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Аннотация
�Ask Not of Your Country� is Book 4 of the alternative history series Timeline 10/27/62 � USA.

In the alternative timeline of the post-Cuban Missiles War the swinging sixties never happened.

�Ask Not of Your Country� is the fourth 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, twenty months after the cataclysm terrible wounds remain unhealed and the nation of liberty is increasingly beset by conflict.
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 racial tensions erupt across the South, civil war threatens to engulf the Midwest in Illinois and Wisconsin, Congress and the Administration are deadlocked, and the alliance with the British disintegrates.
While the Red Army surges south to the Persian Gulf, in Philadelphia the Kennedy Administration turns a blind eye, intent on pandering to the most virulent strain of the �America First� movement in election year.
The survivors had honestly believed that the World had gone mad in October 1962. They had hoped and prayed that the worst was over. Now they are beginning to ask themselves how much worse things can get?
Tragically, the answer is that things can get a lot, lot worse.
Never was Jack Kennedy�s inaugural appeal for all Americans to �ask not what your country can do for you� but to �ask what you can do for your country� more apposite.

Welcome to the fourth verse of Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Series.
Please note: as with several earlier Timeline 10/27/62 books Ask Not of Your Country comes with a CLIFF HANGER warning!


James Philip
Ask Not of Your Country


To the reader: firstly, thank you for reading this book; and secondly, please remember that this is a work of fiction. I made it up in my own head. None of the characters in �Ask Not of Your Country� � Book 4 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 I describe in �Ask Not of Your Country� � Book 4 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.

�America� goes not abroad, in search of monsters to destroy. She is the well-wisher to the freedom and independence of all. She is the champion and vindicator only of her own. She will commend the general cause by the countenance of her voice, and� her example. She well knows that by once enlisting under other banners than her own� she would involve herself beyond the power of extrication� �
John Quincy Adams
4th July 1821
U.S. House of Representatives, Washington DC

�Some day when I become a general, I want people to know that I�m serious.�
Cadet H. Norman Schwarzkopf jnr.
[Aged 10] in 1944
Bordertown Military Institute, Trenton, New Jersey

�History is the autobiography of a madman.�
Alexander Herzen
Dr Krupov, in �Who is to Blame?�
A novel first published in the
Journal Otechestvennye Zapiski [1846]



Chapter 1

Friday 5th June 1964
Waukesha, Wisconsin
The suburb of Waukesha lay astride the Fox River some seventeen miles west of Lake Michigan. On a clear night the lights of nearby Milwaukee used to light up the eastern horizon but for the last three days the smoke from the fires of the state�s largest city had lain upon it like a death shroud. From Milwaukee on the coastal plain the land rose to over seven hundred feet as it climbed towards the old spa town. Since the Second World War the elders of the County had watched the urban sprawl of the city approaching, year on year, from the relative safety of the heights south of Interstate 94. But now an unimaginably worse fate than being � at some stage in the future � enveloped by the suburbs of the great city was about to befall their community.
Twenty-nine year old Major H. Norman Schwarzkopf Jr. had heard many tall � and not so tall stories � about what happened when a civilian population took things into its own hands and in a panic, fled. He had studied the campaigns of long dead generals and the minutiae of the wars of the twentieth century but never believed, not for a minute, that he would ever see the things he had seen in the last few days on American soil. The entire population of Waukesha, some thirty thousand men, women, children, the old, the infirm and babes in arms was on the move west. The roads out of town were choked with vehicles and the inevitable looting and fire-starting had begun.
Late in the afternoon it had begun to rain again as it had done off and on for most of the last week. The summer heat had been sultry, oppressive, threatening, and now great tridents of lightning stabbed down into the fields and woods and great crashing crescendos of thunder rolled across the hills. Broken down cars and trucks and little knots of people unwilling to leave exhausted or sick loved ones behind, huddled beneath blankets and tarpaulins along the roadside. The exodus from Waukesha and the tens of thousands of refugees fleeing Milwaukee had merged along Interstate 94 into an endless, cold, soaking wet procession of unrelieved misery.
The tragedy unfolding west of Lake Michigan was of truly Biblical proportions. In its suddenness and its magnitude no other description began to paint a picture of the awfulness of what was happening in a part of America�
However, a soldier could not afford the luxury of dwelling on the proportions of the catastrophe unfolding around him. His job was to deal with what was in front of him; to obey his orders and to do his duty.
Soldiering was all about remembering the main thing.
Schwarzkopf had left over half his men with his vehicles, a score of Jeeps, half-tracks and trucks, and eleven M113 armored personnel carriers to follow him to Waukesha at their best pace and gone ahead on foot with one hundred and fifteen men. He hated the idea of dividing the fighting strength of his two hundred and fifty strong company but he had been given a job to do and he was not about to get that job done sitting in a traffic jam ten miles the wrong side of town.
Dusk was falling fast as he and his men spread out into the eerily empty centre of Waukesha.
The town had the look and feel of an old East Coast community; hardly surprising since the area had initially been settled by New England farmers from Connecticut, Vermont, Maine and Massachusetts in the years after the end of the Black Hawk War and the opening of the Erie Canal. Those first settlers had brought with them the muscular brands of Christianity which had sustained them back East, and throughout their treks across the American north. In the nineteenth century nearby springs had enabled entrepreneurs to promote Waukesha as the �Saratoga of the West�. Such was the past of this place; as to what its future held nobody could tell. East and south of the state capital Madison, less than seventy miles away elements of two units, troopers from the 106th Airborne and grunts from the 3rd Marines were digging in. Meanwhile Schwarzkopf�s reinforced Reconnaissance Company �A� of the 132nd Infantry Combat Group of the Wisconsin National Guard had been pushed forward to �find out what the Hell is going on over towards Milwaukee!�
Schwarzkopf�s orders were specific; the refugees were not his problem and he had not been sent to Waukesha to engage �the enemy� in a major engagement, his job was to access the situation and to fall back on Madison.
Schwarzkopf and his radioman retreated beneath the colonnaded portico of the town hall to get out of the rain.
�This is Top Dog!� Boomed the voice of Lieutenant Colonel Harvey Grabowski, Schwarzkopf�s commanding officer. �What have you got for me Little Bear?�
There was nothing remotely �little� about Norman Schwarzkopf, he was six foot three inches tall and even after a month �up country� on the �Chicago Front� he weighed in, athletically, at around two hundred and thirty pounds. When he picked up an M-16 assault rifle it disappeared into his paw-like hands like a toy and he hefted a sixty pound kit bag over his shoulder as if it was filled with fresh air.
Schwarzkopf liked and respected the �old man� � Grabowski was a long-time reservist knocking on sixty who had had the honor to fight with Pershing in the Argonne in 1918 and with Patton in the breakout from Normandy in 1944.
�Everybody�s pulling out of town, sir,� he reported. �The folks coming up the hill from Milwaukee say all Hell broke loose in the city three or four days ago. It sounds medieval, sir. The story is that a lot of the rebels are religious nuts. Some of them wear red crosses on their chests. They round people up and read the Bible to them. The whole city was declared ungodly by something called the �High Council of the Lakes�. The refugees say that the city�s Wisconsin State National Guard battalion repelled the first attacks but then the rebels flanked its lines inland and on small boats out on the lake, and after that the local troops either surrendered or ran away. There are reports that the rebels shoot anybody they find in uniform. Cops, soldiers, even boy scouts. A couple of people have reported that armed men entered one of the hospitals and started executing patients but that can�t be right. Everybody we talk to wants to know where the Army and the Air Force is. OVER!�
�Did you say religious nuts, Little Bear?�
�Yes, sir. They drove into downtown Milwaukee in trucks fitted with loudspeakers quoting the Bible � the Book of Revelation � exhorting the faithful to point out the ungodly in their midst. As they advance they systematically loot and kill, and rape, they do a lot of that people say, and then they set fire to whole neighborhoods. It is almost like some medieval pogrom, sir. Over.�
�Who are they killing?�
�That�s the thing, sir. It seems random. When they first ran into the city�s defense line they pushed a crowd of women and children ahead of them. Sort of human shields, I suppose. I keep saying what I�m hearing sounds medieval, sir,� Schwarzkopf apologized. �The only think to compare it with in modern times may be the way the Red Army behaved in the latter stages of the forty-five war. The Soviets treated all women as spoils of war when the Red Army advanced into eastern Germany. It also puts me in mind of some of the stories that came out of DC last December. The bastards capture a district and call a halt so that they can rape all the women and young girls, kill the old folk and give teenage and fighting age men they�ve captured the choice of joining them in the raping and killing or being executed on the spot. We�ve got a bad situation out here. We�re pretty sure there�s a whole mess of rebels mixed up with the refugees coming out of the city.�
�What does Interstate 94 look like, Little Bear?�
�Not good, sir. There may already be fifty or sixty thousand plus displaced persons heading west. None of them have got food or water. We passed a lot of bodies on the roadsides getting here. The people who got out of Milwaukee got out in the clothes they were standing in� �
�There�s nothing we can do for them, Little Bear,� Schwarzkopf�s commanding officer said sternly.
�Yes, sir.�
�I want prisoners. Can you get me some prisoners?�
�Roger that, sir!�
Schwarzkopf handed back the radio handset and stepped out into the rain.
�Everybody to me! NOW!�
He had sent three platoons forward to act as pickets, and kept twenty-three men back as a �fighting reserve�. The soldiers around him were National Guardsmen but not peace time reservists; he had only brought his hardest �hard cases� on this expedition to Waukesha, each man with him had been in uniform ever since the October War and Schwarzkopf had had Company �A� for the last four months. The men around him were real soldiers, and although several of them were a little long in the tooth for this kind of field work; there was no substitute for their accumulated combat experience.
Schwarzkopf �s �hard cases� had all seen action in Korea, and several of them in the Pacific, or Germany in the Second War; in this particular company he was the only �rookie�.
�We�re moving forward until we eyeball the enemy!� He bawled as the rain began to hammer down again. Each man was already soaked, the downpour splashing off helmets. �We will join up with 1st, 2nd and 3rd platoons and form an extended picket line. If we hit major resistance or come under sustained fire we will withdraw. Top Dog wants prisoners but we�re not putting out heads in a meat grinder to get them. We�ll pull back around midnight and set up a checkpoint east of the town on Interstate 94 at dawn. We�ll roust out anybody suspicious. There are bound to be bad guys hiding in the crowds. Any questions?�
There were several questions; his men were professionals.
Schwarzkopf responded briskly, unhesitatingly. He made a couple of minor clarifications and checked again if everybody was on the same wavelength.
�Good! I don�t want anybody getting shot!� This he declaimed with a predatory grin. �Let�s get to it!�

Chapter 2

Friday 5th June 1964
Federal Bureau of Investigation Field Office, Albuquerque, New Mexico
Unlike his boss, J. Edgar Hoover, sixty-three year old Clyde Anderson Tolson was something of a mystery to both the public and to Washington insiders. He was a Missourian hailing from Laredo who had moved to Washington DC in 1919. Remarkably, he had worked first as a clerk and then as a confidential secretary in the offices of three successive Secretaries of War; Newton D. Baker, John W. Weeks, and Dwight F. Davis.
In retrospect this had been an extraordinarily serendipitous insight into the workings of the Federal Government, given his later career as the sidekick and meticulous, protective right hand man and confidante of the nation�s premier gangbuster. While at the War Department Tolson had qualified to practice law at night school at George Washington University, graduating in 1927 and joining the FBI soon afterwards; since then he had � quite literally � been at Hoover�s side.
The two men drove to work together, vacationed together and ate together, practically living and working in each other�s pockets. 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 famous 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.
�Frederick M. Miller,� Tolson intoned through clenched teeth. His lowly pitched voice was loud in the small concrete room below street level beneath the three-floor FBI Albuquerque Field Office. �Aged forty-one. He won a Purple Heart at Iwo Jima. He had a wife and two young children.�
�Fred was a good guy,� the other man in the room observed mildly.
Whereas Tolson was attired in a crisply pressed business suit, his face shaved and his thinning hair slicked back, wearing brightly buffed black shoes; his hand-cuffed companion was unshaven, tousled, his face bruised, blotched. He had not washed for several days, his shirt was grime-stained � with both dirt and his blood � he stank like a raccoon and his shoes were ruinously scuffed. He also felt like shit but Tolson was beyond caring about little things like that.
�Karl E. Richter, junior� �
�Eric was a jerk.�
Tolson looked up with murder in his grey hooded eyes.
The other, younger man shrugged.
�Karl Eric Richter,� Tolson continued. �Aged forty-three. Twenty years unblemished service to the Bureau. He leaves a wife and three children.�
�He was hitting on a kid in the typing pool at the San Francisco Field Office,� retorted the prisoner. �He always hit on the girls fresh out of typing school.�
Former Special Agent Dwight Christie had wondered, now and then, what it would be like being a prisoner. When first he betrayed the Agency, his country and the majority of the people he had ever called �friends� he had expected to be quickly uncovered, captured, condemned and probably hung, gassed or electrocuted � depending upon which state he was arraigned in � or shot in some last gasp desperate OK Corral-type shoot out� every day. However, when it had not happened after the first year he had started to relax. In fact as the years had rolled by he had become a little blas� about the prospect.
No fool like an old fool.
The handcuffs chaffed; the connecting chain of his manacles was strung through a rugged steel loop buried in the table before him. Even had he been able to get to his feet his ankles were shackled. The chains made sense; he was after all, a very dangerous man.
�Tadeusz Drzewiecki. Aged twenty-nine years.�
Tolson had not called the goons in the corridor back into the interrogation cell yet. On balance that was likely a good sign. They would have stayed around if today was the day he got to be beaten to a pulp. Problematically, the day was still young but the thing about being a prisoner was that you learned � faster than most people imagine � to live minute by minute because your life belonged to somebody else. The hardest thing to get used to was not having to make any plans, or take any decisions. After a while it tended to leave a huge empty void in a man�s mind.
�I shot Richter,� Dwight Christie confessed. �I could pretend I did it because he raped a seventeen year old girl in the car lot behind the Santa Fe Field Office one night, but,� he shrugged as demonstrably as his manacled hands allowed, �I�d have capped the jerk when I found out about that if I was half the man I like to think I am. Before you ask, I killed Jansen, too. He was the guy who carried out the hit on Admiral Braithwaite and his wife in Oakland. Jansen was the one who capped Drzewiecki and Miller.�
Tolson scowled.
�Who ordered the assassination of Admiral and Mrs Braithwaite?�
�I don�t know. I didn�t ask.� Two lies.
�How did you meet Jansen?�
Christie said nothing.
�Okay,� Tolson grunted. �Why kill everybody at the safe house in Berkeley?�
�How far would I have got if I�d just disappeared?�
The older man sucked in an asthmatic breath.
�It took you what,� Christie inquired, �two months to figure out I wasn�t one of the bodies in Berkeley? I knew the Bureau would work it out sooner or later. Later was better at the time. Besides, Jansen had it coming to him. Guys like me hate contracting work out to the mob as much as you and the Director, Mr Tolson.�
�Guys like you?�
�Guys like you and me who protect and serve the swindlers who profit from this country�s wars.�
Clyde Tolson was looking at him as if he was mad.
Heck, maybe I am mad!
I must have been crazy risking getting caught playing the good fucking Samaritan once too often�
�The women and children at the address where you were arrested,� Tolson inquired, �claim that you were their guardian angel?�
Christie snorted a short laugh.
�I put distance between them and Galen Cheney and brought them food and medicine when I could, if that�s what you mean?�
Tolson had been thumbing through a sheaf of notes.
He paused, read several lines.
�There were two older women. A lady in her forties and another in her twenties, and several girls� � He looked up. �All of whom had been violated. Including the youngest, who claims her age to be only twelve years?�
�Sarah Jane was raped by Galen Cheney�s son Isaac the night before the pair of them took off north,� Christie said. There was no point holding back things the bastards already knew. �Before you ask; for what it�s worth I didn�t know they planned to assassinate Dr King. I�ve got no problem being a communist, if that�s what you want to call me but I�ve got no quarrel with blacks who want a fair deal. I thought that was what the Civil War was about� �
Tolson�s pale face was wearing a troubled, vaguely confused expression.
�You must have known Cheney�s planned to assassinate the Reverend King?�
Christie shook his head.
�No. I didn�t know he planned to take a pot shot at the Presidential cavalcade in Dallas either.� He shook his head again. �Or any of the other shit he got up to before I met up with him again back in December. The rebellion in DC was as big a surprise to me as it was to you and the Director, by the way.� That was lie, of course. �I guessed the Braithwaite killing was something to do with that, but that�s just twenty-twenty hindsight. Maybe the Admiral found out what was in the wind and somebody wanted him silenced?�
Tolson was quiet for some seconds.
�Everybody says you�re a sharp operator, Christie.� It was no kind of question so the younger man did not reply.
Instead, he asked a question of his own.
�It was one of the girls who tipped you off, wasn�t it?�
Nothing else made sense. The women were terrified of Galen Cheney and his idiot surviving son. Retarded or not Isaac had to have been the man who fired the shots responsible for the Bedford Pine Park tragedy in Atlanta in February. The kid had a gift with a long rifle, the eyesight of a hawk and the untroubled conscience of a child who simply does not realize that taking down another human being of ranges of up to a mile is wrong.
Isaac had damaged Sarah Jane that night before he went away. Inseminated her, and subsequently beaten her so badly she had passed blood for two days. A fortnight ago the kid had miscarried and the bleeding had gone on and on�
She would have died if he had not driven her and Selma, the oldest of the surviving Cheney women to the nearest hospital over thirty miles north from the bayou hideaway where, until then, the women had been safe from the Cheney�s.
Sarah Jane had been delirious.
She would not have been able to help herself�
�I am informed that the child is recovering,� Tolson explained, obviously finding the whole discussion about the hospitalization of a twelve year old victim of unspeakable sexual abuse intensely distasteful, �as well as can be expected in the circumstances.�
Dwight Christie was beginning to realize he was no longer being interrogated; possibly, because his captors suspected that he had little or no useful intelligence to betray. He had had no contact with his former minders since before the Battle of Washington; and so far as he knew he had only a single unburned contact left in the whole of North America. He had trawled the south western states checking dead letter drops, slipping the standard key words � code words � into conversations in places where he had met comrades in the past. He had watched old safe houses, trailed the friends and relations of old associates. All to no avail; the network was gone, anybody still �sleeping� was comatose and everybody else was dead or in the hands of the Bureau.
Yes, something was definitely sticking in Associate Director Tolson�s throat.
No witnesses in the cell.
No visible sign of any bugging or recording equipment.
No double-sided mirrors.
Perhaps, Tolson needed whatever he wanted to say to him to be private with a capital �P�.
Christie waited. He had all the time in the world; he was going nowhere but Clyde Tolson was a busy man. He would get to the punch line sooner or later.
�It it was my decision I�d have you taken outside and shot,� the older man stated unhappily. �However, Director Hoover has empowered me to put a,� he choked on this for a moment, �proposition to you.�
Dwight Christie�s ears pricked up in surprise. From Tolson�s self-evident discomfort the proposition in question clearly did not concern the color of the bullets with which he was to be dispatched.
�The number one priority of the Bureau at this time is to bring the murderers of Bedford Pine Park to justice.�
�The number one priority?�
�Yes.�
�Okay,� Christie murmured, still not really knowing where this bizarre turn of events was heading.
�If you materially assist the Bureau in the apprehension of Galen Cheney, his son Isaac and any other associates engaged in his murderous activities presently or in the past,� Tolson went on, his tone increasingly terse and breathless with unmitigated disgust, �you will be granted immunity from prosecution for any of the heinous crimes you have committed against the United States up to and including this time.�
Jesus wept�
I honestly did not see that coming!
Dwight Christie�s brain clicked back into gear.
�Okay,� he muttered. Then, finding his voice he asked: �Do I get that in writing from the US Attorney General�s Office?�
�That�s hardly� �
�I want it in writing signed by the Attorney General or his Deputy, and I want that letter notarized by and locked away in the safe of the sort of lawyer even you and Director Hoover will think twice before rousting.�
�You are in no position to make conditions, Christie.�
But they both knew that was not true.
�Look, Mr Tolson,� the man in chains reasoned wearily. �Here�s the thing. I�m not about to deny anything you think I�ve done. I don�t care what you think of me or about any of that. For what it�s worth I�m not even a communist; leastways, not in my own head. I may have been working for the Soviets for most of the last twenty years, I don�t know. I don�t speak Russian; and I never wanted to live in the Soviet Union. I just got angry with the way things are, were, in this country. I saw all those fat cats getting fatter while our boys � well, my brothers in particular, actually � were getting killed on the beaches of all those shitty little islands in the Pacific and over there in Europe. Hell, I never understood why that was our fight anyway. So, here I am in,� actually he had no idea where he was, �in wherever this is with my hands and feet in chains waiting for somebody to cap me. I�m okay with that. I�ve done bad things, crazy mixed up bad things now that I think about it but it all made a kind of sense at the time.�
�You�re in Albuquerque,� Tolson said hoarsely.
�Oh, right. Albuquerque. Whatever, with the greatest respect, unless you want to make this �proposition� of yours official as in signed, sealed and delivered if it�s all the same with you I�ll carry on sitting here on my arse waiting for the bullet, Mr Tolson.�

Chapter 3

Saturday 6th June 1964
Berkeley, California
Fifty-one year old Professor Caroline Konstantis had been in the process of �retiring� from the United States Air Force Reserve at the time of the Cuban Missiles War. She had finally been appointed a fellow of the School of Medicine at the University of Chicago in 1961 and her military �duties� � mostly the requirement to serve sixty to ninety days per annum on �standby� or actually on active service � was likely, going forward, to become an onerous distraction as her medical career blossomed.
In medicine as in any other profession just being a woman was a big disadvantage in itself, and looking ahead not being around to fight her department�s battles at the School of Medicine two to three months most years, even assuming there was no new major war in the next ten years, was going to be a real career issue going forward. She had ambitions to be the School�s first female Dean of Psychiatry and that was not going to happen if she was stabbed in the back every time she performed her �reserve duties� in DC or Hawaii or Guam or Stuttgart. Thus, if things had gone to plan by the fall of 1963 she ought to have been a free woman again.
But then in late October 1962 the missiles had started flying, the bombs dropping and everything had gone the Hell; and now she had another career. Or rather, two careers, a public and a secret role. For public consumption she appeared in all Veterans Administration documentation as Lieutenant Colonel, Psychiatric Services attached to the Philadelphia Naval Hospital. Sometimes she even made an appearance at her office in Philly; but not often. In real life she reported directly to the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General Curtis LeMay and other than when she was face to face with her immediate colleagues she never talked about her work.
�I�ve got a Helluva a lot of damaged boys in my Air Force,� the legendary former commander of Strategic Air Command had told her with the bluntness for which he was famed. Not for nothing was Curtis LeMay, the man who had led the 3rd Air Division of the Eighth Air Force to Regensburg in 1943, and orchestrated the fire-bombing of the Japanese Cities in 1945, known by his men as �Old Iron Pants�, �the Big Cigar� and �Bombs Away LeMay� but that was only one side of the man whose missiles and bombers had won World War III in a single night. �That�s not a thing I can make a big thing about right now,� he had gone on grimly, �but I�m not about to brush any of this shit under the carpet like those assholes in DC want!�
Caroline Konstantis had been flown from Illinois to meet LeMay at Barksdale Air Force Base, near Shreveport in Louisiana the week before Christmas 1962, and never returned to Chicago. She had survived the night of the war because she was staying overnight with friends in Joliet, forty miles south west of city, well beyond the blast radius of either of the big bombs which had wrecked the north of the Windy City. LeMay�s people had only tracked her down because she had registered her reserve status with the Illinois Emergency Disaster Management Office in Joliet.
The National Guard had closed all the roads into Chicago in the weeks after the cataclysm; and she had reported for duty at the local hospital.
The whole World had been traumatized in those days.
As if under the surface it was any less traumatized now�
Caroline Konstantis turned off University Avenue and parked her car, a 1960 Plymouth from the US Air Force car pool in Oakland, on Hearst Street. It was one of those beautiful, balmy, bright California mornings that made everybody from out of state wonder what on earth they were doing living somewhere else. Lately, there were a host of other reasons why right thinking Americans would want to live in California; not least because the state was beginning to seem to many Americans like an island of sanity in an ever madder World. A lot of the places she travelled to � her job meant she spent every third day in the air or on the road � there were National Guardsman on street corners, the roads were littered with the detritus of riots, people treated out of towners and the military like enemies, and politics had become well� positively feral. The country had turned in upon itself; and to be accused of being un-American was a thing that could get a man � or a woman � beaten up in the street in most states.
She switched off the motor, pushed up her Ray-Bans and adjusted the mirror. Her hair seemed streaked with straw as much as grey; spending so much time in the sun agreed with her. The grey-blue in her eyes seemed brighter than she had noticed years ago, and the crows� feet at the corners of her eyes were no more pronounced than before the war. There had been a time when she would have imagined that her new life � her post-cataclysm life � might have worn her down; instead it had freed her from a narrow middle-aged professional rut which had become her prison. Her ex-husband, a history professor ten years her senior, had been in Niagara with his latest floozy the night of the war. Sometimes she wondered if they had been coupling at the moment they were vaporized by the Buffalo bomb. Her son, Simon, was a junior houseman at Shore Memorial in Atlantic City. Simon had been his father�s son and he had not spoken to her since the divorce, five years ago.
After the divorce her precious �career� had become everything and her whole pre-October War life, a life almost totally bereft of family and real friends. She had become old before her time cultivating stern professorial dowdiness, careful never to risk personal involvements.
These days she only wore her uniform when she was in Philadelphia; or on a military base, things worked better if she behaved and looked like a civilian.
In the beginning she had honestly believed that what she was doing made a difference, that in some way the Air Force was actually trying to �care� for its countless irreparably �damaged� survivors. The funny thing was that she still believed that Curtis LeMay genuinely cared; but whether his �concern� was motivated by compassion for �his boys� or by a simple desire to minimize the contagion within his remaining Bombardment Groups was a moot point.
Caroline Konstantis got out of the car and stretched the tension out of her shoulders. She smoothed down her calf-length cotton dress, enjoyed the feel of her hair falling freely, touching her mainly bare shoulders in a distinctly unmilitary fashion, and luxuriated in the warmth of the sun on her arms. Before the war she would have regarded today�s �frock� as a party dress that revealed far, far too much of her less than prime flesh, and the positively wanton suggestion of shallow cleavage, quite scandalous. However, that was then and this was now. Her figure had always been trim, skinny in her younger days, a little fuller in her middle years. The last eighteen months �on the road� had rescued her from a sedentary desk and classroom-based lifestyle that had been sucking the vitality out of her frame. It was years since she had seen enough sun to develop a healthy tan; years since she had felt remotely at one with herself. The World had gone to Hell, the country was falling apart around her but she had accidentally re-found herself. Or at least that was what she pretended.
Notwithstanding her qualms � something mid-way between teenage �prom nerves� and the existential angst that often assails one in middle age when contemplating a thing that is patently foolish � she felt alive.
The sad thing was that she had almost forgotten what that was like.
That morning�s edition of the Lost Angeles Times reported that �Chicago Is Burning!� on the front page above a story about the British Embassy in Philadelphia having been damaged by a car bomb, and on the inside cover that the man the East Coast newspapers called the �Pied Piper of Greenwich Village� was playing at the �gala reopening� of a club called �The Troubadour� on Santa Monica Boulevard that night. The continuing melodrama of the trial of a dirty cop called Reggie O�Connell� had taken up three whole pages further into the paper. There were pictures of a buxom blond, the cop�s wife who had turned State�s evidence, and another of a rangy, handsome, unkempt man in his twenties; the musician Sam Brenckmann � a man whose single �Brothers Across the Water� had been playing in most of the diners and bars she had ducked into in the last two or three months � whom it seemed was, coincidentally, a co-owner of The Troubadour and one of Reggie O�Connell�s most high profile victims.
Everywhere else outside California the papers were full of news of shootings, crackdowns by the police, vile accusations against the political classes in general and the person of the President in particular; but here in California there was still plenty of �normal news�.
The Los Angeles Times was full of it; orange growers in �the Valley� were worrying about the likelihood of a drought on account of the exceptionally dry winter, the State Governor Pat Brown had tabled re-drafted plans to bridge San Diego Bay and for new road building plans in the Bay Area. In downtown San Francisco the Adjutant General of the West Coast Confederation National Guard, Major General Colin Powell Dempsey, was taking the salute at a parade honoring the men who had fallen �pacifying the gangs of the Sierras�.
Here in California there was still a sense of civil society, of order and something vaguely like �normality� on the streets of Berkeley and elsewhere which struck her every time she crossed the state line or stepped off an aircraft at LA or San Francisco. Granted, law and order even here was a fragile thing and there were a lot of places in the state where she would fear to drive or walk as a woman alone; but mainly, she still knew that she was safe most places, especially in the Bay Area and down south in Los Angeles.
The small, utilitarian bungalow hurriedly thrown up in the World War II boom years seemed exactly as it had before. The yard was a little neglected and the grass out front an inch or two overlong.
The dwellings in this part of town were constructed to a pattern; one or two bedrooms, a living room, bathroom and small kitchen, the main rooms separated by a narrow hallway. Damaged slates on the roof had been repaired since her last visit a month ago and a battered Chevy pickup sat on the concrete pan beside the end wall. The TV aerial on the gable of the building was silvery new and the drapes on the front room windows were drawn against the heat of the summer sun.
There were three wooden steps up to the small porch.
The door was freshly painted, matt white like the exterior walls of the property to reflect the heat of the California sun outward. Caroline stood at the top of the steps, turned and took in her surrounds one more time. The war workers had moved on years ago and students had moved in. Across the road at intervals of fifty yards the Bay Area Rapid Transit Authority had posted signs; many of the houses on that side of the street were condemned, under notice of demolition to allow work to start on the new tramways planned to link Berkeley and the whole eastern Bay Area. The October War had put a hold on all that and it was only recently that Governor Brown had begun resurrecting California�s ambitious pre-war infrastructure plans.
Her hand moved to the newly fitted circular bell button wired into the right hand frame of the door at shoulder level. Up close she could still detect the tang of fresh pain work. The place had been virtually falling down three months ago. The last time she had been in the Bay Area the best part of four weeks ago the outside walls were flaking, and the insides the building had been a tangle of wiring and lifted floor boards, the power turned off most of the time. The last month had seemed like forever and as her finger hesitated over the bell push she was suddenly tingling with anticipation, and fear.
She was who she was, fifty-one years old and he was� who he was, young enough to be her son; her son�s age in fact, give or take a few months and the way she was feeling now, in this moment, in the heat of this moment seemed just plain wrong.
It was one thing to rationalize her current psychological-emotional condition as some kind of delayed �war psychosis� � God in Heaven she had seen enough different manifestations of that in the last year to fill a dozen research papers � but another entirely to extricate herself from its grip. Even, that was, if she was remotely motivated to so do, which she was not!
In another woman � before the war � she would have written it off to a mid-life crisis, some kind of reaction to an old, tired, failed marriage that neither party had the wit, inclination or energy to terminate twenty years ago, or to straightforward menopausal hysteria. But she had walked away from her unhappy, unfulfilling marriage before the October War, and her �time of life� had come and gone early in her forties. In retrospect that had hastened her divorce although at the time it had all passed her by because she was so immersed in her work; one study after another for the Air Force resulting in a string of widely published reports which had eventually won her the prestigious teaching chair � and tenure � at the School of Medicine at the University of Chicago.
The truth was that she was no longer the woman she had been before the October War; and that the cataclysm had liberated her from each and every one of her former life assumptions. The World had truly gone mad and the old rules no longer applied. How else could she explain that after flying into San Francisco yesterday evening she had been in a near-hysterical emotional flux, hardly able to sleep last night, up stupidly early to bathe and preen like she had not done for nearly thirty years! She had agonized over lingerie like a debutante � selecting a dark lacy brassiere and a chic French-style open girdle � and whether or not to wear nylons on such a warm Bay day.
Oh God, mutton dressed as lamb�
Once upon a time she would have guarded her �professional and ethical standing� with her life; but did any of that stuff really matter anymore? Every time she read the papers or turned on the TV or the radio the World seemed to be crazier!
A couple of months ago they had learned that the Russians had only been playing dead. Now they were in Baghdad!
Yesterday the news had been that President Kennedy had met the British Prime Minister at Cape Cod and sent her away empty handed, declaring: �the days when Europe and the Middle East were US spheres of military influence are over. America goes not abroad, in search of monsters to destroy. She is the well-wisher to the freedom and independence of all. She is the champion and vindicator only of her own.� Henceforward, �I have always been and always will be an America First President!�
Caroline Konstantis�s index finger depressed the bell button.
There was a distant mechanical ringing.
Nathan Zabriski opened the door.
He was a man of slightly above average height, five feet nine or ten, trimly dapper, with his dark hair crew cut and his face closely shaved that morning. He was the sort of man who looked at home in uniform, today he was wearing a check shirt and new blue jeans.
He looked tanned, fit.
In his grey-green eyes nameless agitation played.
He shifted on his feet like a man mystified, or perhaps frightened.
�I missed you,� he said simply, as if he was ashamed.

Chapter 4

Saturday 6th June 1964
Federal Emergency Management Administration Compound, Kensington, Maryland
Fifty-five year old Lyndon Baines Johnson�s craggy face creased into a welcoming smile as Gretchen Brenckmann-Betancourt was shown into the small conference room. The tall Texan held out his hand.
�I apologies for not being able to accommodate you in my schedule the other week in Philly,� the Vice President began. Six feet three inches � and some � he often towered over an interlocutor but his visitor was only shorter by a few inches in her high heels.
�Please,� the willowy brunette reassured him, �I completely understand, sir.�
Gretchen knew that the Vice President�s �schedule� was anything but crowded. LBJ had begun to disengage from the rest of the Administration several weeks ago, now the talk was that he had broken with it � on less than amicable terms � over the outcome of the Cape Cod Summit. That was not to say that Johnson was any less of an �America Firster� than Jack Kennedy, far from it, just a different sort of America First man. Throughout the spring he had lobbied for a strong line to be taken in the Midwest, to allow the military its head. In the Deep South he had wanted to play the Civil Rights card for all it was worth, hold it over the heads of Southern Democrats like a hammer that could fall at a time and place of his choosing; instead the Administration had tried to be all things to all men and forgotten the first rule of politics: you do what you have to do to win.
Many Administration insiders had suspected that the President�s decision to ditch the alliance with the British would be the last straw for LBJ. Repudiating the �special relationship�, and most likely provoking the downfall of Margaret Thatcher�s � vexingly bellicose regime � was probably going to play well with the American people, for a day, a week, maybe longer but who picked up the pieces after the Red Army conquered the Middle East?
As Gretchen�s father had observed: �Isolationism sounds like a great idea right up until the day the gas pumps start to run dry!�
Lyndon Johnson retained his hold of the woman�s hand a moment; long enough for them to both make eye contact. When the daughter of the Democratic Party�s East Coast kingmaker paid a house call a wise man acted with due deliberation.
Johnson had known Gretchen Betancourt�s father over thirty years; had it not been for Claude Betancourt's marvelously adroit behind the scenes maneuvering he might have been the man nominated to face down Richard Nixon in 1960. However, that was all in the past. Now that old Joe Kennedy was dead and the Kennedy boys had blown up half the World the old rules, the old allegiances were meaningless. So, when a man like Claude Betancourt sent an old enemy an emissary it behooved him to listen to what she had to say.
�You are a very busy man,� the woman went on, �and I completely understand why your preference was for a low-profile meeting in a confidential location.�
Johnson retrieved his hand and waved for the woman to take one of the two comfortable chairs in front of his borrowed desk. Neither he nor she spoke while aides brought coffee and shuffled out of the room.
The man had noted how stiffly Gretchen walked, concluding that the life-threatening injuries she had sustained at the State Department Building during the Battle of Washington still troubled her more than she was prepared to admit. She had been in the room in which Under Secretary of State George Ball had died, she had been shot the by insurgents and left to die in the burning State Department Building. By the time she was discovered, more dead than alive the best part of a day later, the doctors at the Bethesda Naval Hospital had practically given up on her. Comatose for several days and at one time feared paralyzed; that she was so self-evidently back on her feet only six months later was a minor miracle.
�I�m glad that you seem so recovered, Mrs Brenckmann,� Johnson observed.
Gretchen Betancourt�s marriage had been a hastily organized popular circus that had filled the Cathedral Basilica of Saints Peter and Paul in Philadelphia, prompting a veritable media fiesta in the surrounding streets and parks despite the inclemency of the weather that day.
She was an American aristocrat and her husband the second son of the US Ambassador to the United Kingdom. The President and half his Cabinet had attended the ceremony; afterwards Gretchen had been the star of the show and photographs of her hanging on the arms of the great and the good of the Republic had filled the papers and preoccupied the big TV networks for days.
Johnson had only met the lucky groom a couple of times, both occasions in passing but all his sources said the guy was �rock solid�, a chip off the �old block� unless you talked to anybody close to the Secretary of State. The State Department had fallen out of love with its ambassador in Oxford long before the �ructions� of the first week of April. People close to Secretary of State Fulbright said Walter Brenckmann had �gone native� and intuitively mistrusted Daniel, their troublesome envoy�s second son. Not least because Dan was one of Claude Betancourt�s prot�g�s and he was immovably embedded in Chief Justice Earl Warren�s Office for the Commission on the Causes and the Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War. The kid was a lawyer like his father, cut it seemed, from the same utterly reliable, stoic fabric that had originally earned his old man the patronage of the Betancourt family.
The Vice President had never quite got to the bottom of that.
It had something to do with Walter Brenckmann�s time in the Navy. Claude Betancourt�s people in Quincy had kept his two-bit attorney�s firm alive while he was away during the forty-five war, and during the Korean War the son of one of Betancourt�s buddies had been on Brenckmann�s ship. When Brenckmann had returned home from Korea he had become Claude�s go to �quiet man�, the guy he sent for when a thing needed to be resolved amicably, without fuss of bother, because everybody in Boston knew that Walter Brenckmann had a knack of fixing things in such a way that everybody walked away thinking they had won. Or so the legend had it.
Either way Daniel Brenckmann had played his walk on, supporting part at the society wedding of the year with perfect calm dignity. Gretchen Louisa Betancourt, whom everybody had expected to walk down the aisle on crutches had, leaning on her proud father�s arm slowly, hurtfully progressed down the length of the great church; and thereafter Dan Brenckmann had been there to catch her if she fell, as he clearly planned to be the rest of his fairy princess�s life.
That sort of thing mattered a lot to an ambitious young woman like Gretchen Betancourt.
The most profound lesson of Johnson�s own life was that with the right partner by one�s side the sky was the limit, and quite literally, all things were possible. Claude Betancourt�s wealth and political muscle might not always be at his daughter�s back; but Dan Brenckmann would always be there.
�Thank you. I am much recovered, Mister Vice President,� Gretchen declared, careful not to overdo the winning, flashing smile she occasionally unfurled to dazzle and disarm the unwary. None of the normal tricks were going to cut the ice with this man. Her father had known both the President and the Attorney General since they were children; he was still close to both men, rather in the fashion of a fond uncle sometimes despairing of the antics of his nephews but he respected and in some small way, actually feared LBJ. The tall craggy Texan had been the ringmaster of the Senate before he accepted a demotion to become Jack Kennedy�s running mate in 1960. For much of Eisenhower�s presidency Johnson was the master of Capitol Hill and it must have been maddeningly galling for him to have to watch from the sidelines as the rich kids from New England crashed the �family car�. �I think married life suits me!�
The Vice President chuckled, charmed before he knew it.
On the day of the �great wedding� he was visiting troops on the front line in Illinois. Every time he thought about what was going on in Chicago he inwardly shivered. Mayor fucking Daley! If that shithead Daley had left the military to do their business in the spring the situation might, conceivably, be under control by now. Left to his own devices the Governor of Washington State, Al Rossellini � granted, with a whole barrel-load of help from neighboring Oregon and Pat Brown in California � had re-asserted control over and pacified all the bomb-damaged parts of his state. But for the President�s infantile meddling the situation the Midwest would now be back �under control�.
Johnson had tacitly expected Claude Betancourt to make advances to him before now. Perhaps, the latest bloodletting in Chicago and Milwaukee had set new alarm bells ringing?
�My people told you that this meeting is strictly off the record?� The Vice President said sternly.
�My staff will tell the Press that I came to the DC area on a fact-finding mission,� Gretchen confirmed. �During which I paid courtesy calls on the staff of the Office of Reconstruction.�
Johnson nodded his approbation.
The woman raised her coffee cup to her lips.
She was wearing a minimum of make up; just sufficient foundation to mask the scar tissue on her brow, and to make her lips less pale.
�It can�t be much fun coming back to DC?� The man suggested quietly. �You must have a lot of bad memories?�
Gretchen shrugged.
�Whatever doesn�t kill you makes you stronger,� she retorted ruefully. �I was lucky. Thousands of others were not.�
�It can�t be much fun being accused of aiding and abetting the enemy either?�
Again, the young woman shrugged.
�Even alleged traitors have a constitutional right to a fair trial, Mister Vice President.�
Johnson had been astonished that Claude Betancourt had allowed his little girl � whom everybody knew to be not so much the apple of his eye as the jewel in his family�s crown � to get anywhere near the Battle of Washington Tribunals. The Justice Department planned to arraign the �Washington Twelve�, the surviving ring-leaders of the coup d��tat of December 1963 sometime in mid-July. The accused were all dead men, everybody knew that; they were guilty of treason, sedition, mass murder, crimes against humanity, rape, etcetera. To a man they were going to the electric chair and Gretchen Betancourt was the last public defender left standing. In a few weeks time she was likely to be the most hated woman in America.
But LBJ understood exactly why she had put her head above the parapet.
In years to come everybody would know her name and recognize her face.
In twenty years time people would remember that she had stood up for justice; and defended the constitution like a Lioness protecting her helpless cubs from pack of rogue males.
They would remember that she had gone down with all guns firing, that she had stood up for what she believed in even though she had known her cause was hopeless.
Hollywood would make movies about Gretchen Betancourt!
Make no mistake she understood the political and moral calculus as well as anybody. The kid had ambitions and she was taking the biggest gamble of her career, early. She had time on her side. She would be the most hated woman in America for a day; but in twenty years, in say, 1984�
�Nobody will thank you for upholding the constitution,� LBJ observed ruefully.
Gretchen sobered, met the man�s gaze.
�With all due respect, sir,� she countered. �It should not be up to me, or anybody else involved with the Battle of Washington Tribunals to uphold the constitution. The President is the man who is supposed to uphold the constitution, sir,� this she offered while quirking a half-smile to soften the blow. �My clients have been tried and convicted in the court of public opinion and thus far, nobody in the Administration has lifted a finger to uphold their constitutional rights.�
Johnson thought about this.
Claude Betancourt�s little princess had come here to get his attention; the question was: why?
�Why don�t you tell me what�s on your mind, counselor?� He inquired, swatting aside her carefully placed barb.
Gretchen had been attempting to get past the Vice President�s paternally severe mask. Her father had said that was a waste of time; the man was a born poker player. She sighed, put down her coffee cup and gestured at the room around her.
�Do you know why this town is called �Kensington�, sir?�
This piqued Johnson�s curiosity.
�No. But you�re going to tell me, anyway?�
�Yes, sir,� Gretchen smiled. �This was all farmland until the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad was built across Montgomery County. Nearby here the railroad crossed the Rockville-Bladensburg Road and in time a small community called Knowles Station grew up around it. I don�t have to tell you, Mister Vice President that in the summer DC gets hot and humid, and back in the 1880s and 1890s unhealthy, too. To cut a long story short a DC realtor and developer called, of all things, Brainard Warner, who had fallen in love with London a few years before started buying up land around Knowles Station. He dreamed of creating a so-called �Victorian Community� as a summer haven for well to do Washingtonians, and in the course of his marketing drive he persuaded the local town council to rename the whole town �Kensington� after his favorite place in London.�
Johnson said nothing.
Back in the House he had become famous for cowing opponents by employing the �Johnson treatment�. He would out-stare a man, or stand over him, looming threateningly until he got his way.
�Sometimes,� Gretchen said, �we can become so caught up in the,� she hesitated, �passions and issues of the moment that we forget our past friendships and where our future best interests lie.�
Johnson nodded but remained silent.
His conscious mind understood that he was listening to Claude Betancourt�s messenger. And yet something also told him that the attractive brunette less than half his age sitting before him as if she owned the room was coloring that message with her own subtle, shrewd nuances.
The kid was a player.
A real player!
Gretchen had three elder male Betancourt siblings, and a much younger sister from her father�s various marriages. The sons were attorneys and bankers, each as anonymous in New England society as any child of the Betancourt lineage could possibly be; and suddenly Johnson realized why the father had �bet the ranch� on his eldest daughter.
�On the night of the war,� Gretchen explained, apparently drifting off at an irrelevant tangent, �all the assumptions and plans I had made about the life I was going to live went out of the door,� she went on. �I was afraid but I was angry, also. Livid, actually. I�m still afraid and I�m still a little angry, and a couple of months ago we all discovered that we hadn�t won the war after all. Back in April we learned that Chicago, Buffalo, Seattle, Galveston and South Boston had been destroyed for nothing. One can only imagine how our friends in England feel about all this. We got away with one fifth, or perhaps one-sixth of the casualties the British suffered that night.�
The thing that Johnson was finding fascinating was that the young woman was not talking to him as a supplicant but as an equal; he was the Vice President of the United States of America but she knew, without a shadow of doubt, that he was the one who was in trouble, that he was the one who needed her and without being pushy or in any way crass about it, she was telling him that he badly needed to listen to what she was about to say to him. A third party looking on would have seen none of this but then unless you had skin in the game it was impossible to really explain what was going on to an outsider.
�And now,� Gretchen continued pleasantly, �the Administration is well on its way to endorsing the Fulbright Doctrine.�
The Vice President�s eyes narrowed a fraction; otherwise he was inscrutable. The nation�s foreign policy � such as it was � had been low on the priority list of the Administration in the aftermath of the October War. Dean Rusk, J. William Fulbright�s predecessor had been in retrospect a broken man and an unholy coalition of vested interests comprising the FBI, the CIA, the fragmented apparatus of Federal Disaster Management, Wall Street, the oil industry and a plethora of competing military factions in the Pentagon had largely succeeded in hijacking key elements of the Administration�s post-war �diplomacy�. The result had been the FUBAR � one of Curtis LeMay�s favorite acronyms standing for Fucked Up Beyond All Repair � apology for a �foreign policy� which thus far succeeded in alienating Australasia, India and the British Commonwealth, convinced the Canadians that they were living in a house next to a hundred foot tall psychotic mad axe man, inflamed South American neo-fascists to seize power in Brazil, Uruguay, Paraguay, Chile and Argentina, led the Spanish to think they could besiege Gibraltar with impunity and very nearly resulted in a shooting war with the United Kingdom back in December.
In January the �problem� with the British had been patched up by the temporary reinstatement of the 1958 US-UK Defense Treaty. Unfortunately, as Bill Fulbright had pointed out at the time there had never been a snow flake�s chance in Hades of getting that pact ratified by Congress and shortly before the Administration formally �reneged� on the January agreement all Hell had actually broken out in the Mediterranean and in the Middle East at exactly the moment the US had neither the military resources, nor the political appetite for new �foreign adventures�. And of course, it was election year and there was a recognition that sending GIs to the Persian Gulf would wipe out the Democratic Party and JFK�s re-election campaign so absolutely that in ten years time nobody would even remember that there had ever been such a thing as �the Democrats�.
Bill Fulbright was continually telling anybody who would listen that �good intentions and high morals should never have been permitted to mix with the development of a great nation�s foreign policy in the first place�. He hated it but he had been around long enough to know that you played the game with the cards you were dealt, not the ones you would have picked from the pack if you were a crooked dealer.
�Forgive me if I�ve misunderstood the general thrust of, or the thinking underlying the Fulbright Doctrine,� Gretchen offered coyly.
The Vice President realized he had allowed his thoughts to wander.
He snapped back into the here and now.
�Perhaps,� he suggested, �you�d be better discussing these matters with the Secretary of State, Mrs Brenckmann.�
Gretchen brushed this aside like a master swordsman contemptuously parrying the inept swipe of a novice�s cutlass.
�The last time I visited the State Department it did not end very well,� she reminded the man. �Part of the building fell on top of me, I got shot and poor Under Secretary Ball died.�
Johnson smiled; he could not help himself smiling.
�Secretary Fulbright�s thinking,� Gretchen said as if she was thinking aloud and hoping Johnson would put her right on one or two areas of detail upon which she was a little fuzzy. �Is that with the re-emergence of the Soviet Union as a viable major World power there is a very real prospect of a second global nuclear war.�
The Vice President nodded.
�A thing,� his visitor declared, �that must never be allowed to happen again.�
�Yes,� the Texan concurred.
�Logically,� Gretchen rejoined, �it follows that the Administration is prepared to go to almost any lengths to secure a peace treaty with the Russians.�
Johnson considered the proposition.
He hesitated just long enough to communicate to Claude Betancourt�s envoy that the Fulbright Doctrine was not the completely �done deal� in his mind that it was to the rest of the President�s inner circle.
However, despite his hesitation when he spoke the words spilled from his lips as if he was still reading from the same script as the rest of the Administration.
�The President will go to any lengths to avoid a new war with the USSR,� he declaimed quietly, like a loyal Vice President was bound to do. �Any lengths.�
Gretchen digested this.
It seemed that the man who was a heartbeat away from the Presidency was, as her father believed, unsold on the new �all or nothing� thinking coming out of the State Department.
�That�s very interesting, sir.�
The man and the woman rose to their feet, she rather more gingerly than the tall Texan.
�You be sure to convey my regards to your father, Mrs Brenckmann.�

Chapter 5

Saturday 6th June 1964
Oakland Cemetery, Atlanta, Georgia
Ivan Allen, the fifty-three year old 52nd Mayor of Atlanta, had embraced the need for change long before the tragic events of 7th February in Bedford Pine Park, although like many good men he had walked a long � somewhat winding road � towards his own personal epiphany. He was a businessman turned politician, a pragmatist by nature who was inherently more interested in what made sense than by what this, or that, racial ideology or political dogma dictated. That said, he had been brought up in the Old South of Jim Crow, born and bred in the place where if anywhere, most Southerners believed the war for secession had been (tragically) lost, and when he had run to be Mayor of Atlanta he had had no alternative but to run on the same segregationist ticket as his rival Lester Maddox.
However, unlike Maddox, a dyed in the wool bigot who had refused to serve blacks in his restaurant and had been a virulent advocate of states� rights in the 1961 Mayoral race, Allen�s campaign had broadcast hope. Virtually the entire non-white electorate of the city � approximately forty percent of all eligible voters � had swung in behind him. Not just because he was the least worst option for Mayor but because when he was on the stump he talked about the future, not the past, and it was obvious that he had plans for the betterment of the lives of all the city�s peoples.
On his first day in office Allen had ordered the removal of all WHITE and COLORED signs from city hall, and one misstep apart � building a wall between a black and white neighborhood, which he later came to bitterly regret � by the time of the atrocity of 7th February no other big city Mayor in the Deep South had done more to promote inter-communal and racial understanding.
Within weeks of assuming office he had started to winnow out the petty regulations and the entrenched nineteenth century bigotry which forbade the city to employ blacks in anything other than menial jobs. More ought to have been achieved faster and probably would have been, had it not been for the Cuban Missiles War. He ought to have done more. The one saving grace was that people in the black districts of Atlanta knew that unlike his predecessors he had done something and that he honestly wanted to do a lot more for them. Not because he was saint but because it was the right thing to do; and in Georgia that made him so different from most white men in positions of power and authority as to make him to all intents, unique.
After the Bedford Pine Park shootings there had been isolated local riots and low-level mostly non-violent ongoing civil unrest in Atlanta but nothing comparable to the conflagrations in Mississippi and neighboring Alabama. Whereas elsewhere in the south order had not been restored until the National Guard and Marines had shot dead hundreds and whole districts had burned down, Atlanta had been an island of relative calm amidst a sea of troubles. Although at the time of the shootings Allen would not have described himself as any kind of personal friend of Dr Martin Luther King; the two men had encountered each other many times, always in the spirit of Christian charity and understanding, and he and his wife had met King�s wife, Coretta and been introduced to several of his children.
In those terrible days after the shooting while Dr King fought for life the surviving leaders of the Civil Rights Movement, members of King�s family and Allen had visited black neighborhoods and pleaded for patience. People in those beleaguered, angry streets had been astonished to see their white Mayor, his wife and the Atlanta Police Department Chief, Herbert Jenkins unarmed and hatless, entrusting their safety to the good will of people who had no reason to trust them, accompanying community leaders and worshippers from Dr King�s Ebenezer Street Chapel going from door to door asking for restraint in the face of intolerable provocation.
Allen had found himself in homes and speaking in halls and chapels in parts of Atlanta where no previous Mayor had ever stood, or even driven through, talking about how when he had joined the family business in 1933 at the height of the Great Depression he had started off in the basement of the company�s Atlanta store, �learning the ropes� from a long-time black employee. It had been a shock being a privileged �college boy� fresh out of the Georgia Institute of Technology brandishing his Degree in Commerce one day; and the next to be the lowliest of the low receiving a practical education in the business from the very bottom up! It helped that he had discovered very early in his political life that his faith � he was a devout Presbyterian � gave him common ground and cause with many of his constituents in the black neighborhoods of his city. In retrospect, looking back over the last four months he was painfully aware of what he, his city, his state and his country had very nearly lost on that dreadful day in early February.
The Bedford Pines atrocity had not wrought any kind of miracle of reconciliation in Atlanta. Two hundred years of history could not be wiped away in a single day or by a single act. The atonement of one white man or tens of thousands of white men could not undo the iniquities of slavery and the unjust settlement of a war that had ended almost a hundred years ago. To pretend otherwise was to live in a fool�s paradise.
The thing was not the journey it was the taking of the first dangerous steps, the laying of foundations for men of good will to build upon in the years to come.
Four months on the Bedford Pine Park shootings had brought together every man and woman of good will in Atlanta and on this sweltering summer day. They had come to Oakland Cemetery to remember the dead and to think of all those who had lost friends and loved ones.
Big public address speakers had been positioned on poles around the north eastern quadrant of Oakland Cemetery. The Atlanta PD estimated at upwards of a hundred thousand people had massed in Potters Field and the Black section of huge graveyard. There were television cameras, scores of photographers and journalists of ever political and social leaning in the city. Later today the March on Philadelphia would parade through Atlanta at the outset of its historic � and everybody prayed non-violent � trek to the nation�s temporary capital.
Samuel Ernest Vandiver, the Governor of Georgia was winding up his remarks on the low podium. He was practically invisible to the great crowd behind a battery of perhaps two dozen microphones.
Ivan Allen knew his turn was about to come. Having run through his speech countless times in recent days he tried to concentrate on calming his nerves, and composing his soul for the forthcoming trial. He was accustomed to public speaking, to coping with all manner of heckling, and each and every manifestation of stage fright; today was different. This was the largest assembly he would ever address in his life and this was possibly the most important day of his life. On this day the eyes of America were on the city and he spoke for Atlanta.
Involuntarily, he glanced sidelong to his left where is wife sat between him and Dr King and his wife, Coretta. Beyond the leader of the Southern Civil Rights Movement, United States Deputy Attorney General Nicholas deBelleville �Nick� Katzenbach stared fixedly to his front. Once it was decided that Katzenbach�s boss, the Attorney General was not attending the �Oakland Cemetery Event�, there had been an unseemly scramble to find a full Cabinet member to send down to Atlanta and Stewart Udall, the Secretary for the Interior had drawn the short straw. Udall a former three-term Congressman from Arizona � like Katzenbach another Army Air Force veteran from the forty-five war in which he had flown 454th Bomb Group B-24 Liberators based in Italy � had caviled at being dragged away from Philadelphia at the very moment the House was attempting to salami-slice his department�s budget appropriation for 1965-66. Given that in the US system the Department of the Interior might more correctly have been described as �the Department of Everything Else�, that is, everything else nobody wanted to have to worry about; everything from water, land and mineral rights to Indian Affairs, Udall took the view that his �office� needed every cent listed in the 1965-66 allocation, and had long planned to be in Philadelphia over the weekend bending old friends� ears.
Ivan Allen�s wife, Louise, smiled tight-lipped.
They had discussed the text of the short speech he planned to make in the coming minutes, and agreed that they were doing the right thing. It was one thing for Allen to put his head above the parapet in his own back yard; another entirely to publicly invite the whole South to have a pop at him. Jim Crow�s spirit was alive and well in the surrounding states and the Klu Klux Klan was malignantly resurgent from the Carolinas to Mississippi. If times were not already bad enough there was always room for them to get worse.
Nearly fifteen hundred Georgia State Troopers and National Guardsmen patrolled the perimeter of the forty-eight acre cemetery. Inside it Secret Service and Federal Bureau of Investigation agents had merged into the huge crowds, and Atlanta PD officers armed with carbines and pump action shotguns stood watchfully in a cordon covering the flanks and rear of the �stage party�. In between the front row of that �party� and the swaying waves of humanity stood a single thin line of Dr King�s people, backed up by two dozen police officers in their normal service uniforms but armed only with night sticks � each of which they had been ordered to place on the grass at their feet � and side arms.
At the time of its founding the cemetery had been on land to the south of the city. The original six acre plot situated in the south east corner of the �modern� Oakland Cemetery was one of the oldest surviving historic sites in Atlanta; most of the rest of the Civil War era city having been burned down in 1864. In the last century the burial ground had been subsumed, and surrounded by the growth of Atlanta until in the modern era it sat squarely within the urban sprawl to the south of the great matrix of railway lines and marshalling yards that delineated the central districts of the city from the south eastern suburbs.
About half of the cemetery was a general burial ground � that is, areas undefined by race, religion, ethnicity or the cruelties of history � which lay outside the original �six acres�, the Confederate section, the �New� Jewish section, and the combined Potter�s Field and Black sections. Students of such things maintained that the Confederate section, in 1863 and 1864 located within half-a-mile of several hospitals was the last resting place of some seven thousand fallen from that war. The burial count for the �New Jewish� section, which dated to the latter part of the nineteenth century was less certain, but probably similar to that in the Confederate section, while the number of the dead in the Black section was anybody�s guess because unlike elsewhere in the cemetery, its wooden crosses had mostly rotted long ago while the marble, rock and cement gravestones and memorials in the other sections had survived.
Most Georgian historians agreed that between sixty and seventy thousand souls had been laid to rest in the hallowed ground of Oakland Cemetery. Although the last family �plots� had been sold as long ago as 1884, burials continued in them, and in other plots reserved by the city. It was only right that the dead of Bedford Pine Park should lie in honor in this place, forever protected close to the heart of the great city of Atlanta.
Five members of Dr King�s entourage had been shot dead or subsequently died of their wounds that day in February. Three others including Dr King had been seriously wounded. That tragedy had been compounded by the panic in the packed crowds around the stage where one hundred and seventy-nine people had been killed, crushed and trampled in the press and another forty-three badly injured.
Suddenly Ivan Allen was standing at the barrage of microphones gazing out across the sea of faces, black and white intermingled for as far as the eye could see. The pity of it was that it had taken grief and shock, and fear to finally bring people together. Fear and the sickening knowledge that outside the gates of Oakland Cemetery the laws and attitudes of the slave-owning Old South still held sway over great tracts of the same Confederacy that had supposedly crushed a century ago.
�We live in a city forever marked like Cain by the tide of this nation�s Civil War. We live in a city immortalized in the literature and the public imagination of all Americans by tragedies which happened before any of us here today were born. Men from this great city have proudly fought in all of America�s wars, and their blood now lies on foreign fields, courageously shed to guard our freedom.�
Allen was no barnstorming orator. His public speaking �gifts�, such as they were, were of the accomplished, competent variety for he had learned his craft among friends and like-minded men and women, rarely stepping off the safe path of least resistance. He had been reluctant to challenge segregationist shibboleths, or to break away from the straightjacket of bigoted Southern Democrat orthodoxy in any way. He had been a businessman, active in the local commercial community, a leading light of the Atlanta Chamber of Commerce who basically, had gone along with a lot of things he personally, and morally, found distasteful most of his adult life until he ran for Mayor in 1961. Unfettered by the native racism of his opponent in that race he had found himself, almost by accident, speaking for and with Atlanta�s largely disenfranchised colored people and through his contacts with members of the Southern Christian Leadership Conference, almost inadvertently confronted the indefensible iniquities of generations of racial prejudice.
�The cost of the Bedford Pine Park atrocity fell disproportionately upon the African-American population of our city.� Until lately he would never have used that term, non-whites were �blacks� or �coloreds�, descriptions bandied around like insults. �Elsewhere in Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi men who ought to have known better, who ought to have better understood the grace of the merciful Lord that looks over us all that they too profess to obey and worship, averted their eyes. The evil men responsible for the shots that sparked the Bedford Pine Park tragedy knew not what they had done.�
The Mayor of Atlanta had to pause, choked by the emotions of the moment. His prepared script fluttered in a quirk of the sultry breeze blowing across the gathering.
�I have a confession to make,� he continued. �When I ran for Mayor I wasn't an all-fired up liberal. It was only when I saw what the race-baiters were doing to hold back the orderly commercial growth of Atlanta that it infuriated me so much it swung me to the extreme end opposite them. What Christian man or woman can claim that segregation is anything other than the stepchild of slavery?�
The murmuring in the throng before him was swelling.
Ivan Allen held up his hands.
�Men of good faith may sometimes come slowly to righteousness but sooner or later they will see the light. Across the South things will change. Things must change!�
Now he had to wait for the cries of the multitude to subside.
�Our lives are the true tests of our faith. Two years ago I flew to France to help identify and to bring home the bodies of over a hundred of this city�s leading citizens, many of whom had been close personal friends. They had gone to Paris as ambassadors for Atlanta and our great country and died when Air France Flight 007 crashed at Orly Airport. I knew few of the dead of Bedford Pine Park personally but I grieve no less for them; their only sin was to dream of a better future for us all. Many of the dead of Bedford Pine Park were young, the flower of our city, state and nation. The agony I experienced walking along the rows of the bodies of the innocent victims of the disaster was no less than that I experienced in Paris as I walked along the rows of the bodies of my dead friends and neighbors. I pray to God that I never have to experience it again.�
The murmuring approbation of the first ranks in the crowd was almost musical, a low rumbling base note washing towards the podium.
�Our great country has survived the �war to end all wars�. Am I alone in believing that providence has saved us for some greater purpose than simply surviving? I think not. I believe we are better than that! My personal journey to see the light was long; but I got there in the end!�
Allen had stopped reading from his notes.
�When I ran for Mayor my liberalism on the issue of race and segregation was based on common sense, not any kind of moral imperative to right ancient wrongs. I wanted Atlanta to be an �open city� because I believed it would be good for business and that what was good for business would benefit every citizen of the city. I wanted Atlanta to be a �city too busy to hate�, a city that grew and became so prosperous that its poorest people no longer needed to claim city or state reliefs. That is still my dream; but now I know that this is not enough!�
He was sweating heavily, breathless, carried along on the euphoria of the moment.
�Doctor King has pointed the way ahead. Now it is time for the Administration and the Congress in Philadelphia to act. Whatever else is going on in the World we cannot dodge the real issue. We cannot forever be looking back over our shoulder, turning the clocks back to the eighteen-sixties or to laws that were passed when William Tecumseh Sherman was still alive. At stake is the future of our children and generations as yet unborn. At stake is the moral authority, the very soul of our country. In this generation we must abolish slavery�s misbegotten stepchild. We must eliminate segregation in all its hateful, invidious forms and make all Americans as free under the law of this land as they already are under God�s sight!�

Chapter 6

Saturday 6th June 1964
Berkeley, California
While, during and after Nathan Zabriski attacked her many thoughts had roiled and flown like tumbleweed in a storm thought Caroline Konstantis�s mind but most of them fell into one of two camps.
This is insane!
Please don�t stop!
It was not any kind of consensual sexual intercourse; he had shut the door behind her and before she could react his hands were under her dress, she was against the wall and he was inside her. But if she had not said �yes�, neither had she said �no�. In moments she had thrown her arms around his neck and basically let it happen. In retrospect she could hardly claim to be surprised � other than by the clumsy violence of the act � that he had� raped her.
The last time they had been in this house in Berkeley she had been stupid, reckless in her attempts to draw him out. She had grown impatient with his martyr�s guilt, and confused because almost from the first moment she had encountered him at Offutt Air Force Base six months ago she had been, well, a little� crazy. The boy was in her head all the time; he had inadvertently touched something dormant in her, splintered her carefully crafted idea of self. Her professional training told her it had to be connected with some kind of twisted mother-son thing, an Oedipal complex reversed or turned on its head, guilt-driven by her self-evident failure as a mother and a wife, combined with years upon desultory years of self-repression manifesting in itself in a bizarre fetish. And then there was Nathan�s miserable childhood, in which he had continually been handed off to relatives and Air Force welfare services by a schizophrenic mother incapable of coping with life herself, let alone mothering a child as she and Nathan�s coldly disinterested father perambulated between bases at the ends of the earth�
Except that it was probably simpler than that and a lot less perverse; she found him sexually attractive, she had broadcast � both inadvertently and overtly � the fact, and in the end he had reacted in the way a fit, lonely, deeply troubled, sexually active young man in the prime of his life might be expected to respond. A little over three weeks ago she had run away when he had reached out to her, touched her, but today she had come to him. It was like lighting the blue touch paper and waiting to see what happened�
She had not realized how strong he was. Even if she had wanted to resist it would have been useless. He hurt her to start with and then it was almost as if she was outside herself looking down, unresisting, acquiescent and despite the rush of events and the whirling of her thoughts she was coolly rational. She had wanted this � albeit hot necessarily in this way � and that made her compliant, totally to blame and responsible for everything.
She clung to the man as he fucked her up against the wall.
Her world was full of noise, insane�
And then everything was quiet again.
The man was sucking in air, sweating, trembling, inside her still and she was moaning, attempting to clamp her thighs against his hips, shaking with exertion, as breathless and as disorientated as him, her face nuzzling against his.
The hem of Caroline�s party frock was up around her waist, Nathan�s jeans were around his ankles and his weight pinned her against the wall.
�I�m� Sorry� �
She did not register his words for several seconds.
All the air had been crushed out of her lungs and she was sucking in ragged breaths, her head spinning. She felt faint, thought she was going to pass out. Her vision began to return as she stared into the dimness of the hallway. All the drapes were still drawn; had he planned this?
No, he was not that sort of man.
�I�m sorry� I don�t know what� �
Caroline Konstantis blinked, clung to the man�s heaving torso with desperation.
I�m wet�
From the tang in the air she had emptied her bladder during the�
Rape?
She groaned involuntarily, as much in sudden humiliation to have lost control of her�
�I�m sorry, I�m sorry� �
�Stop saying sorry,� she gasped, groaning again.
The man withdrew from her.
She sagged to the floor, nearly collapsing.
�Oh God, I� � Nathan grabbed her and held her close. �I�m so sorry, I� �
Caroline�s eyes were growing more accustomed to the gloom.
The man was attempting to pull up his jeans while still supporting her.
She laughed what must have sounded like a hysterical giggle or cackle to the man.
No, this was definitely not the way she had thought things would work out. She had had something more sedate, a discrete seduction, soft lights, candles maybe, a spongy mattress, a sensuous disrobing, lingering, lazy mutual explorations and an unhurried, careful, greedy coupling. Standing in a puddle of her own urine while her assailant struggled out of his piss soaked pants feeling like she had just gone ten rounds with Sonny Liston really, really ought to have told her something about being careful what, in her old age, she wished for!
Caroline buried her face in his chest and shivered.
�What?� The man asked anxiously.
�Take those things off,� she suggested, trying not to laugh again, knowing that in her present confusion a giggle would emerge as a cackle. �Let go of me, I won�t run away.�
She did, however, put her hand to the wall to stop herself stumbling.
She looked at his half-flaccid nakedness.
Okay, that explains why it hurt so much at the beginning�
�I need to go to the bathroom,� she declared, attempting to stand up straight. This was more uncomfortable than she had anticipated. The man reached to her, she shook off his hand. �I need to go to the bathroom� �
The man was crying.
She would have tried to hold him but he had just raped her.
�I need to clean up,� she muttered, pushing past him. It was only after she had stumbled into the whitewashed, antiseptic smelling bathroom at the back of the bungalow that Caroline Konstantis truly became aware again of her surroundings.
The whole building was spic and span, everything was in its place, scrubbed and ready for inspection. Correctly, she had predicted that Nathan would seek order, attempt to control his environment. He had spent over eight years in the military and been, by all accounts, an exceptional officer; meticulous in his attention to duty, a man who studied and trained with immense diligence, to whom �good enough� was always �second best�. Shutting herself in the bathroom she sat a while on the toilet, wet, stinking, bedraggled and numb as slowly, her sensibilities returned, and she started to make a little sense of things.
Eventually, she peeled off her dress. Then she wriggled out of her girdle; she had felt �sexy� in it with her womanhood open to the air beneath her dress. �Sexy� now seemed �dirty� and she did not know what she had been thinking when she bought the thing.
She filled the bath, a big white enamel monstrosity that occupied half the small room. The water was at first apologetically warm and then increasingly cold. The bath�s white enamel was chipped in half-a-dozen places. She unhooked her brassiere, hung it over the single towel rail, and began to soak the semen and the urine from the folds of her party frock. She was in no hurry. Later she sat in the bath until her lower limbs were chilled and she started to shiver.
The man knocked at the door a couple of times.
�Are you okay?�
�Yes!� That was a lie.
Eventually, she splashed water on her face, wrapped herself in a towel and emerged.
The man was on his knees, dressed only in his skivvies, in the hallway scrubbing the floor.
He looked up.
�I hung my things in the John to dry,� she explained distractedly, very tired and a little faint. �My bag is in the trunk of my car.�
Nathan stared at her, chewed his lip.
�I�ll bring it in.�
She nodded, stepped past him into the bedroom. This bungalow only had the one. There was a single double bed, made up with hospital-style precision. She guessed Nathan usually slept in the cot in the living room, preferring surroundings which more closely matched the generally Spartan conditions on Strategic Air Commands bases, many of which were located so far out in the boondocks that the nearest big town was twenty or thirty miles away.
Caroline sat on the bed.
Awakening much, much later she did not recollect burrowing beneath the sheets, or her head touching the pillow. She had fallen into the darkness as if plunging uncaringly over a precipice into some black abysmal depth. Her mind had embraced nothingness, and her body had surrendered to its exhaustion. She had seen it in so many others but never experienced it; that state when one�s mind and body shuts down, a self-defensive reflex, an autonomic questing for a safe place in which to hide.
The man was sitting in a chair watching her in the gloom when she awakened.
He had pulled on pants with razor sharp ironed creases, a fresh shirt. Having been dozing he blinked alert at Caroline�s groan of regained consciousness.
It was pain which had woken her.
Her bladder felt like it was fit to burst.
Wrapping a sheet around her shoulders she scurried to the bathroom, making it just in time. When she was finished everything hurt a little less. She checked herself, the bowl of the toilet.
No blood�
The John had a soft flush; Nathan must have done something about the building�s rusting pipe work�
The man was standing outside as she emerged.
Instantly, she held up a hand.
�No, no,� she murmured. �I need a little time� �
She had a vile taste in her mouth, she was parched, and her voice was a hoarse whisper.
�No, I need a glass of water. And coffee; a little milky, not too strong.�
In the bedroom she edged back under the disturbed sheets and drew them up to her chin.
�There�s ice in the refrigerator if the water�s too warm,� Nathan muttered.
Caroline sat up, sipped, and then gulped water as if she had a desert thirst.
�More?� He asked.
�No. Coffee, I need coffee.� This said she collapsed onto the pillow and lay unmoving, utterly spent listening to the man in the adjacent kitchen. �What time is it?� She inquired when the man returned.
�Nearly seven,� he confessed.
Caroline realized she must have slept six or seven hours straight.
She grimaced as she tested the coffee; milky and sugary.
�Sugar�s good if you are in shock,� Nathan shrugged. �After what I did to you,� he shrugged again in an agony of self-loathing, �you must be pretty� �
Caroline had sat up in the bed.
She took another mouthful of coffee. It tasted like the real stuff, ground beans although the milk and sugar spoiled it completely.
�I�m not in shock, Nathan,� she reassured, stifling a yawn. �And I�m not afraid of you,� she took a breath, �or anything. I�m just a little sore downstairs, okay.�
Sore as in sore the morning after she gave birth; one kid had been the deal with Harvey, her husband. He had wanted more but then he was not the one who had to pass their goddam heads thought his pelvic passage. No, now that she thought about it she was nowhere near that sore. She was older these days and she had not had sex with a youthful, energetic, well-endowed partner for over two decades.
�Oh, right,� the boy said, swallowing hard.
Caroline was finally starting to feel half-way normal. To her �normal� was when she was in control and everybody in the room was listening to what she had to say and trying very hard to appear to be paying attention. �Shrinking violet� had never been her style and although today had been a truly weird day, especially the being raped part of it, her equilibrium had returned and she realized that she was definitely the one calling the shots.
�Things,� she asserted sanguinely, �are screwed up, Nathan; out there in the World and in this bedroom. That�s just the way it is. The only thing that really surprises me is that we aren�t all complete basket cases. The whole fucking World got blown up less than two years ago, the country�s in a mess and most of the northern hemisphere is a goddammed rubble field!�
The man nodded, not knowing where this was going.
�Do something for me, Nathan. Please?�
The man�s eyes narrowed in confusion, his expression boyishly quizzical.
�How�s about you give yourself a break?� Caroline went on. �After what you�ve been through you were going to get angry sooner or later. I just happened to be standing in front of you when all that existential angst you�ve been bottling up for the last eighteen months exploded.�
Nathan Zabriski said nothing.
�Boom!� She added, for effect with what she hoped was a twinkle in her eyes. �All that�s happened is that I�ve got a few bruises in places I probably wouldn�t choose to have them,� Caroline went on ruefully, �and you feel shitty about it. That�s all that�s happened.�
Caroline put down her coffee mug on the floor. She reached out and took his hand, waited until her met her eye in the gloom.
�And,� she sighed, �I�m still here.�

Chapter 7

Saturday 6th June 1964
SAM 26000, Andrews Air Force Base, Maryland
John Fitzgerald Kennedy put down the handset and stared distractedly out of the window at his left shoulder. The plan had been to get back on the re-election campaign back on track. The plan had been to rap the British over the knuckles at Hyannis Port, to underline his America First credentials in the way only an incumbent President can. The plan had been to return to DC in triumph, to tour the Pentagon and the great reconstruction works; the fanfare had been choreographed, and at dusk he was to deliver a rallying call to the nation from the steps of the Capitol Building. He was the man who had saved the United States. He was the great war leader who had vanquished his nation�s deadliest foes. He was now he was the only man to lead his people out of the slough of despond�
He had been working on that speech with Ted Sorenson as SAM 26000, the long-range Boeing VC-137 flagship jetliner of the presidential air fleet had touched down on the tarmac of Andrews Field. And then the call had come through.
There had been a brief window of the best part of twenty-four hours when he honestly believed the Cape Cod Summit had killed half-a-dozen birds with one stone, and that everything would turn out fine in the end. The British had handed over Jericho � in principle, not lock stock and barrel; that would have been too much to hope for � in exchange for the promise of economic aide down the line. It was a fair deal: a new Marshall Plan in exchange for a cryptographic gold mine that would help to inform the peace feelers Secretary of State J. William Fulbright had been working on ever since the Red Army invaded Iran back at the beginning of April.
The President had worried if his state of the union address after the summit was overly condescending, gloating even, but all the telephone polling in the hours after the broadcast had been positive. A golden window of opportunity had unexpectedly opened, and he meant to drive a political cart and horses through it at a hundred miles an hour. He had planned to make a lasting peace with the war-weakened Soviet Union and to spend the months between now and the General Election in November thumping the America First tub; Vote JFK for peace at home and abroad!
However, at this precise moment he suddenly found himself contemplating the vagaries of law of unintended consequences. The plan had never been to stir up anti-British riots in Philadelphia. The United Kingdom Embassy in Wister Park had been bombed! Over fifty demonstrators outside the embassy compound had been killed and there had been over twenty casualties inside the embassy.
And now his soul was beset by a new, corrosive unease.
The bombing of the embassy was a sign, an omen and he was beginning to suspect that far from opening a road back to the White House in November all he3 had actually achieved, was to inadvertently release some terrible, vengeful genie out of a bottle.
Lyndon Johnson had warned him that Margaret Thatcher � no matter how politically wounded � would not simply lie down in front of the �fucking train�. In fact LBJ had been scornful: �You�ve met that goddammed woman; if you or Bobby tried to put your hands up her skirt she�d rip off your balls!�
Jack Kennedy and his Vice President had been falling out for several weeks by the time they had had that long-distance telephone call over a bad line just before the final President to Premier session of the Cape Code Summit. The rift had first opened when the decision was made to row back on the Moon Program, specifically the commitment to put an American on the Lunar surface before the end of the decade enabling the project to be run, and more importantly, funded, on a minimal care and maintenance level until further notice. Of course, no official announcement would be made until after the November elections. Then LBJ had got into a fight � more a bare knuckle brawl � with the Illinois-led Midwest �Governor�s Council� over the handling of the �Chicago situation�. None of the Governors had wanted a �Bellingham solution� to what they considered, for reasons best known to themselves, to be a straightforward law and order �problem� in the bombed out northern districts of the Windy City. Their argument went something like: the potential for trouble to spread was too great and there had been enough bloodshed already; surely a policy of containment, blockade and ongoing negotiation was the best way to proceed? Sacking the only man who had the native gumption to crush the insurrection in Illinois quickly, if not cleanly, Major General Colin Powell Dempsey had pretty much been the final straw for Johnson.
The President had known that was a mistake at the time but unless he carried Ohio, Indiana and at least half the Midwest he was going to get buried in November. He had needed to keep the surviving Democrat caucus in those states onside�
Now northern Illinois and eastern Wisconsin were burning. Far from containing the �Chicago situation� the half-way house solution of bottling up the contagion in Chicago had allowed the cancer to ferment, fester and in recent days, malignantly erupt. Thus far a Draconian news blackout had drawn a foggy veil over what had happened in Milwaukee in the last week; but sooner or later the people would learn that a second great city on Lake Michigan�s western shores had been overrun.
It was a nightmare.
Very nearly beyond credulity in fact�
A rabble of tens of thousands of �religious nuts� had driven up Interstate 94 in a ten mile long convoy of cars, pickups, trucks and coaches into the middle of Milwaukee and like a deadly virus spread out and seized the whole city in less than a day. There were stories of mass summary killings, and of men, women and children being herded into buildings and burned alive, of unspeakable atrocities being carried out against women and children�.
The Council of the Great Lakes�
�If you order me to obliterate any place on earth I can do that, Mr President,� Curtis LeMay had told him the day before the Hyannis Port �talks� with the British, �that�s easy. I whistle up a couple of B-52 bomb wings and it happens sometime in the next twenty-four hours. But when you ask me to deal with what�s going down in Chicago and Milwaukee two months after you ordered me to go on the defensive and re-deploy sixty percent of my in theatre ground combat forces in penny parcels all around the South, I can�t deal with a popular insurgency involving ten, twenty, for all I know a hundred thousand rebels that�s spread across two states, just like that, sir.�
�You managed it in DC in December?�
�Mayor fucking Daley and his friends hadn�t tied my hands behind my back in December, sir!� LeMay had been coldly civil, his voice grim.
Back in December Jack Kennedy � and many of those around him � had been convinced that LeMay was the man behind the attempted coup d��tat in Washington. In the event it was LeMay who had ridden to the rescue of the union.
�What can you do, General?� He had asked the other man with thinly disguised exasperation.
�I can order the units on the ground to fight and die to gain time, sir.�
�And then what?�
�If we�re lucky we only get to have a civil war in Illinois and Wisconsin, sir.�
This had been said with bland professional deference but lacked nothing in excoriating contempt. The President had disregarded the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee�s explicit advice in the spring and now they were reaping the whirlwind. The long and the short of it was that the Administration had betrayed the people of Milwaukee and all the other Illinois and Wisconsin towns which would soon fall under the evil cloak of the uprising; an uprising every inch as savage and merciless � albeit on a massively larger scale � as that which had ravaged the Capital in December. Jack Kennedy had no doubt that even as he sat, staring out of the window at the sun-blessed tarmac of Andrews Field where a Marine honor guard awaited his disembarkation, that innocent men, women and children were being driven from their homes, butchered in the streets, or were fleeing for their lives in their tens of thousands west of the Michigan coast. The fate of the women and girls who had fallen into the rebels hands in DC last year sent a shudder through his aching frame, and a red hot stab of disgust deep into what he still liked to call his conscience.
�Two bombs went off in front of the British Embassy,� Jack Kennedy said dully, looking across the table to where Ted Sorenson sat. �Most of the dead were demonstrators in the road outside the gate but there are a lot of casualties inside the compound� �
�That�s bad, sir.�
�Premier Thatcher�s government has fallen,� the President went on, �and Ambassador Brenckmann has submitted his resignation.� At this his lips involuntarily quirked into a parody of humor. �Again.�
The oddest thing was that although his head still told him that there was everything to play for, notwithstanding the disasters in Illinois and Wisconsin in his heart he knew the game was over.
He had lost the confidence of the Chiefs of Staff; there would be no coup but in these days he needed the military at his shoulder, not standing a respectful pace adrift of the Administration.
His rift with Lyndon Johnson was irreconcilable; to LBJ talking to the Russians was one thing, reneging on the �Moon deal� another but when he had been cut out of the crucial Party meetings leading to the abandonment of the spring offensive in Illinois his personal and political �line in the sand� had been crossed.
The people at State promised that when Margaret Thatcher was gone there would be a �more amenable� regime in England; that the British would again resume the role of an obedient client. The Lady had promised as much at Hyannis Port; perhaps, he ought to have taken her at her word and given her sufficient ammunition to fight off her enemies? Better a headstrong partner than a morally enfeebled ally; the former might fight to the death by one�s shoulder, the latter never.
The White House Head of Protocol knocked on the door and entered.
�It�s time to go, sir.�
The thirty-fifth President of the United States of America nodded and rose, like an old man, to his feet.
He knew he had made a dreadful mistake.
I ought to have made my peace with the British.

