardly knew Rowley. However, both Rowley and Blake had always been viewed by Administration insiders as safe pairs of hands trusted in exactly the way J. Edgar Hoover and to a lesser extent, Clyde Tolson were not.
The Director of the Secret Service, James Rowley reacted first.
�You aren�t the only government agency to have lost people the last few days.�
�No,� Gordon Aylesworth barked in irritable agreement.
The Vice-President was operating on a very short fuse.
For most of the last three years the man who had been the acknowledged ring master of the Capitol Hill circus until he lost out to Jack Kennedy as the Democrats� nomination for the 1960 Presidential election, had been a sleeping partner in the Administration.
To insiders like Nick Katzenbach it was a mystery why Lyndon Baines Johnson had accepted the Vice-Presidential slot on the Kennedy ticket. LBJ had been one of the most powerful men in the country� arguably the most powerful man � after Dwight Eisenhower for several years; why accept a dead end sinecure? As for being a heartbeat away from the Oval Office, Jack Kennedy was the youngest man ever elected � Theodore Roosevelt had been a few months younger when he became President, but that was only because the incumbent, William McKinley had been assassinated � to the Presidency.
�Enough!� Johnson rasped lowly. �If anybody around this table knows of a single example in the history of the modern world when a country has been as completely caught sitting on the john with its pants down around its ankles you need to tell me now!�
The Acting US Attorney General sat back in his chair with the Vice-President�s words ringing in his ears and surveyed the room with hooded eyes, his fingers unconsciously making a pyramid just beneath his chin. The total failure of the entire United States intelligence community was negligent. It was probably also criminal. In either event it was inexcusable and he did not understand why the three directors; Rowley, Blake and Hoover had not been fired yet. Or rather, he understood it but he did not believe it and it made him as angry as Hell.
The problem � when was it not the problem?�� was J. Edgar Hoover. So long as the disloyal, conniving old monster remained Director of the FBI; Rowley, Blake and the rest of the alleged intelligence and security apparatus could not be discarded because they were the only ones who really had any control over Hoover. The thinking was that while the other old stagers were around Hoover knew he could not risk pulling too many of his dirtiest party tricks without completely undermining his own position. It was the curse of having a living legend at the heart of the machinery of government; even when that legend�s substance was twenty years out of date and in retrospect had not actually been that substantial in its heyday. Half the world had gone up in smoke thirteen months ago so what was the President afraid of? Most of Jack Kennedy�s own people thought he was the biggest mass killer in history; what did he think J. Edgar Hoover could possibly do or say that would make him look any worse?
It was achingly predictable that having made his apologies J. Edgar Hoover now attempted to seize the moral high ground.
�If the Agency had not been obstructed in the pursuance of its��
The Director of the FBI got no further because no matter how afraid of him and his �files� the Kennedy family might be, LBJ was fearless. The Texan glowered at the small, seemingly stunted � Hoover started to curl up into a ball whenever the going got too tough � figure of the sixty-eight year old �gangbuster�.
�Your Agency, Mister Director,� the Vice-President said coldly, �has spent most of the last year pursuing people of color engaged on work for Doctor Martin Luther King. If you had dedicated half the resources you have wasted attempting to obstruct Dr King�s legitimate pastoral work in the wider colored community and elsewhere in the South, it is not inconceivable to me that the FBI might have noticed that an ungodly alliance of religious fanatics, backwoodsmen and criminal freeloaders � presumably corralled into line by this communist �Red Dawn� doomsday organization the British warned us about � was preparing an armed insurrection against the lawfully constituted government of the Unites States of America!�
The Vice-President was famous for the �treatment� he gave people who were giving him trouble. That treatment was unsubtle and unambiguous. He would stand toe to toe with his opponent and stare him out and if that failed, edge menacingly closer until he was literally head to head with his unfortunate victim.
Johnson never backed off.
He was starting to lean towards the Director of the FBI.
�There will be,� he promised solemnly, �a reckoning for the crimes committed against the American people, gentlemen.�

Chapter 17

Saturday 14th December 1963
Nob Hill, San Francisco, California
Twenty-five year old Gregory Sullivan was by his own admission the least driven, least ambitious and most easy going of the four Sullivan siblings. He was also the least physically pre-possessing of the four offspring of parents who had been gilded icons of the silver screen in the years before and after his birth. He was, for example, the shortest of the four children, albeit only by an inch or so at five feet nine inches when stood next to his sister, Miranda. Until he was about twenty and Miranda had been about eighteen the two youngest Sullivan Siblings had been close, very much in the shade of their immediate elder sibling, David � the family�s prospective �rocket scientist� who had been head hunted by the Lockheed Corporation in his last year at Caltech � and Ben Junior, the spitting image of Pa and a straight up and down guy who was already an associate at a swanky LA law firm with major offices in New York and Boston. However, in many ways Gregory was perfectly content to be the �other Sullivan boy�. Although he regularly fended off his parents� well-meaning subsidies and offers to pull strings on his behalf, it was nice to know that if he ever fell on his face he had rich, and interested relations with his best interests at heart; otherwise he lived modestly on his teaching salary, topping it up from time to time by running adult evening classes and occasionally providing private tutoring sessions. Basically, he loved what he was doing and he was more worried about being happy than getting on in the world!
That morning when he parked his dented old Dodge pickup on the street two lots down from Uncle Harvey and Aunt Molly�s old wood-frame Nob Hill town house, he whistled cheerfully as he bowed his head against the moist, misty wind blowing in through the Golden Gate as he jogged up the steps to the imposing oak front door.
Gregory and his siblings had lived most summers with the Fleischers and in truth there were times even now when he felt that Aunt Molly was his real mother. It had been the same for Miranda, too; which probably explained why his sister had never returned to Los Angeles after whatever had happened to her up in the Bay Area around the time of the October War.
Odd the way the phrase �the October War� had almost immediately come into common usage all over the United States within weeks of the shooting stopping�
Gregory had majored in History, English Literature and Geography at high school. His teaching degree was in American History and Literature and deep within his soul he hankered to write the great post �October War� novel. He never would, of course because, well, he planned to be far too busy enjoying his life in between now and the next time those idiots in Washington decided it would be a good idea to blow up the world again to sit down and write the �great post October War novel�.
He pulled his coat close against the damp chill of the day. There was fog in the Bay this morning; Alcatraz was hidden in the murk and nobody would see the Polaris submarines based at Alameda coming and going on their deadly missions�
�Hello?�
Gregory Sullivan realized he had been day dreaming; that was another thing his high-achieving elder brothers did not do. Miranda was a little dreamy as a kid but that had been knocked out of her in the last few years and he thought that was sad. If he had any regrets in life it was that he and his sister had drifted apart and thus far, his sporadic attempts to again be her best friend had by and large, run onto the rocks. Miranda worked for the Office of the Governor of California in Sacramento these days; she was operating in a different league to her High School teacher next biggest brother and busy, busy, busy all the time.
�Hi,� Gregory muttered.
The pretty brunette who had answered the door had opened it three, maybe four inches and left the chain on the hook. The young woman was wearing a rubber glove on the hand holding the door ajar, her cheeks were flushed and she had about her a breathless, slightly perturbed bloom.
�I�m Gregory Sullivan,� the man said hopefully but this obviously rang no bells with the woman inside the house whom he judged to be in her very early twenties.
�Oh. I haven�t seen Miranda since I�ve been staying with Mister and Missis Fleischer,� the woman apologised in an unmistakably musical Southern lilt.
�I was in the city so I thought I�d say �hello� to Aunt Molly and Uncle Harvey,� Gregory explained. �I teach High School across the Bay in Sausalito during the week. I like to drive over to the big city every two or three weekends, you know, to take in a show or a ball game��
The young woman in the door was in a visible quandary.
�I always stay over with Aunt Molly and Uncle Harvey,� Gregory added.
This made up the doorkeeper�s mind.
The portal swung open and she stepped aside to allow the man admittance.
Desperately, she pulled at her gloved hands.
�I�m Darlene,� she blurted, sticking out a hand which had grown moist with perspiration inside its protective rubber house glove. �Darlene Lefebure.�
She was hot and bothered, having spent the last two hours dusting and polishing and generally cleaning; Mrs Fleischer � Darlene had not yet summoned the courage to call her heaven sent mother goose �Molly� � had said, quite emphatically in fact, she did not have to pay her way or �any of that nonsense; you are our guest and it is lovely to have you under our roof�, but Darlene did feel very beholden and helping around the big house especially when her benefactors were not around to stop her, went a long way to assuaging her troubled conscience. A sweet old black lady, Mary, came in most days but she had rheumatic joints and she and Mrs Fleischer talked and laughed and drank coffee most of the time she was in the house. Darlene had not figured out exactly how that worked but she knew Mrs Fleischer paid Mary the full rate regardless of whether she got around to doing any cleaning or chores. Mrs Fleischer had explained that a couple of the neighbours� kids came round when things got �too much� for her and �it�s good for them� to earn a �little extra pocket money�.
Darlene had been clutching a mop in her free hand which she now laid down carefully next to the soapy bucket just inside the door.
�Mind where you step, I�ve been��
Gregory made a theatrical attempt to tip toe across the wet floor.
Instinctively, Darlene giggled.
�Where are you from?� He inquired now that the ice had been broken.
�Tupelo Mississippi first, then Jackson, Alabama,� the woman replied, lowering her eyes. �That�s a way south of Birmingham,� she added. �Mister and Missis Fleischer took me in when I had some trouble. I think that was Miss Sullivan, your sister�s doing. I haven�t seen her since I got here. I feel bad about that. She did her best to help me but I was catty on account of her and Dwayne going together on the night of the war��
Darlene practically clapped her hands to her mouth.
I didn�t mean to say that!
Too late.
�Dwayne?� Gregory asked, smiling mild curious amusement that turned to instant concern as the first tears trickled down the young woman�s face.
�I�m sorry. You�ve got to forget I said that. Please?�
The man was a chaos of emotions.
This was all his fault and Darlene was quite the most beautiful girl he had met in�
His whole life, actually.
And the first thing he had done was make her cry!
Afterwards, he honestly did not know how it had happened.
One second he was shifting guiltily on his feet and she was�upset.
And the next moment she was in his arms sobbing inconsolably on his shoulder and he knew, he just knew, that this, whatever this was�was meant to be because if felt right�

Chapter 18

Sunday 15th December 1963
The Capitol Building, Sacramento, California
Of all the things that Miranda had imagined might be behind her unexpected telephone summons to attend the Office of the Governor of California on a Sunday she had not anticipated that it would be to meet the Vice-President of the United States of America. She was still trying to make sense of the events of that morning as she sat alone in her shared office on the first floor of the Capitol Building.
She had expected Lyndon Johnson to be taller than he actually was; she looked him pretty much in the eye in that moment before her courage fled and she smiled the debutante smile that she had sworn never to smile again.
�Miranda is Ben and Margaret Sullivan�s girl,� the Governor had explained by way of introduction as he led Lyndon Baines Johnson down the relatively short line of senior state staffers, civil servants and political aides.
�Goodness,� the Vice-President had smiled. There was a definite twinkle in his eye. �You are the spitting image of your mother, Miss Sullivan,� he observed like a proud grandfather on the day of his granddaughter�s graduation from college.
�Miss Sullivan has only recently joined my staff but she had already done good work liaising with the Party down in San Diego and with the Mayors of Oakland and San Francisco, not to mention with the Office of the California State Attorney General on behalf of my office in matters where the civil rights of bona fide members of the NAACP and Dr King�s movement were being infringed by certain government agencies.�
This prompted a significantly raised eyebrow from the Vice-President, whose craggy physiognomy briefly reflected the fact that his mind had just switched from third to fourth gear.
And then he had moved down the line.
Normally, once a dignitary got to the end of the reception line he, or more rarely, she, was hustled off and was not seen again until he, or she had concluded his, or her business with the Governor and his inside circle. However, that day Vice-President Johnson and Governor Brown had walked back up the line and claimed the floor in the middle of the room.
Miranda had honestly not realized that she had been admitted to the Governor�s �inner circle� until that moment.
�I will keep this short and sweet,� the Vice-President had prefaced. �The Federal Government has let California down in the last year. We can belly ache about the reasons why forever and a day,� he went on, �but the thing you need to know is that the President hears you. The President will be coming to the West Coast soon to listen personally to your grievances and to address the urgent needs of the West Coast states. I do not propose to, in fact, I will not apologise for all the things that have gone wrong in the last year. Let�s face it, after the war we were all so surprised we were still alive that it was a while before any of us understood just how much had changed. None of us in DC have a magic wand or some supernatural second sight that enables us to see into the future; the Administration did what it thought was the best for all our people. I freely admit to you now that events have proved that we made a lot of bad calls.�
Miranda was aware that several of her fellow staffers were looking at the Vice-President with their mouths hanging open in disbelief.
�Words are cheap,� Lyndon Johnson continued. He had a knack of making random eye contacts which convinced everybody within his hearing that he was talking to them personally. �I don�t expect anybody in California to take my word for anything. From this day forward the Administration expects to be judged by what it does, not what it says. Heck, I know as well as all of you that if there was a General Election tomorrow the Democratic Party would get so badly beaten up that this time next year nobody except a few political historians would even remember there had ever been such a party as �the Democrats�. That�s where we are now. Rock bottom. Rock bottom politically, and after the Battle of Washington, rock bottom as a country. It is up to us all to do something about that!�
Later Miranda rationalised her reaction to the Vice-President�s call to arms by accepting that her first real, �touching� acquaintance with a genuinely �great man� had made her a little �giddy�. For the first time in her life she had shaken the hand of, and stood within the aura of a man who was unlike any other human being she had ever, or was probably, ever likely to meet. Lyndon Johnson radiated calm, measured power. If somebody had thrust an M-16 into Miranda�s hands in the minutes after she had been introduced to Johnson she would have gladly marched off to war without a second thought.
She had been too energised to do anything but go back to her desk, drink coffee and read the reports which had piled up since Friday.
Before the October War she suspected that the Office of the Governor had been a sleepy, mainly dark place at weekend; since the war the office never slept.
A knock at her open door caught her unawares and made her start with alarm. She looked up.
The middle-aged man in the doorway was wearing the ill-fitting uniform of a member of the State Capitol�s security detail. National Guardsmen patrolled the surrounding streets and barred the doors to the huge building, within its walls the pre-war �guardians� survived.
�There�s a black guy down in the main lobby saying he wants to speak to you, Miss Sullivan,� the man complained.
�Does he have a name?�
�John. Mister John.�
Miranda nodded, her calm facade masking her suddenly churning emotions. She pushed aside her papers and got to her feet.
�You want me to throw the guy out?� The man asked hopefully.
�Mister John works with Mister Francois,� she explained pleasantly, secretly itching to slap the bigoted security man�s face because she understood that nothing short of a slap in the face would actually get his attention, �the President of the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP � that�s the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People � an organisation which the Governor has personally invited to join the California Civil Rights Forum.�
This drew a completely blank look.
�Of which,� she added, sweeping regally out into the first floor corridor and heading towards the central atrium, �I am the Secretary designate!�
�Oh.�
Miranda was striding purposeful towards the stairs leaving the man breathlessly stumbling in her wake.
Dwayne John was a handsome, towering man with the frame and substance of a heavyweight boxer just a month or two out of the gym. He rose ponderously to his feet as he heard Miranda�s feet ringing on the stone flagstones. Like most state capitols California�s was built to outlast the ages, an expression in marble, stone and alabaster every bit as totemic as the castles Medieval kings and queens had planted across Europe and the Holy Land in centuries past.
�I did not expect you to call today, Mister John?� Miranda queried, with a lot less gravitas than she had planned. Dwayne John was a born again Christian and a devout servant of Dr Martin Luther King, to whom Sunday was God�s day.
�I prayed this morning with my brothers and sisters in San Francisco,� the man assured her. �Dr King says a man respects the Sabbath if he does God�s work all day long every day.�
�Yes,� Miranda muttered. �Perhaps, we might go to the refectory. I�m sure you�d like a coffee. Have you eaten this afternoon?�
The big man smiled.
�Coffee would be good,� he confessed.
It helped that they were meeting in public.
When she had represented the Governor�s Office in State Attorney General Stanley Mosk�s high profile exercise to free Dwayne John from unlawful FBI custody � in what now seemed like an age of innocence before the madness of the last week � she had thought that was that. Terry Francois, the dignified and really quite remarkable man who was President of the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP had taken Dwayne under his wing; and Miranda had tacitly assumed that in due course Dwayne would go back to Atlanta and continue his work for Dr King�s organisation.
The new California Civil Rights Forum was apparently the brainchild of Attorney General Mosk and Governor Brown�s chief of staff, both men possibly having had their elbows jogged by Terry Francois. She had only learned on Friday that Dwayne John was to be the NAACP�s Liaison and Communications Officer, and that the Office of the Governor of California had put her name forward as the CCRF�s first Secretary and Public Relations Officer.
�I never got the chance to thank you for all you did for me,� the black man said as he fell into step with his host. �For me and for Darlene both, that is.�
Miranda did not trust herself to look at the man.
�Have you spoken to Darlene yet?�
�No.�
�She�s going to be staying with my Aunt and Uncle for the foreseeable future in San Francisco.�
�I know. I walked by their place a couple of times last week before a cop rousted me,� a resigned guffaw. �He reckoned I was casing the joint!�
Miranda tried not to see the funny side of it.
�Well, you were in a manner of speaking. You were getting together the courage to face Darlene again, I mean?�
The hulking man at her side chuckled with low, rumbling pleasure for a moment. He had been looking curiously at his grandiose surroundings.
�Every time I go into a government building back home there are signs all over the place. NO BLACKS. WHITES ONLY.�
�That�s not the way of things in California,� she retorted, a little offended.
�Ain�t it,� he queried, gently, �isn�t it what�s in a person�s head that matters; not what he writes on the walls?�

Chapter 19

Sunday 15th December 1963
The Pentagon, Virginia
Acting Major General Colin Powell Dempsey, Washington State Emergency Disaster Management and Civil Defense Commissioner, and Commander of the Washington State National Guard did not know why he had been asked to fly east other than that the �request� � the invitation had been couched in the most diplomatic of military language and addressed to his boss, Governor Al Rosellini � for his �presence� originated directly from General Curtis LeMay, the new Chairman Designate of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee.
�General LeMay is briefing the President,� General Harold Keith �Johnny� Johnson, the Acting Chief of Staff of the United States Army explained, shaking the sixty-one year old Hanford born Washingtonian�s hand. �He will join us as soon as possible.� Johnson looked to the other man in the small underground briefing room. �Have you met General Shoup?�
The acrid taint of burning still hung in the atmosphere.
Dempsey looked at the Commandant of the Marine Corps.
�No, sir. I have not had that honour.� He and the Marine saluted, before shaking hands.
For Dempsey, who had retired from the �real� Army several years ago and been a Colonel on the reserve list in command of the de-activated 307th Mobile Cavalry Regiment on the night of the October War, to be in the company of two honest to God American heroes, was actually a little daunting. Fifteen months ago he had been running his family�s lumber business; now he was attending a council of war in the basement of the Pentagon just days after an insurrection which had rocked the country to its foundations.
�LeMay says you lined up most of the scumbags you captured at Bellingham and machine-gunned them, Dempsey?� Shoup inquired brusquely, eyes narrowing a fraction.
�Yes, sir.� Dempsey was not about to start apologising for eradicating vermin.
�What did you learn from the prisoners you took back to Olympia for interrogation?�
�Nobody mentioned �Red Dawn� or any of that baloney, sir,� the junior man replied respectfully.��The people at Bellingham weren�t political or religious they were just the scum of the earth.�
Johnny Johnson sighed.
The three officers were standing next to a situation table showing the current �state of play� in the District of Columbia and the surrounding designated �Military District�. Areas of the capital city were still marked as �no go zones� where the military was permitted to �fire at will�, many roads were still shut because of the activity of lone snipers or the suspected existence of improvised explosive devices or undetonated munitions, or booby traps. Less than two-thirds of the District of Columbia and approximately half-the surrounding �Military Zone� were directly under the control of the Military Governor.
It was estimated that as many as a thousand suspected �insurgents� were still at loose within the �Zone�.
Dempsey studied the table sidelong for a moment.
�The people in Bellingham were at war with several of the groups holed up in the foothills of the Cascades. Some of those groups appear to have stolen military vehicles from National Guard depots, or maybe from across the Canadian border. My information is that the Canadian authorities have big troubles with �hold out� and �survivalist� groups who tend to hideaway in the backwoods and mountains unless they need supplies. My assumption is that the groups holed up in the foothills of the Cascades east and north east of Seattle probably raid across the border into Canada most of the time. The pickings around Seattle and south most of the way to the Oregon state line won�t be good and these guys tend to avoid large military garrisons; which means they stay well away from Hanford.�
Colin Dempsey tried and failed to keep the exasperation out of his voice. The giant Hanford nuclear facility had a permanent post-war garrison of equivalent to three to four battalions of mechanized infantry supported by two companies of Air Mobile cavalry with about thirty helicopters, Hueys mostly. If a small part of that force had been made available to him he could have snuffed out the obscenity of the Bellingham �occupation� months ago.
The Acting Chief of Staff of the US Army grunted noncommittally as if he was reading his subordinate�s mind.
�I think things will be different in the weeks and months to come, General Dempsey,� he murmured thoughtfully. �Today we asked you to join us in our discussion as to how best to �wrap up� out current local difficulties in the DC area. However, it is much on our minds how we should proceed to resolve the ongoing �issues� elsewhere in the Union.�
Dempsey met the level gaze of the fifty-one year old North Dakotan. Johnson had been with the 57th Infantry at Fort McKinley in the Philippines in 1941, falling into the hands of the Japanese after the fall of Bataan in April 1942. He had survived the infamous �Bataan Death March� and over two years bestial imprisonment at Camp O�Connell and at Bilibid Prison, survived the sinking of the Oryoku Maru by American aircraft in December 1944 while being transferred out of the Philippines and another nine months of inhuman captivity in the Japanese home islands before being liberated on 7th September 1945. As if the accolade �hero of the Bataan death March� was not enough, Johnson had commanded the 3rd Battalion of the 8th Cavalry in the Defense of the perimeter at Pusan in Korea five years later.
At the time of the October War Johnson had been Chief of Staff of NATO�s Central Army Group in Germany. But for an unresolved mechanical problem with one engine of the C-130 Hercules aircraft detailed to fly him back to his headquarters at Mannheim-Seckenheim following an emergency conference in Northern Italy, his aircraft would have landed at about the same moment Mannheim was bracketed by a salvo of three one megaton warheads.
The best generals were lucky generals.
�The FBI thinks the rebellion was whipped up by communists, deserters and the Mormons,� Johnson observed laconically.
General Shoup guffawed contemptuously.
�A proportion of the rebels we captured claim some kind of quasi-religious motivations,� he conceded. �Most of the bastards talk about having lost �people in the war�. There seem to be a smattering of recently discharged military people but most of those guys were probably malcontents during their military service. The worrying aspect of this is that we don�t seem to be capturing any of the organisers, the main movers in this thing. Prisoners talk about their �officers� and �leaders� and �preachers� but we don�t actually have any of these people in our hands.�
�At Bellingham,� Colin Dempsey put in, �and one or two places we had to clear first to move our armour up the road from Seattle, the men running the show tried to hide in the ranks. That�s probably happened here, only on a much bigger scale, sir.�
�That�s what we figured,� Shoup grunted.
�I had to authorized exceptional measures to identify the leaders,� Dempsey went on. �We have to accept that we are at war with these people.�
Shoup sucked his teeth.
�Now that the present emergency is over the President has mandated that the constitutional rights of suspected rebels and prisoners in our hands be respected,� he declared disgustedly.
�With respect, sirs,� Dempsey observed, �the emergency is not over. I understood we had snipers on rooftops, rioting and looting in certain parts of DC and large areas of the city were effectively lawless no go zones?�
The Acting Chief of Staff of the US Army put a stop to the discussion.
�The President has spoken on this matter.�
Dempsey, the oldest man in the room � separated by a matter months from the Commandant of the Marine Corps but by over nine years from the US Army Chief of Staff � very nearly deferred to the two, vastly more senior officers.
However, in the forty-eight hours he had been in the nation�s half-wrecked, still smouldering battlefield capital he had seen and heard things that made his flesh creep. The Navy had damned nearly lost control of its Polaris boats! The Navy had lost control of elements of the Atlantic Fleet for Chrissake! The idiots had sunk one of their own nuclear hunter killers! And as for the fucking Air Force trying to start a war in the Mediterranean! The fact that there had been an attempted coup d��tat � fortunately not very well executed, that was the only reason they were actually having this �conference� rather than any exceptional feat of arms by the great American military � and nobody had seen it coming was as criminal as it was incredible!
�What exactly did the President say, sirs?� The grey-haired veteran of the Battle of the Bulge, and latterly the ruthless suppressor of anarchy in his home state asked. �Other, that is, than order us to featherbed traitors and criminals?�
At the height of the fighting the President had given Curtis LeMay a free hand to crush the insurgency. LeMay had called in air strikes, formed ad hoc task forces of Marines, Mechanized Cavalry, National Guardsmen, cops and anybody loyal to the President who could hold a gun, swiftly expanded the defensive perimeter out from around the White House, secured Capitol Hill and launched a series of savage counter-attacks which had relieved the siege of the Pentagon and a broken the back of the insurgency in significantly less than thirty-six hours.
Dempsey suspected that after the first few hours the rebels, drunk with success � and intoxicated in the normal way � had become hopelessly over-extended, lost what little central co-ordination they might have had at the outset, and that thereafter the coup was doomed as soon as somebody like Curtis LeMay belatedly got a grip. Either Shoup or Johnson, had they been at the White House, or in communication with the President at the critical moment would probably have done just as good a job. Disciplined troops confronted with a rabble, no matter how well-armed, led or motivated, had only to stabilise their position and await the appropriate opportunity to move forward in force to defeat their enemy. David Shoup had waded ashore on a beach heaped with dead Marines; Johnson�s tanks had held the perimeter at Pusan when the whole Red Chinese Army was trying to break in. Neither man needed an interloper like Dempsey to tell them their business but he strongly suspected they badly wanted him to say what they, as men close to the heart of power could not.
When neither man answered Dempsey�s question, he was happy to outline the way he saw the lay of the land.
�It is the President�s job to have a care for the constitutional rights of all Americans,� he observed grimly. �Notwithstanding, it is my understanding that a state of martial law presently pertains in the District of Columbia and its environs out to a distance of some twenty-five miles. The President has delegated his powers as commander-in-chief within that zone to the Military Governor of the same.� He nodded towards the Commandant of the Marine Corps. �With respect, sir,� he sighed, �you wouldn�t have invited me to attend this place at this hour unless you hadn�t already intended to use your discretionary powers as the Military Governor of the District of Columbia to the full extent.�
Colin Dempsey straightened, not an entirely pain free exercise as his old wounds had been set off by sitting twelve hours in a bucket seat in a C-130 Hercules transport flying East from California.
�What are your orders, sir?�

Chapter 20

Monday 16th December 1963
California Institute for Men, Chino, San Bernardino, California
Having been refused permission to speak to Sam Brenckmann at Van Nuys Police Station, when Sabrina Henschal had returned the next morning with the meanest lawyer she could find � her old friend Vincent Meredith was by far and away the meanest attorney she could afford but he was nowhere near as mean as she would ideally have liked � the LAPD had �lost� both Sam and his �accomplice�, Doug Weston in �the system�. This in itself was not entirely implausible; the whole �system� had pretty much broken down and the National Guard was still running parts of the �show�.
It was a little bit like the Keystone Cops meets Mickey Mouse except not in any way funny because the LAPD was running rings around the California National Guard and the Los Angeles County District Attorney�s Office had adopted a Greta Garbo �I want to be alone� attitude to the whole thing!
Unfortunately, screeching this in Captain Reggie O�Connell�s face did not materially help Sabrina Henschal�s or Sam Brenckmann�s cause because despite Vincent Meredith�s presence two large LAPD detectives grabbed Sabrina by the arms, carried her outside and deposited her on the pavement.
�Which part of please leave the talking to me did you not hear, Sabrina?� the man had inquired, grabbing her before she could run back into Van Nuys Police Station and get herself arrested for a breach of the peace.
�I can�t believe I once had sex with you!�
The man had viewed her with rueful fondness. Sabrina was one of those women who instantly attracted or repelled men. She was also one of those women who could be very hard work; albeit worth it but Vincent Meredith had no intention of attempting to renew their long dead �thing�.
�It was fun while it lasted,� he observed dryly.
The trip to Van Nuys had been last Friday and since then Vincent had gone about his business unencumbered by Sabrina and actually located Sam Brenckmann. He had been surprised how hard it had been and how many people he had had to talk to; LA justice was broken, basically.
Moreover, from what he had seen and heard nobody at City Hall was bothered one way or the other which was just wrong.
What made it worse was that once the initial panicky paralysis which had followed the news of the attempted coup in Washington DC had peaked, and begun to wane, the California State National Guard had meekly rowed in behind the existing police regime � like a herd of particularly dumb sheep � and effectively, got into bed with the cops.
Actually, in Sabrina Henschal�s humble opinion the National Guard had dropped its pants, turned around, bent over and let the LAPD fuck it into a virtual coma! While it was unclear whether the Los Angeles County District Attorney�s Office had been complicit, or an accessory before or after the fact of this �rape�; or if it was simply a case of the left hand of the judiciary not knowing what the other was doing; the DA�s people had certainly not been on the ball in the last few days.
Sabrina had known practically nothing about the politics of the DA�s office, the politicking of the senior echelon of LAPD commanders or their incestuous relationship with the bigwigs in City Hall, or for that matter how completely gutless the part-time soldiers of the California National Guard could be in the absence of strong leadership from the top.
She had been happy living in her own little existential bubble up in Laurel Canyon, and not really cared what was going on down in the smoggy urban sprawl of the city. The October War had shaken her somewhat; once Sam had returned from the frozen north she had got over it. In Judy she had found a true sister; she did not even begrudge her Sam but right now she was on the war path big time!
�You haven�t heard a single word I�ve said to you the last five minutes,� Judy complained gently as Vincent Meredith�s seven year old Lincoln queued in the cool winter sunshine outside the gates of the California Institute for Men. Sabrina and the younger woman had sunk deep into the squashy seats in the back of the car, alternatively cooing and pulling faces at the sleeping bundle of new life Judy was currently rocking ever so gently in her arms.
�Sorry,� Sabrina sighed. �I just need everybody to know I�m keeping a list of arseholes to get even with when this is over. The list keeps getting longer!�
�I don�t care about getting even,� Judy retorted in a whisper, looking down as her baby daughter�s eyes flickered open for a moment and she almost awakened. �I just want Sam back.�
�Mrs Brenckmann�s got the right idea, Sabrina,� the middle aged attorney observed distractedly from behind the wheel. He was a lean, tanned man of no more than average height with a disdainful eye that dwelt long and distrustfully on any member of the LAPD who crossed his path. Sabrina had only been able to afford his services because he was �a friend� and he was not bothered about the normal �advances� every other lawyer in LA would have demanded before they even took her call. Vincent also had a history with the LAPD; the moment Sabrina had mentioned Van Nuys and Reggie O�Donnell he had been �in�. He reminded Sabrina why they had driven out to San Bernardino.��Getting Judy�s husband freed from custody is the first priority.�
Judy threw her friend an unconvincing frown.
�Sam and I aren�t married, Mr Meredith.�
�Yes, you are or the knuckleheads at Chino won�t let you past the gate,� the man countered wearily. �That�s just the way it is. Like I said when I agreed to take this thing on the deal is that you do things my way. Like we agreed?�
�I�m sorry. I don�t like telling lies, that�s all.�
The California Institute for Men had been opened in 1941 as the first purpose built big low security prison in the United States. Since the October War it had become a huge sprawling, partially tented holding center for anybody the State did not know what else to do with who did not obviously pose an immediate threat to the general populous. The place was a dumping ground for petty thieves, drug addicts, white-collar malfeasants, drunks, bail breakers and men awaiting a first pre-trial hearing anywhere in the greater Los Angeles area.
Judy stared out at the traffic around the Lincoln.
The last week had been the best, the worst, the most sublime, weirdest, most surreal, utterly terrifying week of her life. Given what she and Sam had gone through last winter that was really, really saying something!
Tabatha Christa Brenckmann � Kennedy had been Judy�s maiden name but like her married name, Dorfmann, she had not used it since the October War � had emerged into the world in the back of an LAPD cruiser on Mulholland Drive. That was all a pain-filled, unreal in a nightmarish sort of way, blur and mercifully she only recollected parts of it. Mainly the parts that hurt more than the others, Sabina�s mother-bear reassurance and, well, love actually and at some stage being presented with her thankfully, miraculously lustily squalling baby. The two young cops in the cruiser had been as blown away by the whole thing as the two women by the time they arrived at the hospital. They were probationers as yet hardly sullied by the milieu into which they had been inducted, and one of them had got into a fist fight with the others they had left behind in the Canyon�
Sometimes Judy wondered if she had dreamed that or if it had actually happened. Lying in a hospital cot with her daughter in her arms she had honestly believed the worst was over. But the worst had hardly begun. There had been a riot near the hospital, gunfights in the surrounding streets, at one point all the power had gone off in the maternity ward. And then Sabrina had discovered that The Troubadour had burned down and that there were at least twenty people dead.
Sabrina had hurriedly remembered to tell her Sam was alive.
In jail but alive.
The cops were charging his with being an accessory to murder�
And then Sam had been lost in the system!
And reappeared�
All the while her daughter had needed to be mothered; Sabrina had clucked around her like some kind of demented mother goose and the other women at Gretsky�s had circled the wagons to protect the newest addition to their little family.
�The thing you have to understand about the way the California Prison Service operates is that you have to play by its rules. Down on the gate or the cell door the average warden or guard doesn�t give two,� Vincent Meredith was about to say something vulgar but refrained at the last minute, �hoots about anybody�s constitutional rights. He just cares about what he thinks the prison�s rules say. And that�s just the knuckleheads who are half-way literate. When we get inside just be a nice quiet, polite wifey.�
Judy�s face pinched with vexation; partly because she liked to think that most of the time she was a �nice quiet, polite wifey� even though she was not married to Sam. However, it was one thing being that, another entirely being described that way.
In the noisy, hangar-like waiting area just inside the razor-wire inner fences of the prison complex Judy discovered she was not the only woman with a relatively new born baby in her arms. The hall reverberated with the infernal wailing of infants needing to be fed and cleaned, and in many cases, loved a lot more than they were ever likely to be loved.
Judy felt uneasy surrounded by so many Blacks and Hispanics, was confused by the Latino babble of voices that made it impossible to overhear any other exchange in any language she comprehended.
The signs said NO BREAST FEEDING.
But there was no water to be had, no private corners and the toilets, just three for several hundred men, women and children, sat in a stinking, half-flooded outhouse.
Judy buried her daughter under the woolly shawl she used to swaddle her. Sabrina patrolled and stood in front of her, arms crossed and ready to take on all comers; the handful of bored guards stalking the crowded hall left the two women alone long enough for the baby to briefly forget her distress.
Periodically, a booming public address system broadcast a list of names.
The man calling the names sounded so bored that he might have been drunk.
�RAMIREZ, CHAVEZ, PORTER, BRENCKMANN��

Chapter 21

Monday 16th December 1963
National Naval Medical Center, Bethesda, Maryland
Claude Otto de Chateau-Betancourt � in the old days Joe Kennedy�s go to East Coast corporate litigator and legendary New England Democratic Party eminence grise � rose stiffly to his feet when the young man entered the ante-room. Betancourt had had his eye on Daniel Brenckmann, the second son of his friend and associate of many years, Walter from before the Cuban Missiles War. Moreover, nothing he had seen or learnt about the twenty-seven year old freshly minted member of the Massachusetts Bar who had safely chaperoned his daughter on the night of the war had remotely disappointed Claude Betancourt. Quite the contrary, in fact.
One way and another over the years the Brenckmann family had been of inestimable service to the Betancourts. The boy�s father had stepped up to the plate any number of times in recent years. Yes, Claude had kept Walter Brenckmann�s modest but highly reputable and very well regarded Boston practice alive during and after the 1945 wars but it had been, all things considered, probably among the wisest investments he had ever made. Walter Brenckmann senior was one of those attorneys whom everybody, even his opponents in court respected and liked, and more importantly trusted implicitly. The man positively reeked unimpeachable integrity; he was incorruptible at any price, an absolutely invaluable man to have at one�s side in extremis.
Latterly, Dan�s mother, the indefatigable Joanne Brenckmann had briefly taken Gretchen under her roof and astonishingly, given Gretchen�s wilfulness, successfully taken his daughter under her wing when the jackals were chasing her from pillar to post over J. Edgar Hoover�s lies that she was inappropriately �involved� with her then boss, United States Deputy Attorney General Nick Katzenbach. Unfortunately, not even Joanne�s maternal diplomacy had prevailed upon Gretchen to stay away from DC.
On the morning after the rebellion kicked off in Washington Dan Brenckmann had persuaded Claude Betancourt�s staff to put his call through to him, no mean achievement in itself.
�Gretchen had an appointment at the State Department just before the coup, or whatever it is, hit Washington, sir.� The kid had not minced his words. �The whole city will be a closed military zone by now and that won�t change until long after the fighting is done. I have to find Gretchen.�
Bright kid, no matter how sold he was on the old man�s daughter he had thought things through. Dan Brenckmann � who was nobody in particular from Boston � was not going to get within fifty miles of DC at a time like this without being arrested or turned back or possible shot if he pushed his luck. None of which was going to help Gretchen if she had been caught up in the fighting.
Maddeningly, it had taken nearly twenty-four hours to obtain the clearances to get Dan Brenckmann, and two of Claude Betancourt�s beefier, ex-military staffers through to the beleaguered capital city.
Miraculously, Dan had located Gretchen on Thursday and been near or actually at her side ever since.
When Claude Betancourt, by then in despair, had got the kid�s call telling him that Gretchen was alive in intensive care at Bethesda, he had very nearly expired with relief. At that moment he would have given the boy a million dollars if he had asked, except no son of Walter and Joanne Brenckmann would ever ask for any kind of reward for doing the right thing. In any event Dan Brenckmann already thought he had won life�s lottery just finding Gretchen alive in the death and mayhem of what had been a great city only a few days before.
The story was still a little sketchy.
Mainly because Gretchen had still not recovered consciousness.
Notwithstanding, Dan had painstakingly unravelled a little of the barely credible tale of how she must have survived the bombing and the subsequent assault on the Main State Building at 2201 C Street, NW.
It seemed that Gretchen had been with George Ball, the Under Secretary of State when the first truck bomb detonated. Ball had died in this explosion, or been crushed by falling debris, nobody knew for sure which. Gretchen meanwhile had been briefly knocked out and buried. Possibly only minutes later there were further big detonations and rescuers carried her out of the Under Secretary�s office. By then there were gunmen in the building whose sole mission was to kill everybody.
It was like something out of a Gothic nightmare!
It seemed likely that Gretchen � unable to walk unaided and probably partially blinded � had been hidden in a small third floor storeroom and the door behind her locked. Both her companions in the hideaway were later discovered dead from multiple gunshot wounds from a fusillade fired randomly through the still locked door. Doctor�s speculated that Gretchen�s survival at this point was because the body of a Marine Corps Corporal � a man from the ceremonial guard platoon on duty that evening in the grounds of the Main State Building � had taken the brunt of this �volley of automatic fire�, meaning that both the bullets which had hit her already prone body must have lost the greater part of their �punch� by the time they entered her back.
Gretchen and her dead companions had lain undiscovered for the best part of eighteen to twenty hours in that lonely, locked, darkened room. It was a measure of how lucky she had been that Gretchen was the only living survivor discovered in that part of the building during the day after the initial uprising.
For most of that day the ruined State department had been in the hands of the rebels who, after assuaging their blood lust had begun to systematically ransack the areas of the complex undamaged by fire before air strikes cleared the barricades off C Street and two companies of Marines from the newly bussed in 3rd Marine Division had stormed the Main State Building and over run the by then disorganised, exhausted and apparently, largely inebriated rebels in less than a bloody hour.
Gretchen had been taken first to an emergency field hospital at nearby Rawlins Park. This was where the medics had attempted to �document her�. She had been �Patient R0672MSB� at that stage. �R� indicated she had first been processed at Rawlins Park, �0672� meant she was the six-hundred-and-seventy-second person �documented�, and �MSB� meant she had been sent to the field hospital from either the Mains State Building or its immediate vicinity. Her age was assessed as �25 to 30�, her height was measured as five feet nine inches, and her hair described as �brown�. Two partially deformed 5.56-millimetre rounds were removed from Gretchen�s back at Rawlins Park; one from beside her ninth vertebra, the other from the lining of her left lung. It had not been possible to x-ray her torso prior to operating to remove the bullets; or to assess the extent of her other internal injuries. The patient was �unconscious on arrival, throughout initial triage and processing, operative procedures and at the time of her transfer to NNMC�.
Although the National Naval Medical Center at Bethesda, Maryland had been attacked by rebels early in the uprising, this assault had been driven off by an ad hoc force of Navy MPs, State National Guardsmen and Marines who had raced to the hospital as soon as the fighting had broken out.
It was likely that Gretchen had been one of the first casualties from the �Foggy Bottom combat zone� to be carried across the city to Bethesda on the so-called �Sikorsky Shuttle�. The courage and the sheer, bloody-minded tenacity of the men who flew the first four US Navy Sikorsky SH-3 Sea Kings that were diverted from �war missions� to evacuate the most seriously wounded to the one remaining largely undamaged hospital in the city, would resonate down through the coming decades of American history. Hundreds of lives � like Gretchen�s � would have ended squalidly in overwhelmed, under-equipped and under fire emergency medical stations but for the bravery � which frankly, defied belief � of those men who had flown, time and again back into the fiercest fire fights. Eventually, dozens of helicopters had joined the mercy flights, many being shot down including two of the original four SH-3 Sea Kings.
At Bethesda x-rays revealed Gretchen�s skull was fractured, thankfully an undisplaced series of cranial fractures radiating out from an area approximately an inch above her left ear. She had three damaged vertebra � seven, nine and ten � again cracked, apparently undisplaced hairline fractures. Her left shoulder had been dislocated and her left calf broken, a clean break.
The crisis had come while she was on the operating table at Bethesda � surgeons were tidying up the bullet wounds, setting her broken left leg and investigating the mass of welts and deep bruises all over her torso for further soft tissue or organ damage � and Gretchen had stopped breathing.
Dan had read the notes of what had happened next with horror.
She had been dead on the table; nothing had seemed to work.
Then, after a tracheotomy, cardiac shocks and two minutes of manual resuscitation, Gretchen had spontaneously sucked air into her lungs via the tube in her throat and she had lived�
Mercifully, Dan had not known that, any of it until thirty-six hours later.
When he had got to the NNMC its gates were thronged with people desperately searching for missing loved ones and he would never have got into the hospital without the magical �clearances� he had obtained from Claude Betancourt before setting out for DC.
By then the hospital had formed a small team specifically to identify the living, the dying and the dead coming through its doors. Dan had immediately offered his services, ensuring his new colleagues knew Gretchen�s details and where she might have been brought in from; thereafter he had started to systematically search the grief stricken wards overflowing with traumatised, suffering humanity.
Dan had know it was a long shot coming to Bethesda but the streets around the Main State Building were still a battlefield and if Gretchen was still in the middle of that she was probably dead. Except, he could not allow himself to think that way. If she was alive and safe someplace that was good, he would find her later.
But what if she was badly hurt?
Unable to defend herself?
Alive but helpless?
Where was she most likely to end up?
At around four o�clock on Thursday afternoon he had found himself standing at the foot of Gretchen�s bed. He had been trembling like a leaf, his eyes misted with unbearable relief�
�Is she something to you?� A nurse had asked him, touching his arm as she took a moment to draw breath amidst the ongoing mayhem.
Dan had sighed.
�Yes. Pretty much everything actually.�
Claude Betancourt shook the younger man�s hand and held onto it for several seconds.
�How�s our girl today, Dan?�
Dan Brenckmann tried not to broadcast his worry but that was not easy when you were feeling as comprehensively torn up inside as he was feeling at that moment.
�The same, sir,� he murmured, attempting a tight-lipped smile and failing dismally. Each day he hoped for some tiny sign of improvement, a suggestion of a spark of life, recovery, genuine hope. The Doctor�s half-suspected Gretchen would be blind. Brain damage had been hinted at but not specifically voiced; she had had a bad knock on the head and been without oxygen on the operating table for one, two, perhaps several minutes. What with one thing and another the omens were uniformly bad. It cut him to pieces to see Gretchen with her arms full of tubes, her throat opened, lying inert in the big hospital cot. �The same��
�When you�ve been around as long as I have, son,� the old man decided, releasing Dan�s hand and taking him by the elbow, �the same is good news. Trust me, it is good news that our girl is holding her own. If I was a religious man, which I�ve never been, I�d be down on my knees thanking my God for �the same�.�
Dan Brenckmann nodded numbly.
While he was near Gretchen he could hold himself together; when he left her side it was as if his strength evaporated.
�Give yourself a break, son,� Claude Betancourt ordered gently. �Go for a walk. Have a beer if you can find one. Gretchen doesn�t need us right now but when she wakes up properly she�ll need us. Trust me, she�ll need us.�

Chapter 22

Monday 16th December 1963
Camp Benedict Arnold, Fairfax, Virginia
There were tents being erected by filthy, haggard looking men on the boggy ground within sight of the road heading down to Centerville and the old Civil War battlefield of Bull Run. There was nothing fancy about the POW c& the Army had strung barbed wire around the perimeter and was keeping the rebels and their collaborators back with the threat of fifty-calibre machine guns mounted on jeeps.
The first two nights it had rained and the hurriedly erected arc lights had failed; thirty prisoners had been gunned down attempting to escape.
Camp Benedict Arnold!
Major General Colin Dempsey had allowed himself a brief guffaw at the name. Somebody still had a sense of humour. Naming a shit hole like this for a Revolutionary War turncoat like Benedict Arnold was a classy touch. Likewise, the refusal to prioritise the raising tents for the overlarge contingent of FBI men who were under the mistaken impression that they owned the inmates of the prison cage. If J. Edgar Hoover�s boys wanted a nice dry tent or two in which to �interview� rebels they could put them up themselves.
Dempsey stared across the coils of barbed wire at the shambling mass of humanity inside Camp Arnold. The men and the small number of women trudging aimlessly or squatting on their haunches around smouldering fires fuelled with green wood, had about them the look of a rag tag defeated Confederate Army of yore. Separate from the rest were forty or so people of color in the cage. They huddled together for safety; the FBI had probably only rounded them up because they were still convinced the civil rights movement was in some way involved in the uprising.
The sixty-one year old Washingtonian mood was as jaundiced as his soul these days. It would not have surprised Dempsey one jot if most of the people in the cage still called the nearby battlefield by its Southern, rebel name, Manassas. Some of the �rebels� had fought with maniacal bravery, many had died charging machine guns and tanks, or had stood their ground with hopeless, doomed courage even after they had survived the first napalm and rocket strikes by the A4-Skyraiders Curtis LeMay had ruthlessly called down upon every possible insurgent strong point. But the courage of religious zealots rushing towards the promised land, or the one-eyed conviction of men who had convinced themselves they had a constitutional right to overthrow what they construed to be tyranny by force, or of men who reserved to themselves the right to exact whatever revenge took their fancy against those who they believed had done them ill was hardly a thing of any honour. Wherever the �rebels� had seized ground or roamed they had murdered, looted and raped; women old and young, girls, and small children had been subjected to a sustained outrage that would have not been out of place in the sack of a medieval city by Genghis Khan�s Mongol horde. The emerging scale of the sexual violence spoke to the fact that the �rebels� had deliberately paused every time they had seized new ground, not to secure their lines or to prepare for the next move forward, but to methodically murder, loot and rape their way through whole neighbourhoods. Hardly any woman who had fallen into the hands of the rebels had not been brutally violated, usually by gangs of men drunk on killing, alcohol, drugs or some kind of vilely warped religious need to take out their sense of injustice and rage on the womenfolk of their clan enemies.
It was now evident that within hours of the outbreak of the rebellion it had disintegrated into an insane orgy of murder, torture and bestiality; it was as if the �rebels� had forgotten they were supposed to be toppling a government in the euphoria of sacking the nation�s capital.
Major General Colin Powell Dempsey had always considered himself to be an honourable and humane man; whenever possible during his career in the Army, and in civilian life, he had been mindful to conduct himself by the tenets of his Episcopalian upbringing in rural Washington State. He still considered himself to be a good man, a Christian man, albeit one driven to do terrible things in the defense of everything that he held dear and sacred. However, lately righteous anger had become his guiding star, no matter that sometimes it made him no better than his enemies. Duty was not and never had been a kind mistress.
He turned to face the ragged line of prisoners he had ordered to be paraded in full view of the huddled crowds inside Camp Benedict Arnold for the last two hours.
Unhurriedly, he drew his service pistol, a forty-five calibre Remington Rand Model 1911A1. The weapon had been with him through Tunisia, Sicily, Italy and the Ardennes. It had sat on his hip when he had been a staffer with Patton as he raced the British to Messina in 1943; and it had come home with him after he was invalided back to the States at Bastogne. During the �liberation� of Bellingham it had never left its holster but after the sights he had seen in the streets of Washington in the last two days, the gun felt reassuringly heavy in his right hand as he looked up to scowl at the line of prisoners, drawn randomly from the caged inmates by snatch squads of Marine Corps MPs shortly after dawn that morning.
When Dempsey looked at the rebels he did not see human beings.
All he saw were the broken, burned, mutilated bodies in the road, the thousand yard stares of the countless women who had survived their ordeals at the hands of these animals and the smoking husk of the Smithsonian and practically every other great building in Washington.
There were eighteen men and two women covered by as many Marines and National Guardsmen respectively hefting modern automatic rifles and older carbines.
Dempsey pointed his gun at a big, filthy man with thinning hair and a long unkempt beard in the middle of the line.
The butt of a National Guardsman�s carbine drove the man forward, out of the line.
�Name?� Dempsey demanded coldly.
�Tyler McPherson,� the other man grunted. �I want to talk to a lawyer.�
�Where do you hale from, Tyler McPherson?�
�Ain�t none of your goddamned business, soldier.�
The forty-five bucked in Colin Dempsey�s hand.
The big man involuntarily danced back two steps as the bullet discharged between his legs, drilling into the mud at under his feet with a soft �phut�. Immediately, a Marine prodded the prisoner forward to resume his original position with the muzzle of his M-16.
�Okay,� Dempsey sighed. �The way this works, Tyler McPherson, is that I ask you a question and you tell me the answer and everybody is happy. On the other hand, if I ask you a question and you don�t answer it. Or I don�t like the answer I get to shoot you. First I will shoot you in the knees. Then I will shoot you in the elbows. Then I�ll blow off your balls and leave you to bleed to death in the mud.� The old warrior quirked a predatory smile. �And then I�ll talk to one of your friends.�
�I come from Frenchburg, Kentucky!� The big man blurted.
Dempsey did not have to try very hard to look disappointed that he was not about to start � quite yet � shooting Tyler McPherson to pieces.
�What do you do in Frenchburg, Kentucky?�
�I hunt, I live outside town.�
�You hunt?�
�Yeah. I repairs guns, I breed dogs��
�You were captured in a rebel held area of DC. What were you doing in Washington?�
�Visiting my Ma��
�If,� Dempsey explained slowly, because Tyler McPherson gave every sign of being man to whom comprehension tended to come if all, slowly, �you give me the name of your �Ma�, her place of abode, her age, her place of birth, and the particulars of the rest of your family and any one of those particulars later turns out to have been incorrect, a lie, I will have you stripped naked and dragged around the old battlefield of Bull Run tied to the back of a Jeep by your neck.�
The big man gulped.
�We was called,� he muttered. �The niggers and the communists and the faggots are taking over,� Tyler McPherson added, trying to be helpful. He threw a resentful look towards the small group of black men standing separate from the horde close to the barbed wire. �There weren�t ever no war with the Ruskies; it was God taking his retribution for the sins of all those unbelieving Reds in Russia and the government bombed Chicago and all them other places just to make it look like we won the war!�
Colin Dempsey blinked.
He was grimly silent because it took him a few moments to move on past the outrageous idiocy of what Tyler McPherson had just said to him.
�So, you lied to me about visiting your �Ma�?� He asked coldly.
�I, no��
Dempsey was tempted to kneecap the Kentucky backwoodsman who had, in all probability committed any manner of heinous crimes during the Battle of Washington. He had told the oaf what would happen if he lied to him and shortly thereafter, McPherson had lied to him.
There was great virtue in keeping things simple for the Tyler McPherson�s of the world; complexity and ambiguity only confused them. There followed a short, contemplative interregnum in which he considered his options.
And then he shot Tyler McPherson in the left foot.
The big man reeled away, hopped two steps and toppled, much like a felled tree into the mud, squalling all the while like a school bully who has never been on the receiving end of a beating.
Colin Dempsey watched him for a few seconds.
He looked up.
�Next!� He demanded.
A barrel-shaped youth with a week�s fuzzy stubble on his face staged forward, propelled by the stock of a National Guardsman�s carbine. The man stumbled and almost fell at Dempsey�s feet.
The old soldier had not troubled to holster his pistol.
That would have been a waste of time when he was probably going to have to get it out again in a minute.
Dempsey studied the boy, his unblinking stare fixed on his dirty face.
�Don�t even think of telling me you were visiting your Ma in DC, son,� he advised the wild-eyed man before him.

Chapter 23

Monday 16th December 1963
Andrews Air Force Base, Virginia
Captain Nathan Zabriski had slept most of the way across the North Atlantic; it was as if the pent up angst, rage, humiliation and bewilderment which had filled his head for most of the last ten days had slowly dissipated the nearer he got to home.
He had given up worrying about what would happen to him when he and his fellow 100th Bomb Group �survivors� stepped back onto United States territory. They were war criminals responsible for the death and maiming of over two thousand innocent men, women and children; in any sane world they would all be lined up against a wall and shot. He had believed he was obeying lawfully authorized orders, that American cities had already been nuked by British V-Bombers but what he had �believed� had been a monstrous lie and now he felt nothing but irredeemable shame�
He had tried to explain a little of it to the seraphic, nutmeg-haired almond eyed Maltese nurse who had been appointed as the prisoner of wars� guardian angel by no lesser person that the British C-in-C. Not that any of the POWs� guards had lifted so much as a hand, or so far as he was aware uttered so much as a single disparaging remark to any of the shot down airmen responsible for reducing large parts of the Maltese Archipelago to dust and rubble, and for sinking or badly damaging at least three major warships. By and large the Brits had been friendly � almost sympathetic � in a watchful sort of way; as if they were genuinely a little sorry for their prisoners.
The nurse�s name was Marija Calleja.
She was one of those people who momentarily quietens a noisy room when she enters; who instantly seizes one�s attention and somehow, has an uncanny knack of making one feel more than one actually is. The British guards had treated her like minor royalty.
Marija Calleja had disappeared for a day after their first meeting.
�We missed you yesterday, ma�am,� he had said formally, since he was the senior POW being held at Fort Pembroke, an old British base.
Marija had explained that she had been sent home to catch up on her sleep and he had belatedly recollected that the first time they had met she had seemed to be moving slowly, stiffly, like a much older woman.
�I am to be your guardian again today. Although, I don�t think it is very likely your British captors mean you any harm.� She had looked to the two unarmed British sentries casually taking the airs with the prisoners on the ramparts of the ancient fort.
�My name is Marija,� she had informed him. �I am a Maltese civilian.�
�I�m sorry, ma�am� Marija.� He had grimaced. �My Ma�s middle name is Maria.�
They had walked along the wall and gazed into the haze out to sea like two normal people. Nathan remembered that inshore two small fishing boats, their high prows and sterns painted in the blue and red and yellows of the ancient Phoenicians had bobbed on the gentle swells in the middle distance.
They had talked as if it was the most normal thing in the world.
�I grew up on Air Force Bases in the Mid-West. Everything for hundreds of miles was flat, just farmlands and prairies. We once lived in a place that was over a thousand miles from the Atlantic or the Pacific Ocean.�
Marija Calleja had leaned against the pitted limestone rampart.
�Your father was in the Air Force?�
�He started out as an engine fitter and ended up flying B-24 missions over Germany in the Second War. He was with the 7th Bomb Wing at Carswell until a couple of years before the war. That�s in Texas. He went to work for Boeing in Seattle when he and my Mom split up. That kind of messed up Mom for a while. She�d had crazy times when I was a kid but after Pa left she, well, sort of changed. She was angry all the time. Betrayal does that to you, I suppose? I don�t think my Pa had found anybody else, or anything, it was just that after he left the Air Force he didn�t want to be with Mom any more. It was like it was the Service and base life that had kept them together all those years and when he stopped flying the big birds� Hell, I don�t know. You think you know your Mom and Dad and then something like that happens�� He had shaken his head, eyes misty. The moment of self pity had quickly passed. �After the October War my Ma moved up to Washington DC to live with my Aunt Ida. The last thing I heard she was applying for a government job��
He had apologised for telling her his troubles.
�Don�t be sorry, Captain,� Marija had assured him. �We all have our stories and sometimes I am afraid that people have stopped listening to them.�
�From what I overheard some of the Brits saying,� he had prompted, �you have quite a story yourself?�
Marija had laughed.
�When I was nearly six years old I was trapped in a building that was hit by a bomb. Me and my little brother, Joe. He was unhurt; I was trapped by falling masonry.�My pelvis and my legs were crushed. They�d never have found us but for Joe�s crying.�
Marija had not been troubled that Nathan had not known what to say.
�They didn�t expect me to live,� she had confided, looking at him with thoughtfully quizzical eyes.�The guards had told Nathan that she was �friendly� with a British naval officer; apparently, the pair of them had been exchanging letters since they were kids even though they had never met each other face to face. That had sounded weird. He had not known at the time that the �naval officer� in question was none other than the son of the British Commander-in-Chief in the Mediterranean, or that he had been on the destroyer HMS Talavera when she had been attacked by US Air Force A-4 Skyhawks off Cape Finisterre the day he had been shot down over Malta. The other thing he had not known that day was that Marija Calleja had not known whether the only man she had ever loved was alive or dead. �They didn�t expect me to ever walk again,� she had recalled wryly. �If it wasn�t for Commander Seiffert,� the former US Navy Surgeon Commander who was actually in command of Fort Pembroke and directly answerable for the safety of the POWs directly to the British C-in-C, �and a Royal Navy Surgeon called Reginald Stanley Stephens, I�d have lived a different life.�
Nathan had discovered himself trapped in the young Maltese woman�s gaze very much like a jack rabbit transfixed in the headlamps of an onrushing truck. She had half-turned to study the airman. They were � give or take a year � the same age. She was perfectly lovely. Perfectly lovely and he had fallen under her thrall. In another place, in another time he would have hit on her for sure. Not straight out because she was not that sort of girl, but he would have flirted and seen what transpired. She had known what he was thinking and become briefly tongue-tied.
She had taken pity on him.
�I lost nobody who was close to me in the October War.� As to more recent disasters, specifically the sneak attack on Malta by the 100th Bomb Group, Marija had confessed that she did not know yet if she had lost anybody close. �Things are still too confused. People I know must have been hurt, or killed, because so many are dead and injured��
�I�m sorry. I don�t know what to say.�
�There is nothing to be said, Captain. The World is the way it is and we must carry on as we may.�
�Marija!�
The Maltese woman had turned around at the sound of her name.
�Peter is safe!�
On subsequent days Marija had shyly, proudly spoken a little about Peter Christopher, the man she loved. But on that day the release of knowing that he was alive had overwhelmed her.
She had fainted with relief.
And if Nathan had not caught her she would most likely have fallen fifteen feet down a flight of limestone stairs onto the unyielding stone of the Victorian gunroom floor below.
Marija had been with the POWs each day after that.
Later she had accompanied them to RAF Luqa, shaken each man�s hand at the foot of the ramp up into the cargo cabin of the US Air Force Lockheed C-130 Hercules.
Nathan had swung around to berate the US Air Force cameraman who had taken a snap of Marija planting a sisterly, entirely platonic kiss on his right cheek. She had placed a gentle hand on his arm.
�We are friends I think, Nathan,� she had said. �Nobody can shame us for that; and shame on us if we let them?�
The Hercules had flown the eight 100th Bomb Group survivors north to Prestwick in Scotland where a silver Boeing 707 in Air Force livery had been waiting to carry the returning �butchers of Malta� to Washington.
�DRESS RIGHT AND CENTER!� Bawled the Marine Corps Major in command of the honour guard. The bemused airmen trooping down the steps onto the cold, windswept tarmac blinked in astonishment as the band struck up the opening bars of the US Air Force song.
However, nothing in Christendom could conceivably have been more disorientating to Nathan Zabriski than the unmistakable sight of General Curtis Emerson LeMay standing at the foot of the steps.
The next few minutes were a blur.
Nathan saluted the great man who had smiled grimly and crushed his right hand in a bear-like grip.
�A man who obeys orders and presses on to the limit of his endurance and courage and far, far beyond in the pursuance of his duty will always be welcomed back into my Air Force, son,� Old Iron Pants said solemnly. While the other returning POWs waited patiently on the steps behind Nathan the legendary former commander of Strategic Air Command leaned closer to the much younger man. �The dishonour in this matter rests on other shoulders. The Air Force will stand behind you and your men. I give you my personal word on that.�
Nathan thought he must have dreamed that part of it because within a hour of landing at Andrews Field he had been whisked away by the Secret Service in the back of an armoured personnel carrier to the CIA Headquarters at Langley.
It was shortly after arriving at Langley, in a brightly lit underground conference room, that he had learned that his mother was in custody in the same complex.
She had assassinated the British Prime Minister, Edward Heath, and attempted to assassinate the President of the United States of America.

Chapter 24

Monday 16th December 1963
NAACP Office, Third Baptist Church, San Francisco, California
Miranda Sullivan had driven to San Francisco with Gerry Devers, a twenty-four year old intern fresh out of UCLA with degrees in Business Administration, Economics and of all things, French. Gerry was an entertaining kind of guy; good looking, obsessively clean, a little over-talkative and clearly aching to hit on her. Unlike Miranda, Gerry was no nearer being taken onto the Governor�s staff now than he had been the day his big check Democrat donor parents had foisted him upon the Office of the Governor back in August. Miranda hardly knew the man but anybody could tell he was an airhead who was never going to have to pay his own way in the world, and that right now he would much rather be hitting on her or playing golf than discussing the composition and the constitution of the California Civil Rights Forum.
�Is there a telephone I could use please,� she asked her hosts after her companion had yet again put his foot in his mouth. The man was an idiot and she had no idea why she had to put up with him.
There were no plush meeting rooms at the Third Baptist Church of San Francisco. The coffee was not real and Gerry Devers had made up his mind about the prospective CCRF, the neighbourhoods through which they had driven to get to the meeting and his hosts� worth and character based on the color of their skin before he and Miranda had left Sacramento.
Terry Francois had conducted himself as if he was oblivious to Miranda�s sidekick�s presence but the faces of Dwayne John, and the other NCAAP members crowded into the stuffy bare-walled little vestry behind the church had quickly hardened with hostility.
It was the big man who escorted Miranda to the Pastor�s office, a Spartan, spic and span room with table and a couple of chairs and nothing much else other than a bookcase filled with well-thumbed hymnals.
�I am so sorry!� Miranda cried. �I want to slap that man�s face,� she hissed angrily the moment she was alone with the hulking black man.
�The Lord sends us new trials every day,� Dwayne John concurred, permitting himself a wry grin.
Miranda scowled at him; irritated that he could be so calm.
The man and the woman looked at each other, the memory of their brief encounter to set up today�s exploratory meeting in Sacramento still crystal fresh in their minds.
Dwayne John had been surprised to see other blacks, and people of color sitting in the long refectory of the State Capitol Building, although none of them seemed to have white friends or co-workers. He and Miranda had stood out like sore thumbs; a negro and a blond white woman sitting together, publicly sharing a table, talking with each other like normal people.
Miranda had insisted on paying the tab for their two coffees.
She had been all business.
�We should meet with the people in San Francisco as soon as possible.�
�How soon do you think?�
�Why not tomorrow? Is it easier if I drive over to you?�
He had honestly believed she would be put off by the idea of any meeting in the Fillmore District but she had not batted a single golden eyelash when he had suggested the Third Baptist Church as a venue.
�That�s fine.�
A time was agreed and the place confirmed. Yes, she knew where the Third Baptist Church was; in fact she had already seemed to know almost as much about the NAACP in California as he did which was a little bit unsettling even though Terry Francois had taken him aside and warned him �this girl is sharp enough to cut you if you don�t pay attention�.
As Dwayne John had sat in the refectory at the State Capitol with the woman he had girded his courage and broached the thing which had troubled him ever since the night of the war.
�That night, Miss Sullivan?�
�At Johnny Seiffert�s place on Haight Street?� She had shot back like a bullet from a .357 Magnum.
Dwayne had winced.
�Look, that was my dark time. That man isn�t who I am now.�
She had thought about it for a few moments.
�I don�t ever want to talk about that night again,� she had informed him in a hissing whisper. �That�s the deal, okay? I can�t go there again. I just can�t!�
For a split second she had been horribly, heart-wrenchingly vulnerable.
Now she was just achingly, perfectly beautiful and Dwayne had absolutely no idea how he was going to get her face out of his head; or if actually he would ever find it in his soul to even attempt to expunge it.
�You�re giving me that look again, Mister John,� Miranda said, frowning at her companion in the vestry as she waited for somebody to pick up the phone in Sacramento.
�Sorry,� the big man murmured and turned away, unwilling to meet the challenge in the woman�s topaz stare.
Presently, Miranda�s boss, the Governor�s Chief-of-Staff came on the line. He was not happy, evidently having been called out of a meeting.
�What is it Miranda?�
�Gerry Devers is an ignorant, bigoted pig and if he goes on the way he�s going he�s going to get himself lynched from a lamp post on McAllister and Fillmore!� Miranda drew breath. �Always assuming I don�t shoot him first, sir!�
�Oh,� Miranda�s boss was knocked off his stride. �For goodness sake! Who on earth sent that young idiot with you?�
�I have no idea,� she reported truthfully. �I know the Governor doesn�t like female staffers going to �certain� places on their own. Maybe, that�s it. But I�m perfectly capable of looking after myself, sir.� She almost added �I lived in much worse places than the Fillmore District before the war�.
�You two better come back to Sacramento.�
�That�s not necessary, sir. Gerry can take the car��
�No, he can�t. Just tell the idiot to come back to Sacramento. He can find his own way back. No,� a second thought. �Would you tell him to come to phone please.�
Gerry Devers stormed out of the Third Baptist Church of San Francisco approximately three minutes later but only after he had stopped to give Miranda what he probably hoped was an �if looks killed� sort of look. His anger bounced off her much like a pebble would have bounced off the front glacis plate of an M60 Patton main battle tank.
�Ma�am,� Dwayne John had whistled softly, �you surely are a force of nature.�
The older she got the worse Miranda became accepting compliments.
This one she brushed off with scorn.
�Men!� She sighed in unfeigned exasperation.
Back in the cramped meeting room she forced a smile.
�I owe you all an apology. I am personally very, very sorry for my, er, colleague�s attitude and behaviour. It was inexcusable. All I can say is that my boss, the Governor�s Chief-of-Staff was as angry as I am about what has just happened. I�m sure that when the Governor is informed he will be very angry, too. Mr Devers will have nothing further to do with the California Civil Rights Forum. Respectfully, may I suggest that we start all over again?�
Fifty-one year old Terry Francois had been elected President of the San Francisco chapter of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People in 1959. The Louisiana-born former Marine had returned home to study at Xavier University in New Orleans after the Second World War, achieved a master�s degree in Business Administration at Atlanta and travelled west to qualify as an attorney in San Francisco in 1949. Since then he had immersed himself in the civil rights movement.
For much of his time in San Francisco � even after the October War � he had been a little out of step with many NAACP members; where he saw the need for a more activist approach others still preferred quiet protest or no protest at all. Whereas, he saw in the ruination of the old World a once in a generation opportunity to advance the cause of the civil rights movement in America; many saw only the pitfalls, and the dangers of pressing so hard that they left themselves vulnerable to the accusation that they lacked patriotism and civil responsibility and were deliberately making a bad situation worse. While Terry Francois understood the feelings of his people � members of the NAACP were no less patriotic and to his mind, a lot less irresponsible, than the majority of their fellow Americans � lately he had felt like he was wading through knee-deep mud.
He reflected for a few seconds.
He asked himself if the California Civil Rights Forum was no more than a sop, a reluctant gesture from a beleaguered state administration. Governor Brown was a decent man, of that he had no doubt. But he was also a practical politician who knew that everything that was worth doing had its price. What exactly was the signal that Governor Brown was sending the NAACP and the rest of the civil rights movement by appointing a mere slip of a girl to be his office�s public face of the CCRF?
Therein lay the conundrum.
For all that Miranda Sullivan was just that � a slip of a girl � she was self-evidently shrewd and driven, not to mention brave, and self-evidently came with none of the normal white middle class hang ups about the color of a man or woman�s skin; which was still, sadly, a very rare thing in California. And of course one only had to take one look at the kid to know that she had inherited the naturally telegenic looks of her film star parents; if nothing else she would one heck of a poster girl for the CCRF!
�Yes,� he confirmed, coming to what he felt in his bones was a turning point in his Presidency of the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP, �starting all over again works just fine for me, Miss Sullivan.�
�Miranda,� the slip of a girl replied.
She looked around the faces of the NAACP members crushed together into the small, stuffy room.
�Unless anybody�s got any objections I think we should be as informal as possible in our dealings with each other. We are all in this together.� She smiled wryly. �In fact if we are not all in this together we might as well give up now!�

Chapter 25

Monday 16th December 1963
Marshall Space Flight Center, Huntsville, Alabama
Wernher Magnus Maximilian, Freiherr von Braun since July 1960 the Director of the Marshall Space Flight Center had not been informed of the purpose of the Vice-President�s visit � no more than a flying stopover � to Huntsville or why he specifically wanted to speak to him while the flagship of the presidential fleet of jetliners, SAM 26000 a specially customized long-range VC-137C Boeing 707, was on the ground being refuelled.
Wernher von Braun was not a man who cared for surprises like the phone call he had received less than an hour ago summoning him to the old Redstone Arsenal Air Base. For an aircraft the size of a Boeing 707 the runway parameters of the old Army Air Force test facility were marginal and the field was rarely used by large modern jet aircraft; so what was so important that Lyndon Johnson was detouring out here into the boondocks at such short notice?
The former Director of the Peenemunde Research Center and the chief designer of the V-2 rocket took some small comfort from knowing from his experience of his eighteen years in the United States, that whatever was going on was probably not going to involve a show trial and a summary execution. Although his American friends would never have suspected as much, it had taken him many, many years to put those sort of terrors out of mind in his dealings with his adoptive countrymen. Back in Hitler�s Germany a man�s life often hung suspended by a thread; one never knew when a gloved hand was likely to grip one�s shoulder, the denouncements would begin and the wrath or offended dignity of some Party or SS bigwig would sign a man�s death warrant.
The Americans had asked him why he had gone along with Hitler and Himmler. He had tried to explain but eventually he had ducked the questions. The victorious Western Allies into whose hands he had gone to great lengths to fall in the spring of 1945 simply did not understand the true nature of the evil that they had been fighting. They discovered the concentration camps, the slave workers reduced to human skeletons but still they did not really understand. Not going along with Hitler was a death sentence. Not going along meant one�s entire extended family would be sent to the camps, that one would be tortured, or hung by the neck from a rafter with piano wire.
Operation Paperclip, the American exercise to transport hundreds of Germany�s surviving top scientists and where possible, their families to the United States � effectively removing every man from the reach of the ongoing war crimes tribunals and the rigors of the de-Nazification program � had been for Wernher von Braun like being given back his life. Eventually, one hundred and twenty-seven of his team had been brought to America and contracted to the US Army; all but one of his technical directors at the Marshall Space Flight Center was an old hand from either Peenemunde or the latter V-2 development program at Blizna in what post-war became southern Poland. Nordhausen hung over most of their heads, even now; he tried not to think much about the V-2 assembly factory in the Harz Mountains where thousands of slave workers had been starved, beaten and worked to death in the final months of the European war. People still occasionally pointed the finger at him even if few actually had the courage or the inclination to speak of it; Nordhausen was an SS factory and even if he had known what was going on there he could have done very little about it. Other, that was, than to earn Heinrich Himmler�s personal displeasure and how many men in London or Washington or anywhere else in the civilised world could honestly claim that they would have risked antagonising the Head of the SS had they actually been in his situation. Besides, in those days he had been a patriotic German fighting to save his country!
However, on days like this the man who considered himself to be the World�s leading living rocket scientist � Sergei Pavlovich Korolev, his Soviet counterpart had in all likelihood perished in the October War � was beset with a raft of troubling, disconcerting insecurities which he had long ago learned to conceal from his public. In fact, an observer watching him now would interpret his expression and general demeanour as being those of a man who was convinced he had been called away from his work on what he believed to be a fool�s errand.
He watched the big jet approach.
Only the best Air Force pilots got within a hundred miles of any of the Presidential jets; they said that winning a seat at the controls of SAM 26000 was an American military pilot�s equivalent of going to Heaven and personally being welcomed at the Pearly Gates by a smiling St Peter.
The jetliner landed gently without the usual puff of smoke from the main undercarriage wheels and came to a halt some two hundred yards before the end of the runway without any squealing of brakes. Then the aircraft turned and taxied directly to its appointed hardstand.
Von Braun could hardly suppress a smile.
He had been working long enough with the best Air Force pilots, test pilots, hot shot top guns and guys who had demonstrated, time and again, the �right stuff� to know that whoever was at the controls of SAM 26000 today had an overdose of that indefinable �right stuff�.
Von Braun marched up the steps to the forward port forward door of the aircraft as soon as it opened. A big man with an impressive physical presence, the Director of the Marshall Space Flight Center puffed out his chest and girded his resolve to fight his corner.
He was a little surprised to be greeted by the Vice-President in person at the doorway.
�Good to see you again, Mister Director,� the tall Texan drawled, smiling that vaguely mischievous, knowing smile that tended to indicate he was either in a very good mood or that he was about to outflank an opponent.
�Likewise, Mr Vice-President.� Von Braun had tried hard to lose his German accent; in the end he had given up. However, his Germanic edges had rounded, his involuntary curtness lessened and his English acquired at times a strangely Southern lilt unless he was buried deep in complex technical or design issues. �I am sorry you don�t have time today to �do the tour� of our facilities. I�m sure you would be impressed with the changes we�ve made since your last visit.�
�I�m sure I will be mightily impressed the next time I swing through Alabama,� Lyndon Baines Johnson guffawed. �But business before pleasure. Yesterday I was in Sacramento meeting with the West Coast Governors, this morning we stopped over at Houston to pick up your boss.�
It was not until he stepped inside the aircraft that the man standing at the Vice-President�s shoulder stepped out of the shadows.
�Good to see you again, Wernher,� smiled James E. Webb, the fifty-seven year old career Washington insider who had been appointed Administrator of NASA � the National Aeronautics and Space Administration � by President Kennedy in July 1961. In retrospect Kennedy�s nomination of a man who was the precise antithesis of a rocket scientist in the public imagination as the second head of NASA, had directly anticipated his Administration�s long term plan to put an American on the Moon.
NASA already had a man who was capable of designing a Moon rocket, von Braun; what it had lacked was a man with the unequivocal support of the incoming Administration and the wherewithal and connections in DC to fight NASA�s forthcoming battle for resources in Washington.
Von Braun took heart from his immediate chief�s cheerful, relaxed greeting but was not in any way misled into anything remotely resembling complacency. In deference to the Vice-President he did not digress to inquire after the wellbeing of Webb�s wife Patsey, or of his two teenage children Sarah and James (junior) aged respectively eighteen and sixteen.
Johnson led the two NASA men into the heart of the cabin where he invited them to join him around a small conference table; wordlessly, the trio settled in the comfortable chairs while staffers and flunkies brought coffee before retreating out of the immediate eye lines of the three.
James Webb spoke first.
A native of Tally Ho, North Carolina where his father had been superintendent of the Grantville County public schools, Webb had been commissioned into the Marine Corps as a pilot in the early 1930s before coming to Washington DC as secretary to Republican Senator Edward W. Pou of North Carolina between 1932 and 1934, and then as an assistant of O. Max Gardner, a former Governor of his State and a close personal friend of Franklin Delano Roosevelt Webb who had joined the Bar of the District of Columbia in 1936, was during the Second World War Webb the treasurer and vice-president of the Sperry Gyroscope Company in Brooklyn � a key supplier of aerial radar and navigational equipment employing over thirty thousand people � precluding his release for military service until 1944. After the war he had returned to DC to work for his old boss, Max Gardner, now President Harry S. Truman�s Undersecretary of the Treasury, and subsequently been appointed Director of the Bureau of the Budget in the Office of the President of the United States, having been recommended for the post by both Gardner and his boss, Treasury Secretary John Snyder. This meant that until he moved on to the State Department in 1949, Webb was the man who prepared the President�s annual budget for presentation to Congress. Although Webb had resigned from the State Department in 1952 and returned to private industry, he had never lost contact with the levers of power in Washington, serving on government committees, including the bipartisan President�s Committee to Study the United States Military Assistance Program in 1958 while still working for the Kerry-McGee Oil Corporation in Oklahoma. Nobody had been overly surprised when Webb�s name was first out of the hat when the incoming Kennedy Administration was looking for a man capable of giving NASA real clout in the corridors of the Capitol.
�Before the rebellion last week,� James Webb prefaced, �there was already a lot of idle speculation in the national press and on the TV and radio networks that the President�s stated intention to put an American on the Moon before the end of this decade, was,� the head of NASA paused, considering his options, �essentially aspirational rather than a hard statement of the Administration�s policy.�
Wernher von Braun�s heart sank.
�However, following consultations with Vice-President Johnson,� Webb looked to the nodding, severe-faced Texan who seemed content to let him do the talking at present, �NASA is to proceed on the basis of the most literal possible interpretation of the President�s publicly stated demand that the United States of America should send a man to the Moon and return him safely to Earth not later than December 31, 1969.�
Von Braun turned to Lyndon Johnson.
The two men exchanged long hard looks.
�I think the whole Moon Project is a dammed fool thing,� the Vice-President said eventually. �However, the President of the United States of America has spoken and if we are ever to be again what we once were, everybody must understand that when the American President speaks his words have substance and conviction. The World must trust that when an American President speaks he means what he says.�
Von Braun knew that there had to be a huge caveat so he waited patiently to learn what it was.
�Forget about tests and trials for six months from this date,� Johnson directed. �The American people won�t understand NASA burning public money like it was confetti at a time like this. Forget launches and fireworks but in six months time deliver to me NASA�s plans for a Moon rocket specifying what you need to do before you can build it and how much it is going to cost in real dollars.�
�NASA,� James Webb informed von Braun, �is now attached to the Office of the Vice-President.�
�As,� Lyndon Baines Johnson added, with soft-spoken relish, �is the Federal Emergency Management Agency, the Capitol Reconstruction Office and the Committee for the Continuance of Government,� he quirked a wry smile, �neither of which exist yet but sometime in the next couple of weeks will hit the ground running.�
Von Braun was so preoccupied absorbing this that his expression evidently became a little perplexed.
�This country is in a bad place, Mister Director,� Johnson told him rhetorically, �but if I have anything to do with it that is going to change. Whatever past reservation I have entertained about the �Moon Project� I share the President�s conviction that America needs something to restore its belief in itself. We will go to the Moon this decade, gentlemen!�

Chapter 26

Monday 16th December 1963
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
From the chill in the winter air in Washington Nick Katzenbach had expected the first early snows to be lying on the ground at Naval Support Facility Thurmont when he stepped down from the US Navy Sikorsky SH-3 Sea King which had brought him, three senior Department of Justice officials and thirty-nine year old Texan William Marvin Watson, whom the rumour mill suggested was about to be anointed the new White House Appointments Secretary.
�You�re a long way from home,� Katzenbach had observed wryly when he had encountered Watson in the VIP lounge at Andrews Air Force Base.
The former head of the Texas Democrats who had never been anything other than a staunch �Johnson man� had smiled wanly.
�We�re all a long way from home these days, Nick,� the other man had replied, far too shrewd an operator to be drawn further and besides, the moment the two men had laid eyes on each other that afternoon they had both joined up the dots. Kenneth Patrick �Kenny� O�Donnell, White House Appointments Secretary � the de facto Chief of Staff to the President � had sustained minor shrapnel injuries during the siege of the White House but later suffered what seemed like a near total nervous breakdown. Notwithstanding that Kenny had been at the end of his tether long before the Battle of Washington; bringing in a Johnson man like Watson as his replacement would have been unthinkable just a week ago.
�Ever been to Camp David before?� This Katzenbach had inquired as the helicopters rotors began to quicken ahead of the relatively short hop to northern Maryland. Camp David was situated only slightly less than seventy miles north-north-east of the White House; even from across the other side of DC it was only a thirty to forty minute flight up to the Catoctins.
Watson had grimaced.
�No, I�ve never been invited before.�
Not so much a wind of change but a firestorm was blowing through John Fitzgerald Kennedy�s badly mauled Administration. In part this was a virtue born of necessity but it also reflected a spirit of angry defiance, revealing an underlying steeliness in the character and personality of the Chief Executive which very few of his closest confidantes had suspected him capable. A steeliness and a positively stunning grasp of the things that pragmatically, had to be done to preserve both the Administration and the Union in the aftermath of the Battle of Washington and the scattered � nonetheless dreadful � outbreaks of violence across the rest of the country. The random atrocities continued, day by day even though the rebellion in Washington had been brutally stamped out by forces loyal to the flag.
In Washington it was now known that Secretary of State Dean Rusk and his Deputy, George Ball had been killed at the Main State Building. Rusk had been gunned down seconds before a huge truck bomb had shattered the C Street NW facade of the State Department. Ball had also probably died in that explosion although his bullet-riddled body had later been recovered from the wreckage. C. Douglas Dillon, Secretary of the Treasury had been gunned down outside his home; and Postmaster General John A. Gronouski had been badly injured � apparently an inadvertent victim of a wayward A-4 Skyraider strike � while attempting to hide in an office block close to Newsweek�s Washington Bureau. Among other casualties, Under Secretary of the Navy, Paul Burgess Fay, had been killed in the fighting at the Pentagon. Across Washington what survived of the governmental, military and political infrastructure a terrible game of �wait and see who turns up� was being played out to establish who had and who had not survived the bloodletting.
Bloodletting was the only word for what had happened.
The latest estimates indicated that some three to four thousand people had been directly involved in the �rebellion�. People were calling it an �insurgency�, and attempted �coup d��tat� but �rebellion� was as good a word as any to describe the unparalleled national disaster of the Battle of Washington.
Millions of Americans had perished on the night of the October War; but nothing had so dishonoured and corrupted the sense of one nation united against its travails, as the hideous disfigurement wrought upon the idea of America by the �rebels� during forty-eight hours of mayhem on the streets of the District of Columbia. Even now there were enclaves of zealots and fanatics who refused to surrender; holed up in Arlington National Cemetery desecrating the memory of America�s hallowed fallen, and in office blocks and hotels, and down deep in the tunnels of the Metro. The bastards even had an FM radio station broadcasting a mixture of pseudo-Christian ultra-fundamentalist bile that would have sat well on any Grand Inquisitor�s lips, and what sounded like quasi-religious white supremacist racist claptrap.
Even the Federal Bureau of Investigation conceded that it was significant that although people of color had been involved in widespread rioting in the city on the second and third day of the �rebellion�, there had only been a handful non-whites among the nine hundred and seven-four � many had only surrendered because they were too badly wounded to carry on fighting � suspected �rebels� thus far detained as of sundown yesterday.
The United States of American had been brought to its knees by an unholy alliance of Klansmen, backwoodsmen, religious nuts and psychopaths brought together in common cause by the agonies of the October War, the imbecilic treatment of the military after that war � at least a third of the �rebel� prisoners still wore their old dog tags � and a criminal failure of leadership by the Administration of which Nick Katzenbach had once been proud to serve.
The President greeted Katzenbach and Marvin Watson on the steps of his cabin. Propped up in a chair with his heavily bandaged right leg elevated on a carefully arranged pile of soft cushions, Robert Francis �Bobby� Kennedy waved at the newcomers as they came in out of the cold.
�Forgive me for not getting up,� he apologised, quirking a boyish grin.
Katzenbach and Watson were the last two men to arrive for the hurriedly called �fireside conference�. Already present was General David Shoup, Commandant of the Marine Corps and presently the Military Governor of the District of Columbia; Albertis Sydney Harrison, the Governor of Virginia, and John Millard Tawes the Governor of Maryland.
�I am pleased to be able to announce that Marvin has accepted the position of Acting White House Appointments Secretary,� Jack Kennedy announced, introducing Watson as the supporting cast took their seats in armchairs around a spitting, guttering hearth. As always the President was solicitous of a newcomer�s unease in the company of virtual strangers. Although both Harrison and Tawes were Democrats like him there was a yawning chasm between aristocratic East Coast old Democrats like them and the brash young pretenders in Texas. Moreover, the Democratic Party was and had always been a ridiculously broad church, accommodating Oil Lobby Texans, die-hard segregationists like Harrison and liberal-minded conservative like Tawes who had already recognized that the Southern Civil Rights Movement was in the long term, unstoppable.
The civilities concluded and the pots of coffee refilled, the cabin cleared and the main players awaited their President�s pleasure.
Nick Katzenbach, who had known both Kennedy brothers for many years and considered himself an insider and a family friend, guessed that this was more than a straightforward �meeting�, and that his President�s purpose in calling the gathering was not simply to ensure that everybody in the room was �on the same page�. As if to confirm his suspicion Jack Kennedy gave himself a little longer to gather his thoughts and to taste the moods of the other men in the room.
He smiled that mischievous, deprecating smile which had charmed America back in 1960 in exactly the same way that Richard Nixon�s leer had not in Marvin Watson�s direction.
�FDR called this place the USS Shangri-La,� he chuckled. �That was in 1942. Most of what you see around us,� he waved a semi-regal arm, �is built on the footprint of a camp built by the Works Progress Administration in the thirties as a camp for federal employees. It occurs to me that in our current situation we can learn a thing or two from all those New Deal agencies FDR set up in another time of trial?�
The men around the President nodded warily.
�FDR and Winston Churchill met here in 1943,� he went on. �Nobody seems to know if it was actually in this building but this apparently, was Roosevelt�s cabin.� He shrugged. �So who knows? Dwight Eisenhower came here at about this time of the year to convalesce in 1955 after he had had a heart attack earlier in the fall.� Again, there was a suggestion of self-deprecation in his tone. �It is comforting to remember, now and then, that not all my predecessors were men of iron.�
Before the October War the President and the First Lady had often brought their children to Camp David to escape the watching eyes at the Kennedy family�s Hyannis Port compound, to ride and to enjoy the quietness of the mountains. In those days other senior members of the Administration had regularly retreated to Camp David, it had become the playground of White House insiders.
Nick Katzenbach watched how the President�s new Appointments Secretary, Marvin Watson, was adapting to his introduction to the inner circle of the Administration. Calmly, almost coolly, he decided but then no man who had been as close to Lyndon Baines Johnson for as many years as Watson � he had watched LBJ�s back during a raft of elections and been his most loyal �independent� advisor throughout � was going to be in any way unprepared for his debut in the major leagues.
�Gentlemen,� Jack Kennedy said, turning to business. He glanced to his younger brother who looked exactly like any man in the early stages of recovering from a serious gunshot wound requiring two recent surgeries had every right to look; pale, a little gaunt and subdued from the effect of the powerful anti-inflammatory and pain-killing drugs coursing through his body. �Bobby is here because while he�s recovering from his �little flesh wound� Ethel is convinced that only the Marine Corps can make him obey his doctor�s orders!�
All the men in the room cracked broad, sympathetic smiles and guffawed spontaneously. Jackie Kennedy might always put her sister-in-law in the shade but Ethel Kennedy was one of those women who honestly and truly did not overly care about it. However, the fact that she �cared� about her husband was legendary; and likewise despite his periodic philandering her loyalty to him was unwavering. The men in the cabin had no trouble believing � not for a single minute � that Ethel had been on the phone to President and laid down the law demanding that he guarantee that her husband rest.
Bobby Kennedy caught the mood.
�Ethel indicated that General Shoup�s men were to shoot me in the event I attempt to run before I can walk,� he confessed jokily. He slumped back into his cushions but not before he had winked conspiratorially at Nick Katzenbach.
�In that event it would be justifiable homicide,� he offered.
Jack Kennedy sipped his coffee.
�Several of our friends and colleagues, all good men who will be sorely missed have been lost to us in the last week,� he prefaced. �Following discussions with Vice-President Johnson, Secretary McNamara, Chief Justice Earl Warren, senior surviving members of Congress, and General Curtis LeMay, whom I have appointed Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee, steps are being taken to fill the gaps in our ranks and to ensure that our rapprochement with our old � our natural � Trans-Atlantic allies is, insofar as it is possible at this early stage, should be set in stone.�
The President nodded to David Shoup, the unyielding rock upon which the rebel assault on the Pentagon had faltered, broken and eventually been thrown back in confusion. The Commandant of the Marine Corps returned his Commander-in-Chief�s acknowledgement.
�You will be aware that I have appointed General Shoup Military Governor of the District of Columbia for a period of ninety days pending Congressional sanction. I have also invited General Shoup to join the Joint Chiefs of Staff as a permanent member with immediate effect.�
Previously Shoup and his predecessors had �guested� on the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee only at the invitation of its Chairman.
�With regard to the organisation of the high command of the American military,� the President continued, �the Chief of Naval Operations has resigned and I have appointed his deputy, Admiral McDonald to fill that position. General Westmoreland will continue in his current role as Special Military Advisor to the Secretary of Defense, however,� Jack Kennedy paused, not wanting his next caveat to be lost on his listeners, �Westy is clearly a coming man and I have warned Bob McNamara that I reserve the right to employ him elsewhere at need at short notice.�
The President�s expression became severe.
�The Vice-President, General LeMay and I have discussed how best to proceed with regard to those officers and units of the United States armed forces which failed to play their part in putting down the recent rebellion.� He looked to the Governors of Maryland and Virginia. �We take the view that those units which failed to obey orders can no longer be trusted; those units will therefore, be stood down, disarmed and disbanded with immediate effect. The officers and senior NCOs of those units will be arrested and their conduct investigated by the Department of Defense. Several National Guard Army and Air Force units in Maryland and Virginia will be subject to this exercise. I must request your unambiguous personal co-operation in this matter.�
Fifty-six year old Albertis Sydney Harrison was the first Governor of Virginia to be born in the twentieth century but this had not stopped him fighting, tooth and nail, against the de-segregation of his state�s education system. He was a �Byrd Democrat�; loyal to that Southern Democrat wing of the Party which was in the thrall of the senior Senator from Virginia, Harry F. Byrd, the former Governor whose ambition and formidable political machine had dominated Virginia politics for decades. �Byrd Democrats� shared the title �democrats� with the Kennedy faction of the Party but practically nothing else; it had not come as a huge shock that Virginia Army and Air Force National Guard units had �balked at the jump� at the height of the Battle of Washington, and played little or no part in actively �putting down the rebellion�. In the end it had been units rushed from West Virginia, Delaware, New Jersey and from as far away as Ohio which, following pulverising air strikes by Curtis LeMay�s Skyraiders had decisively turned the tide.
Governor Harrison ought not to have been surprised that the Administration�s response to what amounted to Virginian �neutrality� in the recent bloodshed was arbitrary. However, the �Byrd Democratic� caucus of the Commonwealth of Virginia was not, and never had been, the most sensitive, or the most perceptive of political weather vanes and for this reason the President�s words touched a surprised, and very exposed raw nerve.
�I will not be threatened, sir,� Governor Harrison retorted, effecting a strain air of old-world grace as befitted a man who truly believed himself to be above the fray. He was after all a direct descendent of the Benjamin Harrison who had signed the Declaration of Independence, and to William Henry Harrison and Benjamin Harrison, respectively the ninth and twenty-third Presidents of the Republic. He and his supporters in Virginia had never really had much time for Irish upstarts like the Kennedy boys. �If you threaten the Old Dominion,� Virginians had always taken perverse pride from being the first English colony in the New World, �I must warn you that you will be taking the first step down a very rocky road, sir!�
Bobby Kennedy roused himself.
�Why?� He asked impatiently.
Harrison looked at the President�s younger brother with haughty, positively aristocratic disdain, his lips a thin white line.
The wounded United States Attorney General frowned.
�Why?� He repeated. �What are you going to do, Governor?� This he asked acidly. �Secede?�
The Virginian opened his mouth to protest but the younger man had not finished.
�I recollect that the Commonwealth of Virginia tried that a hundred and two years ago, Governor Harrison. That didn�t work out too well for the �Old Dominion� then. You don�t honestly think seceding will work out any better this time round? Do you?�

Chapter 27

Monday 16th December 1963
California Institute for Men, Chino, San Bernardino, California
Tabatha Christa Brenckmann was tired and fractious the first time her father laid eyes on her. He would have taken her in his arms in a flash if his hands had not been chained to the table at which two lumbering, sweating oafs in grimy prison guard uniforms had sat him in the humid, dirty visiting hall. His table was one of twenty and the squalling of babies and the ceaseless clamour of insensible, incomprehensible chatter had been wearing him down until he set eyes on his daughter.
No physical contact.
That seemed to be the only rule but it was applied with immense determination by the guards who patrolled the rooms wielding dark night sticks, all of which had had lumps chewed out of them; presumably from frequent employment over a period of many years. Everything in the prison was old, neglected, in need of care, attention, patching up or renewal. What with one thing and another the California Correctional System was clearly not at the top of Governor Brown�s list of priorities.
In fact it probably was not on any of the �action this decade� lists in the Office of the Governor of California in Sacramento.
NO PHYSICAL CONTACT.
That was unnecessarily cruel even in an overcrowded concentration camp like the California Institute for Men. No concentration camp was unfair, at least a guy got two, sometimes three half-way square meals a day in this dump. Assuming somebody did not put a knife in his ribs or brain him with a brick for not having the right expression on his face when he was unknowingly walking past a psychopath, Sam could be relatively confident that he was not about to starve to death in the �CIM�.
Judy sniffed back her tears; and tried desperately hard to be brave.
�Tabatha Christa,� she blurted. �I lied to them about us being married. Being married makes things simpler��
�Tabatha,� Sam Brenckmann muttered, gazing distractedly to his daughter and up to his lover�s face, lost in his wonder.
�Tabatha with an �a� not an �i�,� Judy explained, knowing she was gabbling. �Sabrina said it should be with an �i� but I said I�d seen you write it with an �a� in the lyrics of Tabatha�s Gone��
Sam parents had been so surprised by his kid sister�s safe and healthy birth that, normally regular people, they had lost the plot when Tabatha had been born and they had been required to register her birth.
�Ma and Pa were so relieved that Tabatha was okay after all the things the doctors had said when Ma got pregnant that they spelled Tabatha wrong on all the hospital forms,� Sam told Judy, �and by the time they found out they�d spelled it wrong it was too late. Anyways, they decided they liked Tabatha with an �a� better than with an �i�.�
Judy was cradling their daughter in her arms, holding her a little above the level of the table. The table was bolted to the floor, as were the chairs in which she and Sam sat. The chairs were made for six foot tall felons, not more daintily built new mothers struggling to introduce their babies to their fathers for the first time.
�Christa?� Sam asked.
�It was my aunt�s middle name. I always liked it.�
Judy�s aunt had lived in Chilliwack, British Columbia; Chilliwack and a large oval swathe of the Fraser Valley had ceased to exist on the night of the October War.
�Oh.�
�They wouldn�t let Sabrina or Vincent Meredith in.�
�Bummer.� Sam�s expression was momentarily quizzical. �Who is Vincent?�
�He�s your attorney. Sabrina hired him.�
�Oh, right.�
�The cops said you were shot, sweetheart?�
�Buckshot. I was as sore as Hell for a couple of days but as you can see I can sit down again now, babe.�
Judy rocked her daughter; realising with a start that her baby had quietened and was myopically peering around her. She stared at the cuffs on Sam�s wrists and the retaining ring which meant he could not more his hands more than an inch in any direction. Sam�s right cheek was puffy, his eye darkened.
�I�ll be okay,� he insisted the moment he sensed what she was thinking. �I�m a tough guy, remember.�
Judy tried to force a smile.
If Sam Brenckmann had not been a tough guy they would both surely have died last winter in the nightmare of the refugee camps of British Columbia and the holding cages of Tacoma.
�They said I had twenty minutes,� Judy apologised like it was her fault. �What actually happened at The Troubadour last week, Sam?�
Sam hesitated.
�It�s all a bit blurry,� he confessed by way of a preface to his account. �I was on stage and suddenly the whole place was in flames. I didn�t hang about. I just got out of there. It was like being back in that camp in Tacoma, I suppose. I just did what I had to do to get out of there. I probably stomped all over people.� He felt bad about that but what was he supposed to do? Burn to death? Suffocate in the smoke letting other people get out first? �Out in the parking lot people were falling over and puking up their guts. Me, too, I suppose.�Then two guys, bikers, came out of nowhere. They were looking mean, swinging chains. Doug Weston let them have both barrels before I knew what was going on. That�s when I got hit with half-a-dozen lumps of buckshot.�
Judy frowned. That was not the way the cops had told it to Sabrina or to Vincent Meredith.
�One of the bikers was bleeding real bad,� Sam continued. �I tried to apply pressure to the worst wound,� he shrugged, �I stuffed by jacket into it but the cops weren�t interested in helping the poor guy when they arrived. The only thing they wanted to do was jump on me and Doug like that was what they planned to do all along.�
Judy chewed her lower lip.
�Tabatha Christa,� the man smiled.
�We didn�t really talk about names,� Judy said defensively.
�Tabatha Christa is just fine,� Sam said hurriedly, feeling their time together fast ebbing away.
�Good, I was worried�.�
Sam ached to reach out and touch Judy.
�We�ll do the marriage thing when I get out of here,� he offered.
�We don�t have to.�
Sam fixed his eyes on his baby daughter and then sought Judy�s troubled eyes.
�I think we do,� he murmured almost inaudibly in the background mush of voices and babies caterwauling.
When the warders called time about five minutes later and ignored all protests about how long everybody was �supposed� to have; Judy was swept out of the hall in the slow, grumbling crush of bodies.
She was reunited with Sabrina and Vincent Meredith in the darkness.
�How is he?� Sabrina demanded bouncing up and down with uncontainable existential angst.
�Sam is Sam,� Judy sniffed, philosophically. �He looks a bit scarecrow and somebody gave him a black eye. He says he�s still sore from getting shot at The Troubadour but sitting down is okay now.�
�Did you tell him what the Police said happened at The Troubadour?� Vincent Meredith prompted as he began to shepherd the two women back to where he had parked his Lincoln. His eyes darted all the time, wary of any sign of danger.
�No,� Judy admitted. She recounted what Sam had said to her which was nothing like the LAPD�s story.
The attorney listened.
�Okay, at least we know what we�re dealing with now.�
�The Police lied about what happened!� Sabrina hissed angrily.
�They often do,� the man conceded as if it was nothing of any consequence. �Things work better for them if they make up the evidence as they go along; it saves people like Reggie O�Connell having to use his brain.�
�I told Sam that Doug Weston was being held at Irvine,� Judy remembered.
�Whatever you think about Chino,� the lawyer assured the tearful new mother, �this place is five times better than Irvine.�
Judy struggled to imagine a worse place than the one she had just been inside.
�Sam was cool about Tabatha Christa,� she confided to Sabrina as the women settled in the back seat of Vincent Meredith�s Lincoln.
After they had been driving several minutes the older woman patted Meredith�s shoulder.
�What now, Vincent?�
�Nothing. The DA�s Office has a thirty day backlog. Sam won�t get taken before a grand jury for at least another three or four weeks. In the meantime I�ll dig around. Just try not to worry too much.�
Judy was singularly unimpressed by that particular piece of advice. Nevertheless, she raised her head and with her jaw proudly jutting she recounted the odd little anecdote that Sam had obviously prepared in advance to cheer her up.
�Sam says they made a film at Chino in 1955. �Unchained�. He only knows about it because the song from the film �Unchained Melody� was nominated for an Oscar for the Best Song the year �Love is a Many-Splendored Thing� won. He followed that sort of thing when he was a kid. He said that back in 1936 the man who wrote �Unchained Melody� offered a version of it to Bing Crosby but he wasn�t interested. Some guy called Hy Zaret actually wrote the final version of the lyrics. He said it was one of those songs where one of the words in the title doesn�t actually appear anywhere in the song itself. Although it was the theme song of a movie called �Unchained� and the song is �Unchained Melody� the word �unchained� isn�t actually in the song.�
Sabrina understood her friend was trying to be brave.
�What was the movie about?�
�It�s about a man in prison who dreams of escaping to be reunited with his lover who he hasn�t seen for a long time. He can�t make up his mind if he wants to escape or to serve his time. Oh, and one of the heroes is a Warden who wants to rehabilitate all the prisoners but that didn�t sound very plausible to me. Sam was only really interested in the song.�
�I don�t remember that song,� Sabrina apologised.
�That�s okay,� her friend grimaced. �We�ll find somebody who does.�

Chapter 28

Monday 16th December 1963
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
When John Millard Tawes was elected 54th Governor of Maryland in 1959 he became the first Marylander to be elected successively to the posts of State Treasurer, Comptroller and then Governor. Now sixty-nine years of age he cut an unremarkable, balding bookishly bespectacled figure. Unlike his counterpart in Virginia he was a pragmatic man preoccupied with the art of the possible, rather than wasting his time and energy clinging to the traditions of a world that no longer existed. He was no kind of new Kennedy Democrat and he had little or no time for the Irish Mafia which had coalesced around the late Joe Kennedy�s two eldest surviving sons; but he did recognise that their way was the future and that Virginia was still firmly stuck in the past.
�Virginia will receive no succour from Maryland,� he said softly. �Maryland State Air and Army National Guard formations are levied and maintained at the pleasure of the Commander-in-Chief.�
Albertis Sydney Harrison, Governor of Virginia bristled.
The President coughed.
�General LeMay stands ready to deploy all the forces at his disposal to ensure that my orders are carried out to the letter, Governor Harrison. This is not a matter I asked you to travel to Camp David to discuss. In requesting your presence at this place I am doing you the courtesy of personally telling you what has been decided. That is all. Given the events of recent days this is a time when all patriots should stand to the flag. When you and Governor Tawes return to your State Capitols this evening you will be escorted by officers who will put into effect the Executive Order I have drafted covering the measures deemed necessary by the Joint Chiefs to ensure that in the wake of the �rebellion� that I, as the Commander-in-Chief can have the utmost confidence in the chain of command.�
Jack Kennedy sat back steepling his fingers under his chin.
�Governor Harrison, Governor Tawes,� he half-smiled, �that will be all. You will both wish to be on your way back to your respective states as soon as possible.�
The door to the room opened and two Marines stepped inside, snapping to attention.
�I will never forget this,� Harrison said breathlessly as he stood tall.
�Nor should you, Albertis,� the Governor of Maryland observed dryly. He looked to Jack Kennedy who was rising much more painfully and stiffly to his feet than either of the two older men.
Harrison shook his President�s hand as if he was afraid of catching an infectious disease; Tawes paused to meet Jack Kennedy�s stare.
�Maryland stood by the Union in 1861 and it will continue to so do while I live, sir,� he promised sombrely.
It was only when the two Governors had departed that a nod from the President prompted General David Shoup to briefly hold center stage. The Commandant of the Marine Corps � as befitted the man who had gone ashore with the 2nd Marines at Tarawa � did not mix his words.
�Elements of the 101st Airborne and the 3rd Marines have secured key installations and command and control locations across Virginia. Admiral Gray, CINCLANT has been relieved of his command and orders have been issued ordering all major US Navy surface ships and the entire Polaris submarine fleet to return to base. All other submarines are to return forthwith to continental waters. US Air Force operations are subject to an indefinite suspension with the exception of units specifically authorized or tasked otherwise by General LeMay.�
Jack Kennedy had asked Shoup to clarify matters for the benefit Marvin Watson and the Acting United States Attorney General.
The President fixed his green grey eyes on Nick Katzenbach.
�The Vice-President and I have agreed a new modus vivendi going forward,� he explained. �We find ourselves living in a World we no longer understand in a nation which needs to be rebuilt. DC is effectively out of commission for the foreseeable future and Lyndon is exploring the possibility of transferring the Capitol to Philadelphia, or maybe New York. Under the new arrangement he gets to rebuild Washington and the other destroyed cities. He also gets to run the Moon Program.�
Nick Katzenbach understood almost everything.
Lyndon Baines Johnson had cut one of his famously hard-headed deals; he never reneged on a contract signed but he always demanded guarantees, a quid pro quo. For example, like the installation of his trusted advisor Marvin Watson at the very heart of the Administration to frustrate the meddling of the Kennedy loyalists.
Katzenbach did not understand why Johnson had commandeered the Moon Program; that was not so much a poisoned chalice it was a straightforward crock of shit!
�The Moon Program?� He asked thoughtfully, suspecting he was missing something important.
�We won the war; now we have to win the peace, Nick.�
The President�s sophistry went over Katzenbach�s head.
Bobby Kennedy stirred.
�Jack and Jackie will be hitting the road later this week. As soon as I�m back on my feet I�ll be out there, too.� He made eye contact with Marvin Watson. �LBJ has been in the air most of the last three days squaring things with the West Coast Governors, and touching base with the folks in Colorado, Arizona and Texas. His last call before he took off to come back to DC was to light a fire under Von Braun and his German rocket scientists down in Alabama. We�ve made a lot of mistakes in the last year. We need to remind everybody that we are the United States of America.�
That sounded easier said than done.
�That will take more than just going out on the stomp?� The Acting US Attorney General observed, not unkindly.
�I�ve offered State to Bill Fulbright,� Jack Kennedy informed him.
That was the moment Nick Katzenbach started to believe that talk of a new beginning was more than just rhetoric. The Vice-President must have grabbed the Administration by the throat and given it the LBJ treatment until it was begging for mercy! If the President had turned to James William Fulbright, the fifty-eight year old Missouri-born Chairman of the Senate Committee on Foreign Relations to replace murdered Dean Rusk as Secretary of State the �treatment� must finally be working its magic.
Fulbright was an impressive man physically, intellectually and politically, a man of conviction and strongly held contrary views. Many people believed that if Jack Kennedy had had the nerve to install him at the State Department in the spring of 1961; things would have turned out differently when the Soviets tried to base ICBMs on Cuba. However, that was hindsight and Fulbright was a man who had no time for people who lived in the past.
Fulbright was also sufficiently seasoned in the ways of government to have fully understood, exactly why Jack Kennedy had not nominated him as Secretary of State back in the fall of 1960 in those heady days after his photo-finish election race with Richard Nixon. Nixon had actually carried three more states than Kennedy and only lost the popular vote by a little over one hundred thousand of over sixty-eight million cast. The race had been far too close for comfort and the new Administration had wanted to avoid courting the controversy his name would have brought down upon the head of the then President elect. No matter how sorely tempted Jack Kennedy had been to bring Fulbright on board, pragmatic political realities had dictated that the name that eventually came out of the hat was Dean Rusk.
Problematically, Fulbright was a Southern Democrat and his unshakable commitment to multilaterism � no matter that it accorded with the President�s own personal instinctive internationalism � would actually have sat more easily within the cogently expressed foreign policy agenda of a Nixon Administration.
But that was then and this was now.
Fulbright had been the junior United States Senator for Arkansas since January 1945, a member of the Senate Committee on Foreign Relations from 1949, and its sure-footed Chairman for the last four years. He remained a convinced segregationist; probably the clinching disqualification that had handed Dean Rusk his seat at the top table in 1961. Yet famously, he had been the only member of the Senate to vote against a 1954 appropriation for Joseph McCarthy�s Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations, under the purview of which McCarthy�s unholy inquisition against alleged Un-American Activities was pursued; a witch hunt that Fulbright had always viewed with a scepticism bordering on open contempt. To an outsider his liberal multilaterism and his opposition to right-wing anti-libertarian dogma, or any trammelling of civil liberties by the government sat diametrically opposed to � and apparently irreconcilable with � his trenchantly avowed segregationist position, and the gusto with which he had helped filibuster, for example, the 1957 Civil Rights Act. Only in America could a man have made his mark sponsoring a program � the Fulbright Program in 1946 � providing for educational grants in overseas countries to promote understanding between the United States and those countries; while a few years later vehemently object to the Supreme Court�s decision in the 1954 Brown v Board of Education case, whereby Supreme Court Justice Earl Warren had ruled that Kansas�s State-sanctioned segregation of public schools amounted to a violation of the 14th amendment and was therefore unconstitutional. Only in a country as big and as diverse as America could a man like William Fulbright have prospered, and eventually, albeit by default, become the safe pair of hands into which his President had belatedly looked to entrust the nation�s transparently bankrupt foreign policy.
�I had a long talk with Fulbright yesterday,� the President confided. �He�s worried about the Middle East. We�re shipping less than half the oil we were before the war and as you know the price of crude went through the floor in the spring. The Saudi ruling class feel like the money tap has been turned off and it�s making them �political�. Sooner or later they are going to want to be compensated for their current economic and social woes with some sort of financial �regional adjustment�.� Jack Kennedy grimaced. �Fulbright says the advice he�s getting is that we ought to be buying more Saudi oil, increasing our strategic reserve from ninety days to one hundred and eighty. We get total energy security and the Kingdom gets a cash injection to buy off its hotheads!�
Nick Katzenbach was no Princeton economist but he suspected that this kind of quick fix solution would further depress the global oil market and that would inevitably cause even bigger problems further down the line.
�Fulbright says we won�t do that,� he was reassured. �The days when the Administration took advice from the Wall Street Banks that own Standard Oil stock are gone and they aren�t coming back any time soon!� The President paused to look down into the embers of the fire spluttering to death in the hearth by his left knee. �Besides, Fulbright�s first priority is mending fences with the British. He�s going to get straight on with that before I make a public announcement about him taking over from Dean Rusk.�
Nick Katzenbach realized his President had fixed his stare on his face.
�On the subject of the British,� he sighed, �what the heck do we do about that mad woman Edna Zabriski?�

Chapter 29

Wednesday 18th December 1963
Special Isolation Facility No. 2, CIA Headquarters, Langley, Virginia
Fifty-one year old Edna Maria Zabriski had not known what to expect � or for that matter thought about it very much � after she attempted to assassinate the President of the United States of America. In the event once the people who had jumped on her in the Oval Office had wrestled the gun out of her hand she had actually been handled, all things considered relatively gently, although the hand cuffs and ankle chains had chaffed somewhat in the subsequent hours before she arrived here.
Wherever here was.
Two female doctors had conducted a long and rather invasive medical examination soon after her arrival here. Having made it abundantly clear that her feelings on the subject were immaterial they had taken copious notes and hair and blood samples, clipped her finger nails very nearly to the quick and collected all the chippings � that was most curious � and asked her any number of rather embarrassing questions about her previous medical history. They had peered down her throat, probed her private parts for an inordinately long time with, well, she did not really know with what manner of implements; but the whole thing had been most unpleasant and humiliating, and by the time it was finished she was sore in ways she had not been for many, many years.
Each day � although there was no night or day in this place, so it might actually be happening several times a day because she had no way of telling the difference � they ordered her to strip naked, searched her, asked her politely to bend over and shone lights on her nether orifices as they examined and fingered the same. It was like living in a proctologist�s consulting room except the people here were less fastidious about warming up their hands first. Once this ritual had been observed her old clothes � a white baggy jump suit sort of thing which felt like it was made out of paper or crinkly cotton � and a pair of cream woolly socks, were taken away and new pairs of each brought in. She was told to get dressed and a few minutes later she would be taken out of the cell and walked half-a-dozen steps down a corridor which would not have been out of place in an episode of Dr Kildare � thinking about that nice man Richard Chamberlain, the hero of the series always gave her a tickle of guilty pleasure � where she was asked to sit in a hard chair on one side of a small table in a room with wall to wall mirrors at her back and to her front. Today two female guards stood sentinel behind her.
Within five minutes that day�s interrogator walked into the room.
�Would you leave us please,� he suggested to the two guards who wordlessly obeyed.
�Good morning, Mrs Zabriski.�
�Good morning to you,� Edna Zabriski responded and every day, until today, that was where the exchange had terminated. While she saw no reason to be gratuitously rude to her captors she saw no reason whatsoever to co-operate with them in any way. Her case was an open and shut one. She had wanted to kill the President for his crimes. She had failed but she had killed a man � the British leader � who was directly responsible for the sharp stab of grief and loss which had driven her to actually fulfil her personal pact with the Devil. And besides, she understood that whatever she said her captors would execute her in the end.
�I have been informed that other than exchanging brief salutations that you have refused to communicate with any of the officers with whom you have spoken while you have been in custody here at Langley.�
Langley?
Virginia?
That was only a few miles from the White House!
Edna Zabriski found herself studying the young officer sitting across the table. He had entered the room carrying a slim Manila folder which he had placed unopened on the table between them.
�I am Lieutenant-Commander Walter Brenckmann junior of the United States Navy,� the young man explained respectfully. �My father was the officer who first tackled you to the floor in the Oval Office. The last shot you fired caused him a concussion and deafness in his left ear for some days.�
The woman intuitively opened her mouth to say something but stopped herself at the very last moment.
�He�s fully recovered now,� Walter Brenckmann assured Edna Zabriski. The CIA had spent the last two days drumming into him how this thing had to be done. The fact of who he was might provide a �get in�, a way to break down the woman�s blanket resistance. The President had ruled out using drugs on her � truth serums and all that �malarkey�, he had decreed, tend to have bad side effects � and read the Agency the riot act when it came to employing rough stuff. �We don�t do that sort of thing to middle-aged women!� Consequently, alternative strategies had had to be developed on, as it were, the hoof.
It so happened that the former Torpedo Officer and Assistant Ballistic Missile Officer of the USS Theodore Roosevelt (SSBN-600), was the first reserve called off the bench.
�No, really,� he added, forcing a tight-lipped smile. �Pa�s a tough old bird. He isn�t the sort of guy to hold a grudge. In any other circumstance he would have been mortified to have had to climb all over you that way. That�s no way to treat a lady. He specifically asked me to ascertain that you weren�t hurt and are being looked after properly?�
Edna Zabriski�s lips moved, forming words that never escaped her mouth.
Timing is everything!
That was what the CIA men had emphasised time and time again.
Don�t get suckered in too early.
�She must want to speak to you so badly it hurts!�
Walter Brenckmann patted the file on the table.
�Pa�s at home in Cambridge with my Ma now,� he said. �They tell me your husband was in Seattle on the night of the war?�
No reply but then he had not expected one.
It was still too early.
�My kid brother was in Bellingham that night. We all thought he was dead for five months but then he turned up in California.�
Edna Zabriski wanted to talk to the unthreatening, handsome young officer who positively oozed respect and sympathy. They had all been through bad times; nobody was unscathed.
�My kid sister was in Buffalo.� Walter Brenckmann did not need to act despair and loss, it very nearly choked him. �Her name was Tabatha. She was eighteen years old.�
In the last week the Secret Service, the Federal Bureau of Investigation and the Central Intelligence Agency had crawled over Edna Zabriski�s life in painstaking forensic detail. Investigators had spoken to anybody who had ever known her, to members of her extended family, every link, contact right down to what TV programs she liked, her musical tastes and her preferred breakfast cereal had been identified and analysed.
Edna Zabriski n�e Sayers was an ordinary girl from an ordinary blue-collar background. Born in St Louis she had worked as a secretary in her home town before her marriage Franklin Nathaniel �Frank� Zabriski the only son of second generation Pomeranian immigrants. Her husband was an automotive engineer who had joined the Army Air Force in 1940. Frank Zabriski had left the Air Force in 1960 and gone to work as a contractor for Boeing in Seattle where he, like tens of thousands of others, had been consumed in the Seattle firestorm. At the time of his death he had filed divorce papers having by then lived apart from his wife for over two years. He had been planning to remarry � a widow some years his junior whom he had met in Seattle and with whom he was residing as man and wife � at the time of the October War. It seemed that Frank and Edna�s marriage, punctuated by frequent removals from one base to another, had not been a bed of roses. Edna had suffered at least two miscarriages before giving birth to her only son � Nathaniel Tobias Zabriski � in 1938, and suffered severe post-natal depression after that birth. Army Air Force and later Air Force Welfare Departments had taken Nathan into care on several occasions before his tenth birthday; eventually he had been fostered up to the age of fifteen by Edna�s married sister, Ida and her husband. During the 1950s Edna had not accompanied her husband on any of his overseas postings to Germany, Italy, or to Japan and had spent four separate periods in various forms of residential psychiatric care.
The Secret Service file prepared on her when she applied to work at the White House contained references to her mental illness in the 1940s, and listed �minor gynaecological issues� that Edna Zabriski had experienced in recent years but had singularly failed to flag up any recent �psychological history�. It had not yet been established if this was a matter of bad filing, omission or prima facie treachery.
Since January that year Edna had been living with her sister Ida and her husband � a middle ranking official in the Office of the United States Attorney General � in Georgetown. Her sister and brother-in-law claimed they had had no inkling of what she had planned; apparently, Edna had found Jesus again after the night of the October War. Their only explanation for subsequent events was that she must have �flipped when she heard her son Nathan had been killed by the Brits in the Mediterranean�.
Walter Brenckmann sighed.
�I�d give anything to have my kid sister back, Mrs Zabriski.�
The woman was crying.
�Just to see her one more time,� Walter went on. �But I know that�s not going to happen.�
�I�m sorry,� Edna Zabriski sobbed.
�It�s not your fault, Ma�am. You must feel the same way about Nathan?�
She nodded jerkily.
At that moment the weight of the world descended crushingly on Walter Brenckmann�s shoulders.
�What wouldn�t you give to see Nathan again?� He asked dry mouthed.
�My Nathan is dead. The British murdered him.�
Walter shook his head.
�No, ma�am.�
�I don�t��
�The British rescued him from the sea. The British treated his minor injuries, just cuts and bruises, he was very lucky,� Walter belatedly remembered to smile supportively. �Then the British placed Walter and the other survivors under the care and supervision of a former US Navy Surgeon Commander living on Malta, a lady called Margo Seiffert. The British were so concerned for the welfare of our people that they asked a local Maltese nurse to personally satisfy herself on a daily basis that our people were being treated properly. On Sunday a US Air Force aircraft flew to Malta to repatriate your son and the other American survivors. Your son stepped back onto American soil forty-eight hours ago.� Walter kept taking because that was what he had been ordered to do at this point in the �breaking� Edna Zabriski. �Having been medically assessed on his return home Captain Zabriski was formally cleared to resume active service at zero eleven hundred hours yesterday.�
�You�re lying to me!�
�No, ma�am. I spoke to Nathan ten minutes before I walked into this room to satisfy myself that what I had been asked to convey to you was God�s own truth.�

Chapter 30

Wednesday 18th December 1963
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
�Forgive me if I don�t get up,� Robert Francis �Bobby� Kennedy apologised, quirking a wan smile at his guest. �They tell me it hurts so much because things are knitting back together. I don�t like to get too doped up too early in the day because there�s so much to do.�
Ben Bradlee grinned sympathetically as he bent down to shake his old friend�s hand. Walking into the cabin he had been surprised to discover the President�s younger brother alone, having assumed that there would be other Washington newsmen present.
�Who are we waiting for, Bobby?� The Chief of Newsweek�s Washington Bureau inquired in a voice strained by a week of sleep deprivation and long periods of complete, unadulterated terror. The US Navy Sikorsky SH-3 Sea King which had brought him north from DC had been fully loaded; men, women, several children and four senior military men irritated to have to share their transport with non-service interlopers packed shoulder to shoulder. The helicopter had disgorged its cargo and immediately lifted off, heading back south to collect its next load.
�Nobody right now,� the other man retorted. �Senior surviving members of the Administration are carrying out a series of frank face-to-face briefings to ensure that newsmen and opinion-leaders such as you, key Congressional and business leaders and our overseas allies know what we know. I don�t promise to be able to divulge everything, however, national security issues permitting the President has instructed me, and the other nominated �briefers� to be as frank as possible in the circumstances.�
When a thing was too good to be true it probably was, too good to be true, that was. Nevertheless, Ben Bradlee sensed that the mood music had changed in the last week. How could it not have changed? Either the Administration circled its wagons or it reached out to the country; if it truly embraced the latter option then perhaps not all was lost. Besides, it was already apparent that the post-Battle of Washington Kennedy Administration was very much a Kennedy-Johnson ticket. What LBJ lacked in charisma he more than made up for in good old-fashioned political common sense, a thing which had been sadly lacking in recent months.
�How is the leg, Bobby?� Ben Bradlee inquired solicitously as he sank into the armchair his host had waved at. Damp wood spluttered and crackled in the hearth and the warmth of the fire warmed his face.
�I shouldn�t complain. We expected the Brits to be all over us making the sort of demands we couldn�t entertain in a million years over what happened in the Oval Office,� he shrugged, �but��
�But what?�
�It�s as if they actually trust us to do the right thing with the crazy Zabriski woman!�
Ben Bradlee frowned. Bobby would never understand the British; he was too deeply � and complacently � inculcated with the Irish Mafia�s take on history. The so-called Kennedy clan�s Irish Mafia was still very much imbedded in the heart of the Administration. Kenny O�Donnell might have been replaced with LBJ�s man Marvin Watson at the apex of the Presidential Staff but nothing was going to change overnight, least of all lifelong attitudes and prejudices.
�Why wouldn�t they trust us, Bobby? And even if they didn�t trust us to do the right thing, whatever that is, what could they do about it? The British are just being realistic.�
�Perhaps. I wish we knew more about this Margaret Thatcher person they�ve made Prime Minister.�
�I thought we had diplomats who were paid to know about stuff like that?� Ben Bradlee parried, testing the boundaries of the Administration�s avowed commitment to being �frank�.
�That�s another problem. It turns out the guy we had in place over there is a complete jerk!�
Ben Bradlee and every other reputable newsman in America could have told the Administration that Loudon Baines Westheimer II, the Administrations man in England was a jerk months ago. He decided not to rub this in.
�We ought to do something about that,� he observed.
Bobby Kennedy nodded intently.
�Jack�s asked Bill Fulbright to take over at State.�
Bradlee had heard that rumour; having it confirmed instantly grabbed his attention in much the same way it would have been �grabbed� if Bobby Kennedy had dug him in the ribs with a sharp stick.
�Fulbright�s already on the case,� the President�s younger brother went on. �He�s approached Walter Brenckmann to be the new ambassador of there.�
�Wasn�t Brenckmann the guy who grabbed that mad woman in the Oval Office?�
�The very same. He was our Naval Attach� in England. He was the one who pressed the alarm bell when things started going crazy in the Atlantic after Jack�s Moon speech.�
Ben Bradlee was a little wide-eyed.
When politicians said they wanted to be �frank� they hardly ever meant it in his experience. Whether the politician in questions was a long-time personal friend like Bobby Kennedy or a complete stranger made no difference, because a politician was a politician. That was just the way things were and there was no profit in bemoaning the fact.
But this briefing was beginning to threaten to test the definition of the word �frank� to the point of destruction.
�What about the Moon?� He asked speculatively.
�We�re going to do that.�
�Really?�
�Yes. LBJ owns the Moon Program. He�s already fired up NASA and von Braun�s Germans down in Alabama. I don�t think any of us believe it�s doable by the end of the decade but one day an American will walk on the Moon. Well, if this Administration has anything to do with it, anyways.�
A statement of policy; albeit one with an entirely reasonable caveat attached. Ben Bradlee hardly knew what to think!
Seizing the opportunity, Bobby Kennedy changed the subject.
�I spoke to you before the Battle of Washington about a conspiracy aimed at the heart of the Republic. The Administration has now been fully appraised of all the intelligence available to the British by Sir Dick White, the Director General of MI6. The President and senior members of the Cabinet were briefed personally by Sir Dick. We now believe that an organisation called Red Dawn � a stay behind KGB terroristic network first created in Stalin�s time � may have had a significant involvement in compromising the chain of command of the US Armed Forces at home and overseas, and in fomenting a coup d��tat in DC. The British believe that Red Dawn may have been behind widespread civil unrest and guerrilla-type terrorist attacks on targets in the United Kingdom and the Mediterranean immediately after the October War, and remains active in the Mediterranean at this time. The British speculate that any surviving Soviet or Warsaw Pact military assets in Europe, Russia, the Middle East and elsewhere in the World, for example those engaged in supporting insurgencies in Sub-Saharan Africa, specifically in Namibia and Mozambique may be swept up by Red Dawn, if indeed they have not already been incorporated into that �movement�.
Ben Bradlee was fascinated and a little shocked; neither of which he betrayed to his friend.
�That�s a big claim. Convince me.�
�The CIA are climbing all over this, obviously,� Bobby Kennedy went on, unoffended that the newsman was unwilling to take anything at face value. �The way it looks is that Red Dawn � Krasnaya Zarya, as it is properly called � was never an acknowledged apparatus of the Soviet State because in the event of a catastrophe such as a nuclear war who could say whether the Soviet State, in any meaningful sense, would survive. Red Dawn was an idea which had its roots in the Soviet retreat to Moscow in the 1941, and only became a movement in the years after World War II. It seems that several years before the October War the Soviets realized that in inculcating an unquestioning �will to resist� they had created a monster. Consequently, an attempt was made to purge the leaders of the Red Dawn movement but by then it was too late because Krasnaya Zarya had already infiltrated every organ of the Soviet State. By then Red Dawn and the Soviet State had become indistinguishable. The Brits suspect that after the October War Red Dawn emerged like a vengeful Phoenix from the ashes.�
Ben Bradlee wondered if his friend was going to move on from generalities � the stock in trade of most intelligence community conspiracy theories � to specifics.
�The British have tried to translate what they know about Red Dawn into realistic predictions of what it might look like on the ground and the real threats it may pose to us both. Although the Brits do not think Red Dawn has a single guiding hand; they see plenty of evidence for �local� guiding hands particularly in places less devastated by the October War. For example, they predict that in the USA Red Dawn will have coalesced into a loosely nationalistic underground movement, a �resistance�, if you like, capable of developing relatively complex strategies and carrying out extremely ambitious operations. Their assumption is that Red Dawn will have insinuated itself into mainstream political parties, key locations in the military-industrial complex, and particularly into local militias and extremist groups of the right, their thinking being that historically the FBI indiscriminately targets all left-leaning groups and largely leaves the red-neck, racist, anti-Semitic and other right wing coalitions to their own devices. It is inevitable in this scenario that Red Dawn will have a presence in many if not most governmental institutions, in the big labour unions and on the majority of University campuses across America. Some areas of the American state will have been hardly touched by Red Dawn; others, a minority to be sure, will have been deeply compromised. For example, National Guard formations may have been suborned, or parts of critical military command and control infrastructures perverted.�
Ben Bradlee�s hackles were rising.
�You�re telling me that while the FBI has devoted three-quarters of its resources to harassing people of color going about their lawful business that Red Dawn has been left to its own devices?�
Bobby Kennedy nodded.
�The FBI has now started talking about the possible existence of a �resistance� of some kind in several states. The Army interrogators at Camp Benedict Arnold where most of the captured suspected rebels are being processed by the Army have identified several possible leaders of the coup d��tat. Hardly anybody we�ve captured has alluded to anything called �Red Dawn� but several prisoners have talked about an analogous �underground� of which �the resistance�, basically the crazies who tried to overthrow the government nine days ago is the visible manifestation. We�re still in the early stages of unravelling it all. Right now we think that �Red Dawn�, if such a thing exists, somehow became separated, divorced from the guys � let�s call them �the resistance� � involved in the fighting in DC and elsewhere. That�s why the focus has switched to rooting out anybody who might be suspect or problematic in the armed forces and the civil service. We�re pretty sure that the crazies who torched half of Washington last week weren�t the guys who sent out the orders for the Air Force to bomb British ships and bases, or who infiltrated the State Department to manipulate the Fascist government in Spain to launch a proxy war against the Brits over Gibraltar. As for the shit Admiral McDonald�s people are digging up in the Navy Department. Hell, it�s hard to know where to begin. I wish I could say we�re talking about communist subversion and fifth columnists; the trouble is I think it�s more likely we�re just dealing with imbeciles!�
He moved on without preamble.
�What have you heard about the Scorpion?�
Ben Bradlee knew the Navy had lost a nuclear boat in murky circumstances that had also involved the Royal Navy�s only nuclear-powered submarine HMS Dreadnought. He had never bought the story that Dreadnought had stalked and sunk the USS Scorpion in international waters for no particular reason. Several papers had carried lurid accusations and an old admiral had been wheeled out on the Ed Sullivan Show to demand that the British �come clean�.
�Do we know what actually happened?�
�Yes,� Bobby Kennedy rasped sourly. �Not from our people, obviously. The Brits have given us a full account of the circumstances in which HMS Dreadnought was attacked and partially disabled by a near miss from a homing torpedo fired by a US Navy Grumman S-2 Tracker anti-submarine aircraft flying off the USS Enterprise. Two S-2s each launched two such torpedoes. The first salvo sank the USS Scorpion which appears to have deliberately manoeuvred so as to make it impossible for the Enterprise�s aircraft to �safely� launch their fish at HMS Dreadnought. The British sub was damaged when one of the torpedoes aimed at it detonated close to its stern at the end of its attack run. HMS Dreadnought eventually limped into Gibraltar where she is currently undergoing repairs. Initially, the Brits offered to give us full access to the Dreadnought and gave permission for our investigators to speak to its captain and his senior officers. Notwithstanding, the Navy Department has refused to be part of any British �cover up�. When the American Consul in Gibraltar attempted to serve a subpoena��
�Why would our guy in Gibraltar attempt to serve an illegal subpoena on British sovereign territory, Bobby?�
The President�s younger brother threw up his hands in exasperation.
�It�s academic anyway. The Brits have now refused to co-operate with any subsequent US-based investigation into the Scorpion affair.�
�You can hardly blame them.�
�No,� Bobby Kennedy agreed disgustedly. �I suppose not!�

Chapter 31

Wednesday 18th December 1963
National Naval Medical Center, Bethesda, Maryland
The first few times Gretchen was in any way cognisant of her immediate environs she was horribly sleepy and nothing really made much sense. Later there was a little pain, it seemed like her body was strapped down, feebly immobile and she started hearing muffled sounds. The next stage was hurtful. Everywhere and everything hurt and she was too weak to raise a finger or even to blink an eye. This phase also passed but not the dryness in her throat, her thirst and her frustration at not knowing what was going on or what had happened to her. She had no sensation of the passage of time other than that sometimes it was brighter than others, quieter or noisier and at first she was completely unable to focus her eyes. Now and then she heard nearby voices that might have been talking to her. Her world was thus a myopic, baffling, painful and frightening place in which her mind only very slowly began to piece together the scattered fragments of her memory. To begin with she did not know who she was; and later she realized this ought to have been a lot more frightening than it had been at the time. Once she had re-found the name �Gretchen� � the man�s voice she heard from time to time had used that name a lot and it felt familiar, she had a keystone, a foundation brick upon which to build. And so it went on over hours and days broken with the overlong darkness of unconsciousness and exhausted sleep, one building block of remembrance stacked hesitantly upon another until she stumbled upon that night at the Main State Building when her life had changed forever.
�Gretchen?� The man�s voice asked with hoarse anxiety. �Gretchen? Can you hear me?�
�Dan��
�Oh God,� the man sighed the sort of sigh that raggedly expelled every last breath of wind from one�s lungs. �You�re back with us!�
Gretchen was far too out of it to comprehend what the big deal was about that. She felt gentle pressure on her left hand, attempted to turn her face to that side but something restrained her.
A shadow fell over her.
�Don�t try to move, Gretchen. You hurt your neck and they don�t want you moving your head for a while. They�ve got you in a sort of cage.�
�Oh, right��
Gretchen could not figure out why the man was crying.
�How long?� She gasped almost inaudibly.
�Nine days. They brought you here about a week ago. You�re at the National Naval Medical Center at Bethesda.�
�How long have you��
�I found you soon after they brought you in.�
�You looked for me�� Gretchen lapsed back into an exhausted slumber contemplating the incontrovertible fact that somebody had travelled from the safety of faraway Boston to a battlefield to look for her. And that somebody had been Dan Brenckmann whom she had treated like a schmuck from day one.
She remembered being in the Main State Building and the rattle of automatic gunfire, the darkness and nothingness; in that darkness and nothingness Dan had come to Washington to find her. Well, whatever was left of her.
She panicked when Dan was not there the next time her conscious mind put up a periscope to test her new reality.
�Dan,� she murmured.
He was there in a moment.
A cool cloth dabbed at her parched and cracked lips.
�You�re safe, Gretchen.�
�Safe?� The word had no immediate meaning or context.
�Things are still a bit crazy out on the streets but the 101st Airborne have got this neighbourhood nailed down. They say there�s been no serious fighting in DC for three or four days now.�
For the first time Gretchen squeezed his hand back.
�Your father is here in DC,� the man went on. �He�s visited every day and most evenings. He�s been to the White House a couple of times. There�s talk of transferring the Federal Government to Philadelphia or New York while DC is rebuilt. Things are pretty messed up hereabouts��
Gretchen tried to speak but her throat was on fire.
A straw was gently, tenderly placed between her lips.
�Try to drink. Just sip. They had to do a whole lot of things to your throat and to your neck, it will be as sore as Hell until it all heals up.�
The drops of water tasted like the finest wine as they dribbled into her mouth. The man mopped up excess fluid as it escaped her lips.
�I was with the Under Secretary of State when,� she began after perhaps a silence of a minute, �there was huge explosion��
�Under Secretary Ball didn�t make it,� she was informed apologetically. �They didn�t find you until the next day and you were the only survivor in the part of the Main State Building that they found you in, Gretchen.�
There must have still been hundreds of people in the building when the first bomb went off.
This was insane�
�There was an attempt to overthrow the government,� Dan explained, belatedly concluding that he was just confusing Gretchen. That was both careless and cruel, and that would never do. He spoke slowly and carefully. �It caught the President and the military completely by surprise and it was a day or so before reinforcements arrived in the city and began to take back all the buildings and ground the rebels had seized. There were huge fights around the Pentagon, Capitol Hill and the White House, I daresay. It is all very confusing at the moment and a lot of people have been killed and injured. The Marines who discovered you at the Main State Department Building transferred you to an emergency field hospital in Rawlins Park, and then the Navy brought you to Bethesda by helicopter. They didn�t know who you were but I identified you from the documentation the medics at Rawlins Park sent over with you.�
The man stopped speaking because he had forgotten to breathe.
�How did you know I would be here?� Gretchen whispered.
Dan hesitated. How could he tell the woman he had loved � basically, from first sight at an �at home� in Quincy held by a senior partner in her law firm the summer before the October War � that he had sat down and after thinking things through recognized that the only place he was likely to find her alive was at the one functioning major hospital in the city?
�I came here because I was afraid that if I you hadn�t been brought here that you were most likely dead, Gretchen,� he confessed. �And I wasn�t prepared to face that until there was no hope left.�
�Good call,� she groaned. Talking was wearing her out but she had to know how bad things were before she slept again. She had to know. �How,� she began, stopped to marshal her failing strength, �how bad am I��
The man leaned close so she could see his face.
�They don�t know how bad, Gretchen.� He touched his brow with his free hand. �You had a fractured skull. They were afraid you might be blind or worse; but you�re not. Blind, that is, or any of the things they warned me about because you can see me and you can talk, so that�s good. There are busted bones in your neck and your back and the guys who rescued you from the State Building and got you here couldn�t help moving you about in ways that probably made those fractures a lot worse. They�ve immobilised you to stop any more nerve damage while stuff knits back together.� He moved on hurriedly. �You got shot twice in the back. One of the bullets penetrated your left lung. Your left leg was bust, too, but that will heal up fine in time��
�Do they think I�ll be paralysed?� Gretchen asked softly.
Dan contemplated a bare-faced lie.
No, she deserved so much better than that.
Only the truth would suffice.
�They don�t know,� he admitted with a lump rising in his throat and moisture welling in his eyes. �They say it�s too early to tell. They say we may not know for weeks or even months.�

Chapter 32

Wednesday 18th December 1963
The Ash Grove, 8162 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles
Ed Pearl, the 26 year old owner of the Ash Grove club � really a big coffee house with a stage � viewed Vincent Meredith with easy going caution and handed back his business card. He yawned, rubbed sleep from his eyes with the heels of his hands and tried to come to terms with the new day.
�This is kind of early in the day for me, Mr Meredith. The club was open until after three this morning.�
�I apologise, Mr Pearl. I�m happy to come back later in the day��
The younger man grinned and waved to a nearby table.
On stage a skinny teenage kid was tuning an electric guitar and running cables.
�Take a seat, Mr Meredith. I need a coffee. How about you?�
A little later the two men sized each other up across the top of their cups.
Vincent Meredith had heard that Ed Pearl was a regular guy with none of the attitude of the other club owners. He was a musician who had set up the club � implausibly � simply because he loved the music he staged. By all accounts that �music� was extraordinarily varied and eclectic. The name of the club was from an old English folk song of the same name but one night Ed Pearl would put on Johnny Cash or Phil Ochs, another night old Delta bluesmen; country, folk, protest, rockabilly and bluesy soul was all just music, each genre as respected and honoured as any other.
�I represent Sam Brenckmann,� the lawyer re-iterated. He would never have got past the front door of the club if he had not mentioned Sam�s name up front.
�Sam�s the man,� Ed Pearl replied.��That was bad shit over at The Troubadour the other week. The word on the street is that the LAPD put Sam and Doug in the frame?�
The kid on stage had started playing bluesy riffs, oblivious to a man sweeping up in front of the stage and the two men chatting fifteen feet away. The kid stopped playing, picked up another electric guitar and began picking, re-tuning.
�That�s the way it looks,� Vincent Meredith agreed, belatedly recognising that he was pushing at an open door. Mistakenly, he had anticipated dealing with Ed Pearl would be like pushing a square wheeled cart up a hill. �I�m trying to get a handle on Doug Weston. Why would somebody torch The Troubadour like that?�
The LA Fire Brigade were unhappy that the cops did not seem to be taking the arson attack on The Troubadour seriously; this Vincent knew because one of the LAFB investigators had been so unhappy he had let him have sight of a copy of the preliminary report on the incident.
�Doug Weston?� Ed Pearl smiled. He was a sallow skinned man of no more than average height, not the sort to stand out in a crowd and modest with it. In the five years the Ash Grove had been running he had acquired a reputation for supporting local and national good causes and for providing a platform to any group seeking to promote the civil rights agenda. �Doug can be a real tool,� he declared with wry resignation. �Doug picks fights with people he doesn�t need or want to be picking fights with, and he gets possessive with his �residents�. That�s fine when we�re talking about guys like Sam Brenckmann, Sam can be a tough guy when he needs to be, he can stand up for himself and he knows exactly where Doug�s coming from. Don�t get me wrong. Doug�s a good guy, he�s given a lot of people their first real break and he�s got better contacts than I have with the A and R people from Columbia and the other big record companies. He�s more a wannabee promoter than me. Me, I just want to fill up the club and listen to the music but it�s all just business to Doug. Like I said, don�t get me wrong, Doug loves the music, some of it anyway, but the main thing for him is the business.�
Vincent Meredith absorbed this.
�The way I hear it Doug upsets a lot of people?�
�Yeah, I heard he was having a lot of trouble with Johnny Seiffert.�
The lawyer raised an eyebrow.
�Johnny Seiffert? Should I know that name?�
�Maybe.�Maybe not. Johnny operates out of San Francisco. He was Sam Brenckmann�s agent before the war. They say he was �bumping� Sam�s girlfriend, Miranda, and that�s how Sam got sent on tour with a bunch of redneck no-hopers and ended up in Bellingham on the night of the war.�
Vincent Meredith had known Sabrina Henschal, the woman who was pay rolling his �private investigations� for many years; bless her, although she had many fine qualities she was not the kind of woman a man could always trust to give him all the dope in advance. Unique example of her gender that she was she was information was a thing she tended to scatter-gun in all directions.
�Miranda?�
�Miranda Sullivan. Her folks used to be movie stars,� Ed Pearl explained, a little amused he was having to tell the attorney any of this. �She latched onto Sam because she thought he was the next Pat Boone but Sam ain�t never going to be that, not even when he�s famous.�
Vincent Meredith sighed.
�Well, he�s never going to be famous if he ends up doing ninety-nine years in San Quentin.�
�Is it looking that bad?�
�The LAPD have got him in the frame for the murder of a biker just after the fire at The Troubadour.�
In the background the kid on stage was on his feet, bowed over his guitar.
He began to chunter into a bluesy rumbling number.
�LAPD? You mean Reggie O�Connell?�
The older man said nothing, suspecting the club owner badly wanted to tell him everything that he wanted to hear.
�Doug Weston said to me that he was rousted by a couple of mean looking bikers working for Johnny Seiffert last month. They were waiting outside The Troubadour for Sam Brenckmann but Doug saw them coming and had them covered with a twenty gauge shotgun by the time the cops answered his call. Johnny reckoned he still �owned� Sam. That�s shit of course.�Johnny never paid Sam for the tour last year up in the North East.� Ed Pearl was frowning. �Is it true the cops cuffed Sam�s girlfriend the night of the fire and she had her baby in the back of an LAPD cruiser?�
Vincent Meredith nodded.
No matter how against the grain it went sometimes even an attorney at law had to be honest with a man.
�The cops who took Judy and Sabrina to the hospital got into a fight with the others who turned over Gretsky�s that night.�
Ed Pearl�s brusque, angry nod confirmed that he knew all about Gretsky�s, Sabrina Henschal, and Sam and Judy. Sabrina had said the owner of the Ash Grove was �one of us�. Meredith did not often trust what a client said so he had needed to confirm Sabrina�s judgement for himself.
�The fight was about the two youngest cops drawing the line at arresting a heavily pregnant woman and turning over a house full of women and kids just so �the Captain can wear thousand dollar suits�. When Reggie O�Connell�s boys got to The Troubadour they prevented Sam and Doug Weston trying to stop one of the bikers bleeding to death, beat up on them and drove them off. I don�t think the bikers Doug Weston shot got any medical treatment. Sam caught half-a-dozen buckshot pellets and the cops refused to treat his wounds for several hours until the National Guard turned up.�
�Yeah, right. That was a crazy night,� Ed Pearl whistled.
Vincent Meredith did not beat about the bush.
�Is Johnny Seiffert the sort of man who would burn down a club just to make a point?�
�Maybe. He�s a mean son of a bitch. He�s always got money to throw around, too. I heard he was busted a couple of times up in the Bay Area. Drug busts but nothing stuck. The way things are nowadays shits like Johnny must think they died and went to heaven. At least around here you know that as long as you pay Reggie O�Connell his tithe you�re not going to have to pay every grafter and loser who sticks out his hand.�
�Is it that bad?�
Ed Pearl nodded.
�That�s why Doug Weston thought he was safe pointing a shot gun at a little shit like Johnny Seiffert. The trouble with people like Reggie O�Connell is that if somebody is prepared to pay him more then all bets are off.�
On stage the young guitarist was starting the fill the club with reverberating, semi-orchestral chords.
�Should I know that kid�s name?� Vincent Meredith inquired as the rising crescendo of sound threatened to interrupt normal conversation.
�Ry,� Ed Pearl chuckled and with a shake of the head added, �Ry Cooder. And yeah, you probably should know his name!�

Chapter 33

Wednesday 18th December 1963
Special Isolation Facility No. 2, CIA Headquarters, Langley, Virginia
Captain Nathan Zabriski of the US Air Force had only known Lieutenant-Commander Walter Brenckmann of the US Navy twenty-four hours but he trusted the dapper, grey-eyed submariner. When they were introduced it was evident that the Navy man knew everything there was to know about him; that he was a war criminal, that his mother had attempted to assassinate the President and that some days if he was left alone in a room with a gun he would gladly blow his brains out�
�Good to meet you Captain Zabriski,� the Navy man had intoned with no trace of irony in his voice. Just sympathy and an uncanny empathy that said more than any words could have said that he too had spent some time in the last year in the dark, desolate place where Nathan now found himself.
His handshake had been dry and firm.
The two young officers had been left to introduce themselves in a lonely corridor, their minders having taken several steps back to give them the sensation, if not the reality, of privacy.
�They say I�m here to help you �break� my Ma?� Nathan had asked rhetorically. �I know why I�m here but what did you do wrong, Commander?�
Walter Brenckmann had understood that the question was not meant seriously; the other man had to have been feeling like shit at a time like this and the mere fact that he was holding himself together so well spoke highly of his personal moral courage.
�Like you I�m obeying orders,� he had replied evenly. �Like we both did on the night of the war and like you did twelve days ago in the Mediterranean.�
The two men�s eyes had met, held a long contact.
�To be honest I really don�t know why I�m here,� Walter had confessed, a self-deprecating twinkle in his gaze. �My Pa was the first person to jump on your Ma when she pulled the gun in the Oval Office. I�m between postings and maybe some shrink here in Langley reckoned that might be a potential point of contact with your Ma. Either that or maybe, they just thought I�d be the sort of guy who�d understand a little of what you must be going through now. Honestly, I gave up trying to work out what goes on inside the heads of elders and betters a long time ago.�
Nathan had smiled. Despite himself he had smiled, albeit only momentarily.
�I killed hundreds of innocent people on Malta,� he had insisted.
�What about on the night of the October War?� The Navy man had shot back at him.
�A lot more than just thousands,� Nathan had rasped, tingling with anger.
Walter had shrugged
�You and me both,� he had offered resignedly. �To this day I still don�t know where the birds I launched flew. I never want to know either. You didn�t get to have that choice, that�s really hard. I can�t begin to imagine how hard that must be, Captain. But at the end of the day we both obeyed orders. If we hadn�t the World would probably be an even bigger crock of shit.�
Now as Nathan Zabriski stared through the two-way mirror in the observation room behind Walter Brenckmann�s back at the sobbing, pathetic seemingly prematurely aged husk of a woman whom he lately only occasionally thought of as his mother, Nathan was not convinced he could go through with this charade. Edna Maria Zabriski had never been any sort of Mother to him; he had been beaten and neglected as a child, farmed out to foster parents time and again by the Air Force Welfare Division and when he was accepted into the Officer Candidate School at Lackland Air Force Base at San Antonio in Texas aged eighteen in 1956 he had effectively severed all contact with both his father � who had never been there for him when he needed him � and his mother, whom he had come to despise and rather pity. It had been explained to him that if the pathetic slobbering neurotic wreck of a woman in the interview room continued to refuse to co-operate with the CIA � apparently the Secret Service, having self-evidently failed to properly �vet her� had been excluded by Presidential directive from any part in the interrogation of �the assassin� � she would either be locked away in a secure asylum for the rest of her life, or sooner or later, be strapped into an electric chair. One part of him badly wanted to care what happened to her but he could not actually bring himself to feel anything for her but contempt.
Mainly he loathed himself.
It would have been much better for everybody concerned if he had died when the British fighters had chopped �The Big Cigar� � and the other three 100th Bomb Group B-52s pressing home their attack on command and control centers, radar installations, dockyard installations and warships the Grand Harbour and the surrounding anchorages � out of a clear blue Mediterranean sky over Malta. The Big Cigar had just unloaded her bunker busters and a single, experimental thermobaric weapon � a fuel-air bomb which used oxygen from the surrounding air to initiate a high temperature, violent explosion which generated an intensely damaging shock wave, mimicking a small nuclear detonation � when the thirty-millimetre Aden cannon fire of an RAF Hawker Hunter jet that had had no right to be at combat height at the time of the attack, had chewed up the bomber so badly that it had virtually disintegrated around him. One moment he was watching his screens, following the radar traces of the bombs arrowing down towards their targets; the next he was falling through thin air in a cloud of pulverized aluminium, Perspex and what looked like strands of electrical cabling embedded in the shattered body parts of the other members of The Big Cigar�s crew. Instinctively he had hauled on his parachute handle. Thereafter he had watched in horror as The Big Cigar�s wingman � Follow Me Home � had plummeted down onto the Island of Gozo trailing a five mile long tail of smoke and fire�
There was a quite cough at his shoulder.
�I think your mother is ready to be reunited with you, Captain Zabriski.�
Nathan did not move. In fact he made no indication that he had heard what had been said to him.
�Captain Zabriski?�
Follow Me Home had still had at least one of her big bombs onboard; the shock wave of its detonation had plucked at his parachute two miles away as the huge bomber had ceased to exist as it, and its trapped crewmen had come to earth. A few seconds later he had been in the water and it had been getting dark. He had not been picked up until around midnight; at that time the southern horizon was still lit by the fires of Valletta and the dazzlingly bright searchlights of the British patrol boats quartered the sea. It had been the weaker beam of the lamp of an ancient chugging Maltese fishing boat which had found him drifting helplessly in the fierce current of the Comino Strait between the main island of Malta and smaller Gozo to the north. At first the fishermen had thought he was an RAF flyer; Nathan had been convinced they would throw him back into the sea when they realized their mistake�
�Captain Zabriski?�
Nathan blinked; reality returned with all the subtle nuances of an unexpected punch in the solar plexus. The guilt and self-loathing rose like some unimaginably foul bile in his throat.
�It is time, Captain Zabriski.�
�Yes,� he grunted.
Edna Zabriski attempted to throw herself at her son in a whimpering flood of tears. Nathan stood tall, unemotional as his mother clung to him and sobbed loudly on his freshly pressed brand new uniform. After about a minute he stiffly held her at arms� length.
�I thought you were dead!� The woman blurted. �The British killed you and the President was going to do nothing about it!�
Nathan had looked to Walter Brenckmann. The other man had stood aside, mutely witnessed the one-sided �reunion�. He nodded for the prisoner�s son to reply.
�The British saved my life, treated me well and put me on a plane back stateside at the earliest possible date, Ma.� He spread his arms. �Here I am.� He flicked his gaze to Walter. �Lieutenant-Commander Brenckmann kept his side of the deal. Now you�re going to answer all his questions or you will never see me again.�
This latter would be just fine by Nathan.
He took a seat beside Walter Brenckmann, Edna Zabriski took her place on the other side of the table, snivelling and periodically breaking down as her odd � there was no other word that did it justice � slowly story began to take shape.
She had been living in the city where she had been brought up, St Louis on the night of the war and only learned several weeks later that her estranged husband had been in Seattle. She had believed he would come back to her once his �fling� with �that whore� he �met working for Boeing� was over. It seemed she had had some kind of breakdown in the early spring and been taken in by people from her local congregation.�She was a devout Episcopalian, prone to periods of strident righteousness. She had fallen out with her �church friends� and apparently come under the spell of a more fundamentalist, born again community that followed the teachings of a peripatetic firebrand preacher who had �communions� in a dozen cities in the Mid-West, Kentucky and West Virginia.
The man Edna Zabriski described sounded like a cross between Rasputin, Wyatt Earp and a gun-toting snake oil salesman. It seemed he roamed the country evangelising the angry and the lonely, the gullible and lost souls who just want to believe in something. His text was vengeance, his appeal charismatic, talismanic, and to a third party who had never encountered him intensely nihilistic. The evils of the World would never be washed clean unless the blood of the guilty had been spilled, basically. Vengeance is mine. The trouble was that when Edna Zabriski spoke of �the Preacher� there was awe in her voice and the light of righteousness in her eyes; suddenly the dowdy middle-aged woman in custody awaiting an appointment with the electric chair was instantly ten years younger, alive, filled with hope, half-way to redemption and atonement.
It seemed that the Preacher took �the chosen� to his bed � well, the women leastways, especially if they were comely or willing virgins � and anointed and blessed only those he deemed fit to do the Lord�s work beside him.
Yes, Edna Zabriski had been one of the �lucky ones�.
The Preacher had known her carnally and he had given her �grace� to �avenge the fallen�.
�Did this man force himself upon you, Edna?� Walter Brenckmann had asked.
�Oh, no!�
Walter had tried very hard to resist the temptation to constantly scratch his head in astonishment.
�It was the week before I took the train to Washington,� Edna Zabriski continued. Once she had started talking there was no stopping her. �The brothers and sisters already knew I had people in Washington,� she explained, �and they said they had friends who would vouch for me if I put in for a government job on Capitol Hill. He visited me that one time in September after I got the job at the White House. He promised that in the next world He and I will be married, together for all time. He took me to a hotel down town and while we lay together he told me what work the Lord had in mind for me.�
�And what work did the Lord have in mind for you, Edna?�
�To kill the Slayer of Nations, of course!� The woman retorted, giving Walter Brenckmann and theatrically schoolmistressy look before turning a more benign, forbearing scrutiny onto her stone-faced son. �I thought it would be easier than it was,� she added, distracted by a moment of doubt. �The President seemed like such a nice man when I actually met him. A real gentleman. He always said such polite things about the coffee I brought him. But I knew all along that he was the Devil�s servant.�
�How did you know that, Edna?� Walter inquired. The whole thing was like a bad dream populated with people so insane they would look out of place in Alice in Wonderland.
�He bears Lucifer�s mark on his forehead.�
Nathan Zabriski and the young naval officer exchanged incredulous looks.
�The mark of Cain!� Edna Zabriski insisted, disappointed that her son and her inquisitor could be so blind. �Our Lord said that there are none so blind as they who will not see!�
The two men viewed her thoughtfully, not knowing what if anything there was left to be said. Neither were trained interrogators and Walter Brenckmann was a little surprised that the professionals sitting behind the two-way mirrors had not yet stepped in.
Edna Zabriski was reciting something under her breath.
�I�m sorry, Edna,� he interrupted, �but I didn�t quite catch that?�
The woman looked up, met his stare.
�Ezekiel 25 verse 17,� she explained, no longer the meek, beaten down captive he had encountered earlier that day. �And I will execute great vengeance upon them with furious rebukes; and they shall know that I am the Lord, when I shall lay my vengeance upon them!�
Walter knew he was so far out of his depth he was drowning.
�Okay��
�Galen taught me to recite Ezekiel 25 verse 17 when Lucifer�s claws reach out for me and my faith falters. I weakened that day in the White House. I had doubt. In that crowd in the Oval office I couldn�t say the words out aloud. I had to say them silently and by the time I finished the verse somebody had moved between me and the President. It must have been God�s will that another died in place of the Slayer of Nations� that day.�
Galen!
�Who is Galen, Ma?� Nathan Zabriski asked, breaking his silence.
�The Preacher,� Edna Zabriski said as if she believed her son was hard of understanding. �My Preacher�s name is Galen Cheney.�

Chapter 34

Friday 20th December 1963
Geary Boulevard, Fillmore District, San Francisco
It was not a date. Or at least Miranda did not think it was; it was only the second time she had met Dwayne John alone outside of work. That was all. Today�s meeting had been at his suggestion when he learned she was staying over with her Aunt and Uncle that weekend and that day she planned to take her first day�s paid leave since joining the Office of the Governor of California in Sacramento nearly three months ago.
The big man had been waiting on the kerb at Geary and Fillmore; he grinned broadly as he opened the door of the cab. Today he was hatless but otherwise immaculately suited and booted, handsomely preened and for the first time, almost but not quite relaxed in Miranda�s presence.
�There�s this diner on Sutter,� he suggested. �It�s not far��
�That sounds fine,� Miranda smiled. They had shaken hands without thinking and now � perhaps, recollecting their first drug-befuddled encounter on the night of the October War � they exchanged self-conscious, mutually self-deprecatory grimaces and stifled uncomfortable spasms of amusement. �Are you staying in the city over the weekend?� She asked as they settled into an unhurried walking pace down Fillmore Street.
�I�ve become a member of the Third Baptist Church�s communion,� the man explained. �I still don�t know too many folks hereabouts. Reckon I ought to get to know the brothers and sisters better. There�s an NAACP rally in Union Square tomorrow afternoon.�
The man was several inches taller than Miranda, six feet four if he was an inch. She knew that a willowy blond and a towering young black man would attract a lot of odd glances, even here in the Fillmore District. Strangely, she did not care.
At the diner they sat in a window alcove, and gazed at the traffic and passersby on Sutter Street. Outside it had been a cold, bright day. In the diner it was warm, quietly noisy with the background of voices, the clatter of crockery and orders being called.
Dwayne John had very brown eyes she noticed. Brown eyes, the inch-long nick of an old scar half-in, half-out of his left eyebrow and hands with fingers that seemed far too long and delicate given that the rest of his physique was custom made for a career as a heavyweight boxer. Idly, she wondered what little things the man was beginning to notice about her?
�I can�t face Darlene,� her companion confessed softly.
Miranda had only met Dwayne John�s former girlfriend three times; once when they were both on drugs at Johnny Seiffert�s house on Haight Street on the night of the October War, once at the FBI safe house in Berkeley, and earlier that week after the first meeting of the nascent California Civil Rights Forum at the Third Baptist Church of San Francisco.
That encounter with Darlene Lefebure had been a horribly uncomfortable affair mediated by her Aunt Molly; a classic case of the road to perdition often being paved with good intentions. Darlene had been painfully uncommunicative, torn. Although she was grateful for being taken in by Miranda�s aunt and uncle, and aware that Miranda had done what little she could to help her when she was under FBI supervision, Miranda remained the person she still � at some level � held accountable for �stealing her boyfriend�. Miranda had done no such thing of course, but she saw exactly where the slightly younger woman was coming from.
Miranda planned to give her brother Gregory a ring that evening, perhaps he could put her up in his apartment in Sausalito tonight; she would have to make a flying stop at Nob Hill to collect a few of the things from her room at her aunt and uncle�s house � that would be awkward � but nowhere near as awkward as sleeping under the same roof of Darlene Lefebure.
�Have you actually spoken to Darlene, Dwayne?�
The man stared into his coffee cup.
�No. I know I ought to but,� he shrugged his massive shoulders, �heck, what would I say?�
Miranda thought about it.
�Sorry works for most girls?�
The man�s teeth flashed white for a moment as he smiled. He could not help himself smiling.
�Darlene looked really good,� Miranda said aimlessly. �I think Aunt Molly is mothering her to death.�
There was a faraway look in the black man�s eyes.
�What?� Miranda demanded.
�Nothing.�
The woman inclined her face and gave him a quizzical look which knifed through his composure.
�Honestly and truly,� he explained, �every time I come out to the West Coast it�s like coming to another country. It�s hard to explain but it makes me giddy sometimes and I don�t know who I am anymore.� He raised his cup to his lips, decided not to drink, put it down again. �Some places back in Alabama and Mississippi I could get lynched for sitting down in a public place and passing the time with a white woman. Here, well, people look at you sometimes, black and white, but heck, out here at least a man knows most everybody else thinks he�s a human being!�
�Most everybody,� she agreed.
The first time they had met she had had long windblown hair, dressed in kaftans and sandals and she had been to all intents, somebody else. Today her hair was clipped short, almost like a man�s, and she was dressed soberly in dark slacks, and a plain blouse beneath a tailored jacket. Although her outfit had not been designed to minimise her bust and her curves that was exactly the effect it had. Sex kitten to ultra-respectable nine-to-five working woman in a little over a year. Neither of them was the person they were before the war; it was precisely the thing they recognized in the other and possibly, the thing that was drawing them together.
�You and Darlene should sort things out,� Miranda decided, steering the conversation back onto its previous course. It was hopeless and she was tired of the pretence. She had to level with the man. �Look,� she explained, her face suddenly full of the sort of trouble she normally hid from everybody except her Aunt Molly. �After you rang me in Sacramento yesterday and we agreed to meet up again, I got a visit from an attorney.�
Dwayne John had no idea where this was going except that he instinctively knew it was not going towards a good place.
�Yeah��
�A guy I used to know is in jail in San Bernardino on a murder rap.�
�Okay��
Miranda launched into the whole story.
How she had fallen out with Sam Brenckmann and talked Johnny Seiffert into signing him up to tour the North West in the middle of winter; out of pure undiluted spite. How she had thought Sam was dead until recently; only to discover he was making a name for himself in the clubs of Los Angeles and his girlfriend was pregnant, the deadly fire at The Troubadour and the way the LAPD had framed him and the owner of the club at the instigation of none other than Johnny Seiffert.
She was breathless by the time she finished and she knew she had garbled parts of the story, totally baffling Dwayne John who badly wanted to know how he could help her.
�You found out about Sam being alive because of the Navy?�
Miranda realized she had missed out huge chunks of the narrative.
�Yes. When Admiral Braithwaite and his wife were murdered in Oakland the local PD screwed up and the Navy wanted to know what was going on. I was the one who got to liaise with the Navy at Alameda; and the guy on their side turned out to be Sam�s brother. Which was weird because when I met him he didn�t look at all like Sam. But anyway, the guy at Alameda really was Sam�s brother and that�s how I found out he was still alive and about the girlfriend in Laurel Canyon and the baby. Walter, Sam�s brother is called Walter. A regular guy, actually. He was hardly fazed at all when we got to the FBI safe house in Berkeley and Darlene and I recognized each other!�
�This was all at the same time you were getting the FBI off my back?�
�It was all around the same time, yes.�
The man contemplated the situation.
�So,� he recapitulated, �you got a visit from Sam Brenckmann�s attorney?�
�Yes, a man called Vincent Meredith. He wanted me to spill the dirt on Johnny.�
�You did, right?�
�Yes. But I haven�t had anything to do with the little shit since that night at Haight Street. After that night I wouldn�t be surprised if Uncle Harvey or the San Francisco PD put the screws on him to leave me alone. I couldn�t really help, Vincent Meredith. He was very polite but I got the impression he�d do whatever he had to do to get Sam off the hook. Even if it meant dragging me and my family into this thing.�
Miranda felt better for having said it, unfortunately that did not to mitigate the likely consequences of the ensuing scandal. If this thing got nasty she could wave goodbye to her job on the Governor�s staff and her post-war new start would be over. Her parents would probably never speak to her again.
�I�d be angrier,� she admitted, �if it wasn�t all my fault. I almost got Sam killed and he went through Hell last winter because of me!�

Chapter 35

Saturday 11th January 1964
Mercer�s Diner, Fort Worth, Texas
�You ain�t going to give me any of that religious crap you laid on me the last time we met?� The shorter, much younger man checked as he joined the craggy, granite-jawed cowboy in the alcove at the back of the diner off Commerce Street. The joint was filling up with mid-day business and outside, despite the season, the Sun beat down and dust hung in the air. Fort Worth and the nearby big city, Dallas, had not been as hard hit by the post-war recession as a lot of places and the diner�s clients were of the well-fed, complacent sort that tended to irritate the twenty-four year old former Marine.
What did these people think they had to be so goddammed proud of?
Galen Cheney seemed to be reading his thoughts.
�Their time will come, son,� he murmured sagely, careful to conceal his misgivings about the decision he had taken a fortnight ago to engage such an unworthy man in his crusade. However, God had spoken to him; even the least worthy of turncoats might be of service to the Lord in times such as these. These were indeed the strangest of times; who could doubt that the end of days would soon be upon Mankind?
Nowadays, a more prosaic consideration was that so many of his brethren in the Brotherhood of Liberty had fallen in the Battle of Washington, or since been hunted down by the monstrous forces of the ungodly charlatans who still ruled in this corrupt land, that if the Lord�s work was to be continued then sometimes unworthy men like the man before him might be given the opportunity to excel in the sight of the Lord. No matter how distasteful that was to a righteous man, such was the price the Lord demanded of his servants in times such as these when good men so easily despaired of their eternal souls.
Great vengeance had been wrought; Galen Cheney had exacted it on the evil doers who had failed their fellow men on seventeen occasions in the month of December before, reluctantly, covering his tracks and going underground again. The Brotherhood must be rebuilt, renewed and it was now clear that many � if not most � of the brethren from before the uprising would have to be abandoned to their fate. While he had personally opposed the uprising in Washington � it was too early and the ranks of the guilty had hardly been thinned around the edges � others eager for the �final confrontation�, Armageddon, had shouted him down. A man of less faith would have walked his own path but he was not the man to stand between a godly brother and his yearning for revelation. The rebellion had failed. So be it; that was the Lord�s doing. The struggle went on and the struggle was now Galen Cheney�s life�s work.
�I ain�t about to start going to church,� the small man said, uneasy under the relentless scrutiny.
�No,� the older man agreed. �I want you to keep away from my people.�
�Oh,� the other man had half-expected an argument. �Then why are we meeting here,� he waved around, �where everybody can see us?�
�Nobody ever remembers seeing anybody at a place like this, son.� Galen Cheney�s tone reflected his frustration to be having to work with such unpromising material. It vexed him also that he knew so little about Lee Harvey Oswald and that there was no time to fill in the gaps in his history or the questions that those gaps prompted.
�Why do I have to go on working at that fucking book warehouse on Dealey Plaza?��The younger man followed up this complaint with another. �Have you any idea how fucking boring it is filing books all fucking day long?�
The older man�s expression remained impassive.
Oswald was like so many of the people who had come to the Brotherhood via criminal or anarchistic routes, recommended by third parties who invariably melted away into the amorphous milieu of American society like snakes into the long grass. Oswald was angry, disaffected, a man who could not be trusted to know any of the Brotherhood�s secrets.
�Why did you lie to me about coming from New York?� Galen Cheney asked lowly. The kid had been born in New Orleans, his father had died two months before his birth and this event had doomed Oswald to what sociologists called a �broken childhood�. Cheney had no time for psychologists or other behavioural �experts�. Bad parent equalled bad child; poor exemplars bred failure in their offspring and in any sensible society bad parents would be punished for their lack of rectitude and their crimes against the wider communion. His people in New York had ferreted around about the two adolescent years Oswald had spent in the Bronx before his mother returned to Louisiana in 1954.
A school psychiatrist had described 13 year old Oswald as living a �vivid fantasy life, turning around the topics of omnipotence and power through which he tries to compensate for his present shortcomings and frustrations�. The diagnosis was unambiguous; a �personality pattern disturbance with schizoid features and passive-aggressive tendencies� requiring ongoing treatment. But shortly afterwards Oswald had been taken to New Orleans by his mother because of the threat of his being removed from her care, ostensibly to enable him to finish his schooling. In 1956 mother and son had come to Fort Worth where Oswald had quit school � Arlington Heights High School � at the age of seventeen to join the Marines. By any standards this was an unlikely decision for a kid who had claimed to be a Marxist when he was fifteen, and a year later written to the Socialist Party of America claiming to have been studying �socialist principles�.
The thing Galen Cheney mistrusted the most about Oswald was that he was the kind of man to whom trouble naturally gravitated like iron filings to a magnet. Trouble and therefore attention. Unprepossessing to look at � five feet eight inches tall and sparsely built � the Marine Corps had trained him as a radar operator and posted him to Tokyo. Initially qualified as a sharpshooter, he had later been downgraded to a marksman just before he left the Marines on a hardship discharge claiming he needed to care for his mother. Although described as �competent� while in the Marines he was court-martialed for inadvertently shooting himself in the elbow with an unauthorized hand gun � which was the sort of thing that told one a lot about what kind of soldier he had been � and a second time for picking a fight with the NCO whom he blamed for his original court-martial. Demoted from private first class to private he had served a brief period of stockade time.
It was one of Oswald�s character traits that he seemed pathologically unable to learn from his mistakes because he was later disciplined while stationed in the Philippines; this time for discharging his rifle into the jungle without good cause while on sentry duty one night.
Oswald reeked �unreliable� from every pore, an impression exacerbated by his pipsqueak voice and querulous, suspicious manner. But then it was his inherent unreliability which made him so expendable and from Galen Cheney�s perspective that more than compensated for his obvious shortcomings as a potential assassin.
Had it not been for the oddity of Oswald�s known background he would not have touched the mixed up young misfit with a proverbial barge pole. Nothing would be so important in the coming months as laying false trails; ideally false trails which further confused the already muddy waters around the genesis of the resistance and the manner in which the recent, failed rebellion had been mounted. For this purpose at least, if not for the one the self-important little fool imagine himself perfectly suited, a man like Oswald might be invaluable in the coming weeks.
This was because Oswald had a gold plated, well documented link to Russian, Communism and the Soviet Union.
Within a month of his compassionate discharge from the Marine Corps, Lee Harvey Oswald had travelled the Soviet Union.
It had been a long planned, uncharacteristically carefully thought through journey. Oswald had taught himself Russian during his time in the Marines, saved $1,500 and secretly determined to seek Soviet citizenship. He was desperately seeking his moment in the limelight but it never happened. Although Associated Press had reported his defection to the Soviet Union, his �defection� was unreported in the majority of syndicated papers and even the papers which picked it up, only gave it a few column inches on inside pages. Oswald had believed that he would be famous, in the event hardly anybody anywhere, including in the Soviet Union � where the authorities thought he was an attention-seeking crackpot, an embarrassment to be quietly tolerated and thereafter, ignored � had been overly interested. Perhaps, the best comment on the affair was that made by the Marine Corps; it amended his discharge papers to read: �Undesirable�.
Galen Cheney did not understand why his government had allowed Oswald to come back to the United States after he got bored in Russia; or for that matter why it had not charged him for betraying secrets to the Soviets on his return. And as for granting him a $400 repatriation loan, well, decisions like that told one everything one needed to know about the government!
Oswald and his wife Marina � a nineteen year old pharmacology student when they married � and their baby daughter June, born in February 1962, had returned to America in the June before the October War. By all accounts Oswald was mortified that his return, or rather, his �reverse defection�, had attracted absolutely no interest in the printed or in any other media. Typically, while he was an older, much travelled man now fluent in Russian he was no wiser for his experiences. Nor had he turned into any kind of responsible family man. Incapable of holding down a regular job for more than a month or two, he was constantly disappointed with the low esteem in which he was held by those around him. His failures were always somebody else�s fault; the whole World was a conspiracy to prevent him fulfilling his destiny. It was not that he was stupid, just that he was a narcissistic deadbeat; prime material for Galen Chaney�s purposes with readily identifiable psychological buttons which might be punched at any time to point him in the desired direction.
�Do you want to be famous?� Galen Cheney asked the younger man, knowing it was the only thing Lee Harvey Oswald had ever wanted to be.
�What are you talking about?� The younger man asked suspiciously.
�You didn�t do what you were told to do when you tried to kill General Walker the first time in April. When you listened to what I told to do last month you put an end to him. I need to know if you�ve learned that lesson.�
The Brotherhood of Liberty had had no particular beef with Major General Edwin Anderson Walker. The man�s time had passed and he had become an embarrassment to the Army. If he had been less strident, less obviously unstable his views and political commitment might have been useful to the Brotherhood; regrettably Walker had courted publicity and drawn the unwelcome attention of the Justice Department down upon himself and would have been a liability in the present crisis.
Walker was a decorated war hero unable to separate his right-wing conservative beliefs from his duties as an Army officer. Dwight Eisenhower had been forced to publicly criticize him for mixing politics with soldiering but had refused to accept his resignation in 1959. However, sent to Germany to command the 24th Infantry Division Walker had transgressed again. Having described Eleanor Roosevelt and former President Harry S. Truman as being �pink� � communists by any other name � and attempting to compel troops under his command to vote according to his wishes, he was formally censured by the Joint Chiefs of Staff and when he offered his resignation on this, the second occasion, President Kennedy had readily accepted it. Walker had run for Governor of Texas and lost in 1962; after that he had completely gone off the rails. Arrested in October 1962 for leading riots against the admittance of a black student to the all-white University of Mississippi, the United States Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy had briefly had him committed to a psychiatric hospital.
It was unclear to Galen Cheney why exactly Oswald had become so fixated on Walker; but it was serendipitous that his obsession had provided an opportunity to hone the blunt instrument he had represented into something a little sharper, keener and malleable.
Oswald�s first cack-handed attempt on General Walker�s life had been a pot shot at the man through a window. Oswald�s single ill-directed shot had struck the window frame and showered his target with wood splinters.
Cheney�s people had taken Oswald up country for a couple of weeks, made sure he practiced hard enough to shoot straight and then encouraged him to put an end to Walker. This time he had hit Walker with two of his three shots at a range of approximately three hundred yards while Walker ranted to a crowd of red necks in Randol Mill Park in Arlington. One bullet had clipped the victim�s shoulder, the other had blown away the top half of his head
Cheney had planned to leave it longer before he returned to well, to leave the young man a while to bask in the glory of his first �kill�.
However, opportunities to assassinate the President of the United States of America were few and far between; that was why he had encouraged Oswald to apply for the job at the Texas School Book Depository.
�Okay. I got it right the second time,� Lee Harvey Oswald growled as deeply as his somewhat squeaky voice permitted. �Now what?�
�Now we know we can trust you go after bigger fish.� Cheney�s mouth twitched into a chilly, fleeting smile that was gone in a moment. �You never know, maybe you�ll be famous after all, son.�

Chapter 36

Sunday 12th January 1964
Gretsky�s, Laurel Canyon, Los Angeles
Judy had fallen in love with the weird old house hidden away up the top of the canyon at first sight. Admittedly, she and Sam had been the next thing to dead on their feet after three months literally fighting for their lives in the American North West, British Columbia and on the road back to California, but she had � honest to God � fallen in love with Gretsky�s on that spring day last year.
Up until about a month ago her new life in the Canyon had been idyllic; she was in love with a man who adored her, her baby was due any day, what could possibly go wrong?
Apart from pretty much everything!
A cold wind was blowing down from the mountains that morning and now and then Gretsky�s creaked and flexed as if it was alive, bending a little with every sudden squally gust of the oddly wintery weather that had been funnelling down the Canyon for most of the last week.
The house had been built � if one was being pedantic, half-built � by a silent movie star in the late 1920s who had drunk himself to death when, so the story went, people fell about laughing every time he auditioned for a �talking� part. Allegedly, he was one of those over-sized, deep-chested guys who had a high pitched girl�s voice. In any event the house had been left derelict, empty, save for the snakes, the coyotes and the rats for several years before a real estate magnet had acquired it for a song as part of a job lot of falling down buildings and vacant plots of land in 1938. He had used Gretsky�s and its outhouses for his offices and then World War II had kick started a new California land grab and the rest, as they say, �is history�. Much of the house�s singular character and all its quirks including its name, �Gretsky�s�, resulted from the period of three years when it had been the long-departed shyster real estate tycoon�s bridgehead in the Hollywood Hills.
The original building had never been finished, its eastern end terminating in a slab-sided wooden wall. Fortuitously, this happened to be the side of the house that was invisible from the road otherwise passersby would think that a giant shark had bitten off one end of the structure. Sheltering in the shadow of the abbreviated mansion � even what survived of the original design was very, very big with fifteen rooms and a thirty feet long, dry for many years, oval swimming pool on a terrace hanging precipitously over a twenty feet drop to the bush and scrub below � were the �barracks�, big solid timber �long houses� partitioned into smaller �living areas� connected with a crazy tangle of plumbing, and overhead electricity and telephone cables. Weeds and vines almost enveloped these outhouses in the summer but the trees and vegetation kept the sun off the roofs for several hours each day and in the fall and winter sheltered the ramshackle cluster of dwellings from the normally arid wind off the mountains.
Vincent Meredith got to his feet as Judy came into the room, as did a svelte man in an expensive suit whom she guessed was in his fifties or early sixties. Vincent�s companion had about him the air of an expensive big city attorney so she automatically assumed he must work for Ben and Margaret Sullivan.
�This is Frank Lovell, he�s from the State Department,� Vincent Meredith said to introduce the stranger.
While Judy was momentarily unable to speak, too stunned; behind her Sabrina Henschal made an odd choking sound.
�The State Department?� The older woman spat out incredulously. Quickly overcoming her astonishment.
�The Secretary has asked me to do what I can to finesse the situation,� Frank Lovell declared apologetically, smiling sternly. He focused on Judy. �Your father-in-law has been appointed United States Ambassador to the United Kingdom, Mrs Brenckmann. In my capacity as senior counsel to the Secretary of State I am in California to see what can be done to avoid your husband�s present situation embarrassing the department��
�Embarrassing the department!� Judy retorted angrily. She hardly ever raised her voice; this time she very nearly shouted.
�Forgive me, I didn�t put that very well��
�Sam was almost burned to death and then the cops framed him!�
�Yes, quite. Unfortunately, the Los Angeles County District Attorney�s Office is extremely sensitive about outside interference in its business from within the state of California, let alone Washington. There is a great need for great discretion in this matter.�
Judy was proud of the way she had held herself together the winter after the war; that she had refused to give in, refused to die like so many others but she had had Sam beside her then and the last month had been like some nightmarish Kafkaesque tragedy. The last two times Vincent Meredith had driven her to the California Institute for men at Chino, San Bernardino, she never got to see Sam; he was in the prison hospital and nobody would tell her why. Last week Columbia Records had �voided� Sam�s contract and presented her with a bill of over $5,000 for their inconvenience, LAPD cruisers routinely pulled up outside Gretsky�s and watched the old house; she had got to the point where she was afraid to go anywhere, say anything to anybody she did not know, and when she was left alone she usually ended up crying, or afraid or just staring into space like an idiot until Tabatha cried for attention.
And now some bastard from DC was worried about Sam embarrassing his new boss!
However, Judy in her angst had missed the main thing.
Sabrina had not.
She protectively wrapped her arms around her friend�s ever slimmer waist � Judy had practically stopped eating, she was so uptight most of the time that the thought of solid food made her feel sick � turned her friend around and hugged her tight.
�It�s not what you know it�s who you know,� she whispered in Judy�s ear. �And this guy�s boss knows the President.�
�Quite,� Frank Lovell smiled, catching the gist of this. �It would be entirely inappropriate for anybody from out of state to attempt to meddle in the Californian judicial system but where there is a will, there is usually a way. About now Special Agents of the Federal Bureau of Investigation will be serving a warrant on Captain Reginald O�Connell of the Los Angeles Police citing involvement in racketeering. The warrant will require that officer to make available his accounts, to make a full disclosure of his financial affairs, and enable FBI men to search his office at Van Nuys Police Station and begin to interview other police witnesses.� The State Department attorney smiled a rueful smile. �This is by way of something of a shot across Captain O�Connell�s bows. Hopefully, it may make him reflect on some of the bad decisions he has made recently. If not, well,� the State Department man shrugged, �in the wake of recent events Mister Hoover, the Director of the FBI, has been extremely keen to support, and to be seen to be supporting, the Administration��
Judy stared at the man; she just stared.
Did he just say what I think I heard him say?
�Regrettably, we are not in a position to arrest Captain O�Donnell at this time. As I say, that may not be necessary. The thing is that about now he will begin to be aware that the net is closing around him. As will his partners in crime. The best possible solution would be for the Los Angeles Police Department to start doing things to take its head out of the noose. For example, to consider dropping the prospective charges against Mr Brenckmann and Mr Weston.�
Sabrina�s lips were moving but no sound was emerging. The idea that she lived in a country in which J. Edgar Hoover was � today at least � on their side was simply irreconcilable with her life experience up until then. She had sort of understood what was going on when her President triggered Armageddon on account of a few rockets on an island in the Caribbean; in comparison this was utterly incomprehensible. In the world in which she had lived her forty-eight years the FBI and its legendary Director did not lift a finger in defense of the rights and liberties of Americans like her and her friends; and the President was full of shit like �ask not what your country can do for you; ask what you can do for your country� which was exactly what a girl would expect from a spoilt rich kid from Massachusetts!
�The way it works is like this,� Vincent Meredith explained. This morning he looked his age; in much the same way Sabrina had been feeling hers lately. As attorneys went he was a man who had been around the block not once but several times. Lawyering had never really paid his bills or his alimony � not according to either of his two ex-wives � so over the years he had turned his hand to �investigations� and other quasi-legal, ethically borderline work facilitating the requirements of his large and varied, but never terribly well healed, client base. He had been following, watching and avoiding corrupt LA cops, low life attorneys who made him look like St Francis of Assisi, marvelling at the convoluted machinations of the County District Attorney�s Office and local hoodlums and mobsters ever since he came back from the war in 1946. Two purple hearts � one from the first day of the landings on Betio, the other from standing too close to a Jap grenade on Iwo Jima had kept him from getting drafted for Korea � but once a Marine, always a Marine. Semper Fidelis; always faithful. Margery, his first wife whom he regretted losing in all the ways he did not and would never miss Juanita, his second, used to call him the �patron saint of lost causes�. Margery came from an old southern family and her folks had always known a burnt out Marine Corps Captain who had qualified for the California Bar in 1940 and never made a go of it, was exactly the wrong guy for their little angel.
He collected his thoughts.
�We don�t have any other angle to break Sam, or Doug Weston out of jail. We�re operating under a State of Emergency so we can�t even get the guys in front of a Grand Jury, and even if we could it wouldn�t do any good. The cops have got their stories straight. We know it�s a frame up, any lawyer who takes a look at it knows it�s a frame up but if this thing goes to trial Doug Weston gets to sit on death row and if he�s very lucky, Sam gets five to thirty years in San Quentin. That�s why I haven�t wasted much effort lawyering on this one. The cops and their guys at the County DA�s Office have got this one in their pockets. Or rather, they did have until Sam got himself some serious connections.�
Judy was less baffled, and a little perversely in the rapidly shifting circumstances, much more angry now.
�I said I didn�t want to worry Sam�s folks!� She reminded Vincent, her face creased with disappointment and alarm.
The man shrugged and grinned apologetically.
He looked to Sabrina and back to the tearful younger woman.
�You ladies didn�t hire me to sit on my hands. Besides, nobody�s said a word to Captain Brenckmann or his wife. Not so far as I know, leastways.�
�Oh,� Judy felt really silly now. Not to mention mean.
Frank Lovell, the svelte man from the State Department coughed.
�When the Commandant of the Marine Corps�s note was passed on to the Protocol Secretary at State,� he explained, mistakenly thinking this would clarify matters to everybody�s satisfaction as opposed to impossibly muddying the waters, �it was flagged for �immediate action�.�
Vincent Meredith winced, realising that he had no option but to come clean with his clients. That was never bad news even for a lawyer who actually had their best interests close to his heart.
�You see, the thing is I was with General Shoup at Tarawa,� he murmured sheepishly. �We were lifted off the beach on the same boat. We were both shot up pretty good at the time. He asked me my name and how I�d got �winged�. Anyway, cutting to the chase, I was on his staff the rest of the war. Right up to Iwo Jima when I got �winged� again. This is the first time I ever asked the hard-nosed old SOB for a favour. I didn�t even know if he�d want to remember me.� He grinned apologetically at the man from the State Department. �But apparently, he does.�

Chapter 37

Sunday 12th January 1964
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
John Fitzgerald Kennedy greeted the old man at the door to the cabin as if he was welcoming a long lost prodigal favourite uncle back into the fold. If Claude Otto de Chateau-Betancourt was in any way surprised or even remotely impressed to find both the Vice President and the Secretary of State waiting in the reception line to add their smiling salutations to the President�s, he betrayed no sign of it.
�How goes Gretchen�s recovery?� Jack Kennedy inquired solicitously.
�Slower than she�d like,� Claude Betancourt admitted. �Slower than we�d all like. They think she�ll walk again but they keep talking about �nerve damage�. Still we know she�s on the mend because, just like a woman she�s starting to get worried about the scars and such nonsense!�
�She�s in my prayers, Claude.�
The two other men in the cabin echoed this with quiet gusto.
�Come on in and sit down,� Jack Kennedy invited the last great mover and shaker of his father�s generation. The President�s father, Joseph senior had suffered a stroke in December 1961which had paralyzed him down his right side. Worse, the stroke had left him with aphasia, a language disorder which made it hard for him to speak. Although the old man had been starting to respond to therapy and to make his first, halting, steps with the aid of a cane at the time of the October War, the murderous influenza which had swept through New England in the winter after the war had carried him away like tens of thousands of others; leaving the family the almost impossible task of �quietly� resolving the old rascal�s affairs. If it had not been for Claude Betancourt countless half-forgotten scandals and feuds would have resurfaced; for his had been the shrewd, sagacious hand at the wheel steering the Kennedy dynasty through horribly treacherous financial and political waters in the last year. The President�s father had never taken his eldest surviving son aside and told him that Claude was the only man who knew where �all the bodies were buried�; he had not had to tell him because, everybody close to the family already knew it to be the case. Since the old man�s death no man had done the Kennedy family truer service than today�s honoured guest at the Presidential retreat.
Claude Betancourt understood why he had been invited to Camp David. He remained inextricably entwined, enmeshed within the Party machine, intimately attuned to its mood and the tides which ebbed and flowed within the broader New England caucus. He might no longer be the President�s father�s enforcer but he remained Kennedy family�s behind the scenes powerbroker and the Party�s most reliable bellwether this side of the Mississippi.
The men in the room needed to know if they still carried what was left of the Party �base� with them. It was one thing for the President to have spent most of the last three weeks on the stomp � two to three events per day � from coast to coast and from the north to the south of the continental United States; but had it changed anything?
The polls suggested Jack Kennedy had halted the slide; the jury was still out on whether he was actually winning back hearts and minds which meant that today was about subtler things than poll numbers and the political punditry of Party outsiders.
The men in the cabin had been drinking coffee.
A tumbler with a generous measure of brandy was put by the newcomer�s hand as he settled in a comfortable chair right next to the fire.
Claude Betancourt knew that these men needed him more than he needed them and he was not about to let the moment go unremarked, or ungamed.
�I talked to Earl Warren�s people the other day,� he remarked. �They say they won�t be in any kind of position to get started for a while yet.� He sniffed, picked up his Brandy. �Earl�s got trouble finding people he can trust to fill the key posts in his Commission. I said he ought to bring in people from outside DC. Younger guys and gals,� he smiled, �with no political ties.�
In fact he had already put Daniel Brenckmann�s name forward to fill one of the vacant assistant attorney posts on the Warren Commission. The kid did not know about that yet.
The old man fixed his President with a steely, not unsympathetic scrutiny.
�You understand that Earl Warren could finish you in a day, Jack?�
The younger man nodded. He had only ever known Claude Betancourt as a stern �uncle figure�, the guy his father turned to get him out of trouble as he had partied through his reckless youth, and begun his political education in Massachusetts on his return from the Pacific War. He trusted the old man like he was family because in all the ways that mattered, he was family.
�If that happens I will take the fall.�
Claude Betancourt ruminated a moment, wondering if that was the real reason why old Joe Kennedy�s second son had gone along with Nick Katzenbach�s crazy idea for a public inquest into the Cuban Missiles War disaster. Katzenbach was one of the men who had emerged from the Battle of Washington with a heap of credits. Before the rebellion he had been edging towards the periphery of the Administration, ever closer to the exit door, now like Bob McNamara at Defense, Lyndon Johnson and new men like Fulbright, Katzenbach was right next to the President. Recovering from his injuries Bobby Kennedy was restored as US Attorney General but that was just window dressing � the Kennedy boys were back on the road, campaigning in effect � and sooner or later Katzenbach would take over at Justice.
�Don�t be in any rush to look to a fall,� the old man smiled. �Earl Warren won�t launch the ship until he�s good and ready.�
�I won�t try to dodge the bullet, Claude.�
Claude Betancourt believed him. That was very moral, very honourable in one way; dumb in most of the ways that mattered.
�Have we squared things with the Brits?� He asked, adroitly changing the subject.
Prime Minister Thatcher and her entourage had been in Washington for the last few days and the word was that the talking had been, well, brutal. Claude Betancourt half-suspected the other three men in the cabin had sought this interview to grab a respite. The President and Jackie had entertained Margaret Thatcher here at Camp David last night and nobody would say how that had gone which was probably not good news.
�Yes,� Jack Kennedy guffawed, shaking his head. �The Angry Widow doesn�t take any prisoners. She�s as mad as a cat in a sack that we allowed things to go quote �so far down the road� that we almost ended up shooting at each other. Curtis LeMay almost �shit a brick�, or that was what he said afterwards, when the Brits told him about their war plans.�
Claude Betancourt raised an eyebrow.
�They�d have bombed our oil fields in Saudi Arabia, waged unrestricted submarine warfare on our shipping in the North Atlantic and if we had attacked the �home islands� they�d have launched their entire V-Bomber Force against targets in New England!�
�They said that?�
�Yes. Part of the deal is full disclosure of current military capabilities and war plans so we can keep our forces separate until such time as we have agreed new and robust standard operating procedures.�
�You know the Party won�t support a reversion to a NATO-type status quo,� the old man warned. The North Atlantic Treaty Organization was defunct, the Administration having effectively abandoned its European NATO allies to their fate on the night of the October War. Canada had remained � albeit sulkily � onboard what was left of the alliance, otherwise there was no NATO, nor realistically could there ever be again. This troubled Claude Betancourt, especially when he heard loose talk about the Administration offering the British �NATO-type� security guarantees, renewed intelligence and technology exchanges, and some kind of modern �lend-lease� deal covering an apparently open-ended aide program.
�The Party needs to get real, Claude,� Lyndon Johnson growled.
Claude Betancourt would defer to the tall Texan on any purely political matter. However, in this case the problem was not purely political. The American people � if there was such a thing these days � wanted nothing to do with further foreign entanglements. The country was looking inward and its gaze would not easily be turned outward again.
�We need not to go to war again,� he countered. �That�s not the same thing. Democrats and Republicans stopped fighting each other months ago; whichever side of the House you sit the real problem at the next election is going to be state�s rights and secessionist candidates who don�t give a shit about what�s going on in the outside world.�
J. William Fulbright scowled.
�That�s cynical, Claude.�
�No, that�s just calling a spade a spade, Bill. If we are serious about wanting there to still be a Democratic Party after the elections in November we need to retrench. The mood in the country is �America First� and whether we like it or not that�s the way we have to go. If that�s not what the British want to hear; too bad. If Jack has to string this Thatcher woman along until she works out that we�re never, ever going to go back to the way things were before the war that�s what he�s going to have to do! Hell, what do we need with NATO? The Brits are our only major military rivals and the last thing they want to do is pick a fight with us?�
The atmosphere in the cabin was uneasy; each man thinking variously dark thoughts.
�Look, Bill,� the older man went on, �I can�t speak to the way your people in Arkansas look at the rest of the world,� he snorted, �if the guy in the street in Little Rock thinks about the outside world at all, but over here in the East most people are scared of what lies the other side of the Atlantic and what could still lie on the other side of the Arctic. Jack and Bobby may well be able to re-connect with the Party base but that�s not going to banish all fear and it certainly isn�t going to keep the House of Representatives in line. I get it that there are things you have to say to the British to keep them sweet; but the four of us in this room know damned well that we�re not about to send GIs back to Western Europe or anyplace else to back up the Brits. The worst thing we could do now is allow ourselves to be suckered in to a position where we have to explain to the American people why we�ve got ourselves involved in somebody else�s foreign war. That,� he observed, looking to the President, �is exactly what is liable to happen if, for example, we send the Navy back to the Mediterranean.�
Jack Kennedy ruminated on this before a frown began to spread across his handsome face. He had hoped he was not ever going to have this conversation with a man that he had to listen to. He had hoped that the old man would be content to let the demarcation lines between what was, and what was not the altered policy of the Administration towards the United Kingdom remained comfortably blurred. But no, typically, he had cut straight to the heart of the matter.
�I have no intention of reneging on undertakings I have given to Prime Minister Thatcher, Claude,� he sighed. �The price of business as usual is a bi-lateral return to the old NATO status quo vis-�-vis selective former military and strategic arrangements.� There was very real sadness, and no small tincture of regret in his voice when he added: �This is not the time to be discussing the limits to those undertakings we have seen fit to make to secure the peace. Within those �limits� we will offer such assistant to our �allies� as is consistent with the national security interests of the United States. However, at this time and in the weeks and months to come if the price of friendship, or damn it, if the price of just peaceful co-existence with the British is sending the Navy to the Mediterranean, whatever it eventually cost us, it will be worth it!�
Claude Betancourt was reassured somewhat by the conditionality implicit in the first part of the President�s statement, but deeply worried by his blas� attitude to putting what was left of the US Navy into what most likely, was going to be harm�s way. The implication of what Jack Kennedy had said was at some point, possibly after the first Democratic Primaries in March, certainly by the end of April if the numbers from the primaries were looking bad, he reserved the option of cutting the British adrift.
The old man sought clarification.
�What are we talking about, Jack?� He queried, like an uncle checking if his nephew had just taken out a bad loan. �Sending in the Navy if there�s a crisis, or what?�
�Re-establishing bases in the United Kingdom if possible and elsewhere in Europe, maybe. Making the right noises, up to and including re-affirming NATO-type mutual security guarantees in respect of the North Atlantic area, the Mediterranean if necessary but drawing a line,� the President concluded, uncomfortably, �about there.�
The old man thought that sounded a little woolly. However, he was reassured that for the moment the Administration was obviously in no mood to go overboard with the British.
�How are you with this, Bill?� He put to the Secretary of State.
William Fulbright shrugged.
�Within reason, we support our allies as best we can. We need to rebuild not just at home but overseas, too. The British are our main overseas ally but they are not our only foreign ally. Nobody�s talking about making guarantees about anything that happens beyond the old NATO boundaries. I�m happy with that or I wouldn�t have taken the job at State.�
Claude Betancourt decided he had already had pushed hard enough at the half-closed door. However, he remained deeply suspicious of the ill-advised hostages to fortune the Administration had placed squared in the hands of the British. How would they � the British in general and that crazy Thatcher woman in particular react if something untoward happened in a part of the World not specifically covered by the former �NATO area�?
If and when that day came the British would have every reason to feel betrayed. And then what would they do?
He glanced to the Vice President and judged that from the sour expression on the Texan�s face he had worked through the possibilities with a fine toothcomb, presumably concluding that risking a total � most likely generational rift with the old country � was worth the candle. The priority was to paper over the fracture lines in what the British used to call the �special relationship�. That had to be done now; the future would have to look after itself. Besides, the international threat calculus was negligible and as the President had remarked prior to Claude Betancourt�s arrival, the Navy still had �just enough big grey ships� to move around the international chess board to make it look as if the Administration was as good as its word.
Grudgingly, Claude Betancourt conceded that Jack Kennedy and his advisors had probably got the balance right in the fraught negotiations with Margaret Thatcher. The British were back onside and the United States had regained access to the �unsinkable floating aircraft carrier� off the shores of Western Europe. In a few months American industry would be re-colonizing the old country, Wall Street would be financing the rebuilding of the bombed cities. In a year or two the British would be so beholden to East Coast moneymen and the US Treasury that they would have no choice but to go along with whatever final settlement the Administration � or more likely the one that swept JFK into the dustbin of history � wanted to inflict on the �old country�.
He was being paranoid.
There was not going to be another big war, international communism had been squelched for a century and the chips with which Jack Kennedy had bought Margaret Thatcher�s support for the terms of the new rapprochement would never be cashed in.
He moved on, relaxing a little.
�So, everything�s moving to Philadelphia?� He asked, smiling a little sardonically.
Lyndon Johnson nodded.
�Bob McNamara will stay in DC to �manage� the first stages of the reconstruction program. The Corps of Engineers will be overseeing phase one. General Shoup remains as Military Governor of the District of Columbia at this time. He and Bob don�t always see eye to eye but Bob needs a tough guy like Shoup to get things moving.�
�Lyndon will be one hundred percent in charge of the relocation to Philadelphia. With a free hand to do whatever is necessary,� the President interjected decisively.
Claude Betancourt was astonished that the lines of responsibility had been drawn so unambiguously. The Kennedy Administration�s pre-October War agenda had been hamstrung by muddled thinking and vacillation confused by sporadic major initiatives; post-war it had seemed trapped in a cycle of fire-fighting, incapable of getting ahead of events. Now it was as if the trauma of the Battle of Washington had broken the circle of despair and shocked the main players into action.
Curtis LeMay was conducting a purge of the command and control system of the United States military untrammelled by political interference. Bob McNamara was �managing� the rebuilding of DC and planning a radical reorganisation of the armed forces. The President and the Attorney General were on the stomp trying to rebuild the Party base and directly confronting the burgeoning states� right movement. The Warren Commission into the Causes and Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War was taking shape and would hold its opening session sometime in the spring. Lyndon Johnson was again the ringmaster of the House of Representatives; responsible for the movement of Congress, the Senate and the principal organs of the Federal Government to Philadelphia, and also, the Moon Program.
Claude Betancourt did not understand that but knew better than to get carried away with the idea that the Moon Program was in any way ephemeral either to the re-ordered direction of the Administration, or to the Vice President�s perspective on his own future career. Jack Kennedy had sneaked past Richard Nixon in 1960 because he seemed to be a new man for a new age. It helped that he had the looks of a careworn Greek god and a natural born charisma that money could not buy but basically, once he was in the White House he had continued many of his predecessor�s policies. The only difference was that Dwight Eisenhower had operated in a calmer, more measured way and avoided some of the blunders which had eventually led in late October 1962 to global thermonuclear war. The Moon Program?
Where did that fit into LBJ�s plan?
The only reason that there had been a Moon Program in the first place was because the Soviets had set their sights on the Moon; but there was no Soviet Union anymore and no Russian space program. Ergo, there was no space race. So why the new rush to go to the Moon? What profit was there in it? The whole ghastly enterprise was going to cost billions of dollars the country did not have; and if there was nobody to beat to the Moon how could one go on pretending that it was any kind of race? Unless of course, the wily old operator that he was, Lyndon Johnson had determined that he needed a high profile outrider for an agenda that was so out of left field that if it was presented to them in the wrong way the Democratic Party and the American people would reject it out of hand?
It was only then that Claude Betancourt realized the real reason for his summons to the inner court of what survived of Camelot.
The Administration wanted to tell him a real secret; a secret it that Jack Kennedy had decided that he needed to hear from his lips.
The old man sighed.
Kids!
They would be trying to teach him to steal candy from babies next!

Chapter 38

Sunday 12th January 1964
Third Baptist Church, San Francisco, California
It was the first time Miranda Sullivan had been to church for about three years and it was a thoroughly disorientating experience. An experience made no less bewildering by the fact that she had never, ever imagined she would find herself in a communion so emotionally � ecstatically for many worshippers � wrapped up and dedicated to their Lord. Initially, she had been intimidated, later fascinated and by the end spiritually wrung out.
Having been brought up as an occasional Episcopalian in a household where religion was an optional buffet rather than an al la carte menu, she had never gone along with the supreme being thing. However, that was not to say that she was in any way agnostic. It made perfect sense to her that the chaos of the physical world around her would benefit from some kind of guiding hand; and sometimes it was comforting to contemplate that there might actually be something, or someone watching over her. Ancient civilizations had posited the concept of the �Earth Mother�, eastern esoteric belief systems spoke of �karma�, and of philosophical mantras that talked to balance, yin and yang, fire and water. What child could look up into a starry night and not wonder if he or she was really alone in the vastness of the Universe? Notwithstanding she did not actually believe in the God of the Old Testament, or Jesus, the second coming of the Messiah or in the Kingdom of Heaven.
To her own surprise the least disorientating thing about the long, noisy, fervent, essentially musical experience � �service� was too small a word to describe what she had just lived through � was not that she had been surrounded by black faces or even that she had been so warmly welcomed, feted almost, but that she emerged from the Third Baptist Church changed. Not in any huge way; because that was how she was hard-wired and there had been no unmistakable moment of Damascene conversion. No, it was simply that in some indefinable way she had opened her eyes to another way of thinking and of looking at the world around her.
In the last few weeks she had totally immersed herself in the work of the California Civil Rights Forum. In the process she had become a little divorced from the rest of the staff in the Office of the Governor of California in Sacramento, spending much of her time, trips down to Los Angeles and San Diego excepted, in San Francisco and Oakland. She had initially planned to be on the road most days but Terry Francois, the wise attorney who was President of the San Francisco chapter of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People � the NAACP � had counselled her to avoid spreading herself too thinly. Especially, this early in the �program�. The thing was to build solid foundations so as to be able to construct future structures on firm ground. Basically, Rome was not built in a day.
�Lincoln proclaimed the end of slavery a hundred years ago but look how far we have come?� He had observed sagely. �Patience. We must be patient. The history of the civil rights movement tells us that nothing comes quickly or easily.�
Miranda had found herself the center of attention outside the church and was glad when eventually, Dwayne John touched her arm and guided her onto a less congested area of sidewalk.
�Thank you,� she said.
The big man smiled quizzically.
�For what?�
�For allowing me to share that��
Even in the Fillmore District a black man and white woman attracted curious and now and then, hostile looks, especially when the black man was a towering handsome man in his twenties with the build and demeanour of a heavyweight in training, and the woman was blond, willowy and had inherited the god-given good looks of her movie star parents.
Those looks, insofar as the couple noticed them at all, troubled neither the man nor the woman for they were intuitively relaxed in each other�s company and content in their slowly developing friendship. So much so that neither of them really thought about � nor would give any significance to if they did � their first drug-blurred encounter on the night of the October War. On that dark day they had been disturbed mid-coitus by Johnny Seiffert, the owner of the house on Haight Street in which they had been having sex. Well, fucking really because the people that they had become since that night no longer associated what they had been doing on Johnny Seiffert�s red-sheeted �love altar�, with anything remotely to do with having mutually pleasurable consensual sex, and a million miles away from anything which might be called �making love�. In any event they had ended up looking down the barrel of Johnny�s Navy Colt half-dressed on the streets of San Francisco in the middle of a nuclear war. All in all, their impromptu �first date� on the evening of 27th October 1962 had not gone very well! That was then and this was now, fifteen-and-a-half months later. Dwayne had been born again; while Miranda, with a lot of help from her Aunt Molly and Uncle Harvey, had got her shit together and they were no longer recognisably the same people they had been at the end of October 1962.
Several members of the communion had invited the couple back to their homes for a meal; Miranda was not ready for that and she suspected that Dwayne was grateful she had politely claimed a �prior engagement�, citing her Aunt and Uncle and alluding to �catching up with my brother Gregory�.
Actually, catching up with Gregory had turned out to be an unexpectedly fraught business around Christmas time. Turning up unannounced at her brother�s apartment in Sausalito � a top floor garret as opposed to something she would describe as �an apartment� � Darlene Lefebure had answered the door, hair askew and positively glowing in the way that one often does after great sex.
Miranda�s Aunt Molly had explained that Darlene was staying away a few days with a girlfriend in Oakland when she had called at her Aunt and Uncle�s old house on Nob Hill. She had been mightily relieved that Darlene was not around because on their previous meetings she and Darlene had brought out the absolute worst in each other. Darlene had been convinced Miranda had stolen Dwayne from her and subsequently poisoned his mind against her; and Dwayne had not helped the situation by avoiding any kind of encounter with his former girlfriend. This still irritated Miranda a little even though she knew it was undiluted shame � probably misplaced � on his part that kept him away from Darlene.
Finding Darlene at Gregory�s apartment that morning had neatly resolved one matter and promptly opened another can of worms. While the �Darlene question� remained unaddressed there was no question of Miranda and Dwayne�s �friendship� morphing into something else. In an odd sort of way that was ideal for each of them; they were both sorting out their lives and at the threshold of building new careers. Dwayne was no longer a failed session musician � he had an awesome baritone voice � or just a courier running the gauntlet of the recently dismantled nationwide FBI picket on behalf of Dr King�s organisation in Atlanta. These days he was Dr King�s representative with the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP, and his �voice� a fixture on the California Civil Rights Forum with a direct line into the Office of the Governor in Sacramento. Likewise, Miranda having plumbed the depths � by the night of the October War she was a drugged up groupie living with a man twice her age who did not remember her name half the time � had with her Aunt and Uncle�s help got herself clean, gone back to college, and worked as an intern in Uncle Harvey�s law practice before joining the Governor�s staff. Not only was she on the payroll of the Office of the Governor of California, she had met the Vice President and been given the job of setting up and facilitating the California Civil Rights Forum. A lot of people in Miranda and Dwayne�s position would have been pretty dammed smug about their rehabilitation; but that simply was not them. They were on a journey and they both understood that they had only just started out.
That afternoon the fog burned off and the breeze blowing in through the Golden Gate slackened to a whisper. The couple walked a while and then jumped onto a crowded trolley down to the bay where they sat on a wall and stared out at Alcatraz Island.
The old prison out in San Francisco Bay had been scheduled for closure last year but there were rumours that Alcatraz had been turned into a secret military base, or a special prison for the worst of the worst, or even some kind of scientific �testing station�. Nobody was allowed to sail within one hundred yards of the island and small patrol boats mounting fifty-calibre machine guns policed the cold iron grey waters which swept around its rocky shores. Supply launches plied between Alameda and Alcatraz every day, morning and afternoon and at night the lighthouse lamps burned as brightly as before. Alcatraz had always been a name that evoked myths and legends and nothing had changed.
�You�re still worrying about the Feds asking you to set up Johnny?� The big man asked, unable to tiptoe around the subject any longer.
Miranda sighed.
She had told Dwayne about �the situation� she had been put in by the two FBI special agents had called at the Capitol Building in Sacramento a week ago. It transpired that the FBI had wanted to �interview� her for some days but that her boss, Governor Brown�s Chief-of-Staff had refused point blank to co-operate without involving the office of the California State Attorney General Stanley Mosk, an old friend of her Uncle Harvey. It had been a peculiar interview; the two FBI men on their very best behaviour with Stanley Mosk sitting beside Miranda like an overly protective and very hungry guard dog.
Miranda had only known Mosk slightly before her Uncle, Harvey Fleischer, had co-opted him into prising Dwayne from the FBI�s hands in December but since the CCRF was mooted his office had followed her progress with huge interest and she had spoken to him on several occasions. In retrospect she ought to have realized that he would be all over the project and that his enthusiastic support would have been a big � possibly the key � enabling factor in the Governor�s decision to give it his unqualified imprimatur.
The fifty-one year old Texan-born son of a family of Reform Jews Stanley Mosk was in his second term as the state�s Attorney General had had proven, time and again, that he was extremely exercised about the civil rights of every man, woman and child in California regardless of their skin color, nationality, ethnicity or religion. Stanley Mosk was the man who taken the Professional Golfers� Association of America to court to force that apparently untouchable bastion of white middle class privilege to rewrite its regulations discriminating against golfers from ethnic and racial minorities. He was also the man who had founded the California Attorney General�s Civil Rights Division, the legal resources and muscle of which now underpinned practically all the activities of the CCRF.
That meeting with the FBI had been awful.
�Might we clarify the nature of your former relationship with a Mister John Arnold Seiffert. The gentleman would be forty-nine years of age. Height about five feet eight inches. Hair color brown. Eyes green. His profession is listed by the IRS as theatrical agent and promoter?�
It had taken this single mildly spoken, apologetic opening inquiry to bring Stanley Mosk raging to Miranda�s defense before she could utter a single word.
He had prepared a waiver stating that she was co-operating with the Federal Bureau of Investigation in good faith under the express condition that no formal record would be kept of the interview. Furthermore, nothing she said would be considered as having been said under oath; and that anything she said which might later give rise to any inquiry that might at some future date have any bearing on any criminal investigation would be deemed inadmissible in any court in California. Actually, the waiver had been four pages long and she had not begun to understand the half of what it contained.
The FBI men had signed without demur.
And she had spilled the beans on John Arnold �Johnny� Seiffert.
Miranda sighed again.
She had confessed to her part in getting Sam Brenckmann exiled to Washington State at the time of the October War. She had confirmed that Dwayne and Sam had never met even though they had both worked for Johnny in the fall of 1962 as session musicians.
�Sam�s in a lot of trouble and the FBI think Johnny has something to do with it,� Miranda informed her companion, her thoughts returning to the present with a jolt.
�Trouble?�
�There was a fire at The Troubadour club on Santa Monica Boulevard while he was on stage. People got killed. They say the club owner shot a couple of bikers � killed one � and that Sam was an accessory. He�s been in jail in San Bernardino County the last month. I know I haven�t seen him or talked to him since September sixty-two but I still feel like it�s all my fault.�
�That ain�t right,� the man objected gently. �Sam Brenckmann�s a big boy. He could have refused to go up to Washington State with those rednecks Johnny set him up with. You and Sam had a bust up. That doesn�t make what�s happened your fault. And there ain�t no way you should feel guilty about what happens to Johnny. That guy�s earned whatever he�s got coming to him!�
Miranda cheered up a little, forced a smile.
�Why, Mister John,� she exclaimed half-heartedly in her best southern imitation drawl, �that hardly sounds like Christian charity!�
The big man vented a bellow of laughter.
�Why, Miss Miranda,� he retorted, �the Lord is merciful but he is just also!�
�You just made that up?�
Dwayne nodded contritely.
�I surely did,� he confessed.
Miranda shuffled a little closer to the man on the wall.
�Would you think I was being pushy or forward,� she inquired, needing not to talk, �if we could not talk for a while and I asked you to put your arm around my shoulder, Dwayne?�
It felt good to be protected, safe from all ill.
Miranda shut her eyes and rested her head on the big man�s rock solid, strangely pillow soft shoulder.

Chapter 39

Thursday 17th January 1964
Andrews Air Force Base, Maryland
Nicholas de Belleville �Nick� Katzenbach had ridden out to Andrews Field from the temporary Department of Justice Building within the Washington Navy Yard complex with his nominal boss, the United States Attorney General. The department�s move to Philadelphia � Justice, alongside the Departments of the Interior and the Treasury were in the first tranche of relocations � had already started and everything was chaos back in �the office�, so the circuitous drive out to Prince George�s County was a good opportunity to �keep in touch�.
Robert Francis �Bobby� Kennedy still limped clumsily from the leg wound he had incurred in the shooting at the White House in which British Prime Minister Edward Heath had been assassinated; otherwise, he felt a new man. The Battle of Washington had been a cathartic experience, a revelation of a kind to those in the Administration of a religious or spiritual bent, and he had emerged from a personal slough of despond with new energy and a new belief in what must be done. Now and then it irked him a little that the man who had proposed � perhaps, mandated � exactly what must be done was his former b�te noire Lyndon Baines Johnson but when all was said and done, he recognized that the former ringmaster of Capitol Hill was right. The time for half-measures was gone; either they stumbled to an inevitable fall in the coming November�s Presidential elections or they, the Administration, got its collective thumb out of its arse and did what it knew to be the right thing.
To Bobby Kennedy�s mind the strangest thing was that what made it all the more palatable was that LBJ�s analysis of �the right thing to do�, was actually not a million miles away from what he and Jack had really wanted to do all along but had lacked the courage and frankly, the moral fibre, to do before the October War. Nonetheless, many senior insiders had railed against the President�s volte-face; with many muttering that �nobody had voted for the Kennedy-Johnson ticket to bring in socialism by the back door�.
When the hard core �Southern Democratic� wing of the Party woke up, smelled the coffee and belatedly realized how radically the Administration�s civil rights and social policy had stepped to the left, and that Jack had � as near as dammit � embraced the new internationalism of his recently appointed Secretary of State, J. William Fulbright, there would be Hell to pay.
It said everything about his new mood that so far as the President�s younger brother was concerned that day could not come soon enough.
Nick Katzenbach was less preoccupied with the fights to come and rather more engaged with the mechanics of the removal of the battered rump of the Department of Justice to its new home in Philadelphia. While he had reverted to his former role as United States Deputy Attorney General at the beginning of the week, in reality he remained the de facto Attorney General with full powers to act in Bobby�s name. The arrangement suited both men; Katzenbach was a lawyer and manager, the President�s brother was a man of the people and together they had enthusiastically signed up � philosophically if not literally, in blood � to what White House insiders were already calling �the way ahead�.
Whatever happened Bobby Kennedy was not going to be spending much time behind his desk at the Department of Justice between now and whatever happened in November. In fact Katzenbach tacitly assumed that Jack Kennedy would run � although there would be no announcement for several weeks yet � for a second term and that Bobby would be his campaign manager, although nobody in the Administration believed he could actually win. For that matter nobody really knew what was in the President�s mind.
In fact, Katzenbach�s assumption that he would run in November was based simply on his hunch that his old friend felt duty bound to �face the people� to account for his decisions on the night of the October War. People too readily forgot that the former playboy rich kid who had barnstormed and partied his way to the White House was, at one level, a cripplingly moral man who would never make his peace with what he had had to do that night. The Warren Commission might destroy the Administration within hours of its first sitting sometime in the spring; or Jack Kennedy might survive until the General Election in November. For better or worse either way the American people would have the last word on the fate of their President and no man was more at peace with that than Jack Kennedy. However, in the meantime the Administration would govern and even if it was a hopeless dream, embark upon the great project which ought to have dominated its every breath since January 1961 but which somehow, it had mislaid in all the background noise over the Bay of Pigs, the infighting over policy in South East Asia, peacekeeping between India and China in the months leading up to the Cuban Missiles War, smoothing over differences with the European allies, the Berlin Wall crisis, the tragic comedy of errors in its dealings with the Soviets over Cuba, and a visceral fear of doing anything which risked exacerbating the simmering racial tensions in the American deep south.
In the aftermath of the Battle of Washington when the main thrust of the Administration�s policy had to be on the rebuilding of the fabric of government and the security of the homeland; it seemed a little quixotic to be launching a campaign to transform the whole social and political geography of a country still reeling from the grievous wounds suffered in the October War.
And of course, it was quixotic but then if the moment for change was not now, then when?
Ever the pragmatist Nick Katzenbach drew enormous comfort from the knowledge that the Administration, having realized that it was in a deep hole, had finally stopped digging.
�I expected the British to play hard ball,� he observed as the limousine, one of the new Chrysler Presidential armoured cars, and its escorting convoy swept down empty streets. Two-thirds of the population of DC had been evacuated or had decamped in the weeks since the rebellion. Large areas, whole neighbourhoods were gutted, wrecked and while most of the main thoroughfares had been cleared by the Corps of Engineers, Washington was a ghost town patrolled by Marines, National Guardsmen and heavily armed MPs. There was still looting in the ruins, low-level rioting randomly erupted and new fires were set most nights somewhere in the city. Much of the surrounding countryside was a lawless place patrolled by vigilantes. General Shoup, the Military Governor of the District of Columbia and the designated twenty-five mile �corridor� around it, was systematically bringing districts back under control but his priority was the security of what remained of the �Federal Estate�, the safety of government and other �vital� services, hospitals, transportation links and infrastructure, feeding the survivors and �cleansing� the city of the last �hold out� rebels. That senior Administration members could still only move about DC in armoured limousines with machine-gun toting escorts � over a month after the main fighting had ended � spoke eloquently to the chaos which persisted and the fundamental soundness of the decision to transfer the Federal Government to Philadelphia.
Bobby Kennedy was sitting with his back to the driver. He nodded thoughtfully towards Katzenbach directly opposite him in the right hand back seat. Each man had a senior staffer at his elbow, neither of whom had said a word thus far during the journey.
�Fulbright called it right,� he conceded. He and the new Secretary of State were antipathetic characters and it did not help that in the run up to the Cuban Missiles War, he and Fulbright�s predecessor, Dean Rusk, had been the men trying to defuse the situation � ultimately unsuccessfully � with the Soviet Embassy in Washington. Everybody said that if Fulbright had been running those talks that there might not even have been a Cuban Missiles Crisis. Nick Katzenbach had told Bobby Kennedy that was �nonsense�; his elder brother had used much stronger language. Nevertheless, Bobby knew that the question would never, ever go away. �He said the Brits just wanted to go back to the way they thought things stood the day before the war. He was right.�
The delegation led by Margaret Thatcher, the Prime Minister of the United Kingdom Unity Administration had signed up to a bilateral treaty headed An Agreement between the Government of the United States of America and the Government of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland for Cooperation on the uses of Atomic Energy for Mutual Defense Purposes. The treaty was a barely amended rehashing of the 1958 US-UK Mutual Defense Agreement with a single additional clause �guaranteeing� that neither side would deploy nuclear weapons without �meaningful consultation� with the other.
�The Navy is still kicking up Hell over the Scorpion?� Katzenbach remarked.
�The Chief of Naval Operations says the Scorpion was torpedoed by one of the Enterprise�s S-2 Trackers,� the Attorney General retorted scornfully. �People at the Navy Department are leaking the story that the British sub, the Dreadnought had been stalking the Enterprise Battle Group and that some idiot onboard the carrier briefed the crews of the Trackers to assume an �aggressive operational posture�, whatever that means!�
Nick Katzenbach had heard several versions of the story.
The Chief of Naval Operations at the time of the October War, and later at the time of the �Scorpion Incident�, Admiral George Whelan Anderson had resigned at the end of December and been replaced by his deputy, fifty-seven year old David Lamar McDonald. Georgia-born McDonald was a breath of fresh air after the haughty, distant Anderson who had spent much of 1963 defending the US Navy from the accusation that its conduct in harrying a Soviet submarine in international waters in the hours before the October War had been what had lit the blue touch paper. McDonald was approachable, did not think that all politicians came from a different planet and had little or no time for the �idiots at Norfolk� � specifically, the much purged high command of the US Atlantic Fleet � who had very nearly provoked a shooting war with the Royal Navy in the days before the Battle of Washington.
McDonald had told the President that the Scorpion had been �downed� by �friendly fire� in circumstances that would be investigated in full when the Board of Inquiry into the loss of the Scorpion had sat. The Chief of Naval Operations anticipated several courts-martial would follow the outcome of that �Board�. Unfortunately, in between now and those courts-martial proceedings the full panoply of Navy Department infighting was going to have to play out around the Board of Inquiry; to attempt to short-circuit US Navy �due process� would, in the CNO�s opinion, be damagingly divisive within the service. For the good of the service the �fools at Atlantic Fleet� who were responsible for the sinking of the Scorpion had to have their day before the Board of Inquiry, justice had to be seen to be done even though shooting them down in flames would be the work of but two or three � painful � days if they persisted in their lies and obfuscations in front of the �Board�.
The Scorpion was already a cause celebre; there was nothing anybody could do about that. Congress wanted to kick it around the floor of the new House in Philadelphia before the Navy got its turn to run with it. This being the case the Vice-President planned to kick it into the long grass, hoping that in a few months time the affair would have lost much of its �sting�.
�The Navy,� the CNO had confided to Katzenbach a couple of days ago, �is still full of men who honestly believe the Atlantic Fleet people at Norfolk have been scapegoated by the Administration. We�re talking about the same clique who still feel tender about accusations that they provoked the Beale incident; frankly, they�re terrified that they�re going to be the fall guys when Chief Justice Warren starts his hearings in the �Causes� of the October War. This nonsense about the Scorpion is a smokescreen.�
McDonald had been disgusted by the notion that fellow officers could dishonour the dead of the Scorpion in such a disgraceful fashion.
The �Scorpion Disaster� was a problem for another day.
Bobby Kennedy�s thoughts were elsewhere.
�What do we do with that crazy Zabriski woman, Nick?�
Edna Maria Zabriski had confessed � among other things � to attempting to murder the President of the United States of America. She had succeeded in murdering the British Prime Minister, Edward Heath, and injuring the US Attorney General � as testified to by the ongoing painful tweaking of his leg � and winged a Secret Service man.
�The President was worried that the Brits would want her executed,� Katzenbach shrugged. �Apparently, Mrs Thatcher told him it was none of their, the Brits�, that is, business. American justice must take its course. Fulbright spoke to the new Ambassador, Lord Franks. He said the same thing. The trouble is that the shrinks at Langley can�t agree between themselves if she�s crazy.�
Both men groaned as they thought ahead to the prospect of Edna Zabriski having her day in court. A judge was going to have to decide if she was fit to stand trial. The media circus that would surround that event was a nightmare.
�The guy I feel sorry for is Edna Zabriski�s son,� Katzenbach continued. �He survives the October War and then he gets ordered to bomb the Brits at Malta.�He honestly believes the Brits have already nuked American cities; then he gets shot down and most of his buddies get killed and finds out he was a patsy. How bad is that?�
�What�s the Air Force doing with the guys the British pulled out of the sea?�
Nick Katzenbach half-smiled.
�LeMay promoted him major and posted him to the staff at SAC Headquarters in Nebraska.�
Bobby Kennedy�s eyes widened.
�Old Iron Pants always stands by �his boys�, Bobby,� he was informed ruefully.
The President�s brother recollected that Katzenbach had been a navigator in the Army Air Force during Hitler�s war. His B-25 Mitchell medium bomber had been shot down over the Mediterranean in February 1943 and he had spent the rest of that war in German prison camps; he was hugely better qualified to judge what Nathan Zabriski had been through. Bobby Kennedy had served in the US Navy Reserve in the last year of that war as a Seaman Apprentice but seen no action, a thing that he had always regretted especially after he learned of the death of his eldest brother Joe. He still envied men like Nick Katzenbach who had participated in the preparations for the �great escape� from Stalag Luft III, and his brother Jack, an all-American PT-boat hero of the Pacific War.
�Did I mention I bumped into Walter Brenckmann,� Bobby confided to his friend. �Senior, that is, and his wife at Camp David the other week?�
Katzenbach had only met the man designated to be the new US Ambassador to the United Kingdom a couple of times in passing.
�He�s a shrewd cookie. I�m not sure I�d like to meet him across a court room. His boy Sam,� the Attorney General hesitated, knowing his deputy was a stickler for protocol and might slap him down, �is in some kind of trouble out on the West Coast. I took the liberty of mentioning it to Director Hoover. My thinking was that so long as the old monster is on his best behaviour we might as well take advantage of it.�It won�t last, obviously. Anyway, between you and me I suggest you keep well away from it.�In fact I suggest you stay out of the loop. Period. There might be �complications�, so I�m apologising in advance. I�m not about to tell you your job, Nick but I think you need to be able to deny ever having anything to do with this. If there is any come back about the Ambassador�s son it is all down to me, okay.�

Chapter 40

Saturday 19th January 1964
San Carlos Avenue, Sausalito, California
Darlene�s matted auburn hair had fallen partly across Gregory Sullivan�s face but mostly across his heaving torso. Outside it was a cold morning after a rainy, blowy night; inside the second floor �studio� � a room just big enough to accommodate a slightly larger than standard single bed, a sink and an ancient cooker cum stove with a iron hob bolted atop it and a few rickety cupboards, adjoining a �bathroom� which comprised a toilet and a claustrophobic, mostly frigid shower within it behind a canvas screen � seemed warm, almost humid.
As the man�s totally scattered wits began to coalesce into something a little more like sentience he blew some of the strands of his lover�s crazily spread hair from his mouth and nose, and hugged her breathless, quivering torso close to his body as if he was terrified she would go away. They were lying in a puddle of perspiration, wet everywhere and virtually incapable of moving, she impaled upon him, he pinned deliciously by her weight in the confusion of sheets and blankets. His attempt to stretch beneath her produced a satisfied, complacent gurgling whimper of pleasure.
Presently, Darlene propped herself on her forearms, resting on his chest. She tried to sweep back her mane of dark hair and peered at him, oddly self-conscious in exactly the way she had not been at any time after she had slipped out of her clothes and he had turned out the lights the previous evening. They had made love four, maybe five times but for the moment she could not organise her recollections in such as way as to confirm, with any degree of confidence that this morning�s coupling had been the fourth or the fifth. She had awakened aching to be fucked one more time and been surprised in the nicest possible way when it had quickly become evident that Gregory felt the same shameless lust.
She met his gaze, instantly lowered her eyes.
�Why, Miss Lefebure,� Gregory grinned, saner now that his heart had stopped trying to explode out of his chest, �fancy meeting you here this morning!�
Darlene giggled and could not stop giggling.
Or at least she could not stop until her bladder brought her down to earth with a rudely urgent jolt. She rolled off the bed and scurried the three paces to the �bathroom�.
The �bathroom� did not actually have a door but Gregory Sullivan was too much of a gentleman to watch. He waited until she returned to the bed, loudly pursued by the clanking and banging of what passed for the building�s plumbing as the water closet cistern noisily refilled.
Gregory swung his legs over the side of the bed.
Darlene planted herself on his lap, reminding the man that there was absolutely nothing he did not completely adore about Miss Darlene Lefebure. From the top of her head to the soles of her feet she was perfect, her lazy southern drawl with its elongated vowels and marvellously melodic rhythms, her minutely turned up nose, the laughter that so often flickered in her eyes, her pale, pert warm, soft nakedness was�perfect. There was no other word, only �perfect� got close and even that seemed vaguely inadequate in the heat of their love making.
However, after a while they became aware that they were both very sweaty, and well, a little rank and that they ought to make an effort to wash and brush up before they went out. This was the third night Darlene had �slept over� in Sausalito; last night they had surpassed themselves, every time they made love they seemed to fit together better.
Darlene was a little giddy with it.
Every time her life had threatened to touch happiness before meeting Gregory Sullivan something had always gone wrong and Greg was far too good to be true.�She brushed his face with the back of her right hand; just to make sure he was flesh and blood, that this was not some kind of weird and cruel dream that was going to be snatched away from her in the blink of an eye.
They nuzzled foreheads for a second.
Kissed slowly, moistly.
He had said he loved her last night but that did not count; but likewise, she had whispered back his words.
It was after ten o�clock by the time they left the house and walked the short distance down to Bridgeway Drive, the road that ran along the Sausalito shore all the way past Marin County before it crossed Route 101, the road over the Golden Gate Bridge. This morning the lovers had no intention of walking that far along the eastern shore of Richardson Bay; or not at least on empty stomachs after their exhaustingly strenuous mutual endeavours of the last few hours. They dived into a diner as a squall of wintery rain began to drift over the hills behind the town, and squirmed onto the benches either side of a table in the window with an unobstructed view out across the misty waters.
�I should ring Aunt Molly,� Darlene declared. �She�ll worry.�
�I think they�ve got a pay phone in the corner. It�s usually working in this place,� the man told her, digging in his jacket pocket for loose change as the waitress, an older woman with greying hair who had seen Gregory around before and knew he taught at the school three blocks away, came over to the couple smiling a maternally warming smile.
The badge on the woman�s lapel said �Rosie�.
Gregory asked for coffees, a glass of milk for Darlene � he remembered she liked to drink a glass of milk for breakfast because she had dropped the information in conversation on their first date � and feeling like a million dollars ordered the sort of meal a starving Grizzly Bear, or a three hundred pound a Hell�s Angel who had been the road one stop ahead of the law for a week, or two long-distance truckers about to run a consignment of guns down to the Mexican border would have demanded. Darlene politely suggested they forego some of the extras, to which he acceded, reality dawning just before it was too late.
Rosie smiled benignly, mostly at Darlene and departed. She returned to pour coffee, brought Darlene�s glass of milk and a variety of eating utensils, a fresh salt cellar and two napkins, obviously marking down the two polite young people in the window as the sort of couple who appreciated such things.
�I�ll make that call?� Darlene suggested, a little daunted by the prospect of attempting to innocently explain away yet another night on the tiles. �What time should I say I�ll be back in San Francisco?�
Gregory thought about it.
�Never?�
Darlene gave him a momentarily vexed look before she translated what he had just said to her.
�Never?�
Gregory shrugged, suddenly tongue-tied.
Darlene pursed her lips in thought.
�I can�t say that to Aunt Molly��
�No,� Gregory agreed. �We should be together when we say it to her,� he quirked a lopsided grin. �And to Uncle Harvey and all the other people we need to tell.�
Darlene giggled, lowered her gaze.
�We�ll go back over the Golden Gate in time for dinner tonight if Aunt Molly will have us,� Gregory decided tentatively. His Aunt and Uncle did not know about him and Darlene, not yet. They had been very secretive and he did not think Miranda would have �blabbed� about that time she had come over to Sausalito and Darlene had opened the door. �This time we�ll arrive together. If that�s okay with you, Miss Lefebure?�
It was completely okay with her. She had done her best not to lie to Aunt Molly but she felt bad not telling her the truth even if it might cause problems with Gregory�s Ma and Pa. Gregory had wanted to drop all pretence a week ago; then she had hesitated and he had backed off. That had been a mistake and she did not plan to repeat it. Just because Gregory was too good to be true did not mean the way she felt about him was not true.
Darlene smiled and as she rose to go to the telephone booth she leaned over and planted a wet, smacking kiss on her man�s mouth.
Around noon the couple walked north along the shore until they reached the derelict wartime shipyards which had briefly made the sleepy little town a seething hub of industry. In the years since the 1945 a boat community of several hundred souls had tied up to the wartime wharfs and docks; in the wintery mists and the drizzle the assembled boats � everything from small yachts to motor cruisers, a brigantine to an old Navy PT boat � bobbed drably on the grey waters.
The lovers held hands but said little until they halted, surveying the rag tag fleet. In Sausalito there were �hill� people and there were �boat� people, and people in between who did not actually own land or property on �the hill� or in Mill Valley or on Mount Tamalpais. The �hill� was the rocky peninsula which anchored the northern end of the Golden Gate Bridge; and countless picturesque white wood-frame houses were scattered across its eastern slopes below Route 101, separated from the bay by Bridgeway Drive.
Stopping by a low wall Gregory helped Darlene to squirm up onto it, and turned to take her in his arms. She was shorter than him by three-quarters of a head; perched on the wall they were eye to eye. Her thighs squeezed against him, holding him close as they kissed.
Darlene sighed, rested her check on his shoulder.
�You don�t know me, Gregory Sullivan,� she confessed in a tiny voice.
How much did anybody know about anybody after seven dates and three bouts of frantic coupling?
�I know I�m crazy about you.�
With extreme reluctance Darlene disentangled herself from the man.
�You�re Momma and Papa are movie stars,� she reminded him. �I�m just poor white trash to people like them��
Gregory bit back the urge to instantly object.
He sat on the wall beside Darlene, staring out across the waters to where he knew San Francisco was shrouded in the fog.
�To me you are like some fairy princess,� he chuckled, pressing her hand in his. �My very own southern belle. I don�t know what my folks will make of us. Come to think about it I�ve never really known what they make of me, let alone anyone else.� He spoke unhurriedly, matching one confession with another. �My big brother Benjamin is a hot shot lawyer who, if my Ma is to believed, has his sights set on the State Legislature or Congress some time soon. David, my next biggest brother � well, he�s a certifiable genius compared to the rest of us � is a rocket scientist at Rice University in Texas. You�ve met Miranda, obviously,� he added with fond irony, �Miranda could be anything she wants. Me, I�m just Greg the schoolteacher and my folks don�t get it at all. Whatever,� he shrugged, �I know I�ve had it easy. I don�t leech off Ma and Pa but I could if I wanted. I�m lucky. I�m the guy I want to be doing a job I love, and now I�ve met my very own southern belle. It doesn�t need to be any more complicated than that. Leastways, that�s the way I look at it.�
Darlene was lost in her premonitions as she leaned against him in the circle of his left arm.
�Besides,� the man chuckled, �I still haven�t told you all about the history of Sausalito. All my other southern belles loved the story, I�m sure you will.�
The woman laughed. She knew there had been no other �southern belles�. In fact there had been few other girlfriends because Gregory Sullivan was the sort of guy who really was waiting for the right girl to come along. Some men needed to have a woman on their arm to feel like a �real� man; Greg was not like that, perhaps, because he was lucky enough to be happy within himself.
Sometimes people needed to talk; today he needed to talk, another time it would be her turn if she ever gathered the courage to confront the truth of her life.
Gregory planted a kiss in her hair.
�We�re looking out across Richardson Bay,� he began, as if he was addressing a school day trip. �It was so named for a seafarer by the name of William A. Richardson, an Englishman, who had been wise enough to obtain Mexican citizenship because way back in his time this was Mexico, not America. If there was any justice in the world, which we both know there isn�t, the bay would be called after the fellow � well, the first European � who actually came ashore here. That would be a certain Don Jos� de Ca�izares, a Spanish gentleman. Although in the way of these things he wasn�t so much exploring as searching for booty. The Spanish set up a military garrison at what is now the Presidio in San Francisco a year later but basically, ignored this side of the Bay until Se�or Richardson came on the scene. In those days the Spanish capital was in Monterrey and even though there were animals to hunt and trap, and great forests full of wood just right for shipbuilding, nobody had bothered to settle the northern side of the Golden Gate. Until that was, Se�or Richardson came along in 1822.�
Darlene did not interrupt. She had no inclination to do anything but listen. The sound of Gregory�s voice soothed her fears and wrapped her in the comforting blanket of his world, and that was precisely where she wanted to be right then.
�About five thousand people live here nowadays but as recently at 1880 the population was less than five hundred. In those days Sausalito was a small fishing port with anchorages for a handful of racing yachts; even way back then the rich were different. The town hadn�t grown much since the end of the California gold rush in the early 1850s.�By the 1880s well over two hundred and thirty thousand people lived across the Golden Gate in San Francisco but unless you had a boat it was a hundred mile trip over dirt roads from the big city to here.�
He planted more kisses in Darlene�s hair. Distracted he had to scrabble around in his memory to continue his story.
�I tell the kids in my classes the fable of how little old Sausalito eventually arrived in the modern world as a kind of object lesson in how things work. Nothing happens overnight, and nothing is simple or easy. It is sort of a contemporary morality fable.�
�I want to hear it,� Darlene murmured complacently.
�First of all the Post Office came to Sausalito. That was in 1870. One of the reasons it came to Sausalito was that the NPC � that�s the North Pacific Coast Railroad � was coming to the town and a terminus, a rail yard and a ferry dock was being planned. All of this was way before the Golden Gate Bridge was built, that didn�t open until 1937 remember. Bridgeway Drive used to be the stretch of Highway 101 leading straight down to the ferry port. In the twenties the road behind us would have been permanently blocked with cars queuing for the one of the big automobile roll on roll off ferries across to Pier 39 in San Francisco. One of the ferries on the Sausalito-San Francisco run was the Eureka, in the nineteen twenties and thirties she was the biggest double-ended ferryboat in the world.� He stopped talking momentarily and asked a question: �I bet you don�t know what Sausalito was really famous for back in the twenties?�
Darlene giggled.
�Bootlegging?�
�Clever girl,� Gregory cooed proudly.