Chapter 8

Sunday 7th June 1964
Field Headquarters, 32nd Infantry Brigade, Madison, Wisconsin
Norman Schwarzkopf could not remember ever being this tired. He had been on his feet, on the move, awake for seventy-two hours straight and even his youthfully irrepressible constitution was wavering. He clambered down from the mud and dust caked Jeep and turned to watch the first of his M113 APCs jolt to a halt nearby. All the vehicles, all of his men, all of their kit and equipment, weapons and ammunition were caked in the Wisconsin mire. Either the heavens poured drenching monsoon waterfalls upon them, or a brilliant, burning, dazzling sun beat down upon the land. Off the tarmac of Interstate 94 the ground was impassably boggy for fifty to a hundred feet either side to anything but a tracked vehicle.
Schwarzkopf�s first taste of combat had been a sobering experience.
He had lost two men in the vicious fire fights which had broken out in the gently undulating fields east of Waukesha as they had fallen back to the north. Another of his men had been wounded when a man had stepped out of the trudging mass of humanity attempting to escape Milwaukee and opened fire with a pistol. Twenty miles east of Waukesha somebody had taken several pot shots at one of his M113s, rifle rounds pinging harmlessly off the monsters as their tracks ground purposefully west at a snail�s pace so as to not run down people on the road. His boys had blazed away with fifty caliber machine guns; afterwards nobody had known what they were shooting at.
Schwarzkopf made his report to his battalion commander, Lieutenant Harvey Colonel Grabowski.
�Six suspected rebels?�
�Yes, sir.�
�You�ve done good, Little Bear!�
�Thank you, sir.�
�The Air Force is taking down all the bridges on all the roads out of Milwaukee,� Grabowski explained, taking the younger, much larger man by the arm and drawing him over to the map table. �The Corps of Engineers is blowing all the bridges this side of Waukesha.�
�There must still be thousands of refugees on the roads between Milwaukee and here, sir?�
�Yes,� Grabowski acknowledged tersely. �We believe the enemy is throwing out flying columns along every available road and track. At one level his tactics are infantile, amateurish, scattering his fighting power around like confetti. On another level, it�s exactly what we don�t want him to do. We want him to concentrate his forces and attack us so that we can destroy his fighting mass. What we do not want him to do � not least because we don�t have a feel for his real combat strength � is to get us chasing shadows in the countryside, splitting up our own forces.�
Schwarzkopf�s brow had furrowed.
If the battlefield had been the deserts of the Middle East rather than the hilly farmlands and woods of Wisconsin; he would have started making comparisons employed by Lawrence of Arabia during the Arab uprising against the Ottoman Turks by now. That was what this was; a massive regional insurgency using space and maneuver to challenge what, on the face of it, ought to have been impossible odds. Except, that was, that the forces in and around Madison amounted to no more than an under-strength infantry division rather than any kind of army, and the insurgents were potentially tens of thousands strong, sated and resupplied by the riches of a large, previously undamaged city, having plundered its food stores, fuel and munitions depots and recruited an unknowable number of new recruits.
Schwarzkopf gazed at the map.
There were two battalions of paratroopers, two battalions of Marines, Grabowski�s Wisconsin Guardsmen, twenty or thirty APCs and about a dozen mobile howitzers in positions on the eastern bank of the Yahara River.
Although new defensive positions were being hurriedly prepared to block the junctions of Interstate 90 coming up from the south, Interstate 94 from the east, and Route 151 coming down from the north-east, the logical key lines of advance on Madison, but�
To the young officer�s West Point trained eye most of the State Capital�s defenders were dug in on the wrong side of the four lakes of the Yahara River; Lake Mendota, Lake Monona, Lake Waubesa and Lake Kegonsa.
What if the enemy bypassed Madison?
The State Capital lay between and around the two northern lakes, Mendota and Monona, with the key roads passing to its east but the enemy�s movement was not dependent � as would any regular army be dependent � on the main routes; the rebels could take the back roads, tracks, paths through the hills and woods, passing virtually invisibly through this country. The enemy�s lack of heavy equipment was not a weakness, it was his biggest advantage; always assuming somebody was pulling the rebels� strings. Schwarzkopf now took this as a given although he was unsure how far up his own chain of command that realization had travelled. Before he had brought Company �A� east from Minneapolis there had been a lot of ill-informed, speculative talk � gossip really � about a �popular insurgency� in Chicago, campaigns of widespread civil disobedience, of whole Midwestern towns refusing to co-operate with the military; but no rational discussion about how exactly a so-called �popular�, or spontaneous �resistance movement� had managed to thwart the US military and in places drive it back in near rout. The rebellion ought to have been crushed at birth, long before it had a chance to become a magnet for anybody, anywhere in the US who had a grudge against the Federal Government or who felt moved to inflict his � or her � particular madcap religious or political convictions on fellow Americans.
Chillingly, the nightmare which had convulsed Washington DC in December seemed to have been resurrected � ten times bigger and meaner � on the western shores of Lake Michigan. The survivors and refugees choking the roads into Madison spoke of a brutal, unreasoning religious fanaticism, of a nihilistic unstoppable horde that gloried in the destruction of everything it touched; with its foot soldiers marching toward Armageddon in the sure and certain knowledge that the end of days was nigh�
He was dog tired.
I�m over-thinking this!
The young officer�s commanding officer could see that Schwarzkopf was practically out on his feet. Harvey Grabowski had been running a hardware store in Minneapolis when the World went mad on the night of 27th October 1962. However, what with one thing and another he had spent half his adult life in the Army and although he had not admitted it to his wife, he had missed military life so bad it had hurt. It had been his call to promote Schwarzkopf to major and give him Company �A�, the Brigade�s mechanized spearhead.
It had hardly been a tough call.
Schwarzkopf was head and shoulders � both in height and ability � the best young officer in the 32nd Infantry, and any fool could see it without having to wait for the man�s service �jacket� to catch up with him.
Born Herbert Norman Schwarzkopf in Trenton, New Jersey, his father was a German-American graduate of the West Point class of 1917, and his mother a distant relation of Thomas Jefferson who hailed from West Virginia. Norman Schwarzkopf senior had joined the New York Police Department after World War I where, in 1932 he was chief investigator in the Lindbergh baby abduction case. The father was an interesting man in his own right. In the 1930s the New York detective had reinvented himself as the narrator of the �Gang Busters� radio show before rejoining the Army in 1940. It was hardly surprising that the son was in the thrall of the father and had yearned, from an early age to follow him into uniform.
Between 1946 and 1951 Schwarzkopf senior had been posted in succession to Tehran, Geneva, Italy, Frankfurt and Berlin, and back again to Iran. As a boy young Norman had attended the Community High School in Tehran, the International School in Geneva, and the American High School in Frankfurt before graduating top of his class from the Valley Forge Military Academy in Pennsylvania. Unusually for a US Army officer he was a member of Mensa � the largest and oldest high IQ society � his IQ having been tested at 168.
Although Harvey Grabowski did not think his best company commander was quite the certifiable genius that that sort of IQ score supposedly denoted, he had absolutely no doubt that Schwarzkopf was by far and away the sharpest intellectual knife in the brigade�s draw.
At West Point Schwarzkopf had passed out 43rd in the 1956 class of four hundred and eighty students, graduating with a Bachelor of Engineering degree. While at West Point he had led the Chapel choir, wrestled, played football and acquired the � typically unimaginative because in some things the Army was timeless � nickname �Schwarzie�. According to his tutors at West Point the student Schwarzkopf had acquired a deep respect for the generalship of, among others Civil War heroes Ulysses S. Grant, William Tecumseh Sherman, and Patton�s hard-driving point man Creighton Abrams.
Schwarzkopf had enjoyed one of those busy, planned junior career paths that told old hands like Grabowski that he was somebody who had been marked out for future high command in the six years leading up to the October War. Commissioned into the infantry he spent six months at the Army Infantry School at Fort Benning, Georgia, earning his Parachutist Badge ahead of joining the 187th Regiment of the 101st Airborne Division at Fort Campbell, Kentucky; promoted first lieutenant in 1958 by the following year he was a platoon commander in Germany in the 6th Infantry Division, and in July 1960 he was appointed aide-de-camp to Brigadier Charles Johnson, the commander of the US Berlin Brigade based in West Berlin. He had made captain in July 1961, where back at Fort Benning he had earned his Master Parachutist Badge prior to being enrolled, in 1962 in a Master of Science course in Mechanical and Aerospace Engineering at the University of Southern California in Los Angeles.
Yes, he was a coming man.
Officers like Schwarzkopf held the future in their hands.
Albeit a different future to the one they were facing now.
�Get your head down, son,� Grabowski chuckled, patting the younger man�s arm.
Dismissed, Schwarzkopf went to check that his men were settling back into camp life and to ascertain the status of his wounded. Then he trudged back to the abandoned schoolhouse where he had left most of his earthly belongings � changes of uniform and skivvies, hardly any personal items � before he took Company �A� up country a week ago. Stripping off his filthy, sweat-encrusted clothes he showered.
Afterwards, he was so tired that he was very nearly in a dream, pulled on a t-shirt and pants, toppled onto his field cot and slept.

Chapter 9

Sunday 7th June 1964
McDermott�s Open, Cherry Hill, New Jersey
The newly married couple had moved into the house next to the Merchantville Country Club three weeks ago. The place was far too big for the two of them but it had a well-appointed reception room on the ground floor for meetings, and if the Brenckmann-Betancourts ever got around to it a not so small �banqueting hall� in which to entertain guests. Upstairs there were two fully equipped bathrooms and five spacious bedrooms, three of which were still mothballed.
On the map Cherry Hill, situated seven or eight miles south east of Philadelphia on the New Jersey bank of the Delaware River was an ideal base for two ambitious young professionals on the Federal payroll. In fact it was way too far out, often it took as long as two hours to get through all the road blocks and security checkpoints on the routes approaching the bridges over the river, invasive military electronic countermeasures interfered with TV and radio reception, and made the telephone system crackle and hiss like a damp log on a hot fire.
Ironically, had Dan had the time Cherry Hill was precisely the sort of old American settlement that he would have enjoyed exploring and researching. The proto-historian in him was tantalized by the knowledge that Quaker followers of William Penn had peacefully founded the community in a place they had called Colestown � now a local cemetery � alongside the native Lenni-Lenape tribe in the latter half of the seventeenth century. Colestown had eventually become the Delaware Township in 1844, and had in more modern times been incorporated into the Cherry Hill amalgamation of half-a-dozen other historic villages. Cherry Hill�s pre-1945 war population of around five thousand had doubled by 1950 and topped thirty thousand by 1960 as it suffered the fate of so many small suburbs of great, expanding cities. Nowadays, the nine-hole Merchantville Country Club and its surrounding grand houses, like McDermott�s Open, had long since become islands of old-fashioned decadence in an ever expanding urban sprawl.
McDermott�s Open � a mansion by any other name � was the father of the bride�s wedding present to the happy couple. It dated to the twenties when a minor steel mogul had decided to honor the most favorite son of the Merchantville Country Club; one John J. McDermott, the first native-born golfer to win the US Open.
It transpired that unknowingly, Daniel Brenckmann had married a frustrated �golf nut�. It seemed that one of the reasons Gretchen had not taken him very seriously until history decreed that they spent the night of the October War together � actually, there had been a host of other reasons she had not taken him seriously but they had got over those in the intervening months � was that he had never shown the remotest interest in golf.
In her teenage years Gretchen had spent her summers sailing in small boats, or riding out, and every other spare minute of the whole year whacking a golf ball around the New England countryside. The most recent version of her post-Battle of Washington �to do list� was: one, get better (a work in progress); two, get married (achieved); three, resume her career and make up for lost time as soon as possible (again, a work in progress); and four, get back out on the golf course and regain her pre-injury handicap (which was next on the agenda and likely to be a real tester since she had been playing of a startlingly low handicap of two before the Cuban Missiles Crisis went wrong).
More than once Dan had caught his beloved gazing out of the window at the nearby sixth fairway. Gretchen�s injuries had mostly healed over but she was still unsteady on her feet some days, her movements stiff, sometimes excruciatingly painful and her right shoulder still refused to co-operate when she attempted to swing a golf club.
John J. McDermott was one of Gretchen�s heroes.
�He�s still the youngest man to ever win the US open,� she had informed Dan, scandalized that he could be so ignorant. �When he won in 1911 he was just nineteen. He won again in 1912. That year he was the first man to post a below par score in the Open!�
Being married to the beautiful, fascinating force of nature that was Gretchen Louisa Brenckmann nee Betancourt was an exhilarating rollercoaster ride, and something told her husband of barely a month that the ride was not about to slow down any time soon.
He had left his wife sleeping � she had not got back from DC until two that morning � while he went downstairs to the palatial kitchen to rustle up fresh coffee and toast. Returning upstairs he discovered his wife wide awake and hungrily digesting the inner pages of last night�s edition of the Philadelphia Evening Bulletin, the temporary capital�s largest daily circulation paper.
Gretchen lowered the Bulletin momentarily to flash a smile at her husband.
�Coffee!� She murmured approvingly as he carefully placed the bed tray, with its supporting legs, across her lap. She briefly discarded the paper and offered her left cheek for a pecking kiss. �The bombing of the British Embassy sounds awful?� She observed rhetorically. �Somebody ought to be fired. The rest of the diplomatic community must think we are all perfect barbarians!�
Dan was not about to disagree with his wife.
He groaned.
�Oh, I meant to bring this morning�s Inquirer upstairs,� he apologized.
Gretchen giggled.
Dan tingled all over; God in Heaven that giggle always hit the spot.
�I�ll read it later,� she declared huskily. �After I�ve had my breakfast and you�ve had your wicked way with me!�
This latter was an unhurried, gently greedy thing notwithstanding the repeated loud ringing of the bedside telephone. After the third unwanted interruption Gretchen ordered a halt be called so that Dan could disconnect �the bloody thing�. They had had to start all over again from the beginning and blissfully, that took forever.
�For all you know that could have been the Vice President�s people ringing you?� Dan offered, plugging the bedside handset back into the wall socket. His father-in-law had had the house equipped with all �mod cons�. The plastic plate by the leg of the bed tidied away the room end of telephone cables strung all over the house and shrieked modernity at him, as did the appliance-filled kitchen and �utilities room� downstairs, this latter being essentially a �wash room� incorporating big washing machines and hot air �tumble� dryers which vented steam and condensation to the outside world via a tangle of pipes and ducts. To his mind the whole house was hugely �over the top� and must have cost Gretchen�s father a prince�s ransom. Not that money was any object to a man like Claude Betancourt.
�No, LBJ won�t come anywhere near me or father unless he wants something really badly,� Gretchen retorted mildly, lazily. She was lying on her right side in the tangled sheets, her bare, bullet-scarred back pale in the half-light of the room with the drapes closed.
Dan stared thoughtfully at the bullet wounds, the scar tissue still mottled and pink where surgeons had had to open her back to extract the two rounds. His wife�s scars had already become a part of her, a thing she treated as badges of honor and which reminded him every day how desperately close he had come to losing the love of his life last December.
When he had finally discovered her in one of the crowded emergency care wards at Bethesda she was comatose and nobody knew if she would live or die. Later nobody had known whether she would be blind or paralyzed or both; at every step he had feared the worst and to see her now so full of life, so happy and so profoundly herself very nearly convinced him that there had to be a loving merciful God overseeing them both.
Gretchen rolled onto her back, her lips twisting with a spasm of discomfort.
�Nothing,� she muttered instantly. �It�s just my back reminding me that a part of the State Department Building fell on it, sweetheart.�
McDermott�s Open came with a full time housekeeper, a severe middle-aged African American matron, a cook who was married to Gretchen�s driver � also a full-time Betancourt family retainer � and two gardener-handymen. Miscellaneous cleaners came in daily during the week and when required at the weekend. Dan had still not found out who wrote their pay cheques; the sudden opulence of his married lifestyle jarred against the careful waste not want not ethos of his upbringing. Likewise, the very idea of having �servants�. It was water off a duck�s back to Gretchen, or so he had assumed thus far.
�I know you hate this place,� his wife said without warning.
�No, well, not exactly� �
�You hate it, sweetheart,� Gretchen decided. �Admit it.�
The man shrugged helplessly.
�You father�s been very good to me,� he countered, �it�s not so much that I hate this place. I mean, it�s what most people dream of, but I don�t feel it�s our home. We haven�t done anything to earn this,� he waved airily. �Perhaps, one day we will. But� �
Gretchen smiled.
�What?� Dan asked. He had pulled on his pants and half-buttoned his shirt. The morning was far enough advanced for one or other of the house �staff� to have moved �above stairs�, and he did not want to risk encountering one of them in his skivvies when he went back down to the kitchen to fetch his wife fresh coffee.
�I told Daddy that I wanted to live here when I was fourteen years old,� Gretchen confided, a mischievous twinkle sparkling in her grey blue eyes.
�Oh, I� �
�Why do men always take me so seriously?�
Dan knew the answer to that one.
�Because you�re amazing, honey!�
Gretchen lowered her eyes, opened her arms inviting him to rejoin her on the bed. Her husband needed no second invitation and presently they were close in each other�s arms.
�Daddy thinks the President is getting bad advice from the State Department about the Russian situation,� she whispered in Dan�s ear. �Fulbright�s people are afraid JFK will blow up the World again if they don�t finesse things first.�
The papers were full of stories about how SAC had �screwed the pouch� in the October War and �missed all the big guns in the Kremlin�. The CIA was a laughing stock and for most of the last couple of months and TV, radio and newspaper commentators had been asking, not unreasonably in the circumstances, how �half the Red Army� had survived the �war to end all wars�. For the mass of men and women on the street whose confidence in the vaunted US military machine had been shaken to the core by events in the Mediterranean, and the news of the invasion of Iran and Iraq the mood was gloomy; ever more America First.
However, perhaps the most corrosive thing was that increasingly, US citizens were growing accustomed to seeing their GIs on the streets of their hometowns, or fighting pitched battles with rebels and insurgents in Illinois, or in upstate New York, or carrying out house to house raids in downtown Boston or Houston every night on TV. Across the whole of the Deep South neighborhoods burned and clouds of tear gas wafted down rubble-strewn streets; and every fresh outbreak of violence, rioting, every shooting and every Civil Rights or Klan rally was broadcast on every channel. Worse, all this was happening against a political background in which competing sects within the House of Representatives were waging an unrelenting legislative guerrilla war against the Kennedy Administration, and an economic backdrop in which the great American commercial and industrial colossus was visibly lurching into exactly the sort of recession the savage � now partially reversed � Peace Dividend cutbacks of last year had been designed to avert.
It did not matter that the Union was nowhere near as on its knees as the jeremiads claimed, or that away from the flashpoints in the Deep South, and away from the bomb-damaged cities and that outside the Midwestern cauldron of Chicago life went on in an atmosphere of relative normality.
In some places it was still possible to pretend that there had been no Cuban Missiles War and that nothing had really changed. California was booming, Oregon was an island of tranquility, the whole American South West was relatively peaceful; Boston apart New England was calm and in the main, prosperous.
What had changed was something that had been previously ingrained in the American psyche; one sensed it every day and everywhere one went. The �can do, must do� spirit of years gone by was neutered and people were instinctively defensive, insular, unwilling or unable to look beyond their own personal, local horizons. Insofar as anybody in the United States had ever been his or her brother�s or sister�s keeper, that day had passed; nothing, absolutely nothing was so guaranteed to alienate and frighten seven or eight of every ten voters as the suggestion that their President would ever again bet the nation�s survival on the spin of a thermonuclear coin. Whatever the underlying geopolitical imperatives most Americans had no idea why the US Navy was �propping up� the British Empire in the Mediterranean; so far as most Americans were concerned the Russians could have every single drop of Middle Eastern oil if that was what it took to make peace, any kind of peace with the evil commie bastards.
�JFK doesn�t need to blow up the World again,� Dan thought out aloud. �We just need to back up the Brits in the Persian Gulf and eventually the Russians will come to their senses and back off� �
�What if they don�t? Back off, I mean?�
�We have to rescue the Brits, I suppose. Like we did at Malta� �
�And then what? We fight the Russians in Iraq or Iran? And anywhere else they want to take a shot at us?�
Dan hesitated. Gretchen was testing him, exploring the ground ahead of her next argument with somebody � other than her husband � who did not think the sun shone from one or other of her womanly orifices. This he knew and hugged her closer, wishing he never had to let her go again.
�What�s the alternative?� He prompted. �Okay, so the Soviets still have boots on the ground and a few hundred tanks. So what? We gave them a Hell of a beating and we�ve still got a Curtis LeMay�s B-52 wings and a whole bunch of brand new ICBMs in hardened silos in the Midwest. Don�t forget all our Polaris boats, either.�
Gretchen considered this.
�What if President isn�t prepared to use any of those missiles or aircraft or submarines again unless the Russians attack us first? I mean, attack us in such a big way here in the US that he�s got absolutely no choice but to shoot back? What if every time he thinks about October 27th sixty-two it completely freaks him out? What if Jack Kennedy doesn�t want any more blood on his hands, Dan?�
�We can�t let down the Brits.�
�We did before.�
Now Dan was confused.
�How did we do that?�
He had heard the crazy rumors. Heck, he was one of the junior counsels to Commission investigating the �Causes and Conduct� of the October War! He had heard more crazy things in the last couple of months than he had heard in his whole life, and or read in comic books as a kid! He spent his working day, every ten to twelve hour slog processing documentation and taking witness depositions ahead of the � repeatedly delayed � first sitting of Chief Justice Earl Warren�s first public evidential session. Everybody had their own pet theory about practically everything to do with the war. As for the wild stories that were doing the rounds about stuff that happened in the North Atlantic and the Mediterranean in the lead up to the Battle of Washington in December last year well, that was a hole other kettle of fish! He did not have any idea where to start deciphering any of that particular witch�s brew! Some of those tall tales were so dark they were positively Machiavellian!
�We never let down the Brits,� he objected, wondering even as the words escaped his lips if he really believed that any more.
�Didn�t we? What if it was true that we hit the Russians without telling the Brits?�
�The President wouldn�t have done that.�
�No? We bombed British ships and bases last year?�
�Yeah, but that was traitors in the line of command� �
Gretchen nuzzled his shoulder and bit him playfully.
�Owww� �
�The Administration never gave anybody a straight answer about what had actually happened,� she reminded him.
�All the guys responsible were probably killed at the Pentagon during the rebellion,� Dan argued, he thought reasonably.
�Which was all very convenient, wasn�t it?�
�Yes, but� �
Gretchen pushed him and Dan lay on his back.
In a moment she had moved on top of him and she was looking into his eyes.
�I hate this place too,� she confessed. �An apartment somewhere in the city would be perfect. Somewhere within walking distance of the Department of Justice, somewhere of our own; I happen to know just the place.�
She answered his next question without making him ask it.
�I�ll deal with Daddy.�
Dan hugged her.
�Did I tell you I love you, lately.�
�No, and that was very remiss of you!�

Chapter 10

Sunday 7th June 1964
First Army Headquarters, Manhattan, Illinois
The Corps of Engineers had begun fortifying the command complex in January soon after Major General Colin Powell Dempsey had taken command of the miscellaneous infantry and mechanized units then comprising the �Chicago Front�.
Dempsey�s first act in command had been to concentrate his scattered resources into highly mobile battle groups, institute �trip-wire� picket lines separating the rebel-held northern two-thirds of the shattered city from the less damaged southern third, and begun rotating his by then exhausted men into warm, dry winter quarters knowing that the ice and snow would do his army�s work for it � literally freezing the front lines in place � until mid March. By the early spring the supply and ordnance depots at Gary Indiana, and around Joliet, a few miles north east of the small village of Manhattan, had been fully stocked ready for Operation Rectify involving simultaneous ground and air attacks designed to encircle and starve out the three main �enemy� strong points in the wrecked city.
Then forty-eight hours before Operation Rectify kicked off � with three hundred tanks and ninety thousand troops moving up to the start lines � Dempsey had been sacked; the politicians had got cold feet and while US Army and Marine Corps units, Air Force squadrons, and half-a-dozen old destroyers hurriedly pulled out of reserve and sent down the St Lawrence Seaway to the Great Lakes waited for the postponed orders to go into action, the insurgency had blossomed out of west and north Chicago and spread like a virus. Thus far the contagion had seeded itself west as far as Rockford, and north along the coast of Lake Superior to swallow Milwaukee and at least five thousand square miles of southern Wisconsin.
Weak and demoralized National Guard garrisons had melted away before the terrifyingly well organized tide of ragged �soldiers� sweeping out of the ruins of the Windy City in captured tanks, armored personnel carriers, trucks, pickups and cars. Across Wisconsin as many as a dozen towns and hamlets had already fallen to insurgents who had been living in the Chicago refugee camps built along Interstates 41, 43, 90 and 94. It was as if the whole eastern half of the state had been harboring exactly the same poison as the wrecked suburbs of the city all along. The catastrophe had broken without warning like a tsunami falling upon a sleeping coastal town; the seizure of Milwaukee was the headline news but militarily what was happening in the countryside was a disaster of barely unquantifiable dimensions. Several Army depots and two small air bases had already fallen to the insurgents virtually intact and the rebellion which had had the character of a mass criminal conspiracy the previous fall, now resembled a nihilistic, remorseless crusade conquering ground hand over fist in whichever direction it turned.
In retrospect the failure to attack the rebels before they broke out of their winter strongholds had been a monumental blunder. That had been the last chance to contain the uprising within the boundaries of the city; it had been lost and now, a cursory look at the developing situation on the maps in First Army�s operations bunker documented a humiliating rout with towns falling like dominoes before the onrush of the horde.
The whole thing beggared credulity; even now the Army had practically no idea who or what it was fighting. That the �who� or the �what� was threatening to run rampant across hundreds, thousands of square miles of Illinois and Wisconsin, that it seemed capable of materializing out of nowhere, striking and disappearing into the landscape at will behind US lines was simply an adjunct to the greater, all-consuming nightmare.
The berserkers coming at the soldiers manning the barricades or hunkered down in hastily dug trenches sometimes wore red crosses on their chests, more often than not a man, or a woman, emerged from a crowd of civilians with a gun or knife or a grenade. Even where a garrison survived, or mounted a rearguard, blocking defense, the night rang with gunshots and in the morning the bodies of men and women lay intertwined in a bloody dance of death on the ground. An ambush could happen anywhere, at any time.
Two battalions of the 3rd Marines had been flown in to reinforce the 32nd Infantry Brigade at Madison, eighty miles west of Milwaukee but it was only a matter of time before the rebels outflanked the city�s hurriedly thrown up defenses.
The Air Force was flying round the clock ground support missions; but how did you fight an enemy who never concentrated except in the hours before an attack? Any kind of competent commander could lose a whole Army out in that wild country and most of the time the Air Force had no idea what it was actually bombing.
The situation was so dire that elements of the 101st and 106th Airborne stood ready to drop into Madison; if the town fell there was nothing to stop the rebels surging all the way north to the Canadian border. Although Minneapolis was still calm the panic had already started in Rochester Minnesota, two hundred miles north east of Madison.
Contagion�
It was a thing sixty-two year old General George Henry Decker had never imagined � not in his worst nightmares � could possibly happen on American soil. What was happened in Illinois and Wisconsin was a thing that had not happened on American soil since 1865. Civil society had disintegrated in the ruins of Chicago, the traditional loyalties to surviving institutions of public authority had been subverted, become warped by the horror of the situation, and in the absence of strong leadership and � self-evidently � a will to use the required level of military force to rectify matters, it was now apparent that whole communities had gone over to the enemy. In Milwaukee and elsewhere National Guard units had deserted, defected, or mutinied. Because of political meddling and indecision the Chicago Front had become a text book example, an object lesson in �too little too late�.
The disgraceful Federal neglect of the ramshackle refugee camps scattered across Illinois and Wisconsin had � with the wisdom of twenty-twenty hindsight � been perfect breeding grounds for rebellion. There were stories of whole camps turning on camp administrations, murdering and torturing government staff and local police detachments. The inmates of several camps had stormed into nearby towns in the Wisconsin hinterland and begun to loot and rape, exact their revenge on the well-fed, fat, uncaring locals who had watched them � the dispossessed, the damaged and the sick, the new dregs of society � suffer in silent indifference. Civil order had not so much broken down in southern Wisconsin and northern Illinois as it had ceased to exist. Other than where isolated Army or Marine garrisons still held out, there was no law, no order, no civic decency�
Decker was feeling every one of his sixty years.
The Chief of Staff of the United States Army had thought he was done with soldiering two years ago, having retired on 30th September 1962. He had served his country for the best part of four decades � joining the Army straight out of college back in 1924 � in peace and war and he was tired. Nevertheless, when General Harold �Johnny� Johnson was killed in a terrorist atrocity in England in April his President had asked him to dust off his old uniform and step up to the plate. Notwithstanding that there were younger, possibly abler men in the service, when his commander-in-chief spoke Decker had returned, somewhat wearily, to the colors.
Unfortunately, from what he had seen and heard lately that was the last time the President had made up his mind about anything to do with practically anything. Despite Decker�s strident calls to reinforce the �Chicago Front� in early May the Administration had been bleeding First Army dry right up until the last week when the lid had finally blown off the pot. Once Operation Rectify had been indefinitely postponed units assigned to it had been drawn off for firefighting duties in the Deep South, to reinforce the police in the northern big cities, and bizarrely, given its America First prognostications, ahead of a planned effort to re-enforce the post-October War skeleton US garrisons on Okinawa, in the Marianas and in the Philippines.
Colin Dempsey had had ninety thousand combat troops under his command in late March, currently there were less than thirty thousand �effectives� in First Army�s sector of operations extending from southern Illinois to the western borders of Iowa and Wisconsin.
Decker had attempted to veto each and every dilution of First Army�s strength in the Midwest. He would have resigned his commission had not Curtis LeMay told him � face to face in no uncertain terms, as was Old Iron Pants�s way � that: �George, if you think we�re in the shit now; what do you think is going to happen if we start passing the ball before we get tackled?�
LeMay was a ball-breaker but he was right.
Any incoming Chief of Staff would face exactly the same problems he and the others were confronting, and the way things were shaping up at the moment the first Chief to break ranks would be ritually scape-goated by the Administration. Because that was exactly what an Administration which had lost its moral compass; and with it its legitimate right to govern always did. President Kennedy led a morally bankrupt regime.
The only real question was whether the Union would survive long enough to anoint his successor. From where George Decker stood November�s general election was so far distant as to belong to some almost inconceivable future epoch.
Contagion.
When Decker had retired less than two years ago the US Army was, on paper at least, sixteen divisions strong. Substantial elements of three of those divisions remained in Korea but forces elsewhere in the Pacific had been pared to the bone by the nonsensical Peace Dividend cuts of the previous year; leaving the Marine Corps to hold the line in Japan, Okinawa, Guam, Saipan and the Philippines. The argument was � or had been until the Red Army poured over the border in Iran two months ago � that the Soviets had bombed half of China back into the Stone Age and SAC had handed out the same medicine to the Russian Far East, so North Korea apart, the �threat vector� to Japan and the US�s other �island aircraft carriers� in the region was minimal. In Europe the Army had lost the equivalent of six fully equipped divisions, not to mention numerous other assets then and since in Turkey, the Balkans, Italy and of course, the United Kingdom.
The previous year�s slicing and dicing of the Army�s budget appropriation had at one point reduced its North American-based manpower to approximately sixty-one thousand effectives, excluding National Guard units. In practice the 2nd and 3rd Marine Divisions, both based �at home� had added twenty-three thousand men to the Army�s roster. In �normal times� this would hardly have been any cause for concern but in a scenario in which the US Army was suddenly the Federal Government�s police force and constantly fighting fires � including pacifying the area around Washington DC and �containing� Chicago, for example � every staff exercise which had ever been conducted talked about troop requirements in the hundreds of thousands, not tens.
Decker had watched the TV reports of the suppression of the Bellingham insurrection by the combined National Guards of California, Oregon and Washington State rather than the regular Army, with unmitigated horror. The Governors of Illinois, Wisconsin and Indiana had initially wanted to act in similar concert to restore order in and around Chicago a year ago; the Administration had vetoed it after pressure from among others, Mayor Daley and an unholy coalition of senior Democrats who presumably, were afraid some kind of scorched earth military solution would destroy what remained of their local power bases.
The West Coast Governors had bitten the bullet, recognized that if Bellingham had to be razed to the ground to restore their writ across the rest of their lands, so be it. Mayor Daley and his confederates had not had the stomach for that, and unlike the West Coast leaders the President was, it seemed, in Daley�s pocket.
Perhaps, it was true after all that Daley�s people in Illinois � where Kennedy had carried the state by a mere eight thousand votes � had �stuffed� ballot boxes in an attempt to rig the result in the 1960 election?
Chicago, a Democrat fortress before the October War, was not any kind of Kennedy family electoral citadel now.
In any event, it was academic because the genie of revolt and secession was if not completely out of the bottle, then half-way out waving its arms around inciting outright revolution in two states in the heart of the Midwest. Thus far the contagion was still relatively limited, spreading out to the west and north of Chicago but if something was not done about it in a hurry in a month Minneapolis might be under threat, or worse, it and other cities in the path of the rebellion might simply surrender, allow themselves to be subsumed rather than destroyed in a battle that the Philadelphia elite lacked the guts to fight.
�You know LeMay�s right,� sighed the bespectacled, inscrutable Marine standing by Decker�s left shoulder.
The fifty-nine year old Commandant of the Marine Corps, General David Monroe Shoup had been wounded twice leading ashore the 2nd Marines at Tarawa in 1943. After the Battle of Washington, in which he had personally taken command of the defense of the Pentagon, he had been drafted onto the Chiefs of Staff Committee as a permanent member. Among his other duties he was the Military Governor of the District of Columbia; in which post he had been the man responsible for pacifying the country around the capital, and for ruthlessly hunting down the hundreds of rebels who had escaped the city after the December coup d��tat.
�We�ve let this thing go too far,� Shoup added.
The two men were alone having sent their respective staffers out of the room. The fact that the two senior soldiers in the US Armed Services had agreed to scrap their existing schedules and meet here, so close to the front spoke eloquently to the gravity of the mounting crisis. The US Army was at full stretch, struggling to undo the eradication of fifty percent of its �professional core� in the October War and the demoralization of the Peace Dividend cutbacks that had, at the time, arbitrarily abbreviated countless previously peerless careers of many of the same men who were now crucial to the success of the re-mobilization of recent months. An army once so comprehensively betrayed by its political masters was not easily restored to its former state and anybody who pretended otherwise was a fool, a charlatan or a senior member of the Kennedy Administration.
It would be many months before the six new divisions, three armored and three infantry currently reforming in the continental United States would be ready for deployment; until then Decker and Shoup had to work with what they had got. More important, they needed to get a grip on the Midwest battlefield before the full story about the debacle in Illinois and Wisconsin got out.
In an attempt to keep the blinkers on the great American public a few days more the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Curtis LeMay had gone to New Mexico to race sports cars, ostensibly to drag a large section of the Philadelphia Press Corps away from the temporary capital and to stop too many inquisitive eyes and ears poking around northern Illinois for the next few days. If Old Iron Pants was on vacation in Arizona the stories coming out of the Midwest had to be baloney, right?
Thus far the rigidly enforced news blackout had kept the true scale of the catastrophe off the front pages and off the main bulletins of the big TV and radio networks. Incredibly, the national media was still only speculating about how bad things might be on the Chicago Front; and right now that was exactly the way the Chiefs of Staff wanted it to stay. Fortuitously, the rebels were their biggest allies in this; since they tended to shoot newsmen who strayed into their path on sight. The majority of the people the networks and the big papers had stationed in the area were, understandably, somewhat disinclined to �freelance� too close to �the action� and were therefore almost wholly reliant on the Army Information Service for their copy.
Basically, Curtis LeMay�s sports car racing circus down in Phoenix was a better story than that from the trenches of Illinois.
The Chief of Staff of the US Army ruminated a little longer.
The World was going to Hell in a hand basket and sometimes, well most of the time if he was being honest about it, he wondered if there was a great deal anybody could do about it.
Before LeMay had flown down to Arizona the Chiefs of Staff had convened in secret onboard the cruiser USS Fargo (CL-106) � the flagship of the Great Lakes Shore Bombardment Squadron � at South Haven, Michigan yesterday morning where the Defense Department�s Special Military Advisor to the Secretary of Defense, three star general William Childs Westmoreland, had briefed the Chiefs on the Administration�s intention to seek a peace, specifically a �non-aggression� treaty with the government of the �new� USSR.
Although those talks, or more accurately, �contacts� were at an early stage it had been communicated to the assembled Chiefs that other than the naval and air units already earmarked for �peace keeping duties� in the Mediterranean and the Indian Ocean, no further military resources other than those already in theatre would be �expended� in the coming six-month period outside the North American continent.
Westmoreland had stressed that this assumption was for planning purposes alone since if the United States was suddenly the subject to a new external threat the whole strategic calculus would inevitably alter over night. Notwithstanding, all Army and Marine Corps units reforming in the US, and all air and naval �assets� being returned to service would be available for exclusively continental deployment. In other words the aircraft, men and materiel that the Chiefs of Staff had been husbanding and holding back in anticipation of an imminent transfer to Arabia and the Persian Gulf, would heretofore be available for employment at home.
Since presently some two hundred aircraft, three hundred tanks self-propelled guns, and approximately twenty-four thousand men were encamped awaiting embarkation on fast transports at half-a-dozen East Coast ports this had come as something of a shock to the Chiefs. Up until that moment the Chiefs of Staff had been operating on the prudent assumption that the US would implement long standing arrangements � commitments enshrined in treaties both acknowledged and unacknowledged � to build up a powerful �blocking� force in Saudi Arabia to frustrate any Soviet attempt to seize the oilfields of that Kingdom. Consistent with this the Chiefs had interpreted the Administration�s anti-British pronouncements as a public screen behind which it fully intended to honor � albeit it selectively, in the spirit if not to the letter � the majority of the promises it had made to Premier Thatcher back in January and acted accordingly.
�Westy� Westmoreland�s unequivocal confirmation that �America First� actually meant �America Alone�; that it was not just a political slogan but a statement of the future foreign policy of the country had, in effect, kicked over the existing geopolitical chess board.
Contagion�
If Decker had had those twenty-four thousand men available for deployment in the Midwest a month ago Milwaukee would not be a disaster zone now. With the equivalent of three fully-equipped mechanized infantry brigades he could still probably contain the revolt short of Minneapolis, albeit at incalculable cost in men, materiel and human suffering.
But then what?
How many hundreds of thousands of men on the ground was he going to need to retake and make safe the territory which would have been lost by then? When law and order breaks down, when anything goes, when criminals, shysters, people whose politics were so far to the right or left that in normal times they were disregarded as cranks, and crazed religious zealots took over what happened next?
Contagion�
Something similar had almost happened in Seattle; but Governor Rosellini had had that hard arse Colin Dempsey running the show in the critical weeks after the war. Here in north eastern Illinois Mayor Daley and his people had had the political clout to ensure that their people got looked after first while everybody else was left to their own devices. It was hardly surprising the crazies had moved in and Chicago had become a magnet for anybody with a grudge against anything in the Midwest. Nobody had fed the starving or cared for the sick and the dying, the threads that bind modern civil society had frayed and a new order had arisen from the ashes of the great city. This was like the Bellingham scenario but writ on a truly Biblical scale; it ought to have been crushed at birth, not left to fester and breed, let alone permitted to spread its malignant spores north and west into virgin undefended and indefensible territory where countless good people still lived.
Decker straightened.
The President had ordered the Joint Chiefs to �put an end to the Chicago uprising by any means� but stipulated that �I don�t want another Bellingham�. Like most two-bit politicians the President wanted it both ways; consequently, the other Chiefs half-expected expected their Chairman, Curtis LeMay � despite his strident strictures to his colleagues � to resign when he got back from racing his favorite Allard sports car in New Mexico.
In the meantime the war-fighting muscle needed to delay the advance of the horde which had broken out of Chicago sweeping all the way north to the Canadian border, and or, west to Minneapolis had had to be taken from the southern suburbs of the city.
�We ought to have finished this in April when we had the chance,� Decker said grimly. He had the equivalent of two under strength, relatively immobile infantry brigades padded out with lines of communications troops dug in on a roughly east-west line; Hyde Park � the University of Chicago campus � Midway Airport � La Grange � Naperville � Aurora. The line was porous in places, especially out towards the exposed flank beyond Aurora but two M-60 equipped cavalry regiments were held in reserve north of Joliet, and another further forward at Blue Island. Until a couple of months ago he could have held the south of the city indefinitely but then the rebels had started shelling the districts south of the line. After that the roads had been clogged with refugees needing to be fed and watered, and by Presidential edict �cared for� by the US Army. Most of the troops deployed on �humanitarian duties� had still not rejoined their units, and nobody on his staff cared to hazard a guess how many men had simply deserted and gone home once they escaped the trenches of Chicago. �But we didn�t.�
The forces he needed now had been frittered away reinforcing National Guard units in the South, preserving law and order in the northern cities; casually thrown away like chips in a high stakes poker game so that the President could buy a ticket to stay in the Democratic primaries.
The nation had been short-changed.
He took a final breath.
�Call everybody back into the room please.�

Chapter 11

Tuesday 9th June 1964
The Kennedy Compound, Hyannis Port, Massachusetts
The President�s decision to cancel the next four day�s campaign events had caught his immediate entourage completely by surprise; his unplanned retreat that evening to Cape Cod had thrown the whole Administration into chaos.
That morning the true scale of the unfolding military, civil and humanitarian disaster unfolding in the Midwest had begun to break in the national press; but the President had not known that was going to happen when he had summarily aborted that week�s campaigning.
The Press had seemed more interested in Curtis LeMay�s planned �racing break� in Arizona than in anything that was going on in Washington DC. During his hours touring the Pentagon with Secretary of Defense Robert McNamara and Commandant of the Marine Corps General David Shoup � ahead of his return to the �Chicago Front� � and his carefully choreographed whistle stop perambulations around the massive building sites of the monumental new capital soon to rise like a phoenix out of the ashes of the old, the President had seemed noticeably lack luster, a little hunched and tired. Even when he had stood in the Oval Office of the scaffolding-encased White House there had been no real spark, little trace of the legendary public insouciance. Although for the most part his expression had been suitably somber, as befitted a man visiting places where so many good men and women had died; he had been sadly, visibly detached as if the whole experience of returning to Washington had somehow overwhelmed him.
The news that Margaret Thatcher�s government had survived and the calamitous intelligence that that the majority of the State Department�s �transatlantic� friends in the British Parliament � rather than seamlessly assuming the reins of power � were about to be exiled from Oxford and sent back to their country seats, had hardly registered with the President.
By the time Jack Kennedy got back to Hyannis Port he was in a state of near physical and mental collapse, a thing he had ordered should not be communicated to Jackie and the kids at Camp David.
After the Battle of Washington he had thought he had seen a way forward; but then the Russians had invaded Iran and in that moment he had seen the terrible error of his ways. Fate was mocking him. He had tried to steer a path through the gathering darkness but ended up stumbling blindly into new, unimagined dark places. It was as if all the lies had finally caught up with him. Events had exposed his Achilles Heel, a defective moral compass that could swing no further out of alignment without irrevocably spinning out of control. He was leading his country towards disaster and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it.
Worse, he was ill again and his strength was failing.
God had granted him six months of health and vitality, even a few days without excruciating pain and debilitating nausea. He had recovered his libido, discovered there were still a few women in the western World who wanted a mass murderer between their legs. However, those fleeting days of grace were at an end.
Women had once fawned on him, given themselves to him with a laugh or a giggle, often awestruck, dazzled by the JFK magic. He cringed now when he recollected the evening he had told the late British Prime Minister Harold MacMillan that he got a headache if he went a day without sex. The old man had smiled what now seemed like a horribly hollow smile.
Jack Kennedy had first been diagnosed as suffering from Addison�s disease in London in 1947, aged thirty, shortly after he was elected Congressman for the 11th District of Massachusetts. The symptoms of the condition included severe and often incapacitating pains in the legs, back and abdomen, random attacks of vomiting and diarrhea, bouts of hypoglycemia, fevers and at the extreme end of the spectrum, convulsions, psychosis and episodes of syncope. He had suffered each and every one the classic symptoms at one time or another since winning the Presidency, and frequently many of them combination at the same time. Frequently, during meetings with foreign leaders and ambassadors he had experienced relatively minor manifestations of Addison�s; confusion, slurred speech brought on by low blood pressure and the sudden onset of lethargy. His problems had been compounded when, subsequent to entering the White House hypothyroidism, another rare endocrine disease, had been identified.
Jack Kennedy had always been the sickliest of the Kennedy brothers but that had not mattered until his elder sibling, Joe, had been killed in a flying accident in England in August 1944. Joseph Kennedy (junior) had always been his father�s anointed political flag bearer, not the fragile, reckless playboy second son�
�Jack, did you hear what I just said?�
The President blinked out of his melancholy introspection and met the gaze of his thirty-nine year old brother.
Robert Francis �Bobby� Kennedy had worked tirelessly to get his re-election campaign back on the road. No man had flown more miles or worn out his voice more frequently in the last few months. It was easier for him; he had never lost his faith, partly, his brother suspected because in his heart he knew that he had done everything that could humanly have been done to avert the October War; whereas for his brother � the Commander-in-Chief � there would always be an insidious canker of doubt. History might one day conclude that a madman in a submarine had lit the final touch paper to the most dreadful war in history; or that the real blame lay with the lunatic who had flushed those Cuban-based ICBMs that hit Galveston and Florida but Jack Kennedy knew that he was the one who � for whatever reason, right or wrong � had actually commanded the final, all out nuclear attack on the military forces, bases and cities of the Soviet Union.
The Cuban Missiles War had come out of nowhere as he had always feared the real crisis of his presidency might. He had learned the limits of his power early in his time in the White House with the Bay of Pigs Fiasco. Afterwards, he had respectfully approached his predecessor � the man who he still considered to be the greatest living American � Dwight Eisenhower, and sought his advice.
The old man had sat in the Oval Office and without censure, with the cool understanding of a man who had been responsible for wielding the great weight of US military power in war and peace, and asked Kennedy �were you sure you had all the right people in the room before you authorized the Bay of Pigs invasion?�
Eisenhower had treated the interview as a paternal exercise, immensely careful not to tread on his successor�s toes or in any way point up his relative inexperience. That was the day Kennedy realized why Eisenhower had been America�s greatest World War II general, and exactly how he had navigated his country out of the Korean conflict and through two peaceful terms in the White House despite the turmoil in South East Asia, the Suez imbroglio and the Soviet crushing of the Hungarian uprising; while all the time steadily building up the US�s defenses and promoting the onward march of global economic expansion. Ike had left office with a country united, ready to step confidently into the future�
�I heard you, Bobby.� The two brothers were alone on the porch where a week ago Jack Kennedy had met Margaret Thatcher. The lady had known he was selling her down the river but she had come to Cape Cod anyway. It had been her duty to try to renew a failing alliance and to his dying day the President who had sent her home to face her enemies empty handed would wonder if he had made the second worst mistake of his life. �The situation in Wisconsin is out of control. I read General Decker�s report.�
�If we pull all those troops out of Mississippi and Alabama things will go to Hell, Jack!�
�Yes, I know.�
�You promised Doctor King� �
�I promised Doctor King that the Federal Government would protect him and his marchers all the way to Philadelphia. I will do that. Just like when he walks up the steps of City Hall on 4th July I�ll be there waiting for him.� Jack Kennedy was rocking backwards and forwards in the old rocking chair as his brother paced restlessly.
Notwithstanding the seven-and-a-half years difference in their ages, their divergent temperaments and the fact that many men in �Bobby� Kennedy�s position would have chaffed to have lived for so long in his brother�s shadow; the siblings were the heart and sinew of what remained of the fractious, dangerously dysfunctional Administration that had swept into the White House three-and-a-half years ago with such great hopes. Back in the spring of 1961 the World had seemed to be full of possibilities; now there was just the foul taste of disillusion in their mouths.
Out on Nantucket Sound a recently re-commissioned 1945-era destroyer quartered the seas, inshore two patrol boats mounting 50-caliber machine guns in their bows patrolled vigilantly. Beyond the nearby picket fence Secret Servicemen stalked, out of sight the landward perimeter of the compound was guarded by Marines.
Jackie was bringing the children back from Camp David tomorrow. At a time like this a man needed his family around him.
�Fulbright says Nasser has regained control of things in Cairo,� Jack Kennedy observed. �That�s good. If the Soviets had got their own people in power in Egypt God alone knows what would have happened next.�
Nobody in the Administration talked about the Red Army�s unstoppable progress south through Iraq to the northernmost shores of the Persian Gulf, or that the great refinery complexes � the biggest in the World � on British-held Abadan Island would soon be wrecked, or in Russian hands.
The post-Shah regime in Iran had pleaded for US support; the CIA had people �in country� close to the ruling Junta, listening stations had been set up in the south and the option of sanctuary in the US had been extended to the leadership and their families. The fact that Carrier Division Seven � the mighty USS Kitty Hawk and many of the most technologically advanced warships in the world � was in the northern Indian Ocean had soothed the worst terrors of the Iranian ruling class, and for the time being prevented the Saudi Royal Family wholly casting their lot in with the British.
�CIA says the Russians may be behind the Chicago situation, Jack!� The Attorney General protested vehemently. �How do we justify sitting down with Dobrynin and Zorin when we know the bastards are stirring up a civil war in the Midwest?�
Anatoly Fyodorovich Dobrynin had been Soviet Ambassador to the United States at the time of the October War. Valerian Alexandrovich Zorin was the man who had famously clashed with Adlai Stevenson in the Security Council of the United Nations in the lead up to the war. Both men had been held under house arrest ever since.
The President collected his thoughts.
�The CIA didn�t notice two Soviet tank armies massing on the borders of Azerbaijani Iran in the months ahead of the invasion in April,� he sighed. This was a debate he had already had with other senior Administration insiders including Bob McNamara and LBJ. The Secretary of Defense had eventually deferred to the �party line� but Lyndon Johnson had told him to his face that he needed to get his �head out of his arse in a hurry!�
�Jack, that�s not� �
�The CIA didn�t see the attack on Malta coming either, Bobby,� the older brother went on. �The truth is that none of us saw the Battle of Washington coming; and none of us really know what�s going on in the heads of the people we�re fighting in Illinois and Wisconsin. I should never have listened to Daley and the others back in the spring. In fact I shouldn�t have listened to anybody who said they understood what was going on in the Midwest!�
Bobby Kennedy opened his mouth to argue, thought better of it and leaned against the nearest porch balustrade. Although the gunshot wound to his left calf he had suffered during the attempt on Jack�s life in the Oval Office after the Battle of Washington in December had healed up, it still pained him sometimes.
�General Decker says purging so many National Guard units in the spring was a bad mistake,� Jack Kennedy went on. �He wants officers and men re-instated en masse with no questions asked. Even with the reserves previously allocated to the Middle East Expeditionary Force to draw on he says he doesn�t have enough men and that practically all the equipment he needs is in the wrong place. He says he can take out the TV and radio stations in rebel hands with air strikes but that won�t stop what�s going on leaking out. Not now. He�s formally asked me to authorize all measures short of ABC strikes.�
Atomic, biological and chemical weapons were off the menu.
Everything else was in play.
�Heck, Bobby,� he groaned, �we�re about to start dropping Napalm on our own people!�

Chapter 12

Tuesday 9th June 1964
Yacht �China Girl�, Sausalito, California
China Girl had once been a rich man�s plaything, a seventy-three foot brigantine rigged yacht built from Oregon spruce before the First World War. Legend had it that she had been moored off Coronado Island most summers in the roaring twenties but sometime in the fifties, thirty years after her glory days she had ended up moored, a half-forgotten hulk in Richardson Bay.
Miranda Sullivan�s brother, Gregory, had researched the history of the China Girl, and had shared the whole story with his �little sister� more than once. Greg was the kind of outgoing, enthusiastic, unselfish guy who naturally assumed all other right thinking people shared the majority of his interests, fascinations and loves. Of her three �big brothers� he was the sweetest by a country mile; the least driven and perhaps the only one of the four Sullivan siblings wholly lacking in personal demons.
Miranda had demons enough for both of them!
She had never really talked to anybody about the feelings she had had for Dwayne John. Everything had happened so quickly she was still coming to terms with their re-born relationship at the time of his death in Atlanta.
Her life had been fucked up a long time before she had had a drug-blurred one night stand with Dwayne on the night of the October War. They had both been in a bad place, out of their heads, and not seen each other again until he was illegally arrested in San Francisco by the FBI. She had been instrumental in getting him freed and after that things had sort of� just happened.
The Governor had appointed her Secretary of the California Civil Rights Forum (CCRF), Dwayne had been her nominated liaison with the NAACP � the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People � on the CCRF and by the time he returned to Atlanta to help organize the Bedford Pine Park march and rally things between them had� developed.
She had missed him dreadfully when he left the West Coast; it was like a part of her was incomplete and she had known that when he came back to California they would be together�
Catching herself brooding she snapped out of it.
Miranda recollected that afternoon at the Sequoyah Country Club in Oakland when Greg and his now wife, Darlene, had turned up for their mother�s several times delayed sixtieth birthday party, and Greg had broken the news that he and Darlene were getting married, and demanding a loan to purchase the China Girl. Miranda had though her father was going to have a stroke and her mother had, very nearly, swooned; their angst had been so palpable it would have been comic had it not been so revelatory.
To her parents Darlene was white trash, a gold-digger who had traduced their innocent, unworldly baby boy into bed to get her hands on the Sullivan family fortune.
How then would her parents have taken the news she planned to marry a black man intimately involved with the African-American Civil Rights Movement? A man who was an openly declared, dedicated disciple of Doctor Martin Luther King? They would most likely have both had seizures! It was one thing for Greg to go off the rails; they had never had terribly high hopes of him. But she was their little princess�
Darlene Lefebure had never been any kind of gold-digger. It was not that she was unworldly, or dreamy like Greg. She had grown up on what middle class Americans liked to call �the wrong side of the tracks�, been mistreated and abused by a stepfather who would have killed her had not she and Dwayne, her unlikely childhood friend in a town where blacks and whites never dated because that was a sure fire way to get lynched, jumped on the first greyhound out of Jackson, Alabama a year before the October War. Gold-diggers planned and schemed; Darlene and Greg had met by an accident of fate only because Miranda had already been involved in Dwayne John�s and Darlene Lefebure�s troubles of last November. It all seemed so improbable, too improbable but then after the last couple of years nothing really surprised Miranda.
She had tried to keep going, thought she was doing okay.
But then the FBI had wanted to talk to her about Dwayne and Doctor King had written to her, inviting her to �be with our fellowship� at Oakland Cemetery to �honor our fallen in our own hallowed ground�.
One day she had been discovered at her desk in the Governor�s Office in the State Capitol at Sacramento staring into space, catatonic, deaf to everything. She had sat that way two or three hours, nobody knew exactly how long until her boss, Governor Brown�s Chief of Staff, had suggested she take an indefinite sabbatical. Her job would be waiting for her when she came back; that apparently came straight from the Governor�s lips.
That was nearly five weeks ago.
Greg had wanted to go with her to Atlanta; she had vetoed that. Darlene was six months pregnant and his place was with her here in Sausalito.
Greg must have had one of his now bi-monthly �this is the way it is going to be� conversations with her parents � marrying Darlene had made him prone to unexpected bouts of assertiveness and their parents respected that in exactly the same way they despised �going with the flow� � because her attorney big brother Ben junior and his wife, Natalie, had flown out to Georgia with her, chaperoning her every minute of every day she was in Atlanta. Well, almost every minute. She had been fortunate enough to meet Doctor King privately, been invited to worship at the Ebenezer Street Chapel on the morning of the day of the Bedford Pine Park Memorial Service, and to join the communion in Sunday worship the following day.
Ben and Natalie had brought her home yesterday.
Wrongly, she had imagined her parents would probably try to enroll her in a �rest home�, or at least attempt to talk her into signing up for �therapy�. In the event Ben and Natalie had delivered her to the foot of the gangplank of the China Girl, and after exchanging uneasy pleasantries with Greg and Darlene � the former they regarded as a harmless dreamer, and the latter as a creature from a foreign country of which they knew little � they had meekly departed.
A note from Terry Francois, the President of the San Francisco Chapter of the NAACP had been waiting for her.
�I think attending the Bedford Pine Park Memorial in Atlanta is a great act of personal moral courage on your part. I am sorry I was unable to be there with and for you but hope to meet with you again soon. Unfortunately, my recent hospitalization prevents me fulfilling a number of previously scheduled speaking engagements and from attending several forthcoming meetings on CCRF business� �
Although she had only met Terry Francois the first time last fall she had come to regard the former Marine and long-time NAACP campaigner as a friend whose wise counsel and advice had been invaluable in her work with the CCRF. The poor man had been injured in an automobile crash � the taxi he was riding in had been in collision with a truck in the Mission District three weeks ago � and he was still in traction.
�The last thing I want to do is impose on you. I know this is a bad time. But if you could see your way clear to picking up a couple of my commitments I would be very grateful to you. I am thinking particularly of an event at Berkeley � a NAACP sponsored rally at which I was going to talk about Atlanta and the start of the March on Philadelphia. And the monthly NAACP gathering at the Third Baptist Church when again, I was intending to speak of the Memorial in Atlanta and the March� �
Miranda had shown the note to her brother and her sister-in-law.
�You should tell those college kids up at Berkeley about Dwayne,� Darlene had suggested timidly. Before Gregory came on the scene the two women had been at daggers drawn; however, that seemed like an age ago. It helped that Darlene had got used to the idea that Miranda was the one member of the Sullivan family who was actually happy for her and Greg.
Amenities onboard the China Girl were limited so she had gone ashore and rung through to Terry Francois�s office from a payphone booth on the Bridgeway. Terry�s secretary, a boisterously maternal woman called Florence had been beside herself with pleasure and relief to hear her voice.
�It�s about the dates in Mr Francois�s diary at Berkeley and the Third Baptist Church� �
Florence quickly explained that if she could not �do them� that was fine. It was just that �Terry thought of you first!�
�It is okay. I�ll do them both.�
Most days before she went to Atlanta Miranda had curled up in the bunk in the forward �stateroom� and slept, or lain staring at the bulkhead with little or no sense of passing time. Some days she walked along the Sausalito quaysides. A couple of times she had gone shopping with Darlene, a shorter, smaller woman who was already getting very big but not slowing down at all as her pregnancy developed.
Miranda recollected her mother had allegedly retired to her bed practically from the moment of conception to the birth of all her offspring. Darlene had carried on with her cleaning jobs in Marin County and the big houses behind the sea front nearby until about the time Miranda had had her breakdown. Gregory was a teacher and eighth to tenth grade teachers did not get to make their fortune, any kind of fortune, in California or in any other state of the Union.
Darlene entered the long low main deck saloon.
It was the first compartment Greg had made habitable before, with several friends and some of the older kids from his school, the �restoration crew� had moved below decks. Large sections of the boat remained unexplored, uninhabitable and probably hazardous, including the old engine room. It was a warm day and she was feeling the heat.
Miranda had been reading yesterday�s San Francisco Chronicle.
Going to Atlanta had reconnected her with something, although it was too early to specify exactly what. She felt different, less separate from things and curious again. It was as if she had gone away somewhere the day she heard Dwayne was dead and Atlanta had been not an act of remembrance and mourning � although it had been that too � but some kind of existential gateway back into the present.
The Chronicle carried a lot of West Coast stories but it was still a national paper, preoccupied with the same �big challenges� that faced the rest of the US. It was a sign that despite what many people on the TV and the radio wanted Americans to think, a majority of people still believed in some meaningful way that there was still such a thing as America, and that patriotism really did signify strength through togetherness.
Lately, the news agenda was dominated by four stories: the jostling for the nominations of the respective parties for the Presidential nomination, Dr Martin Luther King�s March on Philadelphia and the ongoing violence across most of the South, inflation and the rocketing price of gas at the pumps, and the re-emergence of the Soviet Union as a military force in the Middle East.
This latter seemed an awfully long way away from California and most days the Chronicle and its main competitor the San Francisco Examiner treated this as a page six or seven story because apart from the Red Army gradually moving south towards the Persian Gulf nothing much was actually going on. Everybody tacitly assumed that sooner or later the US Navy or Curtis LeMay personally, or with several B-52 Bomb Wings would put the Russians in their place and the threat to the oil fields of Arabia � which most Americans honestly believed they owned because they also thought, mistakenly, in exactly the same way they assumed that the Rockefeller family in some way held Standard Oil and half the World�s known oil reserves in trust for the nation � would quietly �go away�.
It was a peculiarity of American politics that whereas the President and the other presidential hopefuls said a lot about �the Election�, each other, the state of the economy, and occasionally about the Civil Rights movement and the troubles of the Deep South, the Kennedy brothers, Lyndon Johnson, Barry Goldwater, George Wallace, John Cabot Lodge, Nelson Rockefeller and Richard Nixon hardly ever talked about �the situation in the Persian Gulf�. A visitor from Mars would wonder if any of the Presidential pretenders could even find Basra or Abadan on the map.
At the bottom of page three there was a small by-line about widespread civil disorder having been reported in Milwaukee across the news wires. Miranda�s eye lingered on this simply because there was a footnote that eastern Wisconsin was �subject to the same Army Information Office restrictions as the Greater Chicago Area�.
There was little discussion in any of the papers Miranda had read in the last few weeks about the Warren Commission on the Causes and the Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War, other that is, than impatient rumblings about when it might finally set a date for its first hearings. Most bets were on mid-July. Likewise, there was much comment about the delay in bringing the first of the ring leaders of the failed coup d'�tat to trial for their part in the Battle of Washington last December; although one of their lawyers, a striking young woman who had been badly injured during the uprising seemed to be on every other newscast on the TV, and her remarks were voraciously reported on most radio bulletins most days.
Curiously, for some reason CBS kept coming back to the story about the six-month old sinking of the nuclear submarine the USS Scorpion, allegedly sunk by the British HMS Dreadnought, a thing the British Embassy had vehemently denied. It was a story which got a great deal more coverage than the ongoing war over the Falkland Islands. Miranda did not understand why the British, given all their other problems, simply did not let the Argentine have those stupid little islands in the South Atlantic.
There was an opinion piece on the inside cover of the Chronicle about the pros and cons of offering the Europeans (mainly the British) a new �Marshall Plan�, following on from a story broken by the New York Times over the weekend. The author of this article suggested sarcastically that it would be a �fair� way to �curtail the British predilection for re-fighting lost colonial wars�. Wall Street was all in favor of doling out aid to the British on condition they spent every �US tax dollar in America�. Thus far the Administration had said very little about the subject, other than to admit that Secretary of State Fulbright had circulated a �briefing paper� within the Administration. Apparently, no decisions had been taken on the �viability of any future assistance package�.
Today�s, or rather, yesterday�s scoop � syndicated under a two day old Los Angeles Times by-line � was the alleged expos� of a two decade-old Kennedy family scandal concerning Rose Marie, the oldest of the President�s four surviving sisters.
�Have you read this stuff about the President�s sister, Darlene?�
�No,� the other woman confessed. �People are always saying bad things about the President,� she added sadly.
Miranda turned the page around for Darlene to read.
THE SHAME OF THE PRESIDENT�S SISTER!

There was an accompanying head and shoulders photograph of a pretty young woman. Her hair was in the style of the 1930s. She smiled serenely into the lens of the camera; she seemed contented, on the cusp of womanhood.
Miranda did not know where to start; it was so awful�
She began to read at the beginning.
�This is the last known picture of Rose Marie Kennedy, the eldest daughter and third child of the late Joseph Patrick Kennedy and Rose Elizabeth Kennedy. Rose, President Kennedy�s eldest sister born on September 13, 1918. Within the family Rose Marie was commonly called Rosemary or just Rosie� �
Miranda�s voice trailed away as she read ahead and tasted the poison to come. She steeled herself to continue. Her brow furrowed as she read aloud.
�During Rose Marie�s birth the midwife ordered Rose Kennedy to keep her legs together,� she paused, tempted to mutter several distinctly un-Christian words to express her incredulity, �forcing the baby�s head to stay in the birth canal until a doctor arrived at the Kennedy�s home in Brookline, Massachusetts.�
Darlene was frowning, also.
�That sort of thing would be very, very bad for the baby,� she groaned.
�Relatives of Rosie�s mother later blamed Rosie�s problems on her parents having been second cousins!� A disbelieving sigh was Miranda�s single eloquent comment on this observation. �Rosie was such a placid, pleasant child that nobody outside the family noticed that anything was amiss until she reached her teens. When she was fifteen her mother sent her to the Sacred Heart Convent in Providence, Rhode Island, where she was taught on her own by the nuns and by a special teacher brought in by the Kennedy family. At this time Rosie�s reading, writing and arithmetic skills were judged to be only up to 4th grade standard. It was around this time that Rosie was tested and found to have an IQ score of between 60 and 70 � a mental age of somewhere between eight and twelve years � and started exhibiting signs that suggested she was suffering anxiety and anger because she was a �disappointment� to her parents and her family. At no time did Rose Kennedy admit that her daughter was anything but normal, even though several of Rosie�s siblings suspected something was wrong. The Kennedy children were brought up to be ambitious, to be top of their class in everything, to excel and to shine, and to reflect credit on the patriarch and the matriarch at the helm of the Kennedy ship. What else could explain the shameful fate which eventually befell poor, innocent Rosie?�
Miranda was shaking her head in disbelief.
�According to this article the brothers and sisters privately believed that Rosie was epileptic or mentally ill. This is all too awful,� she repeated, unable to find another word to describe what she had read and was now re-reading for her sister-in-law�s benefit.
�Rosie was very slow at school, desperate to please, but otherwise a happy girl. She did not read much, �Winnie-the-Pooh� was about her limit but few people looking at her guessed she was a child in a woman�s body. At twenty she was a beauty with a winning smile. Her parents told journalists that she was �studying to be a kindergarten teacher� and that she had an interest in �social welfare work�, and embellished this by suggesting Rosie had a �longing to go on the stage�.�
Darlene put down the paper in disgust.
�The reporter says that during adolescence Rosie started having temper tantrums and sneaking out from her convent school in Washington, where she had been sent after she left the school in Rhode Island. Joseph Kennedy, her father was worried that Rosie would do something which would reflect badly on him and damage his political career. Around that time he was hoping to be the next President. In November 1941 when Rosie was twenty-three the old monster had her lobotomized!�
Darlene sat up, not entirely sure she had heard what she had just heard.
�Did what?� She mouthed in confusion.
�President Kennedy�s late father believed that a pre-frontal lobotomy,� Miranda paraphrased, planting the tip of her index finger on her brow, �carried out by two charlatans masquerading as doctors, would cure Rosie�s erratic behavior and make sure that she was never an embarrassment to the family. They strapped her down on a table. They must have given her some kind of local anesthetic because she was conscious when they started. They made incisions in her head,� she put down the paper and raised her left hand to touch the other side of her brow, �here and here, they inserted a surgical instrument that the reporter describes as being �like a butter knife�, and only stopped �wiggling� it around inside her brain when Rosie stopped making a noise.�
Darlene stared at the other woman.
�That�s the sort of thing Greg says the Nazis did to people in Germany,� she said, struggling to make sense of it.
�The Nazis didn�t try to keep it quiet,� Miranda retorted.
�What happened to Rosie? Afterwards, I mean?�
Miranda read to the end of the article.
�She was unable to walk, talk and she was incontinent. After the �operation� they think that she had a mental age of a two year old.�
�That�s� �
�Awful?�
�Yes, terrible.�
�Apparently, journalists asked President Kennedy about his sister when he was running for re-election to the Senate in 1958. The Kennedy family told a pack of lies to hush everything up. They put out a story that Rose Marie was too busy working with disabled children to make public appearances at election events. Then in 1961, after the President was elected, the family put out a statement that she was �mentally retarded� making no mention of the fact that they had had her lobotomized!�
Miranda wanted to go on shore and walk up and down the old Bridgeway warning innocent voters that Jack Kennedy was the Devil�s spawn.
�It makes you wonder what else our President has lied to us about!�
Darlene was more concerned with the personal than the political aspects of the horror story.
�What happened to Rosie?�
�Rosie is still alive. She was cared for at the St Coletta School for Backward Youth in a place called Jefferson, that�s in Wisconsin. Until last fall that was; sometime around the time of the Battle of Washington she was moved to a Kennedy family compound on Rhode Island. The reporter says that until their father died last year none of Rosie�s surviving brothers or sisters � there are seven of them including the President � ever visited Rosie. Not once.�
�Can all that be true?�
Darlene asked in a whisper as if she was suddenly afraid the two women were being overheard by the sort of monsters who could put a woman, not much younger than them, through such a barbaric and inhuman ordeal as to leave her as good as dead on the operating table just to avoid the risk of embarrassing an over-powerful man.
�Do you think it is true? Can it be true? The President seems such a good man?�
Miranda was folding the paper on her lap.
�I don�t think the New York Times or the Chronicle would print a thing like this unless there was at least some truth in it,� she shrugged. �I mean, Rosie was, is the sister of the President of the United States.�
�And,� Darlene murmured. She hesitated, her words stuck on her lips. �It is election year� �

Chapter 13

Wednesday 10th June 1964
Luke Air Force Base, Glendale, Arizona
Caroline Konstantis waited for her Air Force driver to jump out from behind the wheel and smartly open her passenger door before she moved a muscle. Her uniform had a stiff, new, rarely worn feel and her figure had filled a fraction since she had had it � and her other �sets� � tailored and re-cut the year before the October War. She had pinned up her hair but even so she carried her cap in her left hand as she stepped into the burning desert heat of the summer afternoon. She used to try very hard not to be a civilian in uniform but not so much lately.
To reach the control tower and its surrounding complex of low, single storey blockhouses her car had had to cross the �race track� twice. Today�s �race track� seemed to weave a jagged figure of eight across the three mile long main runway and the maze of broad disused taxiways, its course marked with hundreds of oil drums and colorful pieces of redundant airfield �furniture�. The Air Force car, last year�s Lincoln, had halted for several minutes as a succession of low, lean racers flashed past.
The cars had roared into sight in formation with their motors revving murderously, their tires screeching, squealing and smoking as they slide across the tarmac where, until a year ago a line of silvery North American F-100 Super Sabre jet interceptors of the 4510th Combat Crew Training Wing had stood on the flight line. Caroline was surprised that there was such a large crowd, there were people everywhere, pickups, trucks and private cars parked apparently randomly around the old base buildings and in groups out on the field.
The big race, the second �Glendale Two Hundred� had been held on Saturday and she had expected the circus would have moved on by now. She had arrived in nearby Phoenix late last night, catching the last possible Greyhound convoy out of Oakland over twenty-four hours before. The days when a Greyhound bus could traverse the South West unescorted were just a fading memory. Her convoy had had two California State National Guardsmen on board each bus when it departed the Bay Area. Local Guardsmen had relieved them at the Colorado River, the state line.
The last time Caroline had been in Phoenix it had been a quiet place, off the beaten track; yesterday night it had been like a boom town. Its population was swollen by refugees from the north and a whole new suburb was being thrown up in the desert to the east. The racing enthusiasts, street and circuit fanatics who had come to town for the big event at the weekend had obviously stayed on in droves. If the Air Force had not booked her into a Spartan downtown hotel a week in advance she would have been out on the street all night!
She reminded herself that Phoenix�s revitalization was not untypical of this part of the country. After the war money and people had relocated to the peaceful, undamaged areas of the South and South West. For all the constant barrage of bad news about the so-called �Deep South�, Florida, southern Texas, and most parts of Louisiana and practically everywhere west of the Mississippi, Arkansas and Missouri excepted, were desperately attempting to get on with business as normal.
Remarkably, moving from east to west by the time a traveler got to California they would be hard pressed to know that there had been a global nuclear war less than two years ago. It was not that the grief and the aftermath of the war was �localized� � the areas hardest hit were big by any measure � it was simply that the North American continent was so huge that the war had left over ninety percent of the nation untouched. Now Americans were doing what they had done though out their history; migrating to where the work, the wealth, and the opportunities seemed brightest. Ordinary people had carried on making rational �adjustments� to cope with the new realities of the land in which they lived. Americans had always migrated to where new horizons, where employment prospects promised a better future. That was after all, the essence of the American dream. Historians and political scientists were already comparing the post-October War upheavals with those of the post-Civil War period; it was natural, profoundly human for people to want to move on, to put the disasters of the past behind them and as in the post-1865 world the recent brush with Armageddon had prompted a new exodus to �the West�. Down here in Arizona the tragedy of Buffalo, Galveston, Seattle, Boston and Chicago seemed an awfully long way away; and as for apparent outbreak of widespread lawlessness in Illinois and Wisconsin, or the crushing of the small scale insurrection in Bellingham, well, that might have been going on in another universe.
Of course Phoenix was hardly any kind of exemplar of what the future might hold. Its recent boom was meteoric but self-evidently fragile. Every car nut in the South West descended on the city most months and the second running of the �Glendale Two Hundred� had crowned Phoenix as the new Mecca of the �racing craze� that had spread like a virus across the surrounding states. The travelling circus could move on in the blink of an eye; and then what would become of Phoenix�s overnight transformation?
Caroline tentatively straightened to her full height of five feet six inches. She had snoozed and slept most of the way to Phoenix, physically spent and mentally exhausted after what she already regarded � in fondly rueful hindsight � as her three day �quasi-psychotic episode� in Berkeley.
Never had she been more mindful of taking a care what one wished for!
The Air Force Lincoln had parked close to but not in the shade of the ugly concrete control tower of the former Luke Air Force Base. Caroline looked around, sighed and carefully arranged her cap on her head. She took off her Ray-bans, pocketed them and walked towards the door guarded by two sweating military policemen.
At one point the �track� came within less than fifty yards of the control tower. Five, six, and then a seventh car skidded around a long, tire-burning, sliding curve. Caroline had no idea how fast the cars were speeding; seventy, eight, ninety, a hundred miles per hour because they were a blur as they slashed past. Likewise, she had no idea how they kept apart, each driver knowing intuitively that the tiniest contact might be irretrievably, fatal, ending in a tangle of metal and possibly a fire�
The cars were past, hurtling into the near distance wheel to wheel, kicking up rooster tails of smoking windblown desert dust in their wakes like old fashioned speed boats ripping up the surface of a shimmering lake.
General Curtis LeMay, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff was attired in greasy once grey overalls chewing a fat half-smoked cigar on the balcony of the control tower. The fifty-seven year old legend responsible for building Strategic Air Command into the sledgehammer which had bludgeoned the Soviet Union to within an inch of annihilation on the night of the October War, was waving his fists and bawling like everybody else at the rail. Every man in the tower stank of gas and oil, of leather and scorched rubber, each face was etched with smears of grease. Every man that was, apart from the immaculately uniformed Air Force Lieutenant-Colonel and his two guardian armed MPs who had Curtis LeMay�s nuclear football chained to his left wrist.
The press called it the �triple key� principle.
Only the President could order a first strike.
If the President was dead or incapacitated the �football� passed to the Vice President.
If the United States was attacked and the President and the Vice President were incapacitated, or dead, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff took the so-called �hospital pass�.
A lot of people had been asking themselves why the US needed nuclear weapons at all; but that was before the Red Army invaded Iran and Iraq and everybody discovered that Curtis LeMay�s boys had only done half the job on the night of the war.
Caroline Konstantis stood at the back of the baying mob.
She was in no hurry; had no place she needed to be. That was not to say that right now she would not rather be lying down, or sipping a Mojito in a darkened bar than standing, slowly beginning to broil in the desert sun in the middle of nowhere with a crowd of car nuts. Notwithstanding, she made a concerted effort to concentrate her faculties on the needs of the moment because Curtis LeMay was the last man on earth she needed on her case.
To most Americans LeMay was a fire-eating, cigar-smoking, red-necked martinet who was always the first man over the top, laughing in the face of death. He was Old Iron Pants LeMay, the man who had been Bombs Away LeMay, the gung ho commander of one of the first B-24 Groups in England in 1942, the Demon to anybody who got on his wrong side, or simply the Big Cigar to his airmen. But that was not the whole story; and LeMay, like any man was the complex sum of his many parts and hugely varied life experiences.
As a psychiatrist, LeMay professionally fascinated Caroline Konstantis.
Until she actually met him she had tended to accept the conventional wisdom, and to her chagrin taken him for what he had always seemed to be. He was the man who had prognosticated that a nuclear war was in some way �winnable�, and that if the worst happened it was his job was to bomb the Russians �back to the Stone Age�. He had acted as if he was an all-American ogre and she had fallen for the act.
In the eighteen months she had been his �pet shrink� she had spoken to him � or more correctly, reported to him � about a dozen times. More importantly, true to his word he had taken her calls on each of the four occasions she had urgently needed to talk to him. The Air Force had its own internal medical services, a large posse of psychiatrists like her on tap; but LeMay had realized that was not enough. Seven months ago he had asked her to focus exclusively on the 100th Bomb Group survivors of the Malta �disaster�, and the fliers who had been duped into attacking British ships off Cape Finisterre just before the Battle of Washington in December, it was typical LeMay.
�It�s worse for the Malta survivors,� Old Iron Pants had observed grimly. �It�s bad enough seeing your buddies shot down when you�ve got right on your side. Most of the 100th guys were veterans, men like Nathan Zabriski who flew on the night of the war.�
Nathan was different of course.
His mother � a White House secretary � had assassinated the British Prime Minister, Edward Heath, shot Bobby Kennedy in the leg and had planned to murder the President. Had she not been wrestled to the ground by Walter Brenckmann, the man who was presently the US Ambassador in England, she might even have succeeded.
Therefore, Nathan was not just different, he was special.
So special�
�Nobody hangs my guys out to dry, Colonel Konstantis,� LeMay had declared. �That�s a promise. But I can�t do anything to help them live with what they�ve gone through. That�s your job.�
My job!
LeMay was happy with her work because none of his boys � the eight 100th Bomb Group survivors, or the eight Navy pilots and navigators on the A-4 Skyhawks which had crippled the British destroyers HMS Talavera and HMS Devonshire, killing and wounding over two hundred men � had completely gone off the rails on her watch. Several of her charges were deeply troubled, unhappy men but alive, and in the main getting on with their fractured day to day existence as best they could. The human mind was a remarkably resilient thing; she had stopped being their guardian �shrink� early on, knowing that what these men really needed was �mothering�. Like Nathan they had all been resistant to �therapy�, although none as adamant as he and looking back that might have been the root of her personal downfall�
The first time Caroline had met Curtis LeMay the man had dropped the martinet with a heart of gold routine as soon as they were alone. It had been less than a week after the October War.
�We think we won the war,� he had said. �Maybe we did. It doesn�t matter. My boys need to be ready to do it all over again if the President orders them to do it. I need somebody to give me advice that I can trust about what�s going on inside the heads of my boys. And,� he had added gruffly, �I need to know who needs to be let down gently before it becomes a disciplinary problem. The regulations weren�t designed for the situation we�re in now and I won�t have brave men punished or in any way singled out because they�ve had enough. I need somebody like you operating outside the normal system; somebody acting as a �cut out� with a direct line to me making sure that every one of my boys gets treated like a real hero.�
The case files had begun to pile up on her desk within days and she had been �on the road� practically ever since. Generally speaking, the Air Force had got the message about processing the veterans of the October War with a hitherto unwarranted sensitivity, and on those rare occasions when some idiot tried to pull rank on her she carried a � now much creased and worn � letter bearing LeMay�s signature that instantly resolved any little �local difficulties�.
It had become her duty to break the news to a man that his operational flying career, or in extremis, his career in the Air Force was over. Afterwards, she and her team of �adjustment and resettlement� officers would smooth a man�s path into a new role in the service, or back into civilian life. While Curtis LeMay remained in the background this was a thing accomplished without any of the normal military parsimony; although already Congress was sniping at such �non military� largesse to undermine the generals and admirals who had earned its displeasure.
LeMay was a man who upset everybody sooner or later; the more so because it was patently obvious that he did not give a damn.
�What have you got for me, Colonel?� He asked when he and Caroline were alone in what had once been the duty controller�s office at the back of the control tower. Inside the building air conditioning fans whirred and the noise of the ongoing racing outside was muted, distant.
�I�ve come here fresh from a few days personal R and R in the Bay Area, sir,� she reported, trying not to blush.
Rogering and more rogering!
�During that time I took the opportunity to look in on Nathan Zabriski.�
I looked in on him for three days and we very nearly fucked ourselves to death!
Caroline formed her lips into a tight white line for a moment.
�Nathan�s still got a lot of issues. That said, he�s now quite settled in Berkeley. He�s spent the last month renovating the house he plans to live in ahead of starting back at college for the autumn semester. As you know I authorized a bursary via the offices of the Veteran�s Administration to allow Nathan to complete a Geography BA and a teacher training course. He did a lot of track running when he first joined the Air Force and I�ve encouraged him to pick up on that when he starts at Berkeley. We did not discuss his mother�s situation; he has blocked her out. It is probably best that way.�
Curtis LeMay digested this.
�I�m told Phoenix city is rotten with TV and newspaper people?�
�I couldn�t say, sir. I was whacked when I got into town last night. It wouldn�t surprise me� �
Actually, Caroline was astonished that LeMay�s office had confirmed this meeting given the news from Chicago and Milwaukee. Things sounded bad up there and there had been new race riots in Louisville and Birmingham over the weekend.
�I worry about Major Zabriski,� the Chairman of the Chiefs of Staff Committee confessed.
Nathan had refused to co-operate with any kind of formalized therapeutic �regime�. Like many of the young men Caroline Konstantis watched over he had initially been angrily resistant to any suggestion that he needed help. Nathan and his comrades had been indoctrinated, inculcated with the notion that they were latter day knights in shining armor, the shield of the West; that God was on their side and any suggestion that they should feel guilt, remorse and shame for their part in preserving freedom and American ideals was both traitorous and in some ways� unmanly. But with Nathan there was something deeper, non-negotiable going on. None of her charges had been through anything like the psychological meat grinder that twenty-seven year old former Major Nathan Zabriski had been through in the last twenty months.
Nathan�s aircraft had dropped multi-megaton bombs on Nizhny Novgorod and Dzershinsk on the night of the war, an airborne refueling mishap had left him drenched in avgas most of the way back home, and then last December the 100th Bomb Group had been ordered � nobody knew by whom � to attack the base of the British Mediterranean Fleet at Malta. His aircraft had been shot down and he had been captured; then when he got home to the US he had discovered that his mother, who had a long history of chronic mental illness, had been brainwashed into attempting to murder the President.
Nathan was a young man who already had hundreds of thousands of deaths on his conscience and was struggling to come to terms with having been duped into murdering hundreds of America�s friends and allies on Malta. The fact that in his brief captivity in Malta he had been befriended by a young Maltese woman had simply brought home the magnitude of his crimes; his mother�s insanity heaped iniquity on his head. He had lost his career, his belief in things in general and by any rights he ought to have been a paranoid wreck. That he was still, beneath the angst which roiled within him like a drowning current in a placid sea, so normal was almost too incredible to be credited.
She had wanted to mother him and ended up being his lover�
�I worry about Nathan too, sir,� Caroline muttered guiltily.
The man nodded, giving not indication that he was aware of the woman�s sudden, albeit fleeting, loss of composure. He was in a rare reflective mood, sucking his teeth and staring over her shoulder, briefly lost in thought.
�Until the war,� he guffawed ruefully, �I was planning to retire,� he hesitated, decided to continue, �I wasn�t slated to be Chairman of the Joint Chiefs back then, and going racing seemed like a good idea at the time. Then the Cuban thing blew up and well� �
Caroline Konstantis smiled a forced smile.
�Life is full of surprises, sir,� she agreed.

Chapter 14

Thursday 11th June 1964
State Capitol Building, Madison, Wisconsin
The Wisconsin State Capitol was the tallest building in the city. It sat astride at the south western portion of the Madison Isthmus between Lake Mendota and Lake Monona, west of the Yahara River which cut the isthmus in the north east to link the two lakes