Chapter 41

Saturday 19th January 1964
Dealey Plaza, Dallas, Texas
Dealey Plaza was built in 1940 on fifteen acres of land donated by Sarah Horton Cockrell, a businesswoman and philanthropist. It was a New Deal WPA � Works Projects Administration � program. Located on the western side of old downtown Dallas it occupied ground where three streets � Main Street, Elm Street and Commerce Street � meet to pass under a railroad bridge known locally as the �triple underpass�. The Plaza was named for George Bannerman Dealey, a man instrumental in founding the Southern Methodist University, for bringing a branch of the Federal Reserve Bank to the city and for at one time being the publisher of the Dallas Morning News.
None of which remotely interested twenty-four year old Lee Harvey Oswald as he and the his tall, brooding companion stood behind the picket fence staring down past the sign Fort Worth Turnpike Keep Right which partially obscured his view beneath the railway bridge. His unwelcome sidekick was looking up at the seven storey Texas School Book Depository building, one of the hundred foot or more high structures delineating the south, east and north sides of the plaza.
During the week Oswald worked in the book depository and was thus irritatingly familiar with his surroundings. Another source of his irritation was that his older �friend� seemed to be a mine of information about the nondescript block in which he clerked and hefted boxes of books all day long five days a week.
A lot of things about Galen Cheney were beginning to get on Lee Harvey Oswald�s nerves as he stood atop the grassy knoll looking disinterestedly across the plaza. He assumed Galen Cheney was an alias; who the fuck was called �Galen Cheney�? The man was infuriatingly inscrutable, and he had a knack of disappearing into thin air for days and suddenly reappeared without warning. There would be a telephone call, or he would be waiting at the next street corner; it was like being stalked by some frigging born again Apache!
Nobody at the Texas School Book Repository knew as much about the goddammed place as Oswald knew, courtesy of the tall man.
His place of work was located at 411 Elm Street on the corner of Elm and North Houston Streets and stood on the site of at least two earlier buildings. �At least� two earlier buildings because the two buildings that anybody knew about were built on land owned until the 1870s by one John Neely Bryan, one of the city fathers of Dallas, who legend had it, had erected a cabin somewhere within the footprint of the modern plaza. Bryan had died in 1877 and a man called Maxime Guillot had run a wagon shop on the book depository site in the 1880s. In 1894 the Rock Island Plow Company had acquired the land and in 1898 thrown up a five storey office. Burned down after a lightning strike in 1901 and rebuilt the following year it was this building, raised to seven storeys and re-modelled in something called the Commercial Romanesque Style which in 1937 had passed into the hands of the Carraway Byrd Corporation when the Southern Rock Island Plow Company went broke. Subsequently, on 4th July 1939 the property was purchased outright by Detroit born David Harold �Dry Hole� Byrd, a wealthy Texan oil mogul and the cousin of the famous explorer Rear Admiral Richard Evelyn Byrd who had named Antarctica's Harold Byrd Mountains for him. Byrd had leased the building to the grocery wholesaler between 1940 and 1961, by which time it was generally known as the �Sexton Building�. It was only after �Sexton Foods� relocated to a new facility at 650 Regal Row that the block was taken over by the state of Texas and re-designated the Texas School Book Repository.
At the time of the October War the extensive refurbishment of the building � including the partitioning of the first four floors and the installation of air conditioning and an elevator � had only recently been completed, and the repository had only just �opened for business�.
�How do you know there�ll be any kind of shot from anywhere in the plaza?� He asked lowly, scanning from right to left. �I heard the President went everywhere in bullet proof limos?�
There was nobody within fifty feet of the two men.
Nobody to overhear what they said.
Notwithstanding, Lee Harvey Oswald suddenly found himself looking into the tall man�s cold grey blue flinty eyes from a distance of two inches. The other man�s hands were crushing the lapels of his jacket, holding him very nearly off the ground.
�Shut up, you little shit!�
The younger man thought Galen Cheney was going to kill him.
�What�s your problem, kid?��Cheney growled, spittle spotting Oswald�s cheek. He pushed the smaller man away and released his grip as if he had realized he was soiling his hands. �Don�t you want to get something right in miserable life?�
Oswald staggered back several steps; only the wooden picket fence of the low rise overlooking the highway driving under the triple underpass brought him to a shuddering halt.
He bristled with wounded pride.
A voice in his head warned him to keep his lips sealed.
�Don�t try thinking, son,� Galen Cheney grunted, straightening his coat, shrugging his shoulders, �trust me, from what I�ve seen thinking ain�t your strong suit.�
The tall man resumed his meticulous scrutiny of the plaza, ignoring Oswald as if he had ceased to exist.
The younger man had trained as a rifleman; he knew about ranges, deflections, what cartridges to employ, the best angles, lines of sight and corrections, all of that shit. He had told the old man the best shot was from the sixth or seventh floor of the Texas School Book Repository. Although, now that he was standing on the knoll overlooking the entrance to the triple underpass he recognized that there was a much easier shot from closer to ground level, he was having second thoughts. The problem was that he could hardly set up a sniper�s nest anywhere near where he was standing in plain sight.
Several minutes later Galen Cheney turned on his heel and walked away.
Oswald scurried to keep up.
Neither man spoke until they were driving out of downtown Dallas towards Irving. The sun was low on the horizon, glaring off the road and Cheney had donned dark glasses behind the wheel.
�We won�t know until the day whether the President will be in an armoured limousine,� he declared phlegmatically. �Or even if his route will pass through Dealey Plaza. The Secret Service always scouts at least three alternative routes; all we know for sure is that the �publically announced� route may include the plaza. However, if the President�s motorcade comes this way we will have a plan. If he goes another way then there will be another day of reckoning. These things are in the hands of the Lord. He will be our judge in these things.�
�So what? We�re still going with the first plan?�
The man at the wheel sniffed a vaguely derisory snort.
�No. Not unless you improve your scores on the range in the next couple of days.�
�I�m a fucking marksman!� Oswald complained angrily.
�Some days,� Galen Cheney conceded grudgingly. �Other days you�re a disgrace to the uniform you once wore, son.� The way he said it indicated unambiguously that he actually thought Oswald was a disgrace to his old Marine Corps uniform most days.
Lee Harvey Oswald did what he always did when he was stung by a real or an imagined slight; he sulked, brooding about the injustice of a world that was incapable of seeing him for the remarkable, gifted human being that he truly was. His lust for revenge against all those who had put him down, all his old Marine Corps �buddies� who had mocked his lack of stature and slight build by calling him Ozzie Rabbit after the cartoon character, or Oswaldskovich simply because he tried to explain Marxist dialectic to the brainless chumps never dulled. He would have his revenge one day. Soon, he hoped.
One day the World would know his name.
He planned to be famous for all time.

Chapter 42

Saturday 19th January 1964
California Institute for Men, Chino, San Bernardino, California
Miranda Sullivan was horrified by Sam Brenckmann�s appearance when he shuffled into the dirty interview room supported by two hulking warders. His right eye was black, blue and closed and there was a bandage, several days old around his throat. The knuckles of both his hands, manacled before him, were bruised and grazed and his breathless, halting gait shouted to her that he had been savagely beaten. He very nearly fell off the chair the warders dumped him in on the opposite side of the table to his two visitors.
A quietness fell on the room.
�Take off my client�s hand cuffs,� Vincent Meredith asked softly.
�Can�t do that,� grunted the fatter of the two over-muscled guards.
Sam stared dazedly at Miranda as if he hardly recognized her. Or more likely, was trying to figure out what she was doing here.
�Yes, you can,� she hissed, shaking with outrage.
�Miss Sullivan,� Vincent Meredith retorted, �is from the Governor of California�s Office in Sacramento. She is here at the specific order of the Attorney General of California, Mister Stanley Mosk to ascertain that the California Institute for Men has been meticulous in observing its duty of care to Mister Brenckmann and to the other men in its custody.�
Neither of the turnkeys knew what this meant.
�Mister Brenckmann has obviously been mistreated while in the custody of this institution. What are your names, ranks and social security numbers, gentlemen?�
�We don�t have to tell you a goddam thing!�
The attorney made great play of opening his notebook, taking the top off his ballpoint pen and pausing for thought before he started writing.
�Um. That will be news to the State Attorney General. Shall I tell Mr Mosk or do you want to go up to Sacramento to tell him yourselves?�
He focussed on Sam for the first time, but said nothing.
Then he looked back at the two lurking guards.
�Please leave us in private. You guys already need a lawyer, you just haven�t worked it out for yourself yet. However, since that attorney won�t be me, I have no intention of allowing you to eavesdrop on the confidential conversation I am about to have with my client.� He glanced to Miranda. �These guys won�t tell us their names so we�ll have to pick them out from mug shots or at an ID parade later, Miss Sullivan. Take a good look at their ugly lugs.�
The bigger guard scowled and with a jangling of keys released Sam Brenckmann�s chained wrists before he, and his leaden-footed colleague, stomped grumpily out of the interview room.
It was all Miranda could do not to throw her arms around her former boyfriend as the door closed behind the two warders.
�You should see the other guy,� Sam quipped, forcing a smile. �Trouble was he had half-a-dozen friends and they were all bigger than me. Se la vie,� he groaned.
Miranda had been in San Diego when she got the call to meet Vincent Meredith outside the burned out ruin of The Troubadour on Santa Monica Boulevard.�She and Dwayne John had been meeting with groups of Latinos and Hispanics, proselytizing and recruiting for the California Civil Rights Forum. Now that she had fully �worked� herself into her new role every event she organised or community meeting she gate crashed made her feel that tiny little bit less comfortable in her lily white middle class skin.
Dwayne had done most of the driving on this trip because she had been attempting to work up a series of briefing documents for the Governor and a number of draft �position papers� to put before the CCRF. If the new body became a simple builder of bricks for a great wall of complaint, or no more than a noisy vent for a hundred years of pent up angst it was going to achieve nothing. The CCRF undeniably had a function as a pressure release valve but that was not what she, in her heart, really believed it was for. The CCRF needed to be heard by the people who mattered and the people who mattered were masters of blocking out heckling and unfocused protest; powerful men � and most of the influential people in the world were still men � learned very early on in their careers how to tune out inconvenient background noise.
She and Dwayne were a good team; he understood where she was coming from and it did no harm at all for him to occasionally �drop� the name of Dr Martin Luther King into conversations that were threatening to turn overly terse. Dwayne had met the great man several times, he had prayed with him, he had sat ten feet away from him as he preached at the Ebenezer Chapel in Atlanta. He had also once attempted to put his overlarge frame between Dr King and an angry bottle and stone throwing mob; but nothing had earned him more kudos than the admission that he had spent much of 1963 playing fast and loose with the FBI acting as one of Dr King�s �hares�. That he had eventually been tracked down and unjustly arrested merely added extra spice to those adventures. Moreover, his connections with Dr King and his role within the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP, his presence by Miranda�s side gave her an instant credibility of a kind she could not have bought for love or money.
They were not yet lovers.
For one thing even in enlightened California they invariably had to stay in different motels or hotels; for another she suspected the man had no intention of �carrying on� with any woman outside wedlock because that was not the man he was now.
Miranda looked at Sam Brenckmann and felt the tears trickling down her cheeks.
This was all her fault!
She had almost got him killed in the North West on the night of the war. But for her mendacity he would never have been within a thousand miles of Bellingham; and everything would be different.
�I should have said sorry a long time ago,� she blurted.
�For what?� Sam inquired amiably.
�Everything!�
�Nobody put a gun to my head to make me go on that tour Johnny Seiffert booked before the war,� he reminded her, shrugging painfully. �I was already blacklisted in the Bay Area, remember. I can�t remember why. Something to do with not buying my hash from Johnny. Heck, it�s a long time ago now. You look really good with your hair that way��
While Vincent Meredith was intrigued by the exchange; he was not so intrigued as to be unaware that the clock was ticking. He dug into his jacket pocket and produced a chalky colored pill the size of a dime coin.
�Chew this and swallow it fast,� he directed.
Sam viewed him quizzically.
Miranda was nodding anxiously.
�Just do it, Sam.�
Sam leaned forward and took the pill between his cracked lips.
He crunched it between his teeth, careful to avoid working it between those molars that felt sore and wobbly.
He swallowed and pulled a face at the bitter after taste in his mouth.
�In a few seconds you will start foaming at the mouth, you will feel nauseous, you will be violently sick and you will pass out,� Vincent explained matter-of-factly.
Sam had just swallowed the sour bile generated by chomping on the pill.
�Now,� the attorney said quietly, turning to Miranda, �would be a good time for you to start screaming, Miss Sullivan.�

Chapter 43

Saturday 19th January 1964
Mulholland Drive, Los Angeles, California
�Reggie!� Loretta O�Connell screeched up the broad, polished stairs to the first floor of the newly completed, specially designed house set back fifty yards from the road. �Reggie! There�s two guys here who say they�re from the goddammed IRS!�
When there was no immediate response Loretta, a busty big-haired blond some twenty years her husband�s junior took a drag on her cigarette and went to the foot of the stairs.
�REGGIE!�
Loretta was royally pissed off having to answer the door to Captain O�Connell�s hoodlum and low life friends. Three years ago she had mistakenly got the impression that she was marrying a cop not a small time mobster with connections at City Hall and on days like this she hated having been taken in. Sometimes she honestly wondered if Reggie knew any �real� people; the only people she ever met were movie and TV people on the make, cops she would not trust to keep their hands to themselves in a kindergarten class or a nunnery, and wise guys like the two �IRS men� standing in her porch scratching their crotches.
She thought she heard movement upstairs.
Reggie had had to be carried up the stairs last night; he was so drunk he had pissed himself in the car on the way back to the Hollywood Hills from some benefit he had attended last night.
A benefit!
More likely some studio party where he had had his sticky fingers up some starlets skirt!
�REGGIE!�
�Fuck it, Loretta,� Captain Reginald Carmichael O�Connell of the LAPD cursed angrily as he stumbled to the head of the stairs pulling on a long, lividly colored silk dragon night gown. �Just tell the lunks to fuck off!� With which he turned away muttering to himself. �What the fuck time of day is this!�
�THEY SAY YOU TOLD THEM TO CALL ROUND THIS MORNING!�
Reggie O�Connell halted, rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands.
Too many balls in the air!
I am getting way too old for this shit!
He had very nearly shit himself when the Feds had turned up at Van Nuys and turned over his office. The bastards had turned up here and at his chalet up Loretta did not know about up in the Canyon, too. They had walked off with every piece of paper they could find.
Like I�d be dumb enough to put anything in writing!
As for sequestering of his bank and property records; that was joke!
What was the point of keeping a second set of books if you filed it in a box next to one with a label saying �HONEST BOOKS�.
He turned back.
The Feds had been on a fishing expedition. He had warned his friends and clients at City Hall and in the Los Angeles County DA�s Office to expect the Feds on their doorsteps. Nobody was about to break ranks any time soon. Shit like this happened from time to time; afterwards, things soon went back to normal.
�I�M COMING! I�M COMING!�
He stomped down the stairs.
�I�ll deal with this,� he grunted, waving his wife away in the general direction the kitchen. �Make me drink, Babe,� he suggested as an afterthought as Loretta flounced past him in high dudgeon.
He sighed; what fuck is her problem?
Jesus, you would think she had found me between a debutante�s legs! Sometimes I drink too much! Shoot me why don�t you!
Reggie O�Connell peered at the two men, both in their early twenties in the porch. He gestured for them to come in.
�This better be good news,� he growled.
His visitors looked thoughtfully, one to the other.
�Whoever you�re talking to at Irving doesn�t know squat,� the fairer of the two men in cheap, off the peg suits complained. �That club owner you wanted looked after?�
�Doug Weston?�
�He was moved out a couple of days ago. Nobody knows where. Or maybe nobody�s talking to your guy at the Department of Corrections.� The man shrugged, scratched the stubble on his chin and yawned as if he had been up all night. �The DA�s office has lost him, too.�
Reggie O�Connell was suddenly sobering up in a hurry. So much so that the hairs on the back of his neck were starting to stand on end.
�What about Brenckmann?�
�They say he�s knocked up pretty bad. Some guard who isn�t on our payroll broke up the fight. �
�Knocked up bad? But not dead?�
The younger man shook his head.
�No, not dead, Chief.�
�FUCK!� Reggie O�Connell�s eyes had narrowed to suspicious, mistrustful slits. �Why the fuck are you telling me this shit? I don�t pay you to tell me this shit!�
The two men looked at him resentfully.
�What do you want us to do, Chief?�
�Nothing! Just fuck off! I need time to think!�
Actually, what he really needed was a drink.
Loretta had already got to the bar ahead of her husband. Although a warm breeze blew into the curving, glassy living room populated with plush chairs and low tables that overlooked the patio and the pool beyond, the atmosphere between the husband and wife was angrily frosty. Reggie O�Connell�s wife had thought that she had had her eyes wide open when she married him � that was why she tried very hard to put as much distance between herself and any of his friends � but had realized the magnitude of her error of her ways in recent months.
�What have you done?� She asked, splashing neat gin into crystal tumbler.
Her husband grabbed a half-empty bottle of Kentucky bourbon and snatched the nearest glass from the mini-bar that curved around the pool end of the room. He threw an impatient, sneering look at his wife.
�Why the fuck are you all dressed up?�
�I�m meeting some girls for lunch on Santa Monica Boulevard,� Loretta snapped waspishly.
Reggie O�Connell knew better than that. His wife had struggled into a too tight top which emphasised her ample cleavage, pinched her waist and flattered her spreading curves. She rustled as she moved, her silk stockings shone almost electrically and she had obviously spent a lot of time �making up� to look nearer thirty than forty. Loretta had been a bit part player in B movies a decade ago; she was the shapely blond who always got to walk on by at the scene of a crime, the plucky almost heroine that the director never trusted with more than two or three lines, or the sensuous sacrificial offering to a marauding alien monster on a set that honest to god actually looked like cardboard and papier-m�ch�, a Marilyn Monroe lookalike without the screen presence, sexual magnetism or the ability to huskily evoke fascination�
Reggie O�Connell had actually met Marilyn Monroe a couple of times; once before she was famous but she had been unforgettable even then. He had met a lot of movie people and done some of them favours, just not as many favours as many of Hollywood�s finest imagined. He tended to operated down among the also rans, sorting out the little problems of small time city club owners, politicians and the sort of honest citizens who did not like to wait for smart lawyers to make their local difficulties go away.
�You aren�t listening to a fucking word I�m saying!� His wife raged, dunking her tumbler so hard on the bar the man was surprised it did not instantly shatter into a thousand splinters.
�Sorry. Didn�t think you had anything to say to me?�
�I asked you what you�d done?� Loretta repeated doggedly. �Ever since that night you�ve been running away from something?�
Reggie O�Connell had known there was more to Loretta than the big hair and big tits; he ought to have married a plain girl who had never lived in his world. Mrs Reggie O�Connell ought by rights to be a woman who could present a respectable front, who would never think to ask any of the obvious questions; but marrying his mother had never really appealed to him.
He refreshed his grip on the neck of the bottle of Kentucky bourbon, turned his back on his wife and walked out onto the patio. He did not look back as Loretta vented a string of expletives before stamping out of the house.
The tyres of her convertible squealed loudly on the driveway.
And then Captain Reggie O�Connell of the Los Angeles Police Department was alone in the quite of the Hollywood Hills gulping bourbon like it was going out of fashion.
As he drank he contemplated the color of despair.
It was darkly amber; like the hue of the whisky in his glass.
As he drank, the darkly amber vortex of his premonitions reached out for him and dragged him down, down, into its drowning depths.

Chapter 44

Saturday 19th January 1964
National Naval Medical Center, Bethesda, Maryland
In the last fortnight most of the patients who could safely be moved to hospitals and rehabilitation centers in Maryland, Virginia and farther afield had departed the NNMC. The hospital had returned to its pre-Battle of Washington status; the corridors were unblocked, the building was undergoing a systematic deep cleansing exercise and the relatively superficial external damage caused by nearby fighting was being made good. In many wards there were empty cots and the medical staff had stopped working seven day fourteen hour long shifts over a week ago.
Depressingly, despite the normalization of hospital life every time Dan Brenckmann looked out of the window from Gretchen Betancourt�s fourth floor room the devastation of the great city was undiminished. In fact, as the clearance work progressed the true scale of the monumental reconstruction task ahead became more graphically evident.
Gretchen had reached that stage of her recovery which experienced clinicians often call the �tetchy phase�. She was well enough to have a small reserve of energy with which to rail against the iniquity of fate; and it was not in her nature to hold back when she was upset about something.
The fact that in the last few days a little normal color had come back into Gretchen�s cheeks had done a great deal more to raise Dan�s personal morale than the sudden, rather unexpected rush of job offers he had received. Notwithstanding that he guessed Gretchen�s father had to be behind these offers, he was a little baffled. Not least because he had no idea what the majority of them entailed and there was hardly anybody left in DC he could ask.
Gretchen was propped up, half-sitting in the big bed under the windows when he walked in that evening. She had been �tubeless� the last four days and Dan was pleased and mightily relieved to see that for the fourth day in a row nothing had gone sufficiently awry to necessitate any of the discarded tubes needing to be plugged back in. He had got used to thanking his lucky stars for every small mercy in the last month.
It was a measure of Gretchen�s gradual improvement that she was getting very bored. Today a paperback book lay opened on the covers of the cot; proof positive that at some stage earlier that day she had had the strength to open it and read it unaided. Dan instantly felt a pang of guilt; he ought to have come in earlier and either held the book open for her or read to her.
�Before you ask I�m fed up with being in here and pissed off that nobody will answer a straight question when I ask one!� Gretchen complained feebly, her voice a hoarse, reedy parody of its former customary stridency.
Gretchen�s previously sculpted dark brown hair had been shaved away soon after she was admitted to the NNMC � at the time surgeons were afraid she had bleeding on the brain and were ready to crack open her skull and operate at short notice � and it was growing back in a boyish fuzz. Every bandage, plaster and suture had been removed from her face and scalp, likewise the metal cage initially used to keep her head and neck immobilized. A lightweight gauze bandage still obscured her throat below her chin where Dan had been assured that the tracheotomy wound was healing �nicely�.
Dan greeted Gretchen�s complaint with an apologetic smile as he approached, then he leaned over her and planted a pecking kiss on her brow; as he had done every day he had visited her since he discovered her registered at the hospital as a Jane Doe on the fourth day after the outbreak of the Battle of Washington. He had been afraid she would not pull through that first day, later he was worried that she would be horribly crippled by her injuries. Each day the news had either been no worse, or perhaps, a fraction better and that kiss had become a superstition.
Gretchen was supposedly engaged to be married to one of her second or third cousins, a banker called Joseph van Stratten whose mother was related to Eleanor Roosevelt. According to Gretchen�s father the worried fianc� had made a duty call to him a couple of weeks ago to inquire about his �intended�s� wellbeing but otherwise shown no great interest whatsoever in her situation. Since Dan thought Gretchen was the most marvellous woman in the world he found Joseph the Banker�s indifference odd and frankly, inexplicable.
Dan sat down beside the cot.
�Ask me a straight question and I�ll see if I can help, Miss Betancourt,� he invited amiably.
�My legs and toes are tingling a lot,� Gretchen frowned, �nobody will tell me if that�s a good thing!�
�It is a good thing,� he assured her blithely.
�Um. I suppose you are going to tell me I�ll be running around in no time?�
Dan shook his head.
�No. But that�s good news, too.�
�How so?� Gretchen murmured, knowing he was gently teasing her.
�You can�t run away so I get to have you all to myself a little longer.� He was not about to start lying to her about a thing like that!
Gretchen wearied very fast.
�You�re working for father��
�I seem to be,� he admitted. �But I�ve had a lot of offers of work lately. A couple of them are real humdingers. Probably, also your father�s doing. The Judge Advocate�s Department is recruiting assistant defense counsels ahead of the first tranche of trials arising out of the rebellion. I think the Army is still calling it that, not a coup d��tat. Personally, I think it was a coup d��tat, but that�s by the way. I�m not sure I�m really very keen defending people who tried to blow up the Capitol and to overthrow the Government.�
The death toll for the Battle of Washington climbed daily. Not as fast as it had climbed in the week after the end of the main fighting but fast enough as more bodies were discovered and the lists of the missing were slowly whittled down to the dead, the injured and the displaced.
A fresh accounting was issued by the Office of the Military Government of the District of Columbia at noon every day, and the centralized name and casualty lists updated accordingly.
Dan had picked up a copy of the release at the Judge Advocate�s temporary office that morning after his preliminary interview for an assistant counsel position.
Known to have died as a direct result of the insurrection in the fighting, associated civil disorder and as a result of the breakdown of customary urban services between 08:12 hours 12/9/63 and 1/19/64: 8,688 persons.
The total for those listed as missing: 2,051 persons.
The total number of those listed as injured or wounded surviving as of this day: 27,005 persons.
Of the dead and missing: 1,117 were members of the United States Armed Forces (including National Guardsmen), 392 were members of the Washington DC Police Department, 363 were members of the Washington DC Fire Department and 407 persons were civilian members of working for or affiliated to these services. These figures include 288 civilians who are known to have died at the Pentagon. The overall figure for deaths includes 1,681 persons (of whom 34 are women) believed to have been materially involved in the insurrection.
Of those listed as missing approximately 25�% are military personnel and 10�% WDCPD and WDCFD.
Of the injured and wounded 3,274 remained hospitalized at this time; 85 of these persons are suspected of involvement in the insurrection and a further 171 injured persons suspected of involvement are currently held in secure military detention.
The total number of persons suspected to have been involved in the insurrection presently held in secure military detention is 839 men and 67 women.
Since the insurrection over 1,500 persons have been detained indefinitely in secure custody under suspicion of committing offences under the regulations governing the conduct of the Military Governorship of the District of Columbia (for example, looting or acts of civil disorder such as rioting or obstructing the authorities).
Excluding those persons believed to have been directly involved in the insurgency the approximate overall ratio of casualties by occupation, gender and age is as follows:-
Total casualties 36,043; of whom 17�% were in the military or related professions, or members of the WDCPD or WDCFD. Approximately 91�% of these deaths were male, and 9�% female. Another 13�% of the casualties worked directly for the Federal Government. 1.5�% worked on Capitol Hill or at the White House.
Overall, 36�% of all casualties were adult males over the age of eighteen. 51�% of all casualties were adult females over the age of eighteen. 13�% of all casualties were aged below the age of eighteen (48�% male and 52�% female). 6�% of all casualties were aged 10 years or younger. Within the casualties figures for adults 16�% were persons over the age of sixty (39�% male and 61�% female).

Dan had no idea how anybody who was accused of being an �insurgent� had a snow flake�s chance in Hell of getting a fair hearing this side of the global background radiation level returning to pre-October War levels!
None of which he was about to share with Gretchen.
�I�ve been offered a shot at an assistant counsel post on the Warren Commission,� he confessed. �Nothing about that is cut and dried though, I�ve got to meet Chief Justice Warren and he can consign me to the backwoods with a flick of his fingers.�
Gretchen hesitated, took several shallow breaths to collect her thoughts. She had started doing that again in the last few says � collect her thoughts, that was � before she offered an opinion.
�I think if I was you I�d go for the Judge Advocate�s offer.�
�Oh?�
Again there was a pause while Gretchen gathered herself to speak.
�You could make a name for yourself defending rebels,� she forced what might have been a fleeting wan smile. �Whereas everybody will be looking at Earl Warren and the senior members of the Administration on the commission into the war, but nobody�s going to remember the names of any of the assistant counsels��
Dan grinned broadly.
�The Judge Advocate�s people say the first �rebellion� trials won�t be until May or maybe June at the earliest,� he informed the woman he had adored from the moment over two years ago he had seen her across a garden in Quincy. Quincy no longer existed, neither did the garden of one of her Father�s senior partners at law; nevertheless, he had been in Gretchen�s thrall ever since. �We both know that there�s only one attorney in this room who is in a real hurry to �make their name�.�
He chuckled fondly, patted Gretchen�s hand.
�Do you think you can be out of here by then?�

Chapter 45

Saturday 19th January 1964
Nob Hill, San Francisco, California
Gregory Sullivan parked his decrepit old Dodge around the block from his Aunt and Uncle�s house. Darlene had fallen quiet since the morning and he knew why; things had moved so fast between them that they had lost control and by upbringing and disposition, he suspected that she was naturally more wisely cautious about things than he was ever going to be if they both lived to be a hundred-and-one. He felt a little guilty to have jumped so far ahead, to have started making assumptions and decisions that by rights ought to have been made at leisure, rather than at a mad sprint in the heat of the moment. And now he felt like a klutz because Darlene was fretting about upsetting him and it was all his fault!
He switched off the engine and they sat in the silence as dusk fell. These days the street lights never came on until a couple of hours after sunset, and then only on the main streets. It was one of many little post-war �adjustments� which nobody had ever had the chance to vote for.
�I�m sorry,� he said softly.
�For what, sweetheart?� Darlene returned, timidly languid in the gloom.
�For being so pushy about things.�
�Oh, that,� she whispered as if that was not any kind of problem. �That�s not it,� she added, uncertainly plaintive. �The thing is you hardly know me.� She liked the sound and feel of sweetheart as it rolled off her tongue; as yet she lacked the confidence to use the endearment routinely. Darling would never do, it sounded too much like her own name and her accent transformed darling into darlin�. Aunt Molly and Uncle Harvey called Gregory Greg, she preferred Gregory even thought that was what Miranda always called him. �The thing is I ain�t no genteel little southern belle, sweetheart.�
The man opened his mouth to argue but Darlene reached across and took his right hand, guiding it back to rest on her thigh, and held tight between both her trembling hands.
�I want things to be straight between us,� she went on, her tone becoming dogged, dripping with stubbornness. �I was damaged goods a long time before I ran off with Dwayne. You should know Dwayne never laid a finger on me until we�d been in California six months. That�s just for the record. But I wasn�t no virgin when I first went with Dwayne, my Ma�s second husband made sure of that when I was fifteen��
�Shit!� Gregory Sullivan uttered in horror. �You were raped when you were just a girl?�
�Rape?��Darlene smiled unhappily. �No, it wasn�t rape, sweetheart. It was more that if I didn�t let him do what he wanted me to do he�d beat up on my Ma and my kid brothers,� Darlene retorted resignedly. �Anyways, after a while it turned out he was shooting blanks, either that or there�s something wrong with me because I didn�t get into trouble. Maybe it was my Ma�s advice, she kept the bastard away from me when she thought I was likely to get pregnant. I don�t know, maybe I was just lucky��
�Lucky?�
Darlene brushed past this.
�Dwayne�s people ran an auto workshop. Him and his Pa was the only niggers allowed to drive up the white folks� end of town.� Darlene stopped, aware instantly that she had already been away from the place she had called �home� so long that her whole world sense had shifted. Here she was talking like she was still in Alabama. There were Blacks and Hispanics, Latinos and Chinamen in California but there were no �niggers�, even the word �negro� sounded and felt wrong, something alien and poisonous tipping off her remembered southern tongue. �Dwayne�s a year or two older than me. I knew him from when I was nine years old. He was always a nice guy, he always had smile on his face. I didn�t know then that his Pa was a drinker and a philanderer, the worst kind, the godly kind that carries the �good book� around with him like a broken bottle.�
The bitterness rose in her throat, choked her momentarily.
�Anyways, Dwayne and me found out we needed to be someplace else at about the same time. My Pa would have killed me if I�d stayed another day longer; Dwayne, he just wanted another life, I think. So we skedaddled, took a bus up to Birmingham and jumped on the first Greyhound out of town. We couldn�t travel together, not until we got out west, but Dwayne and me, we looked out for each other. At the time we didn�t care if we got on a Greyhound going east or west or north, just so long as it wasn�t going any further south. When we got out west to California I earned money cleaning and waitressing, Dwayne tried to get work in auto shops. We scraped along. We were doing okay, I suppose, then this guy called Johnny Seiffert turned Dwayne�s head. He got him a couple of backing sessions at his studio. The pills were free when you were one of Johnny�s boys. Uppers, downers, and the ones that make you see and do things you don�t ever want your Mamma to know about. Thinking about it, Dwayne and me were finished that day him and Miranda got it together the night of the war at Johnny�s place on Haight Street.�
The man had been listening with mounting concern, humbled by the confessional tone of what he was learning.
�Miranda?� Gregory asked like an idiot before he realized he had opened his mouth.
Darlene groaned in anguish and squeezed the man�s hand so hard her nails dug in painfully.
�I thought you knew,� she bemoaned. �I�m sorry, I��
Gregory resisted the temptation to say something trite, some kind of throwaway remark hurriedly designed to make Darlene feel better. Basically, he was not about to pull a remark like that off the shelf without thinking about it first and by then it would be too late.
�I knew Miranda had gone off the rails,� he confessed. �I didn�t know any of the details. Just that after the war she moved in with Aunt Molly and Uncle Harvey and last year she went back to college. My Ma and Pa were so relieved she was back, well, we all were that nobody wanted to upset her, or my Aunt and Uncle by asking any awkward questions��
�I�m sorry, I shouldn�t have said��
He patted her thigh.
�I won�t say anything to Miranda. Or anybody, I promise.�
Darlene sniffed a tear and he ached to wrap her in his arms.
Gregory ruminated, hating not being able to wave a magic wand and make Darlene�s terrors disappear in a puff of mystical smoke. The best piece of advice Uncle Harvey had ever given him was that �sometimes you have to stop talking about important stuff�. His Uncle was the wisest and the most reasonable man he had yet met in his relatively young life. Another of his axioms was: �The important stuff never goes away; that�s how you know it�s important. It�ll always still be there tomorrow so you don�t have to always fix it right now.�
He might have interpreted this as a justification for procrastination but that was not what his Uncle had been advocating. There was a big difference between prevaricating, obfuscating and putting off decisions because one was afraid of making a mistake; and creating a little �head room� space in which one might, all things being equal, find the time and the wit to figure out the best way forward.
�I never finished telling you about the bootleggers of Sausalito,� he decided, his voice wry and mischievous. �Back in the day � Prohibition days, that is � bootleggers coming up or down the coast landed and stashed most of their hooch at Sausalito. It was famous for its so-called �rum-runners�. Positively notorious, in fact!�
Darlene was silent.
She liked the sound of his voice, and his soft Yankee drawl cut through with an odd core of something, for want of a better word, she thought of as �Englishness�. He had said his folks had sent him to the �best schools� on the East Coast and he had been a year at Princeton before he came �back� home to California just before the October War. She could imagine him standing in front of a class of eighth or ninth graders, fixing their attention and spinning tales carefully seeded with memorable way points, all the easier to recall the next day, week and year.
�Which brings me to Sally Stanford and the Valhalla Inn. We actually walked past it this morning, it�s at the corner of 2nd Street and Main Street. The address confuses people because actually 2nd Street is three or four blocks along Bridgeway. Sally Stanford bought the Valhalla Inn a few years back just before she started trying to get elected to the Council in Sausalito, much to the consternation of the good people of the town and, I might say, the amusement and entertainment of the rest of us.�
�Who is Sally Stanford?� Darlene asked, unable to stop herself.
Gregory chortled in the darkness.
�Let�s put it this way,� he guffawed gently, �between about 1940 and 1949 she ran the most famous bordello in San Francisco at 1144 Pine Street, a couple of blocks down from my Aunt and Uncle�s house, actually. After the United Nations was founded at a conference in the city in 1945 a columnist in the San Francisco Chronicle, a man called Herb Caen, remarked that �the United Nations was founded at Sally Stanford�s whorehouse�, if you�ll forgive my language��
Darlene giggled.
�The legend is that so many of the delegates to the founding conference were Sally Stanford�s clients that during the conference there was a whole mess of secret informal meetings in the living room of 1144 Pine Street; and that those meetings were the difference between the United Nations getting set up and everybody going home and starting World War Three seventeen years early!�
�You�re making fun of me,� Darlene suggested, without minding in the least.
�Perish the thought,� he countered, �like a lot of these �legends� there�s probably more than a grain of truth in it. Heck, Sally Stanford is ten times as real as most of the big men in the Bay Area. Of course, �Stanford� isn�t her real name. Sally was born Mabel Janice Busby in Oregon and moved to the Bay in 1924. She would have been twenty or twenty-one at the time. Nobody is quite sure why she settled on �Stanford� as a surname. Some people think it was because her house of ill repute on Pine Street was designed by an architect called Stanford White; another story is that one day she saw a headline saying that Stanford had won a football game. My favourite story is the one where she allegedly said something to the effect that �being a madam is like getting a battlefield commission or becoming the dean of women at Stanford University.�
Darlene thought this was a little shocking and tried to stop giggling.
But that was very hard to do.
�Shutting down Sally Stanford�s den of iniquity on Pine Street was Governor Brown�s first big step on the ladder to the governorship,� Gregory went on. �It�s probably what got him elected Attorney General of California in 1950. I�d drive round and show you �the house� but it was knocked down the year before the war and they�ve built condominiums on the site.�
�How come you know all this stuff, sweetheart?�
�I applied for two or three teaching jobs in the Bay Area before I got accepted at Sausalito. I thought I�d just turn up and I�d be welcomed with open arms but after a while I got wise; I learned everything I could about the area and the town the kids I�d be teaching came from. History, ethnicity, all the old myths and legends, and every arcane local customs. It was like a post-college research project and once I got started I couldn�t stop, I just wanted to know everything. It was awesome all the stuff I found out. Did you know that the foreshore we were walking along this morning was one of the ten biggest shipyards in the world in the middle of the Second World War?�
Darlene recognized that the man was in full flow and made no attempt to divert him.
�Back in 1942 they dredged a three hundred feet wide deep water channel in Richardson Bay so that big ships � really big ships � could be floated out into San Francisco Bay. Then W.A. Bechtel � that�s the Bechtel Corporation, as in the Bechtel Corporation set up by the current Director of the Central Intelligence Agency, a dude called John McCone � created a division called Marinship, built a temporary township called Marin City on the spoil dredged from the Bay which eventually housed about six thousand of the twenty thousand Sausalito shipyard workers, converted the old Northwestern Pacific Railroad repair yard into a shipyard and started building ships. They originally planned to build six slipways but by the end of the war the yards had taken over most of the waterfront. People in Sausalito still complain about the compulsory purchases and the bulldozing of their homes to set up the yards and to expand them as the war went on. In three years Marinship built fifteen Liberty ships, sixteen fleet oilers and 62 other tankers; and then, almost overnight, it all went away again. Except not everything went away because by the end of the war a lot of the workers in Marin City had brought their families to the town; nearly twenty years later I�m teaching the kids of men, and women � there were a lot of women working in the Marinship yards during the war � who came to work in the Bay Area in those years. Obviously, after the war the jobs went away, Sausalito got to be a place to �weekend� from the city, and logging, fishing and yachting came back. Sausalito go to be a nice place to live again. Funnily enough about the time we met I was looking around trying to find a boat to live on. How would you feel about that, living on a boat?�
Darlene contemplated the question.
�I�ve never been on a boat. I don�t know.�

Chapter 46

Sunday 20th January 1964
Haight Street, San Francisco, California
They came through the smashed front and back doors of the old house at five minutes past four in the morning; National Guardsmen, FBI special agents and San Francisco PD detectives, every man carrying a carbine or a pump action shotgun. There were screams from the kids crashed in the ground floor rooms, and from the buxom black woman lying naked on the bed beside Johnny Seiffert in the big first floor �master� bedroom overlooking the street.
The lights came on but the intruders kept on shining their torches in the face of the hysterical woman who was desperately grabbing for sheets in a hopeless attempt to protect her modesty, and in the face of the man who had known he was living on borrowed time ever since the fuck up at The Troubadour back in December.
Between them the hoodlums he had paid off to put the �frighteners� on that arsehole Doug Weston and Sam fucking Brenckmann � the disloyal, ungrateful little turd � and that fat, greasy, greedy, incompetent shit Reggie O�Connell had fucked up so badly that even now, nearly seven weeks later he still did not begin to understand how things could possibly have gone so wrong.
Fuck it, he had only wanted a piece of Sam Brenckmann � the piece that was rightfully his � he had not wanted the stupid schmuck burned alive, or The Troubadour burned down and he certainly had not wanted Sam locked up in some Hell hole jail looking at five to twenty-five for accessory to murder. Jesus H. Christ! He was even a little � albeit only a very little � sorry about what had happened to Doug Weston. What the fuck was the guy supposed to do when a couple of brain dead bikers on the run from half the gangs in the Valley come at you swinging chains?
However, as strong hands turned him onto his belly, the cold muzzle of an M-1 carbine pressed hard against his neck and the hand cuffs were painfully clicked onto his wrists, the person he was really feeling sorry for was Johnny Seiffert.
He soon realized that the cops had already taken Leila, the pneumatic black dancer he had been fucking the last few days, out of the room. Nobody was screaming any more, that was something. Not that it helped him; he was naked, face down on his �love altar� with his hands cuffed behind his back.
�They�re just kids downstairs,� somebody said gruffly.
�They high?� Another man asked tersely.
�No. Not too bad. Mostly just spooked.�
�Take them downtown. ID them, if the San Francisco PD haven�t got anything outstanding on the books for them let them go in the morning. Just make sure they understand that if they come back here they�ll be arrested and they won�t like what happens next.�
Nobody wanted to talk to Johnny Seiffert.
He listened as people moved around the old house.
Then the breaking began.
The Feds and the cops were going from room to room, turning out cupboards, pulling up carpets, looking under floorboards, methodically breaking as they went.
They were not really searching although sooner or later they would find his guns, his dope, and the pills and the rolls of cash stashed in hidey holes old and new, many of which he had forgotten about months or years ago.
�According to city records this house is owned by a Margery Carol Seiffert?� Somebody shouted in his ear.
�That�s my half-sister,� the man face down on the bed admitted.
�Where is she?�
�Dunno. She was in the Navy. Never came back stateside after the war. The forty-five war, I mean.�
�She give you the house?�
The question bewildered Johnny Seiffert for some seconds.
�No. I think she just,� he tried to shrug his shoulders but his interrogator probably did not notice, �well, forgot about it.�
�What? A big old house on Haight?�
�That�s Margo for you��
The last time he had seen his half-sister Margo she had told him she did not want anything more to do with him. That was in the summer of 1943. �Doctor� Margo had been shipping out for Hawaii having just bankrolled the weasel attorney who had bust him out of a rap for handling stolen US Army medical supplies.
That was over twenty years ago.
Margo was a hard bitch; they had never liked each other. After the Pacific War was she had been posted to Sixth Fleet in Naples, or someplace around there. Johnny had never travelled outside California, why would he? Geography was not his thing. Margo had ended up on some pissant little island in the Mediterranean. Malta? She could have made a fortune �doctoring� if she had come back to the West Coast; there was no accounting for some people. He had wired her asking for a loan a few years back. She had given him the �return to sender� treatment. If you don�t ask you don�t get, he had lived his whole life looking for the next soft touch to exploit; it was not leeching, it was simply taking what you could get.
�I�m getting cold here!� He protested.
His captors ignored him although one man left the room after they had had a short sotto voce chat amongst themselves.
Johnny took a scintilla of satisfaction from this miniscule triumph, or rather, what he mistakenly interpreted as having been a tiny psychological point scored. He was distracting himself recollecting Leila swallowing his cock � more or less whole, the kid had a real talent � when he suddenly convulsed in shock and rage.
Somebody had poured a bucket of ice cold water on him.
He had pissed himself.
The men in the room were laughing.
�Shut the fuck up!� Barked an angry voice and something smashed down across his cold, wet skinny buttocks.
His buttocks were suddenly stinging like they were on fire.
Johnny Seiffert screamed in agony.
A man leaned down and spoke directly into his left ear.
�If you know what�s good for you you�ll shut the fuck up, you little shit!�
A baseball bat was laid on the bed, business end next to Johnny Seiffert�s face.
�If he opens his mouth give him the water treatment again,� a sniff, a new thought, �oh, and give him another whack!�

Chapter 47

Sunday 20th January 1964
Sunset Boulevard, Los Angeles, California
�How does a two bit attorney who doesn�t even have his own office get to live in a big house in Beverly Hills, Vincent?� Loretta O�Connell asked coquettishly as her quietly spoken, leanly built � like a middleweight only a week or two out of the gym � lover unlocked the door and stepped aside to allow her to enter ahead of him.
They had gone down to Santa Monica for lunch at Casa del Mar � nothing substantial, just soft drinks and coffees � and walked awhile along Ocean Front View beneath palm trees that rustled like Loretta�s expensive lingerie.
She had not asked him why he had been so insistent that she not be at home around noon that day. He had made no move to explain. Instead, he had behaved towards her as he always had on their previous �dates� right up until he fucked her senseless, like a perfect gentleman. They had not got to the �fucking senseless� stage yet today, but Loretta was tingling with anticipation. It occurred to her that today might be different in some way but the fucking was a given, sooner or later. He had had no questions for her today, always before he had only pressed her as far as she wanted to go and made no attempt to put words into her mouth. But today there had been no questions at all; only small talk and grown up flirting as if they were two normal people who just wanted to enjoy each other�s company.
And fuck each other senseless, obviously.
�This place belongs to a client,� the man explained as he followed Loretta into the broad reception lobby.
Her heels rang brightly on the parquet floor. She paused, looked around.
�This place is like a palace.�
The man smiled.
�Hey,� he guffawed, following her eye as she swung around to take in the high ceiling, the stucco, the great hanging, shimmering chandelier above their heads, �why not? We live in a town in which the city fathers designed City Hall to be a bigger, grander version of the ancient Mausoleum at Halicarnassus, one of the seven wonders of the ancient world.�
Loretta had swooned the first time he had told her a thing like that.
�The what?� She asked like the dumb broad she never was.
�Seriously,� Vincent Meredith grinned. �The architects who designed City Hall scaled up the layout of the Tomb of Mausolus built over two thousand years ago in a place called Bodrum in present-day Turkey. Mausolus was a local ruler in the Persian Empire. He was married to his sister, Artemisia but in those days brothers and sisters often got married. But I kid you not, the guys who designed City Hall in downtown LA in the twenties just scaled up the Mausoleum at Halicarnassus as it was before it was destroyed by an earthquake in the fifteenth century. Hubris, or what?�
Loretta viewed her companion with mock impatience.
�How do you know this stuff, Vincent?�
�I hear stuff. I never forget stuff,� the man shrugged. �The more you know the more interesting the world becomes. Well, that�s the way I look at it.�
Loretta knew Vincent Meredith was too good to be true.
Three weeks and three days ago she had come out of a bar on Santa Monica Boulevard where she had been drinking Mojitos with a girlfriend � they had both been bitching about their husbands � and discovered that the ignition of her convertible was dead. Vincent had happened by a couple of minutes later, offered to �look under the hood�, got oil and grease on his hands and persuaded the engine to fire up. They had got to talking while he �worked�. He was an attorney who got his kicks putting old cars and pickups back together and cruising, and he had spotted a genuine �damsel in distress� a hundred yards away. She had introduced herself.
�Call me,� he had suggested, handing her his card.
A week later he had been getting down and dirty under her hood giving her the kind of service she had been aching for most of her life. Even the knowledge that Vincent had to have an angle � most likely an angle on Reggie � had given her only a fleeting pause for thought. She had been looking for a way out of her marriage practically from the start, preferably with alimony and her share of the house on Mulholland Drive; now she had found, or been found by, it did not really matter, an attorney who was giving her the sort of attention money simply could not buy. Everybody had their own angle, that was life and she was not about to hold that against Vincent unless or until he sold her out.
He was always going to sell her out, of course.
And sooner rather than later even though she suspected he was going to feel bad about it.
�I�m sorry,� Vincent said.
�Yeah, sure!� But Loretta was neither as angry nor as dismayed as she pretended.
�I lied,� the man admitted.
Loretta would have been disappointed if a good looking man like Vincent Meredith had not lied to get into her knickers.
�About what?�
�I wasn�t just passing by that day on Santa Monica Boulevard.�
�Yeah, well I figured that!�
�I think you did,� he agreed wanly.
�I still didn�t know what I was involved with then,� Vincent went on. �I still believed Reggie was just a dirty cop. Everybody knew that already, that was no big deal. I was just looking for an angle I could use to spring my client, Sam Brenckmann. The guy your husband put in the frame for accessory to murder one back in December. But then I started following the money trail. First it led back to San Francisco, and then back here to City Hall,� he shrugged apologetically, �and pretty well every place in the Valley.�
Loretta�s frown deepened as she crossed her arms across her ample breasts.
�You never asked me a single question about Reggie?�
�I didn�t have to. You told me about what a shit he was. Where he hangs out and when. The people I know filled in the gaps and got into his bank accounts.�
�I don�t understand,� she protested.
�The bastard will try to drag you into his shit,� Vincent stated with a bluntness that rocked Loretta back on her heels. Normally, at this stage of a sting he was fighting to keep the elation from blowing the top of his head off. Today he felt like a tool, the worst kind of shyster snake oil salesman. �You and anybody else he can bring down with him.�
Loretta swallowed hard, very dry-mouthed.
She was trapped; there was no way out.
�I always knew he was a dirty cop,� she hissed. �Of course I knew. All cops are dirty in the Valley, everybody knows that! I didn�t want to know any more. I never asked and he never said. The deal was his �friends� didn�t come to the house and they didn�t bother me but he never kept that side of the deal. Even when I told him if he ever laid a finger on me again I�d cut his dick off!�
�Maybe we ought to sit down,� the man offered. �So that we can talk this thing through.�
�What�s to talk about?�
They had begun to circle each other beneath the looming crystal chandelier like cats afraid of each other�s claws. There were mirrors on two walls flanked by coat stands and small tables, one with a telephone on it, another with a tall ceramic vase that seemed odd without a spray of freshly cut flowers spilling from it. The man and the woman flicked glances at their doppelgangers reflected in the tall mirrors; both simultaneously struck by the strangeness of this scene.
�Reggie got reckless and made a bad mistake. He picked on somebody who has serious DC connections.�
�This Brenckmann guy?� Loretta queried.�Nobody had cuffed her or read her rights, there were no cops or men in Homburgs and badly fitting 1950s suits in the room and now Vincent Meredith was dropping insider hints about the form of the runners and riders and giving her a glimpse of the lie of the land.
�His father is the new US Ambassador to the United Kingdom.�
Loretta blinked her confusion.
�The British Isles. The guy the President has picked to smooth over the waves with the British after we bombed them last month. The guy whose job it is to make sure we don�t get into another nuclear war any time soon.�
Loretta was not very strong on geography or politics of any description outside Los Angeles County; but she had extremely strong views about things like nuclear wars.
�Sam Brenckmann very nearly got beaten to death at San Bernardino two days ago. Almost certainly on the orders of your husband. He nearly didn�t make it.�
The woman visibly blanched at this.
�To cut to the chase,� Vincent said, hating himself, �I cut a deal with the guy in charge of the combined FBI and IRS investigation team assigned to Reggie�s case.�
�A deal?�
�Reggie is going to be facing an indictment for racketeering, perverting the course of justice, taking bribes on an industrial scale and frankly, God alone knows what other heinous shit the Feds and the IRS turn up in the next few months. The trouble is the way things look nobody is going to believe that you didn�t know exactly what was going on all the time. At best that makes you an accomplice before, during and after the fact and so far as prison time goes that�s ten to fifty in a Federal prison. If Reggie implicates you in a killing that becomes ninety-nine years.�
Loretta had gone as white as a sheet. Momentarily, she thought she was going to faint, and staggered.
Vincent caught her arm.
She steadied, raised her face and jutted her jaw at him as she threw off his support.
�What�s the deal?� She asked coldly.
�You turn state�s evidence in exchange for immunity from prosecution.�
�Just like that?�
�No,� Vincent Meredith confessed, somewhat more sanguinely than he felt. �No. Afterwards we both get to look over our shoulders the rest of our lives. Or disappear. Different names, different pasts, start over somewhere out of state, and make damn sure our faces never get to be plastered across a newspaper or on TV.�
Loretta�s thoughts were racing at impossible speeds and her head was a sudden cacophony of discordant white noise.
�We?� She demanded.
Vincent nodded.
�Once this thing breaks I�m going to be kind of a marked man around here,� his smile was rueful. �Reggie isn�t the LA PD�s only bad egg. Just the biggest and loudest. The Governor, the Mayor, the Chief of Police all need to be seen to be getting a grip. Things have drifted since the October War, people are starting to ask if California�s got its own Bellinghams up in the hills. The rebellion, or whatever it was, in DC has spooked everybody. Big business, the unions, the military, the FBI, and City Hall and the Governor�s Office are playing catch up. The state of emergency might have been lifted a couple of days back but a lot of people think they saw the shape of things to come; blanket bans on trade union activity, National Guardsmen outside every court room, the virtual suspension of states� rights, and the jails overflowing with people who looked the wrong way at a cop or a GI. This thing with the Ambassador�s son is perfect for all those guys. They can make a splash, be seen to be cracking down hard. The only trouble is that little people like you and me tend to get caught in the crossfire.�
Loretta O�Connell had stopped circling.
�The war never got this far south,� she reminded the man.
�Didn�t it. We all breathe the same air.�
�That�s not what I mean,� she snapped irritably. �Things went on as normal down here after the panic was over.�
�How weird was that?� Vincent sighed. �Half of Washington State is a war zone, Chicago too, Boston and Houston got chunks taken out of them, Buffalo doesn�t exist anymore so nobody�s going to go to Niagara for a romantic weekend any time soon. The country was in trouble before the war, we just didn�t know how much trouble. There were riots in every big city in the South last summer, there probably will be again this spring. Riots and maybe worse, a lot worse. Even out here several of the passes through the Sierra Madre and the Rockies are blockaded by crazies, survivalists, gangsters and religious nuts of twenty different flavours. And what did our precious government do about all this? Diddly squat! That�s what JF fucking K did about it!�
Loretta had got over her shock at finding herself between a hard place and a rock. She had only married Reggie because she needed protection from the �agents� and �managers� who had saddled her with the sort of debts no honest working girl was ever going to pay off if she lived � and carried on �working� � until she was collecting her pension. Life was not a very complicated thing when you really got down to what mattered; when a girl was in a tight spot she did what she had to do. If selling out Reggie was her ticket out of this tight spot she was not about to start shedding crocodile tears.
�If you feel so strongly about it maybe you ought to go into politics?� She declared acidly.
They both heard the cars drawing up in front of the house.
Brakes squealed, doors slammed shut.
�The guy I cut the deal with was J. Edgar Hoover,� the man said in an outrageously matter-of-fact way. �He almost took the fall for what happened in Washington last month. Right now he�s so eager to get back in favour with the Administration he�d probably cut his right arm off if JFK asked him.�
The bells was ringing at the front door.
Vincent Meredith quirked a smile at Loretta O�Connell.
�That will be the old faggot arriving now.�

Chapter 48

Monday 21st January 1964
St Bernardine Hospital, San Bernardino California
Sam Brenckmann opened his eyes very slowly and with extreme caution because his skull felt as if there was somebody inside it swinging a hammer against his temples. He squinted, waiting patiently for the world to come into sharper focus. Very, very slowly, he began to make sense of his surroundings. He was in a white-washed room and the stench of disinfectant was pervasive, over-powering.
�Ah, not dead after all, then,� a husky but comfortingly familiar voice observed with a mixture of relief and maternal irritation. �That fucking idiot Vincent didn�t tell me that if you had an allergic reaction that fucking Mickey Finn could kill you!�
Sam blinked myopically at Sabrina Henschal. Momentarily he was hopelessly disorientated. He had had an affair with Sabrina � who was easily old enough to be his mother � and it had been the most fun he had had in his whole life until he realized it was not forever. But that had been a while back and since then�
Everything flooded back in an instant. He might have fainted briefly; the world went black and silent for several seconds.
�Judy?� He croaked, aware that his throat was on fire.
�Judy�s fine. She�s back in the Canyon with Tabatha.� Sabrina was smiling, her eyes oddly misty and wet, opaque. A tear fell on Sam�s cheek as she leaned across him to nuzzle his brow. �Vincent slipped you a Mickey Finn to make it look like you were having some kind of a fit. Remember? He made a big scene when the guards came running in; shouting about brutality and all that crap and making crazy allegations. It didn�t work out so well but the bastards would never have let you out unless they�d thought you were going to die.�
Sam felt as if his whole body had been hollowed out, lifeless and weak like a baby. He hardly dared try to lift a finger; not knowing if his body would actually co-operate.
�I feel,� he retorted, �like shit��
�That figures,� the woman said, scowling. �You look worse, babe.�
�Anybody ever told you your bedside manner sucks, Sabrina��
�That�s what they said at nurse school,� she grinned, tenderly stroking his face with her right hand.
Sam noticed the line going into the back of his left hand, looked up at the drip bags hung on an aluminium frame.
�Just saline, mostly,� Sabrina assured him casually. �They pump you full of Penicillin every few hours. They think you had some kind of bad reaction to than shit Vincent gave you. Miranda was completely freaked out!�
Miranda!
�Miranda�s hair looks good the way it is now,� Sam muttered, exhausted.
Sabrina scowled before she could stop it.
Sam was still delirious, obviously!
�Vincent would never have got in to see you and you�d probably be dead now if she hadn�t pulled strings,� Sabrina declared, reluctant to give the younger woman any credit. �Vincent reckons that bastard Reggie O�Connell must have put the word out to shut you and Doug Weston up for good! I didn�t believe it but when he said how beat up you were,� she shrugged and for a split second her defenses came crashing down, she looked sixty not pushing fifty and worn out, despairing. She recovered fast. �Anyway, Miranda came through for us.�
Sam heard clunking somewhere near his right hand.
�The bastards chained you to the cot,� Sabrina declaimed loudly and contemptuously as if she was talking to somebody in another room. �There�s a fucking cop outside the door!� She added, even louder. In a near whisper she went on: �And there�s a guy from the DA�s officer who wants to talk to you but Vincent says not to talk to him under any circumstances whatever he says to you or threatens you with, unless he�s in the room.�
The man wondered where Vincent Meredith was.
Reading his mind Sabrina answered his unspoken question.
�Vincent�s got business in the Hollywood Hills,� she explained, minx-like. She sighed. �How come you never said your folks had friends in the White House?�
Now Sam was bewildered beyond measure.
Sabrina moved so as to be able to support his head as she held a plastic beaker to his lips.
The cool water tasted like nectar as it dribbled down his chin and seeped into his throat.
�My folks,� he forced out after words had failed to form on his dry lips, �don�t have any friends in DC��
Sabrina went on trying to get him to drink.
�Sam, baby,� she murmured several minutes later as she resumed her watching brief; somebody would be with Sam all the time while he was in the hospital they had decided. �Sam, baby, you have no idea!�

Chapter 49

Wednesday 22nd January 1964
Ebenezer Baptist Church, Atlanta, Georgia
Bobby Kennedy was under no illusion that the thousands of people filing down towards Auburn Avenue had come to see him; but as his heavily guarded cavalcade of bullet proof limousines crawled down Jackson Street to the intersection with Auburn Avenue he had the oddest sense that the future was rushing towards him. America was changing and sooner or later the peoples of American were going to wake up to a different country. Sooner or later that change might have happened anyway; the October War and last month�s Battle of Washington had pressed the �fast-forward� button, and brought the civil rights agenda to a head.
Here in Atlanta the place from which a century ago William Tecumseh Sherman�s Union Army had set off through Georgia on its �March to the Sea�, only a fool or a charlatan or a diehard Klan bigot could still believe that the hundred year old post-Civil War settlement which had unjustly disenfranchised and disadvantaged millions of men, women and children simply because of the color of their skin, was anything other than fundamentally wrong. Although Bobby Kennedy did not hear many people saying it out loud, not yet, one day they would shout it out aloud in their thousands and millions and when they did, he planned on being there to hear the thunder of righteous voices. Here in Atlanta and elsewhere in the South, countless whites and blacks alike had realized that their futures were inexplicably intertwined, and that the old ways which had so recently killed so many of their fellow Americans, were unsustainable in the new age.
The Attorney General�s personal apotheosis had come upon him late. He had grown up in the hothouse of northern Democratic Party politics, suspicious of and forever mindful that Southern Democrats weren�t like him; it had not been until he and Jack had been on the election trail and of necessity courted exactly that southern constituency that the reality of life in the Deep South nearly a hundred years after the abolition of slavery in the Union and the end of the Civil War, had really stuck in his craw. This was his fifth visit to Atlanta since the October War and nothing in politics � very little in life in fact � had given him more pride and satisfaction than his association and his developing friendship with the extraordinary man to whom the massive crowd had come to look to for hope.
Something remarkable was happening across the Deep South. Yes, religious and racial bigotry, segregation and countless injustices remained ingrained, entrenched within the fabric of the South but increasingly, the Civil Rights movement was being embraced by poor whites who shared the privations of the larger part of the colored community, and by middle class whites who just wanted to live in peace with their neighbours. For every diehard red neck bigot there were many more decent, pragmatic souls who � rocked by the near disaster of the October War which had robbed them of the certainties of their former lives, and frankly, who had been terrified by the spectre of Washington burning � had privately seen the light. All men were equal in the sight of God; and all men were the same flesh and bone beneath the skin.
�Now and then,� the Attorney General of the Unites States of America said distractedly as he smiled and nodded at the waving, cheerful throng pressing close to the Governor of Georgia�s limousine, �I find myself honestly believing that some good might yet come out of the war.�
Samuel Ernest Vandiver, the forty-five year old seventy-third Governor of Georgia did not reply immediately. Like many of his contemporary Southern Democrats his college education, his war service and exposure to influences and ideas from outside his insular Georgia caucus, Vandiver had for many years found himself espousing views and prejudices that he no longer personally regarded � if he ever had � as being articles of faith. He was no latter-day born again reformist and he had fought tooth and nail to preserve Georgia�s County Unit System of voting � a form of electoral college rather than one man one vote brand of democracy right up until the moment the United States Supreme Court had ruled it as unconstitutional; but a part of him had welcomed being forced to eventually start doing the right thing.
There was no shame in that. Vandiver was a man with whom the Administration could do business. Vandiver�s Governorship had been efficient, relatively �clean� by Georgia standards and but for the war would have significantly improved the lot of many of the poorest Georgians.
How many other state governors of either Democratic or Republican persuasions could honestly claim that?
�That�s a stretch,� the Governor of Georgia remarked. �I find it very hard to see any good coming out of what happened back on October sixty-two.� Unlike his companion in the back seat of the limousine he was still intensely uncomfortable to be seen openly paying court to the most famous living Georgian.
It was not because he was any kind of racist � because he did not consider himself to be one, other than in the small things imbued in one from birth in the Deep South � but he was much more aware than the President�s younger brother that the crowds in the streets around the Ebenezer Baptist Church represented only one section, albeit a growing section, of the natural Democratic constituency that he represented. The Democratic Party, especially in the South, was an unimaginably broad �church� embracing Northern liberals and Southern white supremacists and every shade of politics in between. He was a practical man. The notoriety of the leader of the Southern Civil Rights movement and the great groundswell of support at his back was like a red rag to a bull to the powerful forces diametrically opposed to and, frightened of the rise of a whole section of society that they honestly believed was inferior, and ought to remain under their thumbs forever. The Kennedy Administration might not realize it but he would not, could not ignore the fact that every Governor across the South � Democrat or Republican � was sitting nervously on a powder keg. Sometimes lately he wondered if somebody had already lit the fuse.
Vandiver could not remember a time in his adult life when opinions had been more polarised, or when the Democratic Party machine in Georgia had been so fragmented.
�The economy of the great State of Georgia is still in recession,� Vandiver went on. �I�ve got military bases shut down all over the place, nowhere near enough police to keep the streets safe. Hell, it isn�t as if I can trust the National Guard to do much more than direct traffic. You�ll forgive me if I beg to differ with you, I hope, sir.�
�The moment when a nation seems to be at its most divided is the time its leaders must seek to unite it most,� the Attorney General murmured.
It was a mantra that he and his brother were proselytizing across the continent while other members of the Administration, and the newly constituted Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee under Curtis LeMay�s gung ho chairmanship, were striving to restore a nationwide functioning Government machine and to undo the massive self-inflicted structural damage wrought by last year�s �war dividend� cuts.
The depth of the ongoing crisis � irrespective of the real or imagined threat posed by Red Dawn or whoever else had been behind the insurrection in Washington � was underlined by the fact that the New York Stock Exchange which had crashed spectacularly during the Battle of Washington had still to recover fifty percent of its pre-rebellion value. The reality of the situation was that practically every major American bank was as technically bankrupt. The Government, the entire financial system underpinning the still huge and miraculously, still relatively robust and intact North American industrial and economic behemoth was currently being funded on a wing and a prayer and millions of unpayable I Owe Yous. Within the Administration the fear remained that the social, political, economic, banking and military crisis was so acute that all it would take to bring down the whole precariously balanced stack of cards was another surprise, another tiny unexpected knock.
In the next few days the House of Representatives would formally reconvene in Philadelphia. If either Congress or the Senate rejected or reneged on the treaty with the British when it came before the House in mid-April � currently the US-UK Mutual Defense Treaty was being implemented under Presidential Executive Order and was �untouchable� by the House during the ninety day interregnum on Congressional interference mandated by that �order� � all bets would be off. Given the mood of the House Congress and the Senate would almost certainly refuse to ratify the treaty when the time came.
There was also the matter of whether the House would seek to unpick the President�s Executive Order effectively rescinding and reversing the �peace dividend� program and authorizing what amounted to full military and logistical support for ongoing British operations in the North Atlantic and in the Mediterranean. If LBJ was unable to cut a deal � and nobody else in the Administration could cut Congressional deals like the wily Texan � what then?
An even darker prospect was the likelihood House Republicans would move a motion of impeachment against the President because of the rebellion and the fact the country had very nearly blundered into a war with �the old country�. Oddly, no man in the Administration had been more sanguine about this than LBJ. Not so much because he might step into the Presidency as a consequence but because �right now we haven�t a snowflake�s chance in Hell of being re-elected in November and there is no conceivable way those donkeys in the House can get their act together to impeach any of us inside the next eighteen months!�
If the General Election in November went the way they all expected it to go the subject of �impeachment� was the least of their worries!
Bobby Kennedy and the Vice-President had disliked and mistrusted each other since the late fifties. It had been a visceral, personal thing. The Attorney General had loathed the older man and Lyndon Baines Johnson had held the younger sibling of the President in contempt; the only thing that had until recent weeks united them was their mutual detestation. Bobby had not wanted LBJ on the Presidential ticket in 1960; and at the time of the October War he had been actively sounding out alternative candidates to join his brother on the 1964 ticket.
Before the October War, Jack had made a point of being punctiliously correct and polite with his Vice-President. Moreover, he was invariably collegiate and deferential to him in meetings with other Cabinet members. After the October War Jack had kept a distance between them; the breakdown in relations with the British and the Battle of Washington had changed the mood music overnight.
Strangely, discovering that he was no longer the President�s only trusted �special advisor� had come as a welcome shock to the younger brother, a weight lifting off his shoulders. In the last few weeks he had thrown himself into his work with a new lightness of spirit. He had even managed to exchange a few genuinely civil and well meant words with LBJ, who had contrived to respond in a grudgingly similar vein. Bobby and LBJ would never been friends; but they had ceased to be enemies.
�Somebody took a pot shot at the President when he was in Dallas yesterday,� Bobby informed the Governor of Georgia, who started in alarm. �Well several shots, we think,� the Attorney General went on, as if an assassination attempt on the life of a President of the United States of America was a routine affair calling for little comment. �Some nut job in an office block housing a book depository with an M-16. The Marines and the Secret Service hosed the whole top floor of the building with automatic fire. They discovered this mousy little guy in Army fatigues bleeding to death on the floor when they stormed place. He was pretty badly shot up and died before they got him to hospital so we don�t know his story yet. Hoover�s people are onto it.�
�You wonder what�s happened to this country sometimes,� Samuel Vandiver grunted.
�They�re telling me that only one bullet actually hit the President�s car,� Bobby Kennedy confided, preoccupied with the crowd pressing ever-closer around the Governor�s limousine. �It pinged right off the armour. I hate it when stuff like that happens when Jackie is with the President.�
Every night the newscasts carried film of the President and his glamorous wife in another city, the President charismatically delivering a beguiling, inspiring, humbly beseeching keynote speech and Jackie, well, Jackie just being Jackie. The nation�s perfect first family was trying to reconnect with, and to be seen with, as many Americans as possible as the Presidential caravan criss-crossed the continent preaching family values, the inculcation of a renewed sense of national togetherness and a restatement of manifest destiny. There had been an insurrection, the opening shots of what might have been a second and unimaginably awful Civil War in Washington DC before Christmas, but Jack and Jackie Kennedy were the last people in Christendom to hide away in a bunker when their country needed them. Symbolism is everything in public life. While his brother re-imagined the reality of the Presidency; Bobby was travelling the land re-building old, and exploring new alliances which might yet be the Republic�s only long-term defense against the setbacks to come.
The limousine ground to a halt and a phalanx of Marines � flown down to Georgia ahead of the Attorney General as part of his, and Jack�s augmented �security task forces� in the wake of the December rebellion � eased back the pressing crowds between the car and the entrance to the Ebenezer Baptist Church. The door opened on the Attorney General�s side and he clambered out into the warm sunshine of the Southern morning. He straightened, shot his cuffs, and smiling confidently approached the man who, more than any other embodied to Bobby Kennedy the promise of a new and lasting post-war American domestic settlement. From this point onward no US Administration could ignore the constituency for which this man spoke and whom he represented with such peerless eloquence and dignity.
In his dreams Jack Kennedy�s little brother saw the day � perhaps not so many years hence � when this man would stride the World stage. He had never believed a black man could be President of the United States of America; but meeting this man and exchanging the first mutually exploratory tendrils of what he hoped would be a lifelong friendship, he had recognized the arrant folly of the idiotic prejudices drummed into him all his life.
The Reverend Martin Luther King junior stepped forward into the sunlight and extended his hand in welcome to the younger brother of the President of the United States of America.

Chapter 50

Wednesday 22nd January 1964
City Hall, Los Angeles, California
The District Attorney of Los Angeles County had never � not once � in his long and distinguished judicial career felt so uneasy, or as threatened as he did that morning at a few minutes before eleven o�clock as he walked up the steps of City Hall.
Sixty-one year old William B. McKesson had been appointed to his current office by the Los Angeles County Board of Supervisors on 4th December 1956. He had been selected somewhat against his own expectations ahead of several well qualified and frankly, better known and higher profile candidates and his had been a contentious appointment. Memories in City Hall were long and in his experience, by and large, unforgiving. Back in 1956 McKesson had been a respected Los Angeles Superior Court judge; it had been unnerving to find himself in direct competition for the District Attorney post with Municipal Court Judge Evelle J. Younger, Los Angeles Bar Association President William Gray and attorney A. Andrew Hauk (both men that everybody knew viewed the DA�s office as prized stepping stones in most likely brilliant future careers), Baldo Kristovich, a highly able Deputy County Counsel, and Los Angeles Police Chief William H. Parker. Having unexpectedly emerged from such a �pack� of contenders McKesson had inevitably adopted a no risks, strictly by the book, let�s not rock the boat attitude to the discharge of his duties in the intervening years because he was acutely aware of, and sensitive to, any and all whispers of criticism of his performance.
His sudden summons to appear before the Los Angeles County Civil Defense and Disaster Commission had come out of the blue. Notwithstanding that the �summons� was unprecedented and that the �Commission� itself was the fulcrum around which endless controversy and factional back-biting had swirled before and since the October War, McKesson was suddenly entertaining troubling visions of yet again being dragged into the political arena; possibly in same distasteful way Governor Brown had drawn him into a spat with the FBI over supposedly �anti-communist� files held by the California National Guard two years ago. That affair had smacked of politicking with the law and although he had attempted to behave with perfect impartiality he had had his fingers badly burned.
Mud � no matter how randomly thrown � sticks.
Although the nine member Los Angeles County Civil Defense and Disaster Commission had been set up to deal with the threat of nuclear war; in reality it had always been more concerned with disasters of a type that Los Angeles County actually had a realistic expectation of being able to do something about; earthquakes, flooding, landslides and fires.
In any event by the time of the October War very little had been done to prepare for a nuclear war. Other, that is, than the drawing up and costing of plans for a massive program to construct nuclear fallout shelters. This project came with a price tag of $404 in 1961 dollars and almost immediately bitter internecine infighting had commenced; this was hardly surprising since most of the bickering surrounded real and imagined conflicts of interest among members of the Commission itself. Thus, eleven months before the October War the Los Angeles County Board of Supervisors had unanimously ordered a review of the fallout shelters program. It went without saying that at the time of the war Los Angeles County�s plans to cope with the aftermath of a nuclear war were at best sketchy, and at worst, negligible, and that ever since the war the Los Angeles County Civil Defense and Disaster Commission had been trying very hard to cover its collective arse.
In the words of one Los Angeles Times editorial �it appears to me that the only reason a public official is likely to be called before the Commission is to have his, or her, public reputation besmirched by other public officials who have signally failed to adequately discharge their own civic duties��
Given that the members attending today�s meeting of the Commission would probably include Mayor Sam Yorty, Los Angeles City Civil Defense Director Joseph M. Quinn, and Los Angeles Police Chief William H. Parker, McKesson was expecting an exceptionally rough ride as he hurried inside the great, cathedral like edifice of City Hall.
At the front desk McKesson was expecting to be escorted by one of the uniformed ushers to a first floor meeting room.
�Please follow me to the Mayor�s Office, sir.�
This was the first of several surprises in the next few minutes and the District Attorney of Los Angeles County was already reeling a little by the time he was invited to take one of the chairs in Mayor Sam Yorty�s palatial chambers.
�I understood the Commission was in session, Mr Mayor?�
The Mayor of Los Angeles shook his head. Other than Yorty, there were three men in the room only one of whom McKesson had met prior to that day; Police Chief William Parker.
�This is Associate Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation Mr Clyde Tolson,� Yorty had introduced the older of the strangers. �And this is Senior State Department Attorney Mr Franklin Lovell.�
Clyde Tolson had given McKesson a long, slow look as if he was trying to decide if the Los Angeles County District Attorney was carrying a concealed weapon before shaking his hand. He had not spoken, simply nodded brief acknowledgement.
�Call me Frank,� smiled the State Department man, his gaze boasting none of the guarded suspicion of Tolson. But then he had not been J. Edgar Hoover�s right hand man for the last three decades.
The Mayor had quickly asserted a firm grip over proceedings.
Nebraskan born fifty-four year old Samuel William Yorty, the thirty-seventh Mayor of Los Angeles was, in modern times, perhaps the most colorful of the men to have held that position.�Less than three years into his mayoralty �Mayor Sam� had already earned a series of sobriquets from friends and foes; to some he was Travelin� Sam, or Shoot from the hip Sam, to others he was Suitcase Sam, or just plain Mad Sam Yorty. The man himself positively revelled in the turbulence he left in his wake. It was typical of his contrariness that he � as a Democrat � had endorsed Richard Nixon (a Republican) in the 1960 Presidential Race. Before running for Mayor he had lost his seat in Congress, failed to get elected for the Senate and had a no holds barred run in with the House Un-American Activities Committee; having aggressively advocated the public ownership of key public utilities and supported the Republican cause in the Spanish Civil War in the late 1930s. Yorty had gone into the Army Air Corps during the Pacific War, serving in Intelligence. Having opposed Jack Kennedy in 1960 he had got himself elected to City Hall in 1961 despite the opposition of his own local Democratic Party machine and his Republican opponent, Norris Poulsen in one of the bitterest mayoral campaigns in recent history. At one stage Poulsen had claimed that Yorty was backed by the mob!
McKesson had always thought that this particular claim was no more than one of those reckless things that politicians pull out of a hat when they realize that they are on the wrong end of an election.
�I asked you to come in today, sir,� Sam Yorty explained as the four men settled in their chairs, �because Mr Tolson and Mr Lovell have been so good as to make Chief Parker and me aware of a situation.�
The District Attorney tried hard not to physically recoil from the word �situation�. No attorney liked to be on the receiving end of a surprise, let alone outright bad news and he was intuitively defensive.
�A situation, Mr Mayor?� He coughed, cleared his throat. �I was given to understand that I was to testify before the Los Angeles County Civil Defense and Disaster Commission?�
It was then that McKesson realized that he was not the man under the searchlight; that singular honour belonged to the brooding, glowering presence of fifty-eight year old South Dakota born William Henry Parker III, since August 1950 the Chief of Police of the Los Angeles Police Department. McKesson had known Parker for many years and had never � not ever � seen him hunkered down so deeply in his shell. The man was sitting across the room from him fulminating like a time bomb.
Aptly, for man who had enjoyed such a distinguished career as a lawman, Parker had been born in the town of Deadwood. Yes, the town famous for hosting the murder of Wild Bill Hickok and the site of the Mount Moriah Cemetery where both Hickok and Calamity Jane were laid to rest.
The Parker family had migrated to Los Angeles in the early 1920s. Parker had initially looked towards a legal career but joined the LAPD; later he had passed the California Bar Exam but opted to remain a policeman. Apart from his war service in the 1940s � he was wounded in Normandy, and in addition to a Purple Heart was awarded the French Croix de Guerre and the Italian Order of the Star of Italian Solidarity � he had spent his whole working adult life in the LAPD, rising steadily, surely through the ranks until, with a sense of inevitability, at the age of forty-five he had been appointed Police Chief. Back in 1950 he had inherited a corrupt, inefficient force which had lost control of the streets of large areas of the city, and become notoriously hands off in its dealings with organised crime. Parker had changed a lot of that but even after thirteen long gruelling years in the job reforming the LAPD was still, at best, a monumental work in progress. Significant pockets of resistance to the new order still survived and undermined the work of the generally much better trained, disciplined and organised city-wide force. Worse, Parker�s tactics to regain control of the streets had inflamed the citizens of many neighbourhoods largely inhabited by minority ethnic groups. His men were routinely accused of brutality and racism as well of corruption. It was heartbreaking for the majority of honest, decent officers to find themselves trapped between liberal reformers yearning for consensus policing and conservative hardliners who wanted pickpockets and unruly youths shot on sight, while all the while knowing that there was a incorrigible and apparently untouchable hard core of bad cops embedded within their ranks.
In all the hullaballoo most people forgot that Parker was actually in the process of, and had been wholly committed to � for several years � racially de-segregating the LAPD. The trouble was that although Parker had cleaned up the LAPD somewhat, used his public relations nous to improve the overall image of his force; within the LAPD the old practices around managing crime, particularly vice and minor offending, by employing essentially corrupt means and lazy, outdated policing methodologies persisted. Everybody in Los Angeles knew that you had a fifty-fifty chance of buying yourself out of a vice bust or of ameliorating the consequences of any minor felony arrest by greasing the right palm at the appropriate moment.
The Mayor glanced towards Franklin Lovell.
�I represent the interests of a Mister Samuel Brenckmann,� the svelte grey haired man from the State Department prefaced. �Mr Brenckmann is a twenty-six year old musician who was arrested by officers from Van Nuys Police Station on the night of the 9th December in the back lot of a club called The Troubadour at 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard. At the time of his arrest he had just escaped from a burning building, the aforementioned Troubadour club, and was being attacked by the two men who, in all likelihood, were responsible for setting fire to that building. In defending himself he was struck by buckshot fired by a gun in the hands of the club�s, understandably aggrieved owner, a Mister Douglas Weston. At the time of his arrest Mister Brenckmann was endeavouring to staunch the blood from the most seriously assailant�s shotgun injuries��
�What is going on here?� The Los Angeles County District Attorney demanded, finding his old Superior Court judge�s voice.
It was not lost on McKesson that at the mention of �Van Nuys� Chief Parker�s eyes had rolled heavenward.
�Mister Brenckmann,� Franklin Lovell continued as if he had not heard the intervention, �was actively prevented from continuing to render possibly lifesaving assistant to the wounded man by officers of the Los Angeles Police Department arresting officers. In fact, notwithstanding the fact that he was covered in blood and limping heavily from his own injuries those �arresting� officers repeatedly assaulted him at that time. As a matter of record it was at least eight hours before appropriate medical assistance was offered to Mister Brenckmann, and then only by a National Guard doctor rather than an LAPD registered medical practitioner. Mister Weston was also arrested and similarly manhandled at this time.�
McKesson looked to Police Chief Parker.
�Van Nuys?� He queried, glumly. �Isn�t that O�Connell�s��
He never got the opportunity to finish his question because Parker spat a vitriolic, disgusted single syllable at him.
�Yes!�
�All my enquiries of your department, Mr McKesson,� Franklin Lovell went on blandly, �as to the whereabouts and welfare of my client, and of Mister Weston, his co-accused in the matter of the alleged, as yet unspecified charges, of murder relating to the death of the two �Troubadour fire bombers� have drawn a complete blank at the Office of the Los Angeles District Attorney, and with the Los Angeles Police Department.� He nodded respectfully to the silent, hard-eyed Clyde Tolson. The Associate Director of the FBI remained almost, but not quite impassive, his lip curling minutely in a suggestion of contempt. �It is only due to the good offices of Mr Tolson and his colleagues at the Federal Bureau of Investigation that I was finally able to track down my client and to gain intelligence as to where the District Attorney�s Office, the LAPD and the California Department of Corrections may have �last seen� Mr Weston alive.�
Clyde Tolson stirred.
People who did not know him were often surprised by the quiet menace the man generated on those rare occasions when his gander was up. It was also the case that because he was, who he was, when he spoke with menace his voice carried real and very substantial threat.
�Have any of you gentlemen any idea what is going on under your noses?� He asked the three Los Angelinos in the room in a coldly unforgiving voice.
There was a brief silence.
�Director Hoover has asked me to personally supervise the investigation of racketeering, money-laundering, and the practice of turning a blind eye to organized criminal activities in this city. The starting point of that investigation will be a thorough forensic investigation of your roles in allowing the current disappointing situation to arise in the first place. I won�t beat about the bush. I have to tell you that the speedy fashion in which you expedite the resolution to the specific situation that we are here today to address, will have a major bearing on the conduct of my subsequent inquiry.�
The threat could not have been more brutally delivered to an audience that understood that they had just been told that if they did not play ball there would be very, very bad consequences for each of them personally.
�I hope you are not attempting to intimidate me, sir?� McKesson cavilled because lawyers always thought that they were above the law.
Clyde Tolson said nothing.
He was not trying to intimidate anybody.
What he was doing was threatening to unleash the whole weight of the Federal Bureau of Investigation in a ruthless inquisition into every aspect of law enforcement in Los Angeles County.
Franklin Lovell retook the floor.
�You should be aware that Samuel Brenckmann is the son of the newly appointed US Ambassador to the United Kingdom, Captain Walter Brenckmann, USN. Captain Brenckmann was the man who tackled the mad woman who attempted to assassinate the President at the end of the Battle of Washington. Mr Samuel Brenckmann�s father is therefore, the man who saved the President�s life last month.�
He let this sink in.
�Neither Captain Brenckmann nor the President has yet been troubled by the sordid details of this matter in Los Angeles. I think it is in the County of Los Angeles�s best interests that this situation is resolved as soon as possible.� He smiled. �Might I suggest that my client and Mr Weston be released without charge before midnight tonight,� he smiled, �always assuming you know where they are?�
�What if we can�t locate them?� Police Chief Parker grunted sulkily.
Clyde Tolson had heard enough.
�Let�s put it this way Chief Parker,� he drawled, breathless with anger. �If the two men in question are not placed in the custody and protection of my agents by one minute past midnight, my agents, assisted by Secret Service Officers and Federal Marshalls will be alerted to start knocking on your door and the doors of several of your senior confederates, and on the doors of senior officers of the District Attorney�s Department�s homes. Please do not misunderstand me. If what it takes to get the wheels of justice turning in this State is the arrest and indictment of every senior official of the Mayor�s Office, the LAPD and of the District Attorney�s office then that is what will start happening in the early hours of tomorrow morning.�
Franklin Lovell grimaced.
�But I�m sure that won�t be necessary.�

Chapter 51

Thursday 23rd January 1964
Van Nuys Police Station, Los Angeles
Captain Reggie O�Connell of the Los Angeles Police Department had awakened in the holding cell with one of those hangovers where you were afraid to open your eyes in case you bled out. Despite the humid warmth of the grubby little room he was shivering even though perspiration soaked his armpits and dripped off his temples. He badly needed a drink and was beginning to get used to the idea that none of his friends was coming to his rescue any time soon. The people who had rousted him from his bed at one o�clock that morning had been his own Van Nuys cops! Now that he had had time to think about it and to get his bearing in this new and changed reality that was the worst thing. The Feds had stayed in the background, no doubt smirking behind their hands as he was walked out into the circle of headlamps on Mulholland Avenue. Loretta going missing ought to have been his cue to run but she had walked in and out of their marriage � such as it was � a lot the last year and honestly and truly he had hardly noticed her absence the last couple of days.
O�Connell sat on the hard cot and brooded.
At least the bastards had not put him in with the spics, deadbeats and druggies in the big holding cage at the back of the station. The cell he was in was one of two reserved for suspects who needed to be kept separately from the normal human detritus that washed through Van Nuys; usually for their own safety or because his detectives did not want to advertise the presence at the station of the occupant.
His detectives�
Past tense, now.
The days when Reggie O�Connell owned anything in particular were, he realized, gone forever. It was for this reason that when the cell door suddenly opened he was working through the options of how best to go about cutting a deal with the District Attorney. It had not occurred to him that nobody would actually want to �cut a deal� with him.
�Follow me,� a stranger, a tall lean blond guy in his twenties in an off the peg lightweight grey suit demanded. In the corridor there were other men in crisp suits.
O�Connell was in a daze as he stumbled through the station that up until yesterday afternoon he had owned and out into the balmy, overcast evening. A hand pressed down his head or he would have smacked his face against the frame of the door of the dark sedan into which his minders had guided him. It was not until he was on the back seat of the car squashed between two minders that he realized that somewhere between leaving his cell being bundled into the vehicle his hands had been cuffed behind his back.
�Where the fuck are we going?� He croaked. It was a feeble protest and it was ignored as the car sped off into the sunset. �I�m entitled to a fucking telephone call!�
It was at this juncture that the man in the front passenger seat twisted around and viewed the prisoner.
�You were offered the opportunity to call your lawyer three times earlier today, Mister O�Connell. On those occasions you stated for the record in front of several witnesses that you did not wish to avail yourself of counsel.�
Reggie O�Connell did not remember that; which meant nothing. He must have really tied one on last night, sometimes the booze only caught up with a man later.
�Yeah, well,� he retorted, �I want to talk to my attorney now!�
The man in the front seat had already turned away.
At a time like this most men would � naturally � begin to ask themselves what had gone wrong. Captain Reginald Francis O�Connell of the LAPD was not �most� men, leastways he had always considered himself to have been cut from a different, superior fabric from �most� men. His contemplation did not linger on his mistakes, misjudgements, his greed or his scorn for the laws that regulated everybody else�s lives; no, his thoughts focused immediately on the thorny question of exactly who had betrayed him.
In retrospect he had been, albeit mildly, a little thoughtful about letting those fucking bikers torch The Troubadour. However, the money had been okay and he had been tickled to have an excuse to turn over Sabrina Henschal�s little beatnik commune in Laurel Canyon. That woman�s friends at the Los Angeles Times had been sniping at him off and on for a couple of years and the bitch had had it coming to her. At the time he had wondered what the connection between Gretsky�s, Sabrina Henschal�s hideaway in the hills and The Troubadour was but he had not been interested enough to ask. That was careless, his people ought to have warned him.
People had been killed in the fire. Not anybody important and anyway, both the bikers responsible were dead. One had died in the back lot of the club, the other had got into a fight with the wrong people in the holding pen at Irvine. His people said they had made the necessary arrangements to deal with the Brenckmann kid. He should have supervised things personally, especially when he discovered that his people had �mislaid� Doug Weston, the owner of The Troubadour. If Brenckmann or Weston ever got to court a half-way competent Defense attorney was going to make his people and by reflection, him, look stupid.
O�Connell told himself that but for the outbreak of a civil war in Washington DC � and the temporary declaration of a state of emergency � The Troubadour deal would have gone down without a hitch. How was he supposed to know that even before the flames had died down at 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard that his station would be crawling with carbine-toting National Guardsmen?
�Where the fuck are we going?� He asked again as the car turned onto Sunset Boulevard.
The driver guffawed.
�San Francisco. The DA�s office has transferred your case to the Attorney General�s Department.�
Reggie O�Connell slumped back in the seat.
He felt like somebody had just kicked him in the groin; for a moment he was afraid he was going to throw up.
While he had been in Los Angeles he had been among friends, people he could buy. Up in the Bay Area he would be beyond all help.
Condemned, in fact.

Chapter 52

Thursday 23rd January 1964
Texas City, Galveston County, Texas
Dwight Christie drove south from the city of Houston through an increasingly wrecked urban landscape until he came to ground where no building stood, only ruins. And then he drove farther south into the dead zone. Even though he had been forewarned he was astonished to discover, here and there along the road several houses had been rebuilt since his last visit and verdant green new growth sprouted everywhere across the apparently endless sea of destruction, nurtured on the potassium rich ashes of the former city. As he drove he wondered idly if the devastated cities of Europe and Russia were �greening� over now; if nature was everywhere reclaiming the wastelands uncaring of the radiation or the detritus left over from the war?
Texas Avenue and most of the side streets had been cleared, and great mounds of bulldozed rubble and spoil were heaped on deserted lots. Perhaps, the most disarming aspect of the drive was being able to see clearly for miles in practically every direction when one knew one was driving through what had been a thriving town until that awful day fifteen months ago. He had been told some of the docks had been re-opened and seen trucks rumbled up Interstate 45 towards Houston; in the port the masts of big steamers poked up through the haze.
Big tankers still came into Galveston Bay but not to feed the pre-October War refineries along the foreshore. The refineries and oil storage facilities upon which the wealth and prosperity of Texas City had depended had burned for several weeks after the war. Now the tankers moored out in the bay well clear of the gutted carcasses of the ships trapped inshore by the bomb which had extinguished human existence on Galveston Island and Texas City in the blink of an eye. New long jetties had been built to enable tankers to pump their cargoes directly ashore, into giant new storage tanks or directly through the rebuilt pipelines to the surviving refineries to the north. Tens of thousands had died in this place but the wheels of commerce still turned with ferocious energy.
Tragedy and regeneration had happened before in this place and perhaps, some day Texas City would rise again from the ashes.
In April 1947 Texas City had suffered the worst industrial disaster in American history; but that anybody would want to come back to this blighted place after what had befallen it on 27th October 1962 was beyond Dwight Christie�s understanding. However, if recent events had taught him anything it was that the American soul was nothing if not resilient and in a baffling way, grudgingly optimistic.
Of course the �disaster� of 1947 was as nothing to what had happened here fifteen months ago. Notwithstanding, in its aftermath the city had come to refer to itself as �the town that would not die�.
In 1947 a ship loaded with ammonium nitrate fertilizer, the French merchantman Grandcamp, had blown up and set in motion a catastrophic chain reaction. The initial explosion had destroyed the adjacent Monsanto office block and its surrounding warehouses and set fire to a second ship, the SS High Flyer, also loaded with ammonium nitrate. The High Flyer, literally blown off its moorings had collided with another ship, the SS Wilson B. Keene � as chance would have it, like the High Flyer and the Grandcamp loaded with ammonium nitrate � and inevitably there was a second and a third devastating explosion. Oil refineries on the foreshore ignited in sympathy, whole neighbourhoods of Texas City were razed to the ground. The force of the first blast was so big that the anchor of the Grandcamp was later discovered several miles away at the Pan American refinery.�Nearly six hundred people had been killed and over five thousand injured, the bodies of sixty-three of the dead were never recovered and the entire City and Port fire departments were wiped out in the disaster. In the following years the wrecks had been cleared from the docks, the port reconstructed and the shattered refineries restored.
All that had been comprehensively swept away fifteen months ago; Christie had no trouble finding the Cheney family compound.
Four freshly constructed wooden huts with half-a-dozen vehicles including a big flatbed truck parked up like wagons around a nineteenth century settler camp in Indian territory. Wispy grey smoke rose in the unusually still evening air as Christie�s rattling old Dodge creaked and squealed to a halt outside the encampment.
This was Christie�s first visit to Texas City; this evening he imagined he detected the taste of burning in his mouth. A hurricane last year had scattered the ashes of the city across Texas all the way to Chihuahua in Mexico but he could not think of this alien, desolate landscape with tasting those ashes in his mouth. Sometimes even the most terrible physical scars were as nothing to the abominations seared into a man�s mind.
Christie jammed his forty-five � a rebuilt untraceable Navy Colt he had picked up in San Antonio a week ago � into the waistband of his trousers.
Getting out of the Dodge he waved to the tall young man who had emerged from the compound. He made no effort to conceal the forty-five as he reached back into the cab and recovered a scruffy sports jacket of a type that would have terminated his career in the FBI in an instant.
�Hi, Mickey!� He called to the elder of Galen Cheney�s surviving sons as he pulled on his jacket.
�We weren�t expecting you until tomorrow, Mister Anders,� the twenty-two year old with a mop of rebellious dark hair said, visibly relaxing the moment he recognized the newcomer. He looked over his shoulder and shouted: �It�s okay. It�s Mister Anders!�
Dwight Christie had become Edward Thomas �Tom� Anders, a former Air Force man searching for missing members of his extended family a week after the failed rebellion.
It was only now that the true scale of the disaster in the District of Columbia was becoming evident. The resistance had recklessly burned seventy to eighty percent of its effective, organised � well, barely semi-organised as things had turned out � militia in the doomed attempt to topple the Kennedy Administration. The rebellion had been ruthlessly crushed and any time soon the now re-invigorated Federal Government, supported by a perverse post-insurrection fragile national unity, was Hell bent on hunting down every last �traitor�. Old Joe McCarthy�s House Un-American Activities witch hunt of the 1950s had nothing on what was going on now. Anybody who had ever had a question mark against his or her name in any FBI, Secret Service, National Security Agency, US Marshall�s, or local police department file was being called in, interrogated and basically, if they did not come up with a good answer, carted off to hurriedly organized �holding camps� for further questioning. In the armed forces it was worse, much worse, anybody who had been anywhere near any of the suspected �issues� which had �compromised� the chain of command in the days and weeks before the battle of Washington was presently the subject of a full-blown military Special Investigation Branch inquiry, and or, in the custody or the sights of the FBI. The atmosphere was so poisoned that everybody in law enforcement, the military and state and national politics suspected practically everybody else and members of the House of Representatives were literally drowning under the weight of �leaks� and allegedly �inside� intelligence information deluging down around them from countless aggrieved, and probably very frightened whistleblowers. That was the dreadful, unfunny irony of the situation; had the resistance not broken itself � entirely of its own volition � on the barricades of Washington DC now would be the perfect time to strike at the heart of the Union.
However, it was too late; the enemy was in disarray but so was what remained of the resistance. The shock troops of the revolution were mostly dead or competing with each other to give up their secrets in Federal interrogation pens like Camp Benedict Arnold just outside Washington near the site of the Civil War battlefield of First Manassas.
The leaders of the resistance were mostly locked up in Federal jails; show trials were already scheduled for the early summer and in the meantime networks which had taken decades to build were being methodically unravelled by a resurgent and focused FBI. The Battle of Washington had temporarily stilled the clamour for state�s rights in the South and the East because right now nobody wanted to be seen to be disloyal to the Union. Besides, if Washington could come under attack from within was any State Capitol safe without the mailed fist of the US military at its back? America had been sleep walking to whatever fate awaited it before the rebellion; the country had been drifting, the seeds of revolution had been sown. If the leaders of the resistance � the majority of whom were presently in JFK�s prison camps � had held their nerve another year, or perhaps two, the country might have been ripe for the taking�
Christie had followed Michael Cheney between the circled cars into the heart of Galen Cheney�s little kingdom. A teenage girl with a dirty face and a shock of blond hair peered at him from the door of one of the huts.
The average age of the member�s of Galen Cheney�s personal harem got younger every week�
The resistance was a busted flush and he was attempting to keep the cause alive fighting alongside maniacs like Galen fucking Cheney!
The last time Christie had met Cheney he had been clean shaven, now he had three weeks growth of beard, his dark hair was unkempt and his clothes worn, patched and dusty, and his old workman�s boots scuffed beyond repair.�In recent weeks he had shed some of his former fleshiness, begun to acquire a hard-bitten, prematurely grizzled look which perfectly matched his current mood.
Galen Cheney was sitting at a rough hewn bench cleaning his long-barrel Smith and Wesson .44 calibre revolver � as he did around sunset most days � when the visitor was ushered respectfully into Hut №�1.
Hut №�2 was where the women lived and worked.
Hut №�3 was where Galen Cheney�s sons lived and slept.
Hut №�4 was where the Cheney clan ate and worshipped.
But Hut №�1 was Galen Cheney�s; nobody stepped over its Spartan threshold without his say so. Today Michael Cheney hesitated at the threshold, waiting to be instructed to enter or depart.
�Shut the door, Michael,� the father murmured, waving for him to go.
Dwight Christie heard the door clump shut at his back as he stepped towards the older man. The interior of the cabin was mostly empty. There was the work bench, the cedar box in which Cheney kept his guns and his ammunition, another for his gunsmith tools. There was no bed; the man spread a blanket on the bare boards to sleep.
�What happened in Dallas?� Christie demanded lowly.
�Oswald disobeyed my orders,� Galen Cheney replied evenly, indifferently. He carried on threading the cleaning brush down the barrel of his Smith and Wesson. �It was a test. He failed. I left him to his fate.�
Christie was sorely tempted to pull out his forty-five and blow the mad sonofabitch�s head off!
Which part of �the enemy can lose a thousand men to every one man we lose and he will still win� did the fucking maniac not understand?
�That�s not what I�m talking about,� he said calmly, his temper seething behind his poker face.
Galen Cheney shrugged.
�Vengeance is mine, sayeth the Lord,� he declared coldly.��Oswald betrayed us. His family was forfeit. Those are the rules.�
�They�re not my fucking rules!�
When Christie had discovered what Cheney had done on the first night of the Battle of Washington to Carl and Martha Drinkwater and their two young children in Colorado Springs he had said nothing, done nothing and been ashamed, and horrified that he could walk away from such an atrocity.
Never again, he had vowed.
And yet here he was about to walk away again.
�I follow a higher calling,� Cheney countered, his tone that of a man a little disappointed in his comrade in arms.
�Was it you who raped the wife?�
�What�s it to you?��Galen Cheney sniffed, raising the silvery barrel of the gun in his hands to his eye and sighting along it. �Not me. Two good old boys I know. I needed Isaac to see how we treat people who betray his God.�
Even in this Godless age the rape and murder of a young housewife and her two infant children still had the capacity to shock and disgust any normal human being. But not, it seemed, Galen Cheney.
�Isaac?� Christie asked. Cheney�s younger surviving son was a moody, silent boy. He was clumsy of movement and relatively slow of thought and never looked one in the eye.�Christie had wondered if he was retarded the first time he had met him. �You made Isaac watch the rape of that poor woman?�
Galen Cheney�s eyes narrowed.
�It was God�s will.�
Dwight Christie sucked in a long, deep breath.
�That may be the case,� he observed acidly, folding his arms across his chest. �The problem is that when a young housewife is raped and murdered and her infant children bludgeoned to death it tends to engender a law and order shit storm of epic proportions that we really, really don�t need!�
The older man shrugged and put down the barrel of his disassembled revolver. He said nothing.
�Sooner or later,� Christie continued patiently, �some cop or some G-man somewhere is going to connect, for example, what happened to the Drinkwaters in Colorado Springs with what happened to Marina Oswald in Forth Worth, and when that happens the Secret Service and the FBI will throw everything they�ve got at figuring out why some idiot in Dallas was taking pot shots at an armoured Presidential limousine. And then they�ll start talking to everybody who stepped foot in Dealey Plaza in the month before the shooting. Before we know it some passerby will start talking to them about this tall guy walking around the place with this weird little guy, and hey presto, the Feds have suddenly got a line into what�s left of the resistance in Texas and the South West!�
�They aren�t about to make that connection, son.�
�I�m not one of your fucking sons!�
�Just a figure of speech.�
Christie dropped onto the opposite end of the bench and gave Cheney an exasperated look.
�Look, Galen. There aren�t enough of us left to take risks we don�t have to take. What we think of as �the resistance� is gone, and we�re all that�s left. Us and a few people like us scattered around the country and out of contact with each other. The Federal Government has started relocating to Philadelphia to allow the rebuilding of Washington to begin. The President has reversed all the cuts to the military; straight away all the disaffected veterans who had a beef with the Administration have melted away. The Federal Government has purged State National Guard units and a whole raft of Pentagon staffers.�
Galen Cheney frowned.
�So what are you saying? We should give in?�
�No. Although, that would be the easiest thing to do.� Christie met the older man�s flinty gaze. �No, what I�m talking about is doing something much harder. I�m talking about starting over. Making a new beginning. I�m talking about building our own resistance; building our own networks, raising our own secret militias. The resistance must go on.�
Galen Cheney raised an eyebrow and for an instant there might have been a flicker of ironic amusement in his agate hard grey-blue eyes.
�Only goes to show,� he sighed. �I thought you�d come here to plug me with that forty-five in your belt.�
�I might still,� Christie murmured.
The older man shrugged.
�Maybe,� he agreed as if living or dying was a matter of no significance to him. �Stay awhile and we�ll talk some more about resistance.�

Chapter 53

Tuesday 28th January 1964
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
In a more enlightened age and in a more rational country than most Americans actually lived in, there would have been no need for subterfuge, secrecy and a battalion of lies with which to ensure, if necessary, a corpus of plausible deniability in the event that the coming encounter went wrong.
The handsome thirty-five year old Georgian knew this as he stepped down from the US Air Force Sikorsky SH-3 Sea King, took a moment to compose himself and then moved forward to shake the hand of the President of the United States of America. Despite his recent meetings with the Commander-in-Chief�s younger brother, Bobby, he had travelled to Maryland with mixed feelings and � despite being a generally optimistic man � relatively low expectations. The man standing before him was the man who had already given the World ample notice of the fact that if it came to it he was prepared to smite his enemies with very nearly God-like righteous violence; while he, a humble guest at this Presidential sepulchre in the Catoctin Mountains dedicated to the class � pretty much exclusively comprising the privileged white Ivy League sons of the captains of American commerce and industry � who ruled his country, believed that non-violence was the last best hope for humanity. Moreover, the man now stretching out his hand in apparently sincere friendship was the same man whose arbitrary diktat had, to all intents, forbidden the Southern Civil Rights Movement to march on Washington DC last summer.
On the bright side the fact that the President was a scion of the Catholic Irish aristocracy of the East Coast and he was a Southern Baptist was no impediment to dialogue and co-operation. As a man of God it was a given that he respected and defended another man�s right to believe what he wanted and to worship in whatsoever manner he pleased, Unfortunately, in the big picture of things, this was small comfort. Two months ago there had been an armed insurrection against the government; half of the District of Columbia had been burned to the ground and thousands of people killed and maimed. Already Southern Democrats like George Wallace, the rambunctiously racist Governor of Alabama, was claiming that the �rebellion� was some kind of reaction to the rise of the Civil Rights Movement. In Alabama and elsewhere in the South the Kennedy Administration�s kind words and the President�s scatter gun executive orders seeking to bypass a House of Representatives seemingly indifferent to the plight of people of color, had as yet barely scratched the wicked blight of segregation.
With the exception of a handful of well publicised events like the �stand in the schoolhouse door� incident in which Governor George Wallace had �stood� in front of the door of the Foster Auditorium of the University of Alabama; ostensibly to prevent the desegregation of that institution by the enrolment of two black students, Vivian Malone and James Hood and been confronted by Deputy United States Attorney General Nicholas Katzenbach, Federal Marshalls and a detachment of men from the Alabama State National Guard, the Cuban Missiles War had put the whole question of Civil Rights on the back burner of national politics.
John Fitzgerald Kennedy had had the guts to take on and defeat the Red Menace; thus far it seemed to the man making his first visit to the Presidential retreat, that for all his fine words his President had done virtually nothing to remove the chains of oppression from his people.
�Welcome to Camp David, Dr King,� the President said, smiling sternly.
The two men looked each other in the eye and oddly, it was only then that they both realized how poignant, not to say piquant, and potentially earth-shaking this moment might be. They were different kinds of men from backgrounds which could hardly have been more unalike; the one tormented by the October War and rocked to the core by the recent trauma of Battle of Washington, the other stabbed by doubts as to his worthiness and fitness to lead his people towards some better, half-promised land in which the color of a man�s skin was never again assumed to be the badge of his character or his rightful standing in the land of his birth.
Martin Luther King had not expected the President�s grip to be so dry or firm, nor had he anticipated the steely resolve in the man�s green eyes. Although he enjoyed increasingly warm and frank relations with the President�s younger brother, Jack Kennedy had remained a closed book to his guest. The Kennedy brothers had come late to the �party� in addressing the civil rights agenda.�Likewise, they had been slow to disentangle themselves from the nonsensical �un-American activities� inquisitions of the previous decade. Worse, when he ran for the White House JFK had been at pains not to risk completely alienating the segregationist South Democrat wing of the broad, unholy church that was the modern Democratic Party. The Baptist preacher from Atlanta would have held this against his President had he not already been a man well versed in the realities of practical, everyday politics. If Kennedy had lost all of the South to Richard Nixon in November 1960 he would never have won the White House; and nobody in Georgia or anywhere else in the South imagined a Nixon Presidency would have been good news for people of color. This being the case for the moment he would give Jack Kennedy the benefit of the doubt; in politics expediency, not necessity was the mother of invention.
�Thank you for inviting me to Maryland, Mister President,� Martin Luther King said, his tone quietly, profoundly sonorous as befitted the occasion. �I have prayed that this meeting will be the first step on the road to the fulfilment of the dream of a fairer, better America.�
Jack Kennedy held onto King�s hand a second or so longer.
�Yes,� he agreed before suddenly quirking a peculiarly boyish half-smile. �I hope so, too, Dr King.�
And then the two men were walking unhurriedly but in step away from the landing field towards the tree line, a little apart from their small entourages both men considering their impressions of each other. It was not that this was their first meeting because it was not; but this was their first unchoreographed encounter. In the next few hours they planned to speak freely, alone or with only a single key aid present. This was to be a meeting of minds and neither man knew how that was going to turn out.
In the President�s cabin the First Lady was waiting, every inch as regal and charming as she always seemed on TV. King was surprised to be introduced to the President�s children, six year old Caroline and three year old John.
The First Lady looked tired and soon ushered her offspring away.
�You must miss your children when you leave Atlanta?� Jack Kennedy inquired as the cabin cleared around the two men. He knew his guest had four children, the youngest just a baby in arms.
�I surely do, Mister President.�
As the two men settled in wicker arm chairs either side of a low table heavily laden with coffee pots and bone china cups and saucers, Martin Luther King heard the door close at his back and with a soft, almost electric shock he realized that he was alone with the most powerful man in the World.
The President had unbuttoned his jacket and clasped his hands across his lean belly as he viewed the man his younger brother had consistently described to him as being �the most remarkable man I think I have ever met�. Bobby had a tendency to get carried away with hyperbole � that was the lawyer in his soul and probably the thing that would stop him ever winning the Presidency � but he had a knack of looking a man in the eye and recognizing if he was dealing with a man with whom he could do business.
Martin Luther King had started down the road to his destiny standing next to Rosa Parks in Montgommery, Alabama in 1955, mounting the first co-ordinated non violent protests against the perfidious Jim Crow Laws. These evil statutes enacted in the 1890s enforced the de jure segregation of the races in all public buildings � and by extension on public transportation � in the former states of the defeated Confederacy. The first Jim Crow law in 1890 proscribed �separate but equal� status for African Americans; and from Virginia to the Gulf of Mexico the canker of segregation had been set in legal stone ever since.
In leading the 385 day Montgommery Bus Boycott in 1955 King had been directly assaulting one of the untouchable, holy shibboleths of the Southern Democrat wing of Jack Kennedy�s own party. In 1957 King had become the first President of the Southern Christian Leadership Conference. In the year before the October War he had unsuccessfully confronted segregation in Albany, Georgia; and he had since been arrested by George Wallace�s goons leading a campaign of passive civil disobedience in Birmingham, Alabama. Last summer he had attempted to organise a �March on Washington� but been dissuaded in this endeavour by the desperate entreaties of several senior cabinet members. The �march� was cancelled only at the last minute when Nicholas Katzenbach � the man who had faced down George Wallace at �the schoolhouse door� � Bobby Kennedy�s deputy at the Department of Justice had flown to Atlanta and explained that the FBI was convinced that the march would end in a bloodbath, long before it got anywhere near the District of Columbia. Katzenbach had explained that in the �present precarious internal security situation we simply do not have enough soldiers on the ground to protect you, or your people�.
�It may be that our country is at a crossroads, Dr King,� the President asserted. �The war left several of our great cities desperately damaged. As many as five million Americans died and the World beyond our shores is a much changed place.� He sighed. �I think we lost our way last year,� he confessed quietly.
The man in the chair across the table was eager to speak but something made him hold his peace. It was nothing he could put his finger on; just a sense that whatever he had thought was going to happen when he met the President of the United States of America, it seemed he had been mistaken.
Jack Kennedy smiled wanly.
�The normal form for meetings such as this, Dr King,� he observed, �would be for your people and my people to get together and agree whatever needs to be agreed, or disagreed, freeing us to swap anecdotes, drink coffee and generally shoot the breeze until it is time to call in the photographers, the TV people and the Washington Correspondents of the Post, The Times and Newsweek. For what it is worth I recommend that when we�re done you talk to Ben Bradlee at Newsweek. Ben�s close to the Administration, well, Bobby anyhow, and you can rely on him to give you a fair hearing and to report what you actually say to him. I don�t know about the rest of the �news circus�. What happened in DC in December has re-written the old play book. I digress. Forgive me. The other convention that normally mitigates against genuine discussion and any possibility of a real meeting of minds in situations such as the one in which we find ourselves today, is that I would customarily expect you to come to me,� he shrugged in apology, �in quasi supplication, or perhaps, high dudgeon either to deliver a list of demands, or simply to be seen to be bearding the monstrous occupant of the Oval Office in his lair for the consumption and pacification of your own constituency. For all I know you may have come here with a list of demands, likewise, you may need to cement your standing with your people by claiming to have waved your fist in my face.�
Jack Kennedy held up a hand.
�In a purely figurative fashion,� he qualified. �Today, with your indulgence, sir,� he said, his voice reacquiring the gravitas appropriate to that of the office of the President of the United States of America, �you and I will speak plainly to each other. But first, I propose to share with you the reality of this country�s situation because unless you and I understand each other frankly, I do not believe we are going to get anywhere.�

Chapter 54

Tuesday 28th January 1964
Community Meeting Hall, Fort Washington, Pennsylvania
The sleepy community of Fort Washington, a small satellite of greater Philadelphia situated some miles to the north east of the city center would inevitably, one day be swallowed up by the expanding urban sprawl of its giant neighbour. However, for the present it sat separate from the city in leafy, wooded hills that were slowly acquiring a coating of fresh snow as the cavalcade of limousines and staff cars with their small, fluttering flags and banners wound through the twisting country roads to the old meeting house which had been requisitioned and �secured� the previous day.
The Federal Government might have officially commenced its re-location en masse to Philadelphia over a fortnight ago but right now, chaos ruled in downtown Philly and nobody in their right mind would attempt to claim that anywhere other than City Hall was remotely �secure� or �safe�.
The Navy Department was leading the charge to Philadelphia, it was already ensconced on the Camden side of the Delaware River opposite the docks, the State and Justice Departments were hot on the Navy�s heels moving into the new �Philadelphia White House� � an imposing structure modelled on the Pantheon in Rome attached to a thirty-one floor tower block a few hundred yards from City Hall, the designated temporary home of the House of Representatives � but today�s business was best conducted as far as possible from the �madding crowds�.
The Vice-President of the United States of America was deep in his thoughts as he viewed the wintery Pennsylvania countryside sliding by the window of his armoured limousine. One part of his mind was back in Maryland wondering how the �summit� with Martin Luther King was progressing; but the weight of his deliberation was focused on the coming conference. He and Jack Kennedy had made a pact and in many ways, today was the first significant test of whether that pact was actually worth a mess of beans.
The conundrum was very simple.
Either he spoke for the President or he did not.
One of his aides had given him a short talk about the history of �Fort Washington�; it was always useful to have small talk available to break the ice when one was welcoming folks to a shindig.
This part of Pennsylvania had been settled by German immigrants in the early years of the 18th century. A man called Philip Engard had purchased a hundred acres of land on what subsequently became Susquehanna Road and Fort Washington Avenue, and the settlement�s founding name had been Engardtown for about fifty years. Fort Washington was an accident of the Revolutionary War. George Washington and the Continental Army had retreated to and camped at Engardtown in October 1777 after the Battle of Germantown, lingering awhile to regroup before skirmishing anew with the British Army of occupation in Philadelphia under the command of General William Howe in the first week of December at White Marsh. Falling back again, this time briefly, into his hurriedly fortified emplacements at Engardtown, Washington had drawn breath and then marched his army to Valley Forge. Apparently much of the modern settlement of Fort Washington sat within the boundaries of those Revolutionary War earthworks. History had left the town unmolested another eighteen decades before in July 1956, it was the location of the worst ever railway smash in the United States; two North Pennsylvania Railroad trains colliding near the old Sandy Run station resulting in the death of over a hundred people, many of whom were children from the Kensington area of Philadelphia travelling to Sheaff�s Wood for a Sunday school picnic.
Lyndon Baines Johnson was in an unusually reflective mood as he mulled questions of history and the consequences that inevitably ensued. But for the October War his thoughts would have been directed solely at the New Hampshire Primary scheduled for early March. 1964 was a Presidential Election year but thus far nobody had declared, and LBJ had no idea if come March Jack Kennedy�s name would even be on the New Hampshire ballot.
History was a funny thing; always so much simpler and less messy when viewed from afar. Real life was never straightforward, there was never only the one best, let alone a self-evidently obvious course to follow. The reality of getting things done in a World in which practical politics was everything was that compromise, fudge and complication blurred what academics called �the big picture�. Lately, he ruminated a lot about the night of the October War.
The Cuban Missiles Crisis had surprised the Administration but it had hardly been a bolt from the blue. Nor had it suddenly got �hot�. At the time the first photographs of missiles and missile launchers on Cuba had landed on the President�s desk. the Administration�s main focus had been on preventing the two most populous countries on the planet � China and India � going to war over Tibet. Moreover, all that summer and fall they had been preoccupied with the incendiary condition of many of the southern states. Things were worst in Mississippi but Alabama and Georgia were not far behind; a great swathe of the American south had seemed to be on the verge of an uprising, the outbreak of widespread communal violence seemed inevitable and the Administration was, by that point, sickeningly aware of the limits of its power to do anything to stop that violence if it once took hold. Right up until those spy plane photographs of missiles on Cuba had arrived in the White House the Administration had been more worried about what was going on in Oxford, Mississippi than it had been in Berlin or Havana.
When analysts had briefed the President and senior cabinet member about the range and likely payloads of the missiles in the U-2 pictures from Cuba, Bobby Kennedy had passed a weary hand across his brow and dryly inquired: �Can they hit Oxford, Mississippi?�
Notwithstanding, posterity would condemn the Administration out of hand but on that day in late October 1962 and all through that long, terrible night they had been groping their way through a geopolitical and military landscape fogged with the smoke of battle, shocked and frightened men trying to do what they honestly believed was the right thing.
Jack Kennedy had not sought his counsel before he unleashed the firestorm; and to this day he did not know what he would have said to his Commander-in-Chief had the question been asked�
That was then, this was now.
The rising clamour for state�s rights had been temporarily stilled by the December uprising; a narrow window of opportunity had opened and he was the man who was in charge of the heavy lifting that was necessary to shore up the Union against further shocks.
J. William Fulbright, Dean Rusk�s successor at the State Department had arrived at the meeting hall shortly ahead of the Vice President�s cavalcade. He and the Vice-President shook hands.
�Winter in New England,� the tall Texan grinned at his old sparring partner. Fifty-eight year old Missouri born Fulbright had been the junior senator for Arkansas since January 1945. In the days when Johnson had been the ringmaster of the US Senate, Fulbright had been the Chairman of two key Committees in the House; between 1955 and 1959 Chairman of the Senate Committee on Banking and Currency, and since 1959 Chairman of the Senate Committee on Foreign Relations. He was still, officially, Chairman of that latter committee because �the House� had yet to extract its collective thumb from its collective arse to elect a new Chairman. �Now that�s a thing for two old Southern Democrats like us, Bill!�
Fulbright was a no less impressive man physically than he was intellectually but Johnson understood why Jack Kennedy had not put Fulbright�s name forward for the State Department in 1961 � on the face of it Fulbright�s publicly stated �internationalism� would have sat more happily in a Nixon Administration � but he was not alone in thinking that if Fulbright had been at the helm of American foreign policy in the two years before the Cuban Missiles imbroglio, things might not have turned out so badly in October 1962.
�You and I need to talk before the generals get here,� Fulbright declared sternly. �I know the Peace Dividend cuts have been halted and that the President plans to reinstate our former military clout but in the meantime we have to pull in our horns.� He shrugged in apology. �Hell, Lyndon, I know the last thing you need is an old dog like me lecturing you on what you already know��
The Vice-President chuckled.
�It�s kind of academic, anyway,� he retorted dryly. �LeMay and the others know what�s coming but it�ll rest a lot easier with them if we can throw them a bone or two they aren�t expecting.�
Some thirty minutes later the main players were seated around an oval table beneath the high, airy rafters of the old hall. An open fire burned in a hearth at one end of the building, electric heaters had been installed to keep the ambient temperature somewhere in the high fifties Fahrenheit. All aides and junior staffers had been summarily dismissed from the conference and nobody was taking notes; because this was not the sort of �forum� anybody wanted to be reading about in somebody else�s memoires ten, fifteen, or twenty or more years time.
The Secretary of State sat to the Vice-President�s right hand, General Curtis LeMay, since the Battle of Washington the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee to his left. Seated clockwise around the table was Admiral David Lamar McDonald the Chief of Naval Operations, General David Monroe Shoup, the Commandant of the Marine Corps and currently also the Military Governor of the District of Columbia, General Harold Keith �Johnny� Johnson the acting Chief of Staff of the Army, three star General William Childs Westmoreland the Personal Military Assistant to the Secretary of Defense, Robert McNamara (who would have attended the meeting with Westmoreland had he not been snowed in at Andrews Air Force Base), and Major General Colin Powell Dempsey, Commander-in-Chief of the Washington State National Guard currently on attachment to the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee.
�Bill,� the Vice President nodded. �You have the floor.�
Fulbright looked around the table, making eye contacts. He knew Curtis LeMay, not well, but he knew him well enough to be confident that he had the measure of the senior military officer in the room. At least in the sense that he knew what to expect of �old iron pants�. Of the others, only Westmoreland had made any effort to meet with and or, offered to brief him, or to put himself at the new Secretary of State�s disposal while he �worked� himself into his �role at the State Department�. McDonald, the Navy man was supposed to be a �breath of fresh air� in comparison to his predecessor, Admiral Anderson; after the October War Anderson and his political boss, McNamara had hardly exchanged a civil word. �Johnny� Johnson was a survivor of the Bataan Death March, supposedly an able and �safe� pair of hands, his predecessor having been killed by a sniper at the height of the Battle of Washington. David Shoup had gone ashore with the 2nd Marines at Tarawa. By far the most interesting participant in today�s proceedings was the grey-haired, grey moustached man in freshly pressed combat fatigues conspicuously lacking insignia of rank or unit, sitting next to the Secretary of State.
Dempsey was the man who had quashed the �Bellingham� situation and developed the plan now being enacted in his home state and in neighbouring Oregon, to �regain the ground stolen by the scum of the earth on behalf of the decent people of those states�. Basically, Dempsey had begun to wage a low level counter-insurgency against the criminals and crazies, religious nuts and miscellaneous survivalists and backwoodsmen who had seized control of large forested and mountainous areas of all three West Coast states since the October War. Significantly, the example of the ruthless suppression of the Bellingham enclave had already brought dozens of previously defiant towns and locales back under the writ of the state authorities with barely a bullet fired in anger.
It was Dempsey who had set up and run Camp Benedict Arnold through which every suspected rebel prisoner captured in the District of Columbia during and in the weeks since the Battle of Washington had passed. There had been a rising groundswell of protest from among the liberal intelligentsia and religious groups about the brutality of the methods he had employed at Camp Benedict Arnold, where his people had isolated as many as seventy surviving members of the leadership cadre of what many of the rebels called the �Southern Resistance�.
J. Edgar Hoover and the Federal Bureau of Investigation had cavilled over this label; Hoover was still convinced the rebellion had been a communist-inspired � so-called Red Dawn � plot and to be fair the FBI had actually turned up a lot of hard evidence of the involvement of red-sympathisers, sometimes in collaboration with organised crime, racist and other extreme fringe political groupings running amok elsewhere in the Union at the height of the rebellion in Washington DC.
After the shock of the Battle of Washington and the �treatment� the Vice-President had handed out to the FBI � for its failure to see the coup d��tat coming � the veteran Director of the Bureau had been on his best behaviour lately. However, everybody in the room knew that sooner rather than later the old monster would return to type; how many Leopards have ever changed their spots?
Fulbright cleared his throat.
�The burden of today�s conference is to do with domestic security,� he prefaced. �The safety of the homeland. Not really my domain. The Vice-President asked me to be present because many of the decisions we make at home will have profound implications for our ongoing policy abroad in the wider World. I should also say that I am fully apprised of, and completely at one with the President�s redrawn foreign policy priorities.�
He paused to let his audience digest this.
�At my recommendation the President has authorized the reduction of our forces in South East Asia to a �trip wire� presence. We will hope to deter North Vietnamese aggression against its southern neighbour with the threat of air power based in Japan and on the Marianas. In the event this policy fails we will not, repeat not deploy further boots on the ground in that country. The troops earmarked to support the Saigon government will be immediately available for deployment in North America. Moreover, forces currently deployed in Alaska, Iceland, and on border patrol duties in California, Arizona, New Mexico and Texas will be released from those duties. I have also recommended to the President that it is imperative that we offer out British allies whatever Naval, Air, Land and Intelligence support in the Mediterranean that is practical to the limit of our current resources. I confirm that beyond this �limited� commitment to our British allies, the Administration has adopted a strategy of military disengagement and non-involvement elsewhere in the World outside the Americas. At this time the United States is not in a position to act as the �policeman of the World�. We will support the British in the Mediterranean and we will continue to treat the whole of the America�s as our legitimate sphere of influence. Any material extension of our support for the British, or any perception that we are prepared to send GIs to foreign places to fight somebody else�s wars in untenable at this time. The American people simply would not tolerate it and the Administration believes its altered foreign policy objectives reflect this. That is not to say that diplomatically the US will bury its head in the sand. We retain great influence in the World and the State Department will continue to maximise that influence where possible in support of our widespread commercial, industrial and mineral interests in Africa, Asia and elsewhere. I am also aware that a number of major American companies are looking to win re-construction contracts and salvage rights in Western Europe. The State Department takes the view that our strategic undertakings to the British, albeit falling short of former NATO �absolute� security guarantees will, in the mid to ling-term obviate any obstacles to our big corporations getting heavily involved in the first tranche of salvage operations and in receiving preferential treatment under the proposed �lend lease� and funding arrangements under discussion between our Treasury Department and the British Chancellor of the Exchequer.� He glanced around. �Are there any questions, gentlemen?�
For several seconds no man stirred.
�Excuse me, sir,� Colin Dempsey growled. His recent experiences dealing with senior officers had deadened his instinctive deference to rank. Notwithstanding that he held the officers in the room in high respect; he was less impressed with the standard of the political direction under which they had been operating in his time in Washington DC. From what he had seen the Administration badly needed to get a grip, and Congressmen and Senators alike were behaving like there had never been a Cuban Missiles War and as if the bloody battles in the streets of the capital city had been some kind of minor local difficulty hardly worthy of their consideration.
Nor did he like the conditionality of the �guarantees� the Administration had given to the British; they sounded like accidents waiting to happen and seemed to ignore vital long-term US strategic interests. Like for example, the safeguarding of Arabian oil supplies; the ongoing communist insurgencies in half-a-dozen sub-Saharan countries � among them Namibia, Mozambique, Somalia, the former Belgian Congo � and in North Africa. The Secretary of State had not even mentioned Korea, which troubled him more than somewhat.
As for the comments about gain access for American corporations to win �salvage contracts� in the war damaged lands; did he honestly believe that the British were going to allow �foreigners� on their, or any of the destroyed lands of their former allies, on what Wall Street was already touting as �treasure hunts�. He viewed Fulbright�s assertions about re-construction contracts and woolly asides about �lend lease� type deals to facilitate the same as unadulterated wishful thinking that bordered on being pure hogwash. Basically, the sort of thing a career politician who had never held down a proper job in his entire life said because basically, he did not know any better. If the US Treasury actually had serious money to spare after it had reversed the �peace dividend� cuts, it ought to be spent in America!
�Carry on General Dempsey,� Fulbright invited, perhaps sensing that he had over-tested the old soldier�s credulity.
The Washingtonian determined to restrict his �questions� to those pertinent to his own profession.
�The last time I was called back to do my yearly thirty days �reserve time� I was sent over to Bremerton to moderate a war game based on the premise that the Soviets, or their regional surrogates, were threatening the Saudi Arabian oilfields and the British refineries on Abadan Island.�
The Secretary of State nodded, reminded of the conversations he had recently had with the US Ambassador in Riyadh � who had been, he judged, somewhat complacent � and the exchange of telegrams he had subsequently had with Thomas Barger, the Chief Executive Officer of the Arabian American Oil Company (Aramco), who had been anything but sanguine about what he described as �America�s hugely weakened post-war and post Battle of Washington� position in the region. At his request Barger had flown back to New York where the two men had spent an evening discussing the oilman�s concerns. Basically, the Saudi Arabians � their economic development already severely curtailed by the post-war fall in the price of oil and the massive global reduction in demand for that oil � had been badly shaken by what had happened in Washington in December. Those events had suddenly brought into brutally sharp focus the absence of American GIs, aircraft and warships in the Middle East. Who was to keep the peace between the Shah to the Kingdom�s north across the waters of the Persian Gulf, and between Egypt, awash with modern Soviet weapons fired up with Islamic fervour, Egypt�s some time ally Syria and the well-armed, pugnacious loose cannon of the young Israeli State? What was America�s policy? Did America have a policy and after the insurrection at the heart of her government and what weight should the Kingdom place on its word?
These were all very good and very pressing questions!
Nevertheless, the Administration had decided to draw in its horns. There were British forces in the Middle East, albeit not strong forces, they ought to be sufficient to hold the line, or at least provide a �trip wire�. All the belligerents knew the British had nuclear weapons and a sizable navy.
As for Dempsey�s elliptical question about what would happen if �the Soviets� invaded Iran and or Iraq; well, that was so fanciful as to be ridiculous. There was no �Soviet threat�, and any attempt to conflate the chaos and terroristic confusion in Turkey and elsewhere in Asia Minor with a credible �threat� to the oilfields of the region was laughable.
�That�s an old scenario,� General �Johnny� Johnson observed, clearly keen to quash this nonsense so that the meeting could move on to more important business. �Our best intelligence discounts the intervention of a third party. The British are currently dealing with what appears to be a widespread terroristic insurgency in the Mediterranean. As for �the Soviets�, they don�t exist anymore!�
Dempsey frowned.
Presently, he became aware that Curtis LeMay was studying his face, and drew comfort from the knowledge that there was at least one other person in the room who was prepared to think the unthinkable, no matter how unpalatable it might be.
The old soldier sighed.
�Before the rebellion in DC our best intelligence was that there was no warning of what was about to happen, sir,� he said quietly.

Chapter 55

Tuesday 28th January 1964
State Capitol Building, Sacramento
It was a disaster! Worse, it was a disaster that Miranda Sullivan ought to have seen coming for days. It was not as if she had not been warned. Vincent Meredith, Sam Brenckmann and Sabrina Henschal�s dead-eyed private investigator cum attorney had cautioned her, told her in no uncertain terms that the only thing to do was to lie low until the press pack moved onto its next victim. But oh, no, she had known better and been far too mulishly proud to listen and now what ought to have been a quiet, poorly attended press call about the dates and venues for the first formal sessions of the California Civil Rights Forum, had turned into a three-ring circus!
And not just any three-ring circus!
This was bedlam, Barnum and Bailey on Benzedrine!
Nobody wanted to talk about civil rights; all the bastards wanted to talk about was Sam Brenckmann, Johnny Seiffert, the fire at The Troubadour, the corrupt cop Reggie O�Connell and a man called Doug Weston whom she had never met. Moreover, they did not just want to know about the aforementioned; they wanted to know which ones of them she had slept with, taken drugs with, and or committed any federally indictable offences with!
Her parents were going to go ballistic!
The Governor was probably going to sack her!
But, and it was a big proviso, she was not going to cry!
The flash bulbs exploded in her face, the barrage of questions buffeted her remorselessly. She sat very still, her pale white hands clasped on the desk before her, waiting. Waiting patiently, knowing intuitively that if she said a single word in her own defense she would be damned forever and that a dignified � or rather, as dignified as possible � silence was her only hope until the worst of the storm had blown over.
The only thing she had got right was to warn Dwayne John to stay away.
�This is a briefing from the Governor�s Office,� she had determined and Dwayne John knew her well enough by now not to argue with her when she had that particular look in her eyes. Like many men built like a man mountain there was a quirk in his soul that instantly recognized and responded to, a strong woman�s resolve. �You,� she had continued, �don�t work for the Governor. I do!�
Miranda had leavened the severity of her message by planting a pecking kiss on the big man�s cheek, as often she did these days because it seemed like the most natural thing. The disorientating experience of being drawn back into her old life had simply nudged her closer to Dwayne, and he to her. In fact, she did not know how she would have got through the last few days without �the big guy� beside her, constantly ready to catch her at a moment�s notice if she stumbled.
She blinked serenely into the flashing lights.
Although this press call was without doubt a disaster and would most likely result in her losing her job � which incidentally she liked a lot � in the bigger picture it was as nothing to the prospect of introducing Dwayne to her parents.
Miranda had not told the big guy about that yet.
She sighed long and hard and raised her right hand, open palm to her tormentors. It had been easier breaking Sam Brenckmann out of that nightmare concentration camp in San Bernardino than fighting her way past these jackals on the steps of the Capitol Building. She probably would not have got into the building at all if she had not had a bunch of FBI Special Agents at her shoulder. The trouble was a girl could not always count on Federal law enforcement officers always being there when she needed them because it was not as if she lived in a police state. Not unless you were unfortunate enough to be a person of color in Alabama, or Georgia, or the Carolinas or anywhere else in the old Confederate South where those hideous Jim Crow laws still prevailed.
Perhaps, she would wait a while before she introduced Dwayne to her parents; the poor darlings were still in shock � positively traumatized � about Gregory and Darlene. She had to hand it to her brother. She had always had him down as a loveable, charming klutz but the way he had marched into the lounge of the Sequoyah Golf and Country Club with Darlene in tow and: firstly, announced their impending nuptials; secondly, invited mother and father to the wedding in Sausalito of all places on the second Saturday of March; and thirdly (and this was the really cool thing) demanded not asked for an interest free loan to buy a boat (an old yacht), still had Miranda involuntarily succumbing to periodic mild giggling fits.
That was two days ago, her mother�s sixty-first birthday; a big family affair organized by Aunt Molly and her Uncle Harvey at which an apparently endless stream of local notables and minor celebrities had breezed in and out to pay their respects to the birthday girl.
Superficially, her mother had taken the unexpected development � the news about Gregory and Darlene � quite well in a rictus-smile sort of way. However, as soon as the happy couple left the room she had looked at Uncle Harvey and Aunt Molly as if it was their fault and later interrogated Miranda very much in the manner of an angry police detective interviewing a mob hit man who has just been caught red-handed within minutes of shooting dead his partner.
Thinking about it, it had been the frankest exchange of views Miranda had ever had with her mother, and vice versa. Afterwards, they had both been�a little surprised. Miranda had found herself confessing that yes, I knew about it� but �no, it wasn�t any of your business�. Her mother had accused her of being a �selfish girl� and of �not caring about her brother�s future happiness�. Miranda had practically gone toe to toe with her mother and then, as if passing thundercloud had suddenly passed overhead and the sun had come out again, mother and daughter had found themselves looking at each other trying not to laugh out aloud.
Miranda�s father who had hovered uncomfortably in the background while the two women had conducted their shouting match in front of the packed lounge of the Sequoyah Golf and Country Club, had taken the opportunity of the fleeting break in hostilities to step between mother and daughter.
With an arm around both of the women in his life he looked around the room, a smile playing on his handsome face. Like the old ham actor he was he had defused the unpleasantness in a moment.
�Margaret,� he had declared. �I�m blowed if I�m going to lend the boy a single cent. WE are going to buy him that bloody boat! At least that way we know the blasted thing won�t sink!�
He had sniffed the air, daring anybody to contradict him.
�And even if we must go all the way over to Sausalito for the wedding,� he concluded, �we�re paying for that too. And that�s all that I have to say about the matter.�
He had kissed Miranda on the top of her head, his wife on her brow and drawn the two women close.
Everybody in the lounge of the Sequoyah Golf and Country Club had started clapping and cheering�
Nobody in the small room on the ground floor of the California State Capitol Building had paid any attention whatsoever to Miranda�s raised hand.
She picked up one of the mimeographed copies of the list of planned meetings of the CCRF over the next three months and waved this, not really thinking it would make a great deal of difference.
She was right; it did not make any difference.
Collecting Sam Brenckmann from the hospital had been weird.
Dwayne had practically had to carry Sam Brenckmann from the car into Gretsky�s when eventually they had arrived back in Laurel Canyon last Thursday afternoon.
Typically, Sabrina Henschal had looked the big guy up and down like a cat sizing up her next meal. She and Sabrina had never got on, never seen eye to eye about anything really. Miranda had taken Sam away from her before she was ready to let go on him but it was more than that; Miranda did not like Sabrina, or Gretsky�s and the feeling was entirely mutual. She had been surprised � disarmed in fact � by how genuinely friendly and openly grateful Judy Dorfmann had been. It might have been because she was the one bringing the father of her six week old daughter back to her; either that or Sam�s girlfriend was just a really nice person. Judy was plain, very tired and utterly devoted to Sam and they had not let go of each other apart to make a fuss of Tabatha Christa in all the time Miranda and Dwayne had been at Gretsky�s. When she and the big guy had made their excuses and turned to leave Sam had given Miranda a hug � he had felt like a bag of bones � and done likewise with Dwayne. Judy had tried to hug and kiss the big guy, a physical impossibility until he had sheepishly bowed his head.
�Don�t be strangers, people,� Sam had grinned lopsidedly, his voice still sore and hoarse from the tubes the hospital had stuffed down his throat when he had reacted badly to Vincent Meredith�s Mickey Finn.
�Nice people,� Dwayne had offered as they drove away into the dusk.
Miranda had nodded, not trusting herself to speak.
Yes, they were nice people; the trouble was she had not realized it until then.
Returning to the matter at hand she waved the mimeographed sheet listing places and dates.
Okay, okay, this is not working!
�Would everybody please be quiet?� She asked pleasantly.
No, that did not work either.
�WOULD YOU ALL BE QUIET FOR A MOMENT PLEASE?�
Shouting worked better.
Miranda seized the moment.
�I am here to publicise the scheduled meetings of the California Civil Rights Forum. While I am on State property I am not authorized to, nor will I discuss personal matters.�
She smiled the smile she had seen her mother smile a thousand times when she came to conclusion that her interlocutor was an imbecile, or a gossip columnist. Miranda knew that she was not her mother. Her mother was an actress of the old school, an accomplished professional artiste and she was just starting out. Nevertheless, she smiled that smile and behind it she carried on thinking her thoughts.
Dwayne was going back to Georgia tomorrow for at least a fortnight. He wanted to talk to his people in Atlanta, to report back. He hoped to have a few minutes with Dr King.
�You will come back?� Miranda had checked once she got used to the idea that he was not going to be around for the next couple of weeks.
�I promise.�
She had been a mess ever since and that was not like her. She had not slept last night and even while she was subjecting herself to the pointless farrago of this alleged �press call� she was restless and distracted.
It was not as if she and the big guy were any more than friends.
He was not her boyfriend and she certainly was not his girlfriend, but�
Not knowing what exactly they were to each other made it doubly worse and whichever way she tried to rationalise her feelings, every time her thoughts completed another unresolved loop she felt just as big a mess as before.
Why did everything always have to be so complicated?

Chapter 56

Tuesday 28th January 1964
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
�I tell you honestly and directly, Dr King,� Jack Kennedy said with regret, �that at this time the civil rights of colored people are not, and cannot be the primary concern of my Administration. Please do not take this to mean that in any way I denigrate, you or your profoundly held beliefs and convictions, or personally think any less of a man or a woman because of the color of their skin. Like you I am a God-fearing man, I wrestle with my conscience every day of my life. I know that all men and women are created equal in the sight of God and have an inalienable right to be treated as equals in this land and in every land upon the face of this planet. But putting right centuries of wrongs is not the first priority of my Administration.�
The handsome black man seated across the coffee table from the most powerful man in the World pursed his lips, nodded his head almost imperceptibly.
No, of all the things he had imagined his President was going to say to his face � unambiguously and categorically � he had not expected this.
�Then what am I doing here, sir?� He inquired gruffly, for the moment restraining his bubbling inner turmoil and rising anger.
�I wanted to meet you man to man and to tell you,� Jack Kennedy shrugged and grimaced wanly, �man to man about the situation your country finds itself in. And then, when we are both standing in the middle of the same ball park I will talk to you about what I can do to help your movement, and what I am prepared to promise you publicly. And before you ask the obvious question; no, I have not yet finally decided whether I will run for re-election this fall. In some ways it may be the case that I can be of greater service to you this year if I stand aside in November, at least in the short term. Honestly, I don�t know the answer to that one, in fact between you and I, Dr King, there are a lot of things I don�t know the answer to. Like, for example, whether Chief Justice Warren will have me impeached once I have appeared before his Commission into the Causes and Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War.�
Martin Luther King suspected for a split second that the other man was joking; a second look into his green eyes found not mirth, only resignation.
�So, will you hear me out?� Jack Kennedy asked softly.
The face and voice of the African-American Civil Rights Movement inclined his handsome head a fraction to the right, his expression momentarily quizzical.
�You are my President, sir. Why ever would I not hear you out?�
There was no submission in this; it was a statement of fact and a declaration of everything Martin Luther King tried to stand for. He had never asked his white opponents for anything but the justice of dealing with him and his people with the decency, respect and consideration that they professed in their dealings with each other.
John Fitzgerald Kennedy was his President as much as he was the most violently bigoted Klansman�s President. Even if one did not respect the man � and King did respect the man despite his rumoured shortcomings and the disaster of the October War � all Americans should honour and respect the office of the President of the United States.
The President, the older of the two men by eleven years in age but past two decades in appearance, worn down as he was by the intolerable, unimaginable horrors of the last year, saw this in Martin Luther King�s questing brown eyes.
�Until last fall we,� he guffawed a sardonically deprecatory half-laugh, �I believed that at some level what had happened in October sixty-two might be mitigated by the notion that World War had finally been banished from the face of the Earth. In retrospect the �peace dividend� was premature; and future generations of historians will no doubt pillory me for my hubris and naivety. But then after what we all went through on the day and the night of the October War, what man would not want to honestly believe that the killing was over?�
Martin Luther King let this rhetorical question go unremarked.
�I now know that the �peace dividend� was a terrible mistake,� the President continued, �far from kick-starting the reconstruction of our bombed cities and re-gearing our national economy for the peaceful, better future to which we all so desperately aspire it has brought out the worst in us, divided us and compounded the post-war schism between the Administration and large sections of the House of Representatives. In promulgating the Warren Commission on the Causes and the Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War it is my hope that by making myself accountable to the House and to the American People in the most public and open way possible, that a beginning can be made in the great work of safeguarding the unity of the Union.�
�The Lord forgives all sinners who repent, Mr President.�
�Ah,� Jack Kennedy sighed, �God in his infinite mercy may forgive me for my trespasses but I never will, Dr King.�
The younger man wondered if his President had ever confessed this to another living soul; he felt unaccountably humble. He remained silent for this was a time for listening.
Jack Kennedy�s lips flinched into a fleeting smile.
�Last fall we believed that we had so thoroughly scourged the lands of our foes that no enemy could possibly emerge again in our lifetimes. Because of this we determined to beat our swords into ploughshares. Members of the Administration counselled me to go slowly but frankly, I took the view that it was better to get the pain over and done with as soon as possible.� He hesitated, hardly crediting the magnitude of his folly. �Shortly before the Battle of Washington I was made aware of the possibility that elements of the United States military had been suborned by traitors within the Pentagon and the State Department. The TV, radio and newspaper reports you will have read concerning apparent attacks by US aircraft of British warships and bases in the Atlantic and the Mediterranean were but the tip of a heinous conspiracy designed to provoke a war with the British and to topple the Administration. For reasons of national security I cannot describe to you the full particulars of what was a monstrous plot against the very fabric of the Union, suffice to say that we came within hours of an all out war with the British. So close that I suspect the verdict of history will be that but for the simultaneous outbreak of what the FBI, the Secret Service and the National Security Council now jointly describe as the �uprising of the Southern Resistance Militias� we and the British would have gone to war with frankly, incalculable results too dreadful to contemplate.!
�The Southern Resistance Militias?� Martin Luther King asked, his brow furrowing.
�The majority of the prisoners taken after the Battle of Washington describe themselves as either �members of the resistance�, or �God�s militiamen�, or �Sons of the South�, or �Avengers of the South�. The rebels are a polyglot group of almost exclusively white men drawn from the States of Virginia, West Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee, Georgia, Alabama and the Carolinas. Some black men were rounded up in the immediate aftermath of the battle but their involvement in the attempted coup d��tat seems to have been of a criminal or an accidental nature, specifically, they were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Many of the rebels hold violently fundamentalist Christian convictions that would not sit well on either your shoulders or mine. Their God is neither a God of love or toleration, their conception of mercy is essentially medieval and incidental to their alleged �faith�. Many of these people come from rural backwaters, and a proportion of them claim to have lost loved ones or distant relations in the October War. At this time the Justice Department is making preliminary preparations for the first trials of members of the leadership cadre of the �Southern Resistance Militias�. No decision has yet been made as to where these trials will be held, and no firm dates set. At the moment Bobby is looking to schedule the first hearings for some time in April or May.�
�Show trials?� The other man queried.
�No. Absolutely not. These people will be accorded each and every one of the constitutional rights that they were so keen to deny to their fellow citizens.� Jack Kennedy realized that his guest was testing him and had not intended to touch the raw nerve he had involuntarily exposed. �Certain battlefield interrogation methods were of necessity employed in the immediate aftermath of the battle of Washington, but you have my personal assurance that thereafter the constitutional rights of all prisoners have been scrupulously respected.�
Even in faraway Atlanta dark rumours had circulated about the torturing and summary execution of �rebels� at a place called Camp Benedict Arnold outside Washington near to the Civil War battlefield of Manassas.
�Historians will look at our age and judge us as if we had perfect twenty-twenty oversight and understanding of each and every one of the great matters of our day,� Jack Kennedy continued, his tone turning reflective. �Yet even while we speak our British allies are trying to contain � and to understand, which is even harder � an apparently widespread terroristic insurgency that has spread like wildfire across the steppes of Anatolia, overflowed across the Aegean and is threatening to drive them out of Cyprus. At the very time our British friends find themselves over-stretched and beleaguered in the Mediterranean, by events which may eventually threaten our own interests in the Middle East, we find ourselves � by our own hand � weakened and hamstrung. Tomorrow Secretary of State Fulbright flies to the United Kingdom at the beginning of a ten-day period of what he is calling �shuttle diplomacy� to attempt to strengthen old regional alliances in the Mediterranean and hopefully form new ones in North Africa. I plan to follow him to Portugal,� he shrugged, �to cement a new alliance with that country and its leader, Prime Minister Salazar, and then to fly wherever America might find, and rediscover, friends in the old world.�
Martin Luther King was fascinated, tingling with a guilty excitement.
�Forgive me,� his President drawled, betraying momentarily the depth of his underlying weariness, �but prior to your arrival I was informed that the British are so worried about the situation in the Eastern Mediterranean, that they are in the process of mounting an operation to remove nearly forty nuclear weapons from a pre-October War storage facility near Limassol, Cyprus.�
�Don�t we have any ships or aircraft or GIs in the area, Mr President?�
�We pulled out of the Mediterranean last year. There are mothballed bases in the Saudi Arabian peninsula and we maintain friendly contacts with Israel � theoretically several of their air bases are available to our aircraft in an emergency � but otherwise we disengaged from that theatre of operations when the Sixth Fleet was disbanded last summer. We have a number of aircraft and a few Marines in Italy and bases in Spain, all of which are presently locked down while investigations continue into the events of early December.�
�The attacks on British ships?�
�Yes,� the President confirmed tersely. �That, the bombing of Malta and the involvement of traitors within the State Department and the CIA in encouraging the Spanish to believe that we the United States stood behind General Franco�s regime in a proxy war fought on our behalf against the British.�
The implications of this made the hairs on the back of Martin Luther King�s neck stand on end as if he was positioned in the center of a powerful electrical field.
�So,� Jack Kennedy went on, his manner increasingly like that of a man trudging determinedly across an ever muddier ploughed field, �for one reason or another we find ourselves militarily enfeebled at the very time that unsuspected, and frankly, unimagined internal and external threats to the Republic are emerging. This at the same time it has become imperative to remove the Federal Government from Washington DC to Philadelphia. As if this itself was not a nightmare, and it is, the House of Representatives is out for the Administration�s blood, it is election year, and our only militarily robust ally � the United Kingdom � is preoccupied with feeding its people largely because Congress blocked the Administration�s attempts to send aid last year, and is almost certainly strategically over-stretched in the Eastern Mediterranean; an area which is a virtual intelligence black spot at this time. As we speak the US Atlantic Fleet is mobilising every available ship and submarine to sail for the Mediterranean; that�s how concerned the Administration and the Chiefs of Staff are about what might be going on over there!�
Jack Kennedy�s quietly persistent vehemence hung in the air between the two men.
�Oh, and I might be impeached at any time,� he added, grinning boyishly as if this was the least of his worries. �But that�s not the thing. Last year the Administration prevented you bringing the Southern Civil Rights Movement to Washington. In so doing the Administration knocked the wind out of the sails of your movement; and subsequently riots and civil disorder across the South last summer and fall happened anyway. I should have stood my ground; you should have marched on Washington.�
The President of the United States of America leaned towards his guest.
�This year when you march on Philadelphia,� he said quietly but with an iron purpose, �I give you my word that will stand beside you on the steps of City Hall when you address the nation.�

Chapter 57

Tuesday 28th January 1964
Baton Rouge, Louisiana
�You gotta tell me where we�re going sooner or later, Pa?� Isaac Cheney suggested respectfully in an unnaturally timid voice for such an obviously vigorous and well-constructed young man.
Father and son were sitting in the window of the greasy diner on a dusty road near the ever-expanding city limits of the state capital. Galen Cheney viewed his younger son with a thoughtfulness that almost amounted to indulgence.
�I reckon we�ll head up to Vicksburg via Natchez. After that we�ll head over to Jackson and Meridian on Interstate 20.�
�We�re headed for Meridian?�
The father shook his head.
�No, there are brothers and sisters in Atlanta who need our help, son.�
Isaac Cheney thought about the two long guns he had lovingly cared for these last few months now stored in the hidden compartment in the trunk of the rusty old Dodge parked outside the diner.
�What�s in Atlanta, Pa?�
�We�ll worry about that when we get there. That won�t be for two or three days. There�s no hurry and we don�t want any trouble with state troopers.�
Isaac grinned nervily.
The only person he had ever felt comfortable with was his father; the man he knew � much to his confusion � seemed to terrify everybody else. Even his big brother Mickey was afraid of Pa although Isaac had never seen his father raise his hand to him.
Pa and Mickey had had some kind of fight the morning they left Texas City; something to do with the girl Sarah Jane that Pa had made him go with the night before. Pa had said Sarah Jane would cry but that he had to be strong.
She had cried when he had gone with her. Later she had sobbed and turned her back on him; he had taken her from behind, anyway. She had stopped crying after that and he had felt dirty. Sarah Jane was pretty, maybe twelve or thirteen, the same age as his dead sister Hannah. Although Hannah would be older now, of course. He ought to have let Sarah Jane alone after he had defiled her that second time but she had smelled so good and she had been so, well, helpless, that he had rolled her onto her back and despoiled her one last time as she lay, unmoving, coldly oblivious beneath his flailing loins. He would not have hit her so hard if she had not been such a whore�
Isaac gathered up every scrap of courage.
�Are we doing God�s work in Atlanta, Pa?�
�Men like us are always doing God�s work, son.�
Isaac Cheney smiled, inwardly warmed by his father�s reassuring words but he still wondered what awaited them in Atlanta. He recollected that Atlanta was from where that murdering godforsaken criminal Sherman had marched through Georgia. History was not really Isaac�s thing; he did not have the memory for it, all those fact and figures, places and people! People were trouble, that much he had learned in his twenty some years. His sisters had made fun of him, his Ma had treated him like he was a retard or something, only his Pa had understood, only Pa seen his world through his eyes and understood. One day Pa had stood at the school gate and after that none of the other kids ever made fun of him, the gangs left him alone, nobody talked to him and that had suited him just fine. The teachers had stopped giving him work to take home, never asked him to read aloud again in class; it was around then he had picked a fight with two kids because he thought he could but his Ma had chased him out of the house with a stick when he got home, so he had never done that again.
Isaac had hated leaving home without shaking his Mickey�s hand. Mickey had always looked after him when Pa was not around, Mickey understood him too, just not in the way Pa did.
When he was packing up the Dodge, Mickey had given him that look.
�You don�t even know what you�ve done wrong,� he had muttered accusingly.
�I just done what Pa told me to do, Mickey��
The protest had fallen on cruelly deaf ears.
It was not as if Mickey had not done bad things when they had been up in Bellingham. He had shot men, gone with women in the beginning before everything went crazy.
Trophy sniper.
That was what the guys in charge in Bellingham had called Isaac.
Mickey had been his spotter; he had drawn the bead, the long rifle rock steady in his nerveless hands and a mile away another spy, or trespasser, or mountain goat or deer had gone down.
Looking back those first three months in Bellingham had been the happiest days of his life. It had been him and Mickey together, out in the woods most of the time, stalking, waiting, and killing.
�You�ve gone with lots of girls!� Isaac had retorted, thinking his argument perfectly unanswerable.
�I�ve never been with a woman who didn�t want to go with me!� Mickey had snapped back instantly with a speed and venom that had disorientated the younger brother, much as if a stinging right cross had slammed into the flat of his jaw. �I�ve never gone with a child!�
Isaac had been utterly lost.
Woman, child, girl?
What did that have to do with anything?
The last he had seen of his brother was Mickey�s back as he stomped away shaking his head.
�Mickey said I did wrong with Sarah Jane, Pa?� He voiced before he could stop himself.
Galen Cheney put down his cup.
�Woman was made of Adam�s rib,� he sniffed. He viewed his son with agate hard eyes for several seconds. �Woman must submit to Man�s dominion, boy. That is the way of things. Remember Genesis. So God created man in his own image. In the image of God he created him; male and female created he them. And God blessed them and said unto them be fruitful and multiply, and replenish the earth and subdue it; and have dominion over every living thing that moveth over the earth!�
No, Isaac remembered none of that.
�A man is not a man,� his father declared as if reading from holy writ carved into the living rock of the tablets in his hand, �until he has impregnated his seed into a woman. Procreation is our sacred duty to God.�
�Sarah Jane cried, Pa?�
Galen Cheney guffawed and shook his head.
�Women cry a lot, son.�

Chapter 58

Tuesday 28th January 1964
Community Meeting Hall, Fort Washington, Pennsylvania
Lyndon Baines Johnson honestly did not know if the pact he had made with his President in the darkest hours of the Battle of Washington was worth a mess of beans. He had not walked away from their solemn handshake with overly high expectations; anticipating being shot down by the Kennedy camp�s Irish Mafia sooner rather than later. Basically, he had been playing things day by day. But then Kenny O�Donnell, the ultimate Kennedy insider had stood down and his own man, Marvin Watson had been endorsed as his replacement as White House Appointment Secretary, the President�s de facto Chief of Staff. Suddenly, the raucous voices of the Boston and Chicago factions were being drowned out by, well, reason at last and as he stepped on more and more toes and ruffled more and more feathers, nobody close to the President had so much as raised a finger to stop him let alone said �boo� to a passing goose.
The last few weeks had reminded the Vice-President that he had once been the ring master of the Senate. Apart from the fact that there was an election in November that he did not believe any Democrat could possibly win; he was a man back in his natural element at the heart of the Administration.
The President had gone back to doing what he did best: being John Fitzgerald Kennedy, dragging Jackie around the Union as if he had made up his mind to run again in November. Back in the District of Columbia Bob McNamara was planning the reconstruction of the Capitol and the long-term reshaping of the US military machine. Here in Philadelphia Lyndon Baines Johnson called the shots.
The President had asked him to oversee the removal of the House of Representatives and the Federal Government to Philadelphia, and to turn his mind to the great national reconstruction which ought to have been the Administrations number one priority this time last year.
Better late than never.
The man who had been the most influential American after Eisenhower in the late 1950s had known better than to simply sign up to this �new deal� within the Administration. Big projects simply were not doable in the US system without command of the necessary �levers�. Levers for example, like the Moon Project which far too many people who really ought to have known better still regarded as theatre rather than a sensible way to expend huge amounts of federal dollars. Exactly the same people whose support LBJ most needed to overcome and to over-ride Congressional and Senatorial inertia, and to redirect substantial commercial and industrial assets to the massive reconstruction schemes for bomb-ravaged Seattle, Chicago, Buffalo, South Boston and Houston, were exactly the same people who also badly wanted a piece of other big projects like the Moon Program which he had firmly secured in his back pocket. Politics was about leverage and nobody ever got anything worthwhile done if he was not prepared to get his hands dirty.
Lyndon Baines Johnson had always accepted this precept because he had actually gone into politics to change things for the better. Standing next to the Kennedy brothers he cut a weathered, grizzled figure, a man whose time had come and all but gone by the time he was sworn in as Vice-President. Few people suspected that his was the one practical political mind within the Administration actually focused on the dark underbelly of the American dream; the poverty and the bigotry which blighted great swathes of the south and the industrial cities of the north, the abomination of the anti-Diluvium Jim Crow Laws and the taint of sleaze which seemed to afflict every level of government. While it was true that in the idle sinecure of the Vice-Presidency he had had a lot of time to think about such things, it had troubled him for many years that despite the unprecedented post-war boom of the late 1940s and the 1950s, prosperity had singularly failed to reach, or �trickle down� to so many Americans.
That in the modern age the most scientifically advanced and economically successful country on the planet had no safety net for its old, its sick and its unemployed was a national disgrace. Why was it that in the land of the free anybody who talked about the government taking responsibility � any responsibility at all � for the health and wellbeing of poor Americans was ridiculed as a closet socialist? Now more than ever there was much great work to be done; and yes, if he had to get his hands dirty in righting those wrongs that were within his power to right, so be it.
In December Jack Kennedy had told him he did not intend to stand for re-election. That was pure baloney and he had told the younger man as much. It was inconceivable that JFK�s name would not be listed on the ballot when the New Hampshire Primary came around in less than six weeks time�
Johnson realized he had been woolgathering.
�Tell me about the status of the Atlantic Fleet again?� He asked, sitting back in his chair.
The Chief of Naval Operations, Admiral David Lamar McDonald stirred. He guessed that the Vice-President had been taking a brief time out from the conference�s deliberations ahead of confronting the most problematic item on the agenda. He took a moment to organise his thoughts and replayed a conversation he had had with Johnson a week ago in his rooms at City Hall.
There had been ten fleet carriers in service at the time of the October War including five of the eight huge modern Kitty Hawk and Constellation Class ships. In addition, the nuclear-powered USS Enterprise had just finished working up and was about to join the fleet. The arbitrary �peace dividend� mothballing of over two-thirds of the surface fleet had left the Navy with three operational carrier battle groups. The Kitty Hawk was not likely to be fit for sea again for at least two months; the Independence was currently in the Indian Ocean heading home for a six month refit; and the Enterprise was working up in the North Atlantic � assimilating a new command team subsequent to the summary removal of her previous flag officer, most of his staff and several key members of the nuclear-powered carrier�s operations team � in the aftermath of the �Dreadnought Incident� in which aircraft flying off the nuclear powered carrier had attacked the British submarine and ended up accidentally sinking the USS Scorpion.
The reactivation of other recently mothballed major surface assets had not started; nor would it for some weeks and none of the other de-commissioned big carriers could be returned to service before the autumn at the earliest. The only part of the fleet which had not been completely hamstrung by the �Peace Dividend� exercise was the Submarine Division. It had got away with mothballing all its conventional, old-fashioned diesel-electric boats, halting the ballistic missile submarine building program, and by making superficial adjustments to the scheduled rate at which it was building the next generation of nuclear-powered hunter killers.
�We can send the Enterprise and her escorts to the Mediterranean,� the Chief of Naval Operations had stated unequivocally. However, he had immediately added an important caveat. �Enterprise is not fully combat ready. Her command team has not had time to bed in and most of her original air group was rotated after the events of last month.�
�Can she fight?� The Vice-President had inquired.
�Yes, sir. She can fight.�
�What else can we send?�
�Three, maybe four SSNs can be warned for departure or diverted to the Mediterranean in the next forty-eight hours.� McDonald was not a man who went in for hand wringing. �As to the surface fleet,� he had informed the Vice-President, �the way so many ships were taken out of service and so many key personnel were sent ashore in so short a period has damaged the esprit de corps of the whole service, sir. That�s going to make it hard to reverse the cutback programs still in effect. Before we can get parts of the Fleet back to sea we need to stop the ongoing mothballing. Another issue is that a lot of officers have resigned their commissions. Some by way of a protest, I suppose. But others because they are afraid they�ll get caught in the FBI�s dragnet. If you want the Navy back at sea as fast as possible somebody is going to have to call off the witch hunt. Either way, we�re eighteen months to two years away from restoring the Fleet to its pre-war fighting strength.�
McDonald did not think that the Vice-President had forgotten a single word of that week old conversation, notwithstanding, he paraphrased it anew.
�The leading elements of the Enterprise Battle Group are preparing to sail as we speak, sir.�
Major General Colin Powell Dempsey had listened to the statements of policy and the reports of the Chiefs of Staff of the Air Force, the Army, the Navy and of the Marine Corps with quiet interest. Around this table Curtis LeMay, now elevated to the Chairmanship of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee still spoke for the Air Force, General Harold �Johnny� Johnson for the Army, Admiral McDonald for the Navy and General David Shoup for the Marines, and Dempsey as a jumped up National Guardsman whose substantive rank in the US Army Reserve was that of a lowly lieutenant-colonel, had adopted the approach of only speaking when he was spoken to up until now.
�Chicago,� Lyndon Johnson grunted. �Something has to be done about Chicago.�
Suddenly everybody was looking at Dempsey as if he was the answer to their prayers. The greying veteran tank commander had spent the last few days looking at the aerial photographs, reading the situation reports and talking to officers and men who had spent time on the front line in the shattered Windy City.
He was tempted to tell his exalted audience that he was having a little trouble believing that they could have completely mishandled the situation quite so badly. He would have but for the caveat that most of the senior officers who had served on the line in Chicago reported that they had had their hands tied behind their back by �the President�s people in South Chicago�.
�Forgive me, sir,� he said instead. �It is my assumption that I am here because of Bellingham, the operations my people back on the West Coast are conducting against enclaves in the countryside and the work you asked me to undertake at Camp Benedict Arnold?�
Nobody interrupted him.
�Respectfully, none of that has any bearing on the situation as it exists in Chicago,� he explained. �Bellingham style tactics would turn what�s left of Chicago into the Stalingrad of the Great Lakes. The employment of military force � probably military force of an order several times that which has already been applied to the, er, problem � is a given in any viable solution but all the plans I have seen would, frankly, result in a Chicagograd disaster in which tens or scores of thousands of non-combatants would be killed.�
�What would you do if you were in charge, Dempsey?� Curtis LeMay demanded brusquely.
�I don�t know, sir.�
�You don�t know?� Marine Corps Commandant General David Shoup queried, a little surprised.
Dempsey turned to him.
�In my opinion the late General Taylor�s plan involving a partial blockage of areas of the city, attempts to negotiate local cease fires and surrenders and relatively small scale offensive actions at need, was a rational and proportionate response to the situation as it pertained in the late summer of last year, sir. However, I believe � as I am sure General Taylor would agree was he here today in this room � that the time for that plan has now passed. The situation on the ground has changed for the worse and a lot of people will have died in the winter weather the last couple of months.�
General Maxwell Taylor and several of his most senior staffers had died in an air crash coming back from a tour of inspection of US Forces in South Korea, Japan and Hawaii in October. But for the qualified support of the former commander of the 101st Airborne Division and veteran of the Normandy Invasion, the Kennedy Administration could never have gone ahead with the �peace dividend� cuts; for no other man could have held the disparate, disgusted US Defense establishment in check in the face of such intolerable provocation. Every man around this table had been shocked and a little lost when the news of Taylor�s disappearance over the Pacific had filtered through the grapevine. It was only when Curtis LeMay, a very different man but of equally formidable presence had emerged from the chaos of the Battle of Washington as the only man the President could appoint to the vacant Chairmanship of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee, that the much reduced and badly shaken US military machine had begun to re-find its mission.
General Johnny Johnson, the latest distinguished officer to attempt to fill Maxwell Taylor�s shoes as Chief of Staff of the US Army placed his hands on the table before him.
�You served with General Taylor in the Ardennes, they tell me,� he smiled thinly.
�I had that honour, sir,� Dempsey replied stiffly. �General Patton assigned me to the HQ of 101st Airborne for several weeks prior to the German offensive. I was wounded several days into the Battle of the Bulge operating in support of elements of the 101st near Bastogne.�
This produced a thoughtful quietness around the table.
�When I said I don�t know what to do about the situation in Chicago,� Dempsey remarked, his tone mirroring the briefly contemplative mood of the senior officers around him. �That is not to say that I don�t have anything to say about the matter. Specifically, I have one observation about the current tactical situation in Illinois in general, and a question that I would like to pose to the room.�
The Vice-President fulminated, but nodded for him to continue.
�The winter weather has effectively closed down operations in both the city of Chicago and in the surrounding areas of Illinois currently not under Federal control. Given the resources available to us and the impracticality of mounting major operations at this time we actually have a window in which to review our plans.�
�What was the question you wanted to put to the room?�
�Is it the Administration�s policy to eradicate all armed opposition, or is it the Administration�s purpose to accommodate former rebels within the Union, sir? I ask the question because if the answer is the former then nothing short of a bloodbath on the scale of a Chicagograd will achieve that end. Whereas, if the objective is simply to bring, in some meaningful way, �rebels� back within the fold then the application of overwhelming lethal military force may be avoidable.�
�What have you got in mind, Dempsey?� Curtis LeMay demanded.
The older man looked around the table.
�With your permission, sirs,� he sighed, �I need to be in Illinois to answer that question.�

Chapter 59

Friday 31st January 1964
Giraud Corn Exchange Trust Building, Broad Street, Philadelphia
J. Edgar Hoover positively loathed the new accommodation allocated to his Headquarters Staff in the thirty-one storey tower adjacent to the old Giraud Corn Exchange Bank which the Vice-President had designated as the Philadelphia White House. He had already attempted to speak to Lyndon Baines Johnson to express his displeasure on three occasions, on each of which Johnson had cried off claiming prior engagements. The Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation had been so �insulted� by the situation that he had asked his Deputy, Clyde Tolson to find �alternative secure and appropriate premises� for the Bureau elsewhere in the city.
Thus far Tolson had made little progress in this regard but Hoover had not thought to chase or harry him; they had both been distracted by that distasteful business on the West Coast concerning �the Ambassador�s son� and they were still basking in the success of a job well done that had � almost incidentally � resulted in scores of racketeering and organised crimes related arrests. In fact the mission to California had been so successful that the Attorney General, no less, had sent him a personal, respectful and solicitous note of appreciation the previous day commending the �swift, professional work of the Bureau� and thanking him personally for finding time in his �extremely busy schedule� to travel to the West Coast to �oversee the immaculately executed operation�.
Apart from the Vice-President�s infuriating attempt to have him locked away in this glass and steel monstrosity of a building in downtown Philadelphia � in which and from it would be impossible to conduct �private� and �confidential� business with his friends in the House of Representatives � J. Edgar Hoover�s outlook was remarkably rosy. Immediately after the Battle of Washington he had been afraid he was going to be fired, dismissed in disgrace and most likely, publicly pilloried by the Administration as it frantically scrabbled to cover up its own shortcomings. Unaccountably, he and the FBI had been granted a second chance and as oddly, the last few weeks had been among the most exhilarating of his whole career. He and Clyde Tolson had traversed the country rallying the troops, and mounted a string of old-fashioned, classic gang-busting raids. The whole of the FBI had become energised without him having to lift a finger; every agent suddenly had the light of battle in his eyes. The success of the �California visit� had simply been the icing on the cake.
To be back in �the office�, especially this new, soulless contemporary suite of �executive rooms� in Philadelphia was something of a letdown; and he and Clyde had commiserated with each other about it on the way into work that morning. The post Battle of Washington furore, or as they frequently said, the �fight back� had reminded them of their gang busting hey days in the thirties. Hunting down and confronting mobsters, shoot outs with Thompson sub-machine guns, firestorms of newspaper and radio coverage�
Those had been the days!
But for the situation surrounding his �new� Headquarters � made doubly galling because his people had been the ones who first identified the empty Giraud Corn Exchange Trust Building as a suitably prestigious location for the Bureau before the Vice-President�s real estate sharks had muscled in on the deal � the legendarily mean-spirited and curmudgeonly Director of the FBI�s disposition might have been positively sunny that morning.
However, as he looked out over the city from his relatively lofty perch on the nineteenth floor it rankled that he had been bested by the Vice-President and he still coveted the great rotunda below his feet. That building would have been the perfect new home for the Federal Bureau of Investigation!
The one-time headquarters of the Giraud Corn Exchange Trust � situated a few hundred yards from City Hall, which was soon to be inaugurated as the home of the relocated House of Representatives � was superbly grand, it was built like a fortress and it had a huge vault, a likely bomb shelter in this troubled age � and a surfeit of office space within it. Designed by the architect Frank Furness in 1908 as a reproduction of the Pantheon in Rome; Furness had constructed the exterior structural fabric employing nine thousand tons of Georgia marble and the interior with Carerra marble quarried in Italy. A relief of Stephen Giraud, the bank�s founder was carved above the colonnaded entrance � a bust of J. Edgar Hoover�s own head would have fitted well in that space � and the oculus of the rotunda�s one hundred foot diameter dome was one hundred and forty feet above where � in an ideal, fairer and much more just world � the Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation might have deigned to greet dignitaries visiting his domain�
But it was not to be.
There was a knock at the door and he turned around as Clyde Tolson walked into the office with a sheaf of files under his left arm. His friend and right hand man was a little breathless and had obviously been suppressing a broad smile for some minutes.
�Do you recollect I said the boys reported that there was something fishy about the shooting in Berkeley on the first night of the fighting in Washington, Chief?� He prefaced rhetorically, permitting his suppressed good humour to vent via an unusually toothy grin.
�Berkeley, yes,� Hoover acknowledged, his normally staccato delivery always softened in the presence of his closest associate in both life and in his work.
Of the two men Tolson was the younger, by five years, and the taller men; and his was the calmer temperament and the more meticulous mind. He was a man who preferred to stand back out of the photo line; he had enjoyed his share of the fame in the shoot outs of the thirties but cared little for the constant limelight that shone on his close friend and boss of well over thirty years. He was a practical man, never happier than when he was immersed in the minutiae of administering the great, complex workings of the nation�s one great Federal law enforcement organisation. However, if he was being honest with himself, in retrospect he realized he had been in a little bit of rut in recent years and the excitement of the last six weeks had shaken him out of the doldrums.
�Four agents gunned down,� Tolson reminded his friend, so enthused by the news he had brought to Hoover that the words tripped from his lips before he reminded himself that the Director was hardly likely to need to be reminded of the murder, or the circumstances of those murders, of four of their agents.
�There was a problem with the identification of one of the bodies?� J. Edgar Hoover queried as the two men naturally gravitated to comfortable chairs in front of the Director�s massive, uncluttered desk in the window. Any other man visiting Hoover would have been required to stand before that desk and recite his report from memory.
Clyde Tolson rifled the topmost case file.
�Christie, Dwight.�
�There was some mess up with the fingerprint report?�
�We now know the reason for the mismatch was that the man identified at the scene as Agent Christie could not have been Christie, Chief.�
Hoover scowled, said nothing.
�The fingerprints don�t match. And the dead man in Berkeley had had his appendix removed!�
�Why didn�t the people in California pick up on this before now?�
�Things were a mess out there, Chief,� Tolson observed, �and then we pulled everybody off what they were doing to focus on the Los Angeles operation.�
J. Edgar Hoover was still scowling. Normally his friend would not make allowances for oversights and the negligent conduct of his duties by any agent. It was symptomatic of the strange times in which they lived that he could not presently find it in his heart to take Tolson, albeit mildly, to task for his sentimentality.
�But even so,� his boss retorted as an afterthought.
�I will review the actions of our people in the normal way when things have quietened down, Chief,� he was assured. Clyde Tolson was FBI Associate Director responsible for the oversight of discipline within the Bureau and he took his duties very, very seriously.
�I know, I know.� Hoover�s curiosity about the other files his friend had brought to him was growing apace. �But Agent Christie�s gun was recovered from the scene?�
�Yes. Fragments of a round fired from his gun were discovered in the wall of one of the downstairs rooms, and, we think, from the unidentified body. The technical boys can�t be sure because they have been unable to reconstruct large enough pieces of either round. Both rounds were either hollow-point or soft-headed, or maybe scored, the way hunters sometimes tamper with their bullets. Both rounds disintegrated on impact with their target. But,� Tolson added, his tone that of a man about to pull a rabbit from a hat at a party, �several of the substantially intact rounds recovered at the scene were found not to match any of the guns of the dead agents. So,� he sucked in a gulp of air, �the labs started looking for matches and hey presto, the gun that fired at least four of the rounds in the Berkeley shootings was used in three separate killings between February and September last year.�
�Where?� Hoover spat.
�One in Sacramento on February 9th, one in Glendale on June 20th, and one in San Diego on September 3rd. Sacramento and Glendale look like mob hits, single male victims with known organised crime links. San Diego was a guy and his wife playing golf. The victim was in real estate, no known mob links, no criminal record.� Tolson closed the first file on his lap. �Our people realized there was a problem with the ID of the fourth body three days ago and the technical guys have been turning over Agent Christie�s apartment in San Francisco ever since. They haven�t found prints matching the unidentified dead man in Berkeley, but,� he grinned like a kid who has just hooked a catfish, �they�ve turned up something even better, Chief!�
�What, Clyde?� Hoover could hardly contain himself now.
�You remember those shootings and rapes on military bases last fall? And those suicides that the Army and the Air Force wouldn�t let us onto Department of Defense property to investigate?�
The Director of the FBI was still angry about that. He was a man who never forgot a slight and made a point of holding grudges for all time. Attorney General Kennedy and his Deputy, Nicholas Katzenbach had failed to give his requests for intervention the priority he had judged necessary. He had known the Department of Defense was hiding something from him!
�The lab has matched prints taken at Christie�s apartment with those discovered on the car of Lieutenant-Colonel Paul Gunther, he was head of security at Ent Air Force Base on the night of the Cuban Missiles War. He supposedly committed suicide.�
�Remind me of the particulars, Clyde.�
�One night he drove out into the hills, put his service pistol � a Remington-Rand forty-five calibre piece � in his mouth and blew out his brains, Chief. There was no suicide note and there had been no previous indication that he suffered from depression. It was his youngest boy�s birthday in a week or so, he was happily married and coming up to retirement. His wife said they were planning to go down to Sonora. Gunther had trouble with old war wounds � Guadalcanal, I think � and the wife said it would do him good to feel the sun on his face every morning.�
Tolson paused for breath.
�It gets better, Chief. The prints from Christie�s apartment and Colonel Gunther�s car match with those found at the scene of a homicide and rape in Colorado Springs. A really twisted one. A man called Carl Drinkwater � he was some kind of computer whiz at NORAD and his wife Martha. Their kids, too. The husband was killed with a single headshot, we don�t know if that was before or after his wife was raped and strangled, or the two kids died. A boy and a girl, the oldest not yet four; blunt force trauma to the skull. Martha Drinkwater was approximately three months pregnant when she was murdered. The lab recovered a deformed .44 calibre Magnum round from a hardwood structural support. Analysis is ongoing to establish if this bullet was fired from the same gun that was used in as many as five other killings since last fall.�
J. Edgar Hoover�s scowl had morphed into an evil grimace.
His friend would not have briefed him thus and saved the best for last unless it was a real show stopper.
�Do we have a match for these prints, Clyde?�
�Cheney,� Tolson smiled. �John Herbert, AKA Galen Cheney!�

Chapter 60

Saturday 1st February 1964
Oak Hill, Wethersfield, Connecticut
The Betancourt family�s summer �weekend� retreat � as befitted a country hideaway where senior Democrats all the way back to FDR�s time had secretly met in conclave to foment forthcoming plots and coups � was a large, much modernised old six bedroom colonial style house dating from the middle of the nineteenth century.
Dan Brenckmann�s only previous visit to his boss�s hideaway in the rolling hills and forests of Connecticut had been on the night of the October War; the night his kid sister Tabatha had been consumed by the thermonuclear firestorm over Buffalo. Just thinking about that night chilled his soul. It had been several days before he had learned his parents had survived the bomb that destroyed Quincy, and many weeks before his submariner elder brother Walter junior had returned from patrol and checked in with Ma and Pa. It went without saying that his kid brother Sam had gone missing for several months, only resurfacing again in the spring. However, on that dreadful late October night in 1962 he had suddenly been confronted with the possibility that not just Tabatha but his parents and both his brothers might have been swept away in the maelstrom. It had been the worst night of this life redeemed only by the fact that he had been with Gretchen.
Dan switched off the engine of his company Lincoln � only a 1960 model because he was the new boy at Betancourt and Sallis, Attorneys at Law, of Boston, Massachusetts � and clambered stiffly to his feet in the cool, overcast late New England morning. It had rained heavily on the way up, worked the Lincoln�s wipers almost to destruction until miraculously, possibly serendipitously, the deluge had lifted as he turned off Interstate 91 to follow the twisting back roads up into the hills.
The first time he had come to Wethersfield Mrs Nordstrom, for over three decades the Betancourt�s housekeeper had viewed Dan as if he was something which might, conceivably, have just crawled out from beneath a slimy stone. Kathleen Nordstrom was a large, fierce looking matronly woman of indeterminate later middle years whose stern visage was amply sufficient to turn a strong man�s knees to jelly.
Understandably, when that unbending visage suddenly dissolved into a broad, maternal smile whose authenticity was vouchsafed by the twinkle in her grey-green eyes Dan was positively, well, disconcerted�
Kathleen Nordstrom bustled down the steps.
�Miss Gretchen told us your good news yesterday, Mr Brenckmann,� she declared proudly.
Dan blushed, glanced to his feet.
Everything had happened at once in the last week.
His father�s letter � he had not had a chance to properly say goodbye to Ma and Pa before they flew to England as his country�s �ambassadorial couple� � had been waiting for him on his return to Boston.
�I should have discussed all this with you, son,� the letter had begun. �But you have been busy in DC and Philadelphia, and Claude,� Claude was Claude Betancourt, Gretchen�s father, �and I had to make arrangements in a hurry. Cutting to the chase; I have sold my law practice to Betancourt and Sallis. The deal creates a small trust fund for you and your brothers which ought to pay you a modest stipend over the years; and you will with immediate effect�� assuming you are amenable � be made a full Associate of Betancourt and Sallis. To be honest, given that you are slated to be a counsel to the Warren Commission and between you and me that could go on for years, I took the view that trying to keep the Boston practice alive was going to be an unreasonably tough call��
His father had previously confided that when he came back from England he and Ma planned to retire, probably to the Florida Keys or maybe the West Coast, and that he did not want to �burden� him with trying to keep Walter Brenckmann and Son Associates afloat when �clearly� his career had taken �a new and exciting direction�.
�One last thing. I freely confess that I asked Claude Betancourt to take you under his wing when the Navy sent me to England last year. I did not ask him, or expect him, to give you any special preferment. Whatever assistance Claude has given you is because he sees great promise in you as a man and as an attorney. Claude has been a good friend to me over the years but he is not a sentimental man. It was with enormous pride when I learned that he sees in you exactly the same fine qualities that your mother and I have always seen in you. Regardless of your situation with Gretchen � which I think is as big a mystery to Claude as it is to your mother and I � you have a big opportunity with Betancourt and Sallis and it is my, humble hope, that you grasp it with both hands.�
Dan grinned lopsidedly.
�I�m still trying to get used to my good fortune, Mrs Nordstrom.�
�Gretchen is up and about,� the housekeeper informed him. �She�s running around in that chair getting under our feet! She�s been on the telephone all morning. There were two newspaper men here yesterday. She is supposed to be taking things easy! Resting!�
Dan was already feeling a little guilty that he had suggested that Gretchen add her name on the list of putative defense attorneys for the as yet unscheduled �rebel trials�. The trouble was that Gretchen did not know how to �go through the motions�; and even while she was still trapped in her bed at the National Navy Medical Center at Bethesda she had got down to work.
Dan followed Mrs Nordstrom up the steps into the house.
Entering Oak Hill was like walking into another age. Polished boards underfoot, ancient gas light fittings now glowing with electric bulbs, big portraits in coarse oils on the walls, and the stuffed head of an Elk, was just one of a dozen mounted animal heads on the wall.�In places the low oaken frames of the house might easily have brained a taller man if he stood up too quickly. A grey haired man in a blue cardigan emerged into the pool of light inside the door. He viewed Dan with his earnest curiosity.
�Welcome again to Wethersfield, Mr Brenckmann.�
Karl Nordstrom was some years older than his wife and more than somewhat in her shadow, seemingly a rather meek, affable man perfectly happy doing exactly what his life partner demanded of him.
�Dan,� the younger man replied. �Please, I�d be much happier if everybody just called me Dan. Every time somebody calls me �Mr Brenckmann� I start looking around looking for my Pa.� He said it with a boyishly mischievous smile. If he was going to be Claude Betancourt�s prot�g� and, by proxy, the great man�s personal representative on the Warren Commission into the Causes and the Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War, anything which kept his feet well and truly grounded was to be enthusiastically embraced.
�Dan,� the old man agreed.
Gretchen had told Dan the Nordstrom�s story one afternoon at Bethesda. Karl had been a junior officer in the Kaiser�s Navy at the outbreak of the First World War, a Leutnant zur See on the light cruiser Breslau which in company with the battlecruiser Goeben, had fled from the British Mediterranean Fleet and sought sanctuary at Istanbul. As part of the treaty which saw Turkey enter the war on the German side both the Goeben and the Breslau had been handed over to the Turks, their crews transferring to serve under the Turkish flag for the duration of hostilities. After the war Karl � a gunnery officer � had stayed on in Turkey as the two ships were handed over to wholly Turkish crews. By the time his extended tour of duty was over Germany was in chaos, there was rioting in the streets, starvation in some cities and he, a Lutheran secular Jew had determined that � at the age of twenty-six � there was no future for him in the post-war Weimar Republic. Travelling via Denmark and England he had sailed to America in 1920. Having learned English as a naval cadet � most officers in the Kaiser�s Navy spoke English � and with many years practical engineering and ordnance experience he had had no trouble finding work; and when he had looked to find a wife soon fallen into the waiting arms of Kathleen Steinmeier, the daughter of Silesian born parents who had come to New York as children in the 1890s. Kathleen had been working as an assistant housekeeper at the Betancourt�s mansion on Brooklyn Heights; and it had happened that at the time the couple became engaged to be married, a vacancy for an accountant and steward became available within the household and the rest, as Hollywood would have its gullible adherents claim, was history. The Nordstrom�s had taken over Oak Hill, the Wethersfield �retreat� as long ago as the fall of 1928.
�Dan!� Gretchen called, slowly wheeling herself into the lobby. �You�re late!� This she declared with a severity that was of that particular variety that a woman tends to effect when she is trying, and failing � for her own indefinably feminine reasons � to conceal how inordinately pleased she is to be reunited with a man for whom she has a host of contradictory and horribly unresolved feelings. �We were expecting your hours ago!�
The man chuckled.
�It�s great to see you again too, Gretchen.�
He bent down and planted a pecking kiss on her left cheek.
Dan stayed down on his haunches so he could look the woman he loved in the eyes. Or rather, eye, because Gretchen�s damaged left eye was concealed by a pale gauze protective bandage. An eye specialist flown in from Philadelphia had operated to re-attach � or tweak, Dan was not really very clear about what had been going on just that it was the last chance to save the sight in that eye � the retina two weeks ago. It would be several weeks before they would know if the procedure had been successful.
Gretchen�s dark hair had grown back over her scarred scalp. Her facial injuries, so obvious in the days after Dan had found her half-dead and comatose in that emergency ward at Bethesda Hospital while sporadic fighting was still going on across the District of Columbia, had healed so well that one had to look really hard to re-discover them.
It was only what her doctors called the �nerve damage� in her lower spine and her slowly knitting together left leg that kept her in the wheel chair most of the day. She was capable of moving around the house � but not negotiating steps or the stairs � on crutches but her balance was dangerously imperfect and her nurses and the Nordstroms hovered around her whenever she tried to rise from her chair. Gretchen might be in a hurry but there were some things which simply could not be hurried.
What lifted Dan Brenckmann�s spirits was that Gretchen, although pale and drawn, and still so thin that a strong gust of wind might blow her away, was so obviously and very combatively determined to show that she was, albeit slowly, on the mend.
�I�m sorry I haven�t been out here to see you since you were discharged from Bethesda,� Dan apologised wanly as he pushed Gretchen�s chair into the front living room. He planted himself in a chair before her, studied her sympathetically. �You really do look much better.�
�Um��
The man reached out and took Gretchen�s right hand.
�Joseph called yesterday,� she declared, frowning.
Dan�s eyes widened a fraction. Joseph Theodore van Stratten would one day inherit several blocks of Wall Street, the banks located therein and a sizable chunk of the treasure stored in their impregnable vaults. He was also Gretchen�s fianc�. That he should visit Wethersfield was entirely expected, wholly proper and ought not to have surprised him in any way.
�Oh?� He murmured, his mood instantly depressed by mention of the obscenely rich playboy banker�s son whom the Betancourts and the van Strattens had many years ago determined would, with Gretchen, found a new East Coast dynasty.
�It was a duty call,� Gretchen explained. �He needed to be seen to be taking an interest in the cripple.�
�You are not any kind of cripple,� Dan protested.
�I know that!� She snapped distractedly. �I also know that I�m not any kind of potential trophy wife anymore!�
The man smiled; he had to smile.
The notion that Gretchen Betancourt, the brilliant, driven, beautiful � even just out of hospital wearing a pirate�s eye patch, sitting in a wheelchair with a leg in plaster she was completely beautiful � force of nature who had addled Dan�s mind from the moment he first made eye contact with her across a crowded garden party in Quincy the summer before the war, was ever going to be any man�s trophy wife was so implausible that he had to smile!
�What?� Gretchen demanded, perplexed. A lot of things about Dan Brenckmann perplexed her which was odd because most men were open books to her.
�Nothing,� he chortled uneasily which further vexed her.
�Anyway, I told Joseph that the engagement was off,� Gretchen announced, her tone quietening.
�Okay��
�He wanted to get married before I was on my feet again. Probably, because that would have made him look even better. The van Strattens like to pretend they�re the Saints of Wall Street.�
Dan did not trust himself to speak.
�I was never his type even before,� Gretchen hesitated, �this,� she waved with her free left hand in a strange throwing away gesture.
�This?�
�I�m a mess and I will be for a long time.�
�But not forever,� he pointed out. �You got blown up, had half the Main State Department Building fall on you and then some scrum bag rebel shot you in the back,� Dan continued wryly.
�Twice,� Gretchen agreed, forming a very un-Gretchen like coyly girlish smile on her lips for a split second.
�Twice,� he agreed.
�You�re going to tell me things could be worse next?�
�Maybe. Maybe not. I�d hate for you to think I was that predictable.�
�But you are,� Gretchen informed him; but not in a bad way. �In some things, leastways.�
�Name one?� Dan challenged her, loving it that she was so playful. Very nearly flirting, in fact. Loving it that despite everything she had been through she was still Gretchen.
�However badly I treat you, you always come back for more?�
Dan made every pretence of giving this his weightiest consideration, furrowing his brow as if he was struggling to unravel some impenetrable metaphysical conundrum which had thus far defeated the minds of the greatest thinkers of past ages.
�Yes,� he confessed earnestly, �I think that would be about right.�

Chapter 61

Sunday 2nd February 1964
Texas City, Galveston County, Texas
Michael Cheney watched the two columns of black cars crawling across the ruined cityscape in the pre-dawn twilight. He was lying on his belly with the binoculars jammed to his face. There was no doubt that the columns, with no vehicle showing lights, were cautiously converging on the deserted Cheney family compound approximately two miles from where he had laid up overnight. He had sent the women and girls to the old shack in the swamps down the coast; they would be safe there or at least as safe as anybody was in this Godless world.
Dwight Christie had walked into the camp out of the darkness around midnight demanding to speak to his father. Pa and Isaac were long gone and the stranger had greeted this news with scarcely veiled contempt. In his Pa�s absence the women and the girls had come out of their sleeping quarters and started asking questions; none of them were afraid of Mickey so there was nothing he could do to stop them talking to Christie.
�The FBI and the Texas Rangers will be here in a couple of hours. The women will be safe but you have to go, Mickey. NOW!�
The women had gone away in two of the cars while Mickey had holed up at a safe distance and waited.
Christie had ignored him when he had asked how he knew the government men were coming and the anger still burned hot. Distantly, a flare popped high in the grey sky illuminating the heart of the urban wilderness.
There were the flashes of explosions, the delayed muffled booms of the detonations rumbling through the gloom like faraway thunder. It was a little hazy, the pre-dawn breeze often stirred up dust and grit, and he could not be sure if he was actually seeing the muzzle flashes of several automatic weapons.
Had Christie betrayed them?
The former G-man had been as angry as Hell over that thing in Dallas with that little guy Oswald. Oswald has been supposed to shoot out the tyres of the Presidential limousine, not try to put a round through the window. They knew the windows were over an inch of armoured, multiple-layered laminated glass; nothing short of an artillery round or a shaped charge was going to penetrate that sort of protection and an ex-Marine like Oswald ought to have known that. If the little prick had done was he was supposed to do the President�s car would have been slowed down enough for the truck the other side of the bridge to block it off or ram it. Five tons of high explosives surrounded by two hundred gallons of kerosene might actually have destroyed the President�s car. But that idiot Oswald had taken a couple of aimed shots at the back windows of the limousine even though Pa had told him what would happen if he disobeyed his orders.
That was the trouble with traitors like Oswald.
Any rational country would have put a turncoat like Oswald straight into the electric chair the moment he stepped back onto the hallowed soil of America after he had defected to the Soviets. People like him did not suddenly turn back into good Americans just because life in the Russia was not everything he had hoped it would be. And as for allowing him to bring his Commie wife back with him. Well, sometimes Mickey despaired of the ruling class!
Why would Christie warn him if he had been the one who had sold the family out to the FBI?
That made no sense at all.
It was much more likely that Pa had got careless.
They had a right to their faith but there was a time for preaching and there was a time for fighting, and if it came to it, killing. Mixing the two things together was a bad idea.
Christie had wanted to know where Pa and Isaac had gone with the long guns; even if he had known Mickey would not have told him. Christie was not family and he did not share the faith, he was on a different mission. Mickey would pray for his eternal soul; otherwise, he was done with the onetime FBI special agent.
Christie had disrespected him in front of the women folk.
Uttered un-Christian blasphemous oaths taking Pa�s name in vain.
He had asked if any of the women wanted to �leave the family� and come with him!
The harlot Sarah Jane would have gone with him if Mickey had not promised her that her eternal soul would burn in Hell.
In the distance the family compound was on fire.
Sometime soon Pa�s Greek fire �sump� would light off.
Pa had always said that if anybody ever tried to take him alive he would �rain flames upon their cursed heads�. He had primed the booby trap before he took Isaac away; he always primed the �sump� when he departed the compound for an �action�.
Mickey was a little surprised the �sump� had not exploded yet.
Pa called the �sump� a �fuel-air bomb� like the ones the Militias had used at the beginning of the Washington uprising. Explosives surrounded by gasoline, preferably fixed like �Napalm� so when the device went off it did not just generate a huge explosion and over-blast shockwave but everything and everybody within hundreds of yards was drenched with sticky, oily impossible to beat out �Greek fire� that would burn a man�s flesh down to the bone in seconds.
From the north he detected the thrumming of rotor blades.
He did not see the two choppers skimming south for some seconds; two Bell UH-1 Iroquois �Hueys� tracking across the ruined footprint of Texas City towards the fire burning on the plain. Nearing the blazing, smoke-shrouded family compound the helicopters separated and began to quarter the ground around the circling government cars, before edging closer, ever closer to the abandoned, burning huts and vehicles left behind.
When his father�s �sump� lit off it was as if full day had broken an hour early; the flash was hurtfully dazzling and destroyed Mickey�s night vision for several seconds. The rippling, crackling, tearing sound of the explosion hit his senses. Later he watched the mushroom cloud of the detonation rising, the shockwave kicked up dust and blew it into his face like a hot wind off the desert.
The two choppers had disappeared.
Where the government cars had been circled there was only burning wreckage.
Of the compound there was nothing.
Within a hundred yards of the �sump� the ground itself seemed to be on fire.
He had no pity in his heart for the men who had perished; such were the wages of sin. Nobody said God�s work was easy. Sometimes the only real test of a man�s faith was his ability to do evil in the name of his God.
It was time to go and Mickey levered himself to his feet, pausing to brush down his fatigues. The explosions and the fires would bring more government men sooner or later. He took one last look at the devastation on the other side of the city and with a sigh, he turned to return to the dead ground where he had camouflaged the Jeep.
It was as he turned away from the pillar of smoke that the bullet crashed into his torso and exited his back, the passage of the high velocity round fired from approximately a four hundred yards away was only minimally retarded by its encounter with Michael Cheney�s leanly muscled body due to the fact that it had somehow contrived to avoid contact with any part of his skeleton on entry and had disintegrated by the time it had shredded the contents of fifty percent of his chest cavity, before exiting his back in fragments causing a three inch diameter wound fouled with the wreckage of two shattered ribs.
All the young man actually felt was a massive hammer blow to his chest and then he was crumpling to his knees where for some seconds he lingered, unable to work out what had happened.
One small part of his shocked and disorientated conscious mind registered that he seemed to be kneeling in a pool of blood; although he did not immediately draw the connection between the blood and gory hole in his chest, or with his dribbling, coughing and spitting gobs of cardinal red spume from his mouth. His last memory was of the vile taste of iron as he toppled helplessly face forward onto the dirt. There he lay for about a minute, staring blindly, his body sucking air in and out of his blood-filled throat and his open chest cavity; and then his world went dark forever.
He was long dead by the time Dwight Christie cautiously approached to stand over the body. Neither he nor his companion could not afford to linger long but it paid to be sure of the kill when one was hunting a wild animal.
�We�ll carry him over to his Jeep.�
His companion, a much older man with an old-fashioned Mauser Karabiner 98 bolt-action rifle with a modern telescopic site slung over his right shoulder grunted.
�Whoever taught the young idiot field craft ought to be shot,� he observed sourly as he gazed down at the carnage wrought by the big 7.92 calibre 57 millimetre round fired from his trusty souvenir of his time in France, Belgium and Germany in 1944 and 1945.
�Like I said, his father is a religious nut,� Christie retorted wearily. �The way things are going you might well have to shoot the crazy sonofabitch one day!�
�I�ll take his legs, Dwight,� the older man suggested.
Together the two men carried and dragged the corpse back to the Jeep, which Michael Cheney had stolen from a National Guard depot in Fort Worth around the time of the Dealey Plaza fiasco. There was a half-full jerry can of petrol in the rack at the back of the vehicle and Christie emptied the contents over the body and the seats.
Christie dabbed a rag in the gasoline, lit it with a match and lobbed it into the Jeep.
There was a soft �woof� and the flames erupted.
The two men did not stay to watch the fires consume the body of the young religious zealot. They briskly walked away up wind; each man silently reflecting on the hopelessness of their cause.

Chapter 62

Monday 3rd February 1964
Navy Department Building, Camden, New Jersey
For the second time in less than two months Lieutenant-Commander Walter Brenckmann junior found himself marching into the presence of the Chief of Naval Operations, the professional head of the United States Navy.
Back in the first week in December the holder of that exalted post had been Admiral George Whelan Anderson, the stern New York born man under whose watch America had fought and won a thermonuclear war; a war in part sparked by the �Beale Incident�. Admiral Anderson had survived that disaster but been a broken man by the time of his resignation in the wake of the bizarrely aggressive conduct of several senior officers of the USS Enterprise Battle Group against the Royal Navy, and the scandal of the sinking of the USS Scorpion. The true facts of this �scandal� were as yet unknown to the American public but if and when those facts ever became generally know, Admiral Anderson�s reputation and that of CINCLANT � the Commander-in-Chief of the US Atlantic Fleet � would be comprehensively trashed.
Walter�s interview with Admiral Anderson had been wholly concerned with the apparent compromising of the chain of command of SUBRON15�s � Submarine Squadron 15 � Polaris missile boats. This had come to light when Commander Troy Simms of the USS Sam Houston (SSBN-609) had opened his �deterrent patrol� orders and discovered to his astonishment that he was required to sail to a position off the eastern coast of Australia so as, in the event of war, to be within the missile �throw range� of over ninety percent of the population of that continent. When, shortly after the Sam Houston had returned to the base of SUBRON15 at Alameda in San Francisco Bay � the cover story was she had touched bottom and needed to be dry-docked � the Squadron�s commander Admiral Jackson Braithwaite and his wife were murdered in a brutal shooting, the alarm bells had rung all the way to the Pentagon and back. Rear Admiral Bernard Clarey, in command of all US submarines in the Pacific � COMSUBPAC � had promptly flown back to California and a huge investigation had been launched into the affair in the days before the Battle of Washington. Ordered to report to the Navy Department in Washington DC Walter Brenckmann had found himself in the eye of the storm; and before he was handed on to the Navy�s gimlet-eyed inquisitors Admiral Anderson had summoned Walter to a private, sternly informal debriefing session.
Anderson had made a deep impression on the young officer. Walter had known the older man by reputation � the whole Navy knew he was among, if not the most distinguished officer of his generation � but until that day he had never encountered him in person. Anderson�s consideration for Walter�s understandable anxiety, his gravitas and paternal manner had quickly put the younger man at his ease. Walter had walked out of the interview convinced that � contrary to his suspicion that his own career was irrevocably tainted, by association, with the security breach he had reported to Admiral Clarey, effectively breaking the news to the rest of the US Navy � the buck actually stopped at the desk of the Chief of Naval Operations; and that if anybody wanted to scapegoat any of his officers it would have to be over Admiral Anderson�s dead body. Admiral Anderson had retired at the end of December and Walter hated the gathering chorus of sniping behind the great man�s back. After a life of service to the flag Anderson deserved better than for his reputation to be slowly shredded by a thousand little cuts by men mostly unfit to stand in the great man�s shadow.
Today Walter was reporting to Admiral David Lamar McDonald, the fifty-seven year old Georgian former naval aviator who had succeeded Anderson as Chief of Naval Operations. McDonald was a more outgoing, approachable figure than Anderson. He had commanded the USS Coral Sea (CV-43) � then one of the biggest carriers in the Fleet � in the mid-1950s and been C-in-C US Sixth Fleet in the Mediterranean. McDonald had been a natural shoe-in as CNO and only politics had delayed his assumption of the role at an earlier date. Unlike Anderson, everybody knew that McDonald enjoyed good professional and personal relations with both Secretary of Defense McNamara and with McNamara�s �military assistant�, three-star General William Childs Westmoreland.
�Stand easy, Commander,� McDonald ordered. Since the men were �inside� and therefore �below decks� they did not exchange salutes but Walter Brenckmann had snapped to attention. The older man stuck out his hand; his grip was dry and hard, mirroring the inner steel of the man who had been the US Navy�s youngest four-star admiral at the time of his selection for the post he now held. �Take a seat.�
Walter sat stiffly in the hard chair placed directly in front of the CNO�s desk while the man in whose purview his career rested resettled behind his gleaming, uncluttered desk.
�You�ve had a Hell of a ride these last few weeks, Commander,� the older man observed ruefully, understanding the thoughts and worries which must even now be rushing through the young submariner�s mind. �Well, we all have, I suppose. Things should settle down a little in the coming weeks and months. Unless something else goes wrong, that is.�
Walter found himself reflecting back the Chief of Naval Operation�s grin, relaxing a fraction. He said nothing.
�The investigation of the chain of command issues brought to the attention of the Chiefs of Staff by Admiral Braithwaite, Commander Simms and yourself have hit a brick wall,� McDonald confided matter-of-factly with the mildly irritated sangfroid of a combat veteran who knows that in war things sometimes go wrong and that there is absolutely nothing you, or anybody else can do about it. �The section of the Pentagon where the joint inter-service, FBI and Secret Service investigative task force was based was over-run during the �rebellion� and the critical primary command files and logs that were the subject of the investigation were all destroyed. Sadly, few senior members of the task force survived the fighting at the Pentagon. New investigations were instituted almost immediately after the rebellion was contained but,� the Chief of Naval Operations pursed his lips for a moment and shrugged, �little progress has been made other than to establish, circumstantially at least, that many of the men under suspicion either died in the rebellion or have disappeared.�
Walter kept his mouth firmly shut.
McDonald had a slim Manila file on his blotter which he opened. He paused briefly to reacquaint himself with the summary sheet.
�I have here letter of thanks and commendation signed by the Director of the Central Intelligence Agency, Mr Rowley the Head of the Secret Service, and,� he hesitated, �and Mr Hoover, the Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation in connection with your contribution to the successful interrogation and debriefing of Mrs Edna Maria Zabriski. Your conduct in this matter reflects great credit on you personally and upon the US Navy. These letters will be attached to your Service Jacket.�
�Thank you, sir. I was only doing my duty.� Walter took a breath. �Nobody gave me any indication what was likely to happen to Mrs Zabriski, sir?�
�The Department of Justice�s shrinks don�t think she is fit to stand trial for her crimes,� McDonald reported. �Deputy US Attorney General Katzenbach authorized me to inform you that Mrs Zabriski will be detained at a secure mental hospital in lower New York State until further notice.�
Walter�s father had already told him that the British authorities had washed their hands of the whole thing. Prime Minister Heath had been assassinated on American soil; therefore the British had no jurisdiction and that was an end of the matter.
�Thank you, sir.�
McDonald closed the Manila file.
�You were listed for the next nuclear boat command course at Groton,� he went on. �That course has been scratched. Candidates like you are needed to support the re-mobilization program green-lighted by the President. Your name will be at the head of the list for the 1965 command course.� The Chief of Naval Operations viewed the younger man thoughtfully, pausing to assess the impact this news had had on him. �In the meantime I intend to ensure that you are gainfully employed by the Service.�
Walter sat up even straighter in his chair.
�The Kitty Hawk is being readied for sea at Kobe at this time. Several key members of her operations staff were flown stateside to join the Enterprise Battle Group ahead of its deployment to the Mediterranean. This means that there are active duty seagoing vacancies on the staff of CINCPAC, Vice Admiral Moorer. I�ve spoken to him about your employment between now and next year�s nuclear boat command course. You�ll be going out to Japan to join the Kitty Hawk as her Assistant Anti-Submarine Warfare Officer. At the discretion of the Captain of the Kitty Hawk you will qualify as a watch keeper.�
At this juncture the Chief of Naval Operations smiled wryly.
�So, in a couple of month�s time you�ll get to drive the second biggest carrier on the planet!�

Chapter 63

Tuesday 4th February 1964
Lincoln Farm, North Druid Hills, DeKalb County, Georgia
�They say in ten or fifteen years the city will swallow up these hills,� the gregarious old man who ran a string of horses out of the ramshackle falling down huddle of buildings called Lincoln Farm declared, puffing on his pipe as he led the father and son towards an �outhouse� half overgrown behind the stables. Most of the horses were out in the two big fields close to the dusty track that headed down towards Interstate 85. Out here in the country it was easy to forget that North Druid Hills was less than ten miles from the center of Atlanta.
�That�s the way of things,� Galen Cheney agreed, scowling as the vile stench of the weed in the old man�s pipe wafted in his face.
�Shouldn�t be too many snakes,� their host continued complacently. �Not this time of year. They said you needed to hole up someplace?�
The tall, forbidding man in the dusty jeans beneath his trademark Sedona halted in his tracks. The brim of the hat cast his face in a deep shadow; the sun was high in the sky and the air was warm, humid.
�The boy and me are here to do some hunting, Mister Jackson,� he said slowly, carefully enunciating ever syllable as if he was talking to a man he regarded as a moron.
�Whatever you say, Mister.� Horatio Jackson was in his sixties, his pudgy face bucolic and his sagging frame heavy footed and clumsy as he moved. His eyes were narrow and when he opened his mouth he was gap-toothed. He stank of stale alcohol and bad tobacco and Lincoln Farm spoke to the indolence and laziness of his character. �Just so long as I get my twenty bucks a day I don�t give diddly squat what you people are about.�
�Snakes?� Isaac asked worriedly; he hated snakes.
�You just mind where you put your feet, son,� Jackson guffawed, �and you�ll be fine.�
�You didn�t say there�d be snakes, Pa,� the boy � he was twenty years old but a boy still � whined, darting frightened looks at the ground around him.
�There ain�t no snakes around her, son.�
�Please yourself!� Jackson chortled. �Please yourself.�
The old man would not have been so self-satisfied if he had troubled to note the violence in Galen Cheney�s hard grey-blue eyes.
�They didn�t say what your name is stranger?� Horatio Jackson asked.
Cheney halted and jabbed a finger in his face.
�You don�t need to know my name, friend.�
�Just being civil!�
Galen Cheney halted before the hovel that he was paying good money to rent from the dissolute �farmer�. If anything finally brought home to him that the cream of the resistance had been frivolously thrown into the fires of Washington DC in December, it was the manner of men he had thus far encountered in Atlanta. Nobody he had met in Atlanta was fit to pick up the shit of the brave men who had died in Washington. Several times he had been on the verge of profanity; other times he had very nearly reached for his gun. The leeches wanted his money, the glory of his sacrifice and looked at Isaac like he was simple. Which he was not! The boy was one of God�s gifts to him and his wife, dearly departed, may she rest in the peace of God�s grace for eternity. Isaac was different; he had skills that few if any other living man could match; a man once in the cross hairs of his sights at a thousand yards was dead and even while such a man walked on the Earth, he was only a dead man walking. Yet these Southern �hicks� � they all seemed inbred, ugly of face, spirit and voice � treated Isaac as if he was a freak�
Cheney sighed.
They clearly could not rely on any of the people in Georgia; the people in Atlanta were no more than the �stay at home� rump of the Georgia militia he had helped to train last year. The resistance had no need for �good old boys� like the deadbeats and losers he and Isaac had been handed around in the last twenty-four hours. Mistakenly, he had believed he would need �local knowledge�, and �enablers� but actually all he needed was a street map and a car. He could buy the former and steal the latter at his convenience. As for finding his target the whole city was festooned with hurriedly thrown up billboards proclaiming the forthcoming rally in Bedford-Pine Park; and the civil rights people were already erecting a makeshift stage in one corner conveniently overlooked by the high rise apartment blocks and offices of midtown Atlanta.
�We�ll stay in the house,� Galen Cheney decided. �You can sleep in the outhouse.�
Horatio Jackson�s face creased into what might have been a smile; but then he realized the tall man with the Texas drawl was not joking.
�Now steady on Mister��
Galen Cheney reached into the folds of his leather jacket.
Isaac chortled nervily as the muzzle of the long-barrel .44 calibre Smith and Wesson Magnum prodded the chest of the old man who had tried to frighten him by talking about snakes.

Chapter 64

Wednesday 5th February 1964
Bedford-Pine Park, Atlanta, Georgia
Dwayne John had imagined that he was coming home when he had boarded the Greyhound bus in San Francisco. Now he knew this was just another one of the things he had been wrong about in the last few years. Or rather, not so much things he had got wrong as things that had not turned out in any way like he had thought they were going to turn out. A man did things for the best of all possible motives and yet fate, somehow, had a contrary knack of tripping one up when you least expected it.
He had been an unlikely Galahad to Darlene Lefebure�s Cinderella � it helped to think of these things in terms of fairy tales, he had discovered � and as God was his witness he had never meant to lay a finger on her right up until he did. Things had got crazy in an infernal rush once they had got to California; too many new things all at once, no time to adjust. Looking back he had no idea how he had avoided ending up locked away for five to twenty-five in San Quentin; he had been doing drugs, getting into fights�
Was that really me?
The night of the October War was the surrealist thing of all.
Miranda.
Darlene finding them together.
Johnny Seiffert waving his Navy Colt, the threats and the abuse as he drove them out into the street half-dressed and as high as kites. He had looked around for Miranda � he had not even known her name at the time � but she had gone and he was left standing on the pavement with his dick swinging in the breeze�
And now he had come home to Georgia, except the West Coast was his home now because that was where Miranda was, two-and-a-half thousand long miles away!
He had put a call through to her office in Sacramento yesterday. He could not remember if California was two or three hours behind Atlanta; she had put him right on that, having only just got into work.
That was a bad start; made good immediately.
�It�s really great to hear your voice,� she had said and those words, crackling and attenuating past the mush on the long distance line had made him feel like a million dollars. He had talked to her about the plans for the big rally in the middle of Atlanta on Friday. The news about Dr King�s �summit� with the President had been on the wires last night and was all across the TV news channels and the daily papers coast to coast that morning. �There may be over a hundred thousand people there on Friday!�
The Atlanta Police Department had pleaded for the rally to be abandoned or delayed. They were afraid there would be a riot, or city-wide disorder but State Governor Vandiver had spoken face to face to Mayor Allen � a man many of those close to Dr King were beginning to suspect was actively searching for ways to befriend the civil rights movement � and by telephone to Dr King himself, promising to do everything in his power to enable the rally to go ahead.
�The time has come for men of good will to come together,� he had asserted. �The rights enshrined in the First Amendment to the Constitution of the United States of America will be exercised by all Georgians regardless of the color of their skin.�
Dr King was in the process of polishing the speech he had intended to give on the steps of the Lincoln Memorial in Washington DC late last summer; that �March on Washington� had been postponed � many around Dr King said �banned� � by a Kennedy Administration afraid of antagonising its �Southern friends� at a time when the country was still reeling from the aftershocks of the October War. Now the gossip was that the �March to Philadelphia� was not just back on the agenda, it was actually going to happen in as little as a month, or maybe, two and there was an expectation that the leader of the movement would make the announcement on Friday.
Dwayne had described the plans for the procession starting from outside the Ebenezer Baptist Church on Auburn Avenue. Dr King would lead the way accompanied and flanked by civic and religious leaders up Jackson Avenue north to the seventeen acre park in the Fourth Ward of the city. Bedford-Pine Park had been created from the open area left by the Great Atlanta fire of 1917, now it was an island of greenery in the middle of a growing urban, commercial and industrial sprawl.
The Atlanta PD was worried because the park was overlooked on three sides and it claimed did not have enough officers to provide a continuous cordon around it. The police had also voiced concerns about the park�s paucity � more correctly the �absence� � of public facilities given the size of the crowd anticipated in the park, the problems of general crowd control, the inevitable blocking of adjacent roads and issues around access for emergency vehicles; fire wagons, ambulances and for the police themselves in the event of some accident occurring or emergency arising during the rally.
The people around Dr King were largely deaf to the Atlanta Police Department�s pleas; they had heard it all before and no such concerns were ever raised in connection with the crowds at football or ball games, or at parades on Independence Day or other festivals when the majority of the participants were likely to be white.
Dwayne John was a little uncomfortable about the arrangements, especially those in Bedford-Pine Park where Dr King would be in one place � on the raised and relatively exposed open stage � for the best part of an hour while he and the preceding keynote speakers addressed the crowd. Moreover, while there would be a number of police officers in the park, mostly around the stage, none of Dr King�s bodyguards � of whom he was one � was armed.
Talking again to Miranda had taken the edge off his unease.
Talking to Miranda had made him mellow.
That was yesterday; today he was standing in the empty park eying the surrounding buildings trying to convince himself that he was worrying about nothing.
�I miss you, Dwayne,� she had said and he had ached to wrap her in his arms. In that moment all the unspoken worries about how the people around them might view their friendship if publicly it was ever acknowledged to be something more, came into sharp focus but oddly he did not care and in his heart, he knew that she felt exactly the same way.
Maybe, back on the West Coast things would be easier, simpler for them.
However, that was a thing for the future.
Today he was thinking about Friday afternoon�s rally.

Chapter 65

Thursday 6th February 1964
Gretsky�s, Laurel Canyon, Los Angeles
When Sabrina Henschal had welcomed Sam Brenckmann back to Gretsky�s he had been in a bad way; much as he and Judy had been after they escaped the North West after the war. It had been an exhaustingly emotional day and every time she thought about it she very nearly shed a tear even now, a fortnight later. Judy had been beside herself, Sabrina had been as bad and between them they had almost crushed the life out of Sam as they had cried over him.
For the sake of propriety Sabrina had tried very hard to keep her hands off Sam in the days since; but it was not easy. Sam had been special to her from the first day she laid eyes on him; and after the first flush of lust and infatuation had passed their relationship had morphed into something little brother-big sisterly. By the time Miranda Sullivan had lured the poor, gullible boy up to San Francisco and allowed that bastard Johnny Seiffert to get his claws into him Sabrina�s feelings had, although she hated to admit it, turned positively maternal towards Sam. Sam was one of those lovely guys who needed a strong woman to protect him and the last couple of weeks she had just wanted to hug him forever.
Judy was not the jealous, possessive type. However, Sabrina would have put one of her own eyes out with a stick rather than do anything liable to make Judy suspect, for a moment, that she was trying to muscle in on her and Sam. That was not what Sabrina was about.
All she wanted was for Sam to be safe.
Sabrina was getting soft in her old age; that was what it was. That probably explained why she was finding it increasingly hard to raise any great ire about Miranda. The �bitch� had put everything on the line to bust Sam out of that concentration camp at San Bernardino�
That morning Sabrina was awakened by Tabatha.
Not quite two months old and oblivious to the craziness of the last few weeks her �goddaughter� � how weird did that sound?�� wanted her breakfast and by the smell of things, cleaning too. Sabrina had the baby in her room every second or third night because both Sam and Judy needed their sleep; and selfishly, she completely adored Tabatha much like any doting grandparent would.
While Judy had not been bothered about getting married; she had needed for Tabatha to be baptized. Both objects had been achieved two afternoons ago in a small Lutheran chapel off Santa Monica Boulevard. Judy had gone quietly religious lately, remembering her childhood church-going days. Sabrina had assumed it was her friend�s way of coping but actually her faith was deep if not loudly proclaimed.
Sabrina squinted myopically at the clock.
It was horribly early and one day she would have a stern talk to Tabatha Christa Brenckmann about what time a girl ought to start her day. Nevertheless, Sabrina pulled on a shift, gathered up the squalling infant and carried her downstairs, cooing and humming reassuringly all the way. While she warmed baby formula in a pan with a wrinkling nose, she replaced Tabatha�s diaper. Thereafter, she ambled about the old house feeding her goddaughter, rocking her tenderly. Later, with winding � Tabatha invariably burped healthily � successfully achieved she took the baby back to bed.
Hopefully, Tabatha would sleep a couple of hours before she had to surrender her back to her mother; at which point the best part of her day would be over. It was all very strange. She had not spoken to her own kids for years. Now and then pictures arrived in the post, with explanatory brief notes attached. She had two grandchildren in New Mexico, boys, for whom she felt absolutely nothing and yet she was totally connected with Sam and Judy � she loved them to death � and Tabatha was her soul grandchild.
The baby gurgled in her arms in the big bed.
Breakfast at Gretsky�s happened all morning and sometimes the afternoon, also. Judy was still half-asleep at ten when she joined Sabrina in the kitchen.
The two women exchanged kisses.
�I gave her a second small feed about twenty minutes ago,� Sabrina whispered, desperate not to rouse the sleeping baby in the big wicker basket on the long oak table at the center of the room.
July paused to gaze awhile at her daughter.
�Sam said Doug was coming over later today?� She asked presently, with a resigned murmur.
�He says the guys from Columbia are advancing him a �starter loan�, or something, that will let him start rebuilding The Troubadour.�
Judy tried not to frown. �The guys from Columbia� already owned a large piece of Sam and they probably believed he was going to be in their pocket forever. Or at least until the World blew itself up again. She honestly did not know whether to love or hate Doug Weston, the beanpole, outlandish, manic club owner and would be promoter to whom Sam was, albeit guardedly, devoted much in the fashion of a sibling with a crazy older brother who has been disowned by the rest of his family.
Sabrina had been even more suspicious about Doug Weston before she had discovered Doug had got himself on a murder rap on account of having shot a biker who was about to brain Sam with a chain. After he had got out of the penitentiary at Irvine, Doug had hung out at Gretsky�s for a few days.
The older woman was aware of her friend�s wry look.
�What?� She protested mildly, mouthing rather than voicing the retort.
�Nothing.�
Sabrina huffed. �I can�t help it if a guy gets the wrong idea about me.�
Judy smiled.
Nothing that had happened that night The Troubadour burned down, or since, had driven Sam and Doug Weston so much as a fraction of an inch apart. The two men, so different in temperament and ambition, the one driven the other quietly content to walk his path in the world, were like two sides of the same coin. Even Sabrina had accepted that Sam and Doug Weston were out to conquer the world together, or not at all.
When Doug was around it was not that Sabrina was not herself, just that she was somehow more herself. The pair were not lovers, or Judy did not think they were. It was not really a sexual thing; not yet, nor perhaps would it be in future. No, the pair of them sparked off each other, not opposites attracting so much as alternately repelling and attracting each other. They would be completely at cross-purposes and the next moment, utterly at one, although never for very long.
�Sam says the guys from Columbia won�t put up more than seed-corn money to rebuild The Troubadour unless he signs over future royalties and somebody else guarantees the loan?� Judy put to her friend, softly without a hint of concern despite the angst roiling in the pit of her stomach.
�How does Sam feel about that?� Sabrina answered a question with another.
�Sam says it is only money,� Judy sighed. �And he wouldn�t be around now if Doug hadn�t shot that biker.�
Sabrina nodded.
�That�s pretty much the way I see it, too,� she whispered.
Tabatha stirred and both women instantly turned their heads to the basket on the table and held their breath.
�That�s what I reckoned,� Judy grimaced, meeting her best friend�s eye. �I guessed that was why Doug was coming over today.�
Sabrina nodded.
�Gretsky�s isn�t worth that much but the land we�re standing on is prime real estate,� she explained, telling Judy what she already knew. �Doug�s had the papers drawn up. I�ll sign on the dotted line and we�ll have the collateral we need to start rebuilding the club. Doug, Me, Sam and you will each own one fourth of the New Troubadour at 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard!�
Judy�s mouth opened in surprise.
It had never occurred to her that she would be so intimately tied into �the business�.
She would have started asking questions if Tabatha had not chosen that moment to bawl for her motherly attentions.

Chapter 66

Friday 7th February 1964
Strategic Air Command Headquarters, Offutt Air Force Base, Omaha, Nebraska
DEFCON 2: code name �COCKED PISTOL� requiring the armed forces of the United States of America to come to six hours notice to wage nuclear war. All around him the Headquarters of Strategic Air Command was readying for war and incredibly, unbelievably, Major Nathan Zabriski was standing outside the door of an Air Force shrink!
He knocked at the door.
�Come!�
Nathan was a little surprised to be confronted by a slim, middle-aged, greying woman dressed in a dark civilian trouser suit.
�I�m Professor Caroline Konstantis from the School of Medicine at the University of Chicago. Or rather, I was a fellow at that august institution until October 27th nineteen sixty-two. I hold the honorary rank of Lieutenant-Colonel in the Air Force but I very rarely wear the uniform; it makes me look old and very severe.�
The woman stuck out her right hand.
Nathan Zabriski had opened his mouth to speak but the civilian spoke again before he could form a sensible reply.
�What on earth is going on around here?� She demanded ruefully. �Just after I arrived on the base alarms started going off and I was marched into this dreadful little cupboard?�
The man looked around for the first time.
The �dreadful little cupboard� was in fact a regular interview room attached to the Personnel Wing of the Headquarters. Windowless, equipped with four hard chairs, a utilitarian table on which a black Bakelite telephone handset rested, and lit with two overhead, part-shaded lights, �dreadful� did the environment an injustice.
Nathan blinked, collected his faculties.
�The alert level has been raised to one level short of war, Ma�am,� he reported. �I don�t know the whole story but the USS Enterprise and the USS Long Beach were attacked with nuclear weapons several hours ago somewhere south of Malta in the Central Mediterranean. There�s some suggestion that there have been other �nuclear incidents� in the Mediterranean but that intelligence is way above my pay grade.�
�Oh,� Professor Konstantis digested this news with a mildly vexed forbearance. �Are we about to retaliate?�
�I don�t know, Ma�am.�
The man and the woman had shaken hands perfunctorily.
�Let�s sit down,� Caroline Konstantis decided.
To the man�s surprise the woman sat in one of the chairs on his side of the desk.
�From my colleagues� reports of their sessions with you I recollect that while you were in captivity on Malta,� she began as they settled, �you were befriended by a young Maltese woman?�
�Marija Calleja,� Nathan muttered, sitting stiffly upright in his chair. Prior to today he had attended four �sessions� with senior Air Force shrinks. The idiots had wanted him to talk about the night of the Cuban Missiles War and the Malta nightmare, to externalise his existential angst about the way he and his dead comrades of the 100th Bomb Group had been duped into attacking a �friendly power�. The last thing he wanted to do was talk about or to re-live any of it. �Miss Calleja was appointed by the British as a sort of independent person, you know, like the Swiss Red Cross, to make sure no harm came to any of us although, I can�t remember a single incident of anybody on Malta threatening any of us. As for us being in �captivity�, when the Brits found out we�d been as betrayed as they had been, well, once they�d stopped being angry they were sort of sorry for us. I think at the beginning some of the guys thought the Brits would take us out and shoot us all, but once Marija appeared we stopped worrying about that stuff.�
�Do you think about her a lot, Nathan?�
�I guess I do,� he confessed, not quite sure how the woman had broken down his defenses so easily or so completely.
�Have you tried to get back in contact with her?�
�No, she was crazy about this guy she�d been writing to half her life who was on a destroyer headed for Malta.� Nathan had re-ordered his wits. �The other doctors wrote down what I said and took lots of notes?�
�I�m not like other doctors,� the woman shrugged. �If a big bomb drops anywhere near the base how much would we know about it?�
�Nothing, probably.�
Caroline Konstantis nodded.
�My colleagues tell me that you are dead set on returning to flying duties, Nathan?�
�That would be correct, Ma�am.�
�Why?�
�Er, I don�t understand?�
�You�ve flown and survived two suicide missions, Major Zabriski,� the woman put to him, frowning. �What do you think you have to prove?�
�I bombed our allies��
�That wasn�t your fault.�
�My goddam mother shot the British Prime Minister and tried to murder the President!�
�Nobody thinks that was your fault, either. In this country, thank God, we don�t hold the child responsible for the sins of the father, or in this case, the mother. Goodness gracious, General LeMay personally welcomed you back onto American soil and has repeatedly, publicly and privately described you and your comrades in the Bloody 100th as �heroes�! I ask again; what do you think you have to prove?�
Nathan bristled with indignation.
�Being heroic in the wrong cause doesn�t cut it!�
The woman contemplated this, nodding slowly.
Although nominally attached to General LeMay�s personal staff since returning to the United States, Nathan had actually been posted to a desk in Nebraska in the middle of the winter. He had been promoted, his service file noted with a glowing commendation for gallantry by LeMay, and he had been assigned a position in the Intelligence Division at Offutt Air Base. It went without saying that he was forbidden to speak to �unauthorized personnel� about his experiences, not that he wanted to talk to anybody about it.
At Offutt he was respectfully shunned by all and sundry.
He would have been bitter about it; but he would have ostracized himself too if he had been in the other guys� boots.
�You�re a bright young man, Nathan,� Caroline Konstantis said. �You know the Air Force is never going to restore your operational status.�
�With respect, Ma�am,� he said stolidly, �until I see that in writing from the Air Force Department I know no such thing.�
�Okay, I�ll tell you why, politics aside, the Air Force will never let you fly again,� the woman returned unapologetically. �One, it is an established principle of command that one does not ask a man to do more than one can reasonably expect of him. Two, the safe and efficient discharge of operational flying duties requires teamwork of the highest standard, inherent in which is the absolute trust of each and every member of a given team in the other members of the aforementioned team. Three, since your return to the United States you have been treated like a pariah by your fellows; this must have been intolerable and you have deported yourself with extraordinary self-control and dignity but while you remain in the service this is not going to get any better. Two and three above mitigate against any return to operational status. Do you want me to go on I�ve got a list as long as my arm?�
Nathan shook his head.
�So that�s it?� He grunted wearily.
�No,� the woman smiled. �This is hard for you. The Air Force was your family; now it is not. But you are a young man with his life in front of him. The future is what you make it, Nathan.�
�Yeah, sure,� he snorted grimly.
Right then if a big bomb had dropped on Offutt Air Base it would have been fine by Major Nathan Zabriski.

Chapter 67

Friday 7th February 1964
Bedford-Pine Park, Atlanta, Georgia
The stage could not possibly have been constructed to support so many bodies, swaying and singing, clapping and cheering in the afternoon heat. However, it was one of those days when regardless of its structural shortcoming it might, if the worst came to the worst, be held up by God�s will alone.
Such was the tenor of Dwayne John�s thoughts as Dr Martin Luther King stepped up to the battery of microphones and the great, seething mass of people in the park quietened and stilled, knowing perhaps that history was in the making and that they were privileged to be its witnesses.
Dwayne and several men who shared his physical dimensions and presence had been at Dr King�s shoulder and guarding his back all through that long, exhilarating day, walking beside him from the Ebenezer Baptist Church down Auburn and Jackson Avenue towards the downtown park now thronged with well over a hundred thousand souls. Most of the faces, moving like the waves of an ocean were black but perhaps one in ten were white, more so the farther one looked towards the boundaries of Bedford-Pine Park.
Dwayne was not alone in thinking of fables such as the Sermon of the Mount, or of Moses coming down from on high bearing tablets of stone. The gathering was one of biblical proportions and the mood ecstatic, celebratory as if a new age had dawned.
He had heard Dr King preach many times, address big crowds, and retain his calm, magisterial dignity in the face of heckling rednecks; today his voice rang with a new musical, quivering command.
�This is a speech I had hoped to deliver on the steps of the Lincoln Memorial last year. It is a speech that I will deliver again when we, my brothers and sisters, march on Philadelphia and I stand on the steps of the Philadelphia Capitol!�
The hairs stood up on the back of Dwayne John�s neck.
He and Dr King�s other �minders� had been ordered to stand at least two full paces from their charge and he ached to edge closer. Glancing past the great man his fellow bodyguards all mirrored his anxious eyes.
�Five score years ago a great American signed the Emancipation Proclamation.�This momentous decree came as a great beckoning light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames of withering injustice.�It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their captivity. But one hundred years later the Negro is still not free.�One hundred years later the life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimination.�One hundred years later the Negro lives on a lonely island of poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity.�One hundred years later the Negro is still languishing in the comers of American society and finds himself in exile in his own land.�
The crowd was in the palm of the preacher�s hand.
�Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice.�Now is the time to change racial injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood.�Now is the time to make justice ring out for all of God's children.�There will be neither rest nor tranquillity in America until the Negro is granted citizenship rights.�We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline.�We must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again we must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force.�So even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow I still have a dream.�It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.�
Martin Luther King paused, his head turning to gaze out across the multitude before him as he collected his resolve.
�I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed:�'We hold these truths to be self-evident; that all men are created equal.��I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit together at the table of brotherhood.�
There was a ringing poetic rhythm to his words as they rang out across Bedford-Pine Park like irresistible waves. The tide of human affairs had turned and no man could stand against the incoming waters.
�I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice.�I have a dream that little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.�I have a dream today.�I have a dream that one day down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its Governor having his lips dripping with the words of interposition and nullification, one day right there in Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.�
The stage was nakedly exposed, overlooked on all sides and the night stick hefting policemen around the park and at the front of the stage were visibly intimidated by the size and the mood of the crowd.
�I have a dream today.�
Dwayne�s whole being was seized by those five magical words.
�I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places plains, and the crooked places will be made straight, and before the Lord will be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.�
Sermon and speech, politics and parables all mixed into an unimaginably potent recipe for change; a plea for justice in a new future that was within America�s grasp if only it had the courage to grasp it with both hands.
�This is our hope.�This is the faith that I go back to the mount with.�With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform the genuine discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood.�With this faith we will be able to work together, pray together; to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom forever, knowing that we will be free one day.�
We will be free one day!
Dwayne felt drunk with the possibilities of the moment.
�And I say to you today my friends, let freedom ring.�From the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire, let freedom ring.�From the mighty mountains of New York, let freedom ring.�From the mighty Alleghenies of Pennsylvania!�Let freedom ring from the snow capped Rockies of Colorado! Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California! But not only there; let freedom ring from the Stone Mountain of Georgia! Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain in Tennessee! Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill in Mississippi. From every mountainside, let freedom ring!�
Afterwards, Dwayne John could never explain why he did what he did next. One instant he was transported into what amounted to an altered state of mind by the timbre and the hypnotic call of Martin Luther King�s voice; the next he was bracing himself.
�And when this happens, when we allow freedom to ring, when we let it ring from every village and hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual, �Free at last! Free at last! Thank God almighty, we're free at last!��
There were gasps, screams and then utter Bedlam as the huge, bear-like frame of Dwayne John enveloped, staggered and crashed Dr Martin Luther King to the hard, unyielding boards of the stage.
In the immediate aftermath nobody could recollect whether there had been three or four faint, very distant reports of a rifle barking.
In those awful moments the only thing anybody knew for sure was that around the microphone stands where Dr Martin Luther King had been delivering his call for national redemption; bodies now lay in spreading pools of livid, cardinal blood in the bright afternoon sunshine.
And several women were screaming.
[THE END]

Author�s Endnote

Thank you again for reading Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Book 3: The Great Society. I hope you enjoyed it � or if you didn�t, sorry � but either way, thank you for reading and helping to keep the printed word alive. Remember, civilisation depends on people like you.
The sequel to The Great Society, and the fourth book in the Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Series titled Ask Not of Your Country will be published on 31st December 2016.
* * *
As a rule I let my books speak for themselves. I hope it does not sound fuddy-duddy or old-fashioned, but broadly speaking I tend towards the view that a book should speak for itself.
However, with your indulgence I would like to briefly � well, as briefly as is possible without being overly terse � share a few personal thoughts with you, the reader about the Timeline 10/27/62 World and where I am coming from with the series.
What is alternative history? How can �counterfactuals� help us better understand the reality of the world in which we live? These are confounding questions which for all their intractability lend themselves to endless possibilities.
One strap line for the Timeline 10/27/62 Series is that �the swinging sixties never happened�. Okay, the Cuban Missiles Crisis went wrong but in this timeline Britain was hard hit but not wiped off the face of the earth; so why did the swinging sixties in some way, shape or form not happen?
To me that question has a relatively simple answer. London got nuked and the Beatles never went to America.
The Great Society ends on Friday 7th February 1964; in our actual, that is, real timeline that was the day that the Beatles arrived in America for the first time. In the Timeline 10/27/62 World the Beatles disappeared in the ruins of their home city Liverpool.
On 27th October 1962 � the night of the War � the Beatles were appearing live at the Hulme Hall in Birkenhead. Co-incidentally, it was also the night they gave their first radio interview, for Radio Clatterbridge a station broadcasting to two local hospitals. The Beatles had not yet �happened�. Beatlemania was still some months away in early 1963. It was only three weeks after the release of the band�s first single �Love me Do� and even locally on Merseyside, at that time the Beatles were hardly known to the general public beyond the circle of the regulars at the Cavern Club and other small venues in the area.
The Cuban Missiles War snuffed out the Beatles as it did the contemporary �London scene�; and there was to be no �swinging sixties�.
I think drama, literature and much of what we might call �art� is about �what if?� Human kind expresses its sentience through imagination, and in daring to dream impossible things. But from whence this imagination and will to dream comes I do not know.
However, I think � it would be overstating it to claim �I know� � more or less from which well of imagination that Timeline 10/27/62springs.
I was not yet seven-and-a-half years old in October 1962 when I realized my parents were paying an awful lot of attention to the radio, devouring every line of print in the daily newspaper and were not quite themselves, a little distracted in fact, now that I think about it. I heard the word �Cuba� bandied about but didn�t know until much later that the most important moment of my life had come and gone without my ever, as a child, knowing it.
I was not yet eight-and-a-half years old when one day in November 1963 the World around me came, momentarily, to a juddering halt. I had heard the name of John Fitzgerald Kennedy, and I even knew that he was the President of the United States of America. I didn�t know then that he was a womanising, drug addicted and deeply conflicted man who had lied to the American people about his chronic, periodically disabling illness which in any rational age ought to have disqualified him from the Presidency, but I did know that he was a charismatic, talismanic figure in whom even I, as a child more interested in soccer, model trains and riding my new bicycle, had invested a nameless hope for the future. And then one day he was gone and I shared my parents� shock and horror. It was not as if a mortal man had been murdered; JFK had become a mythic figure long before then. It was as if the modern analogue of King Menelaus of Sparta � hero of the Trojan Wars and the husband of Helen, she of the legendary face that launched a thousand ships � had been gunned down that day in Dallas.
The Cuban Missiles crisis and the death of a President taught a young boy in England in 1962 and 1963 that the World is a very dangerous place.
Subsequently, we have learned how close we all came to the abyss in October 1962, and on occasions since, and can look back on how deeply Jack Kennedy�s death scarred hearts and minds in the years after his assassination.
There is no certainty, no one profound insight into what �might have happened� had the Cold War turned Hot in the fall of 1962, or if JFK had survived that day in Dallas. History is not a systematic, explicable march from one event to another that inevitably reaches some readily predictable point. History only works that way in hindsight; very little is obvious to the major or the minor players at the time history is actually being made. One does not have to be a fully paid up chaos theoretician to know that apparently inconsequential small events can have massive unforeseen and unforeseeable impacts in subsequent historical developments.
I do not pretend to know what would have happened if the USA and the USSR had gone to war over Cuba in October 1962. One imagines this scenario has been the object of countless staff college war games in America and elsewhere in the intervening fifty-three years; I suspect that few of those war games would have played out the way the participants expected, and that no two games would have resolved themselves in exactly the same way as any other. That is the beauty and the fascination of historical counterfactuals, or as those of us who make no pretence at being emeritus professors of history say, alternative history.
Nobody can claim �this is the way it would have been� after the Cuban Missiles Crisis �went wrong�. This author only speculates that the Timeline 10/27/62 Series reflects one of the many ways �things might have gone� in the aftermath of Armageddon.
The thing one can be reasonably confident about is that if the Cuban Missiles Crisis had turned into a shooting war the World in which we live today would, probably, not be the one with which we are familiar.
A work of fiction is a journey of imagination. I hope it does not sound corny but I am genuinely a little humbled by the number of people who have already bought into what I am trying to do with Timeline 10/27/62.
Like any author, this author would prefer everybody to enjoy his books � if I disappoint, I am truly sorry � but either way, thank you for reading and helping to keep the printed word alive. I really do believe that civilization depends on people like you.
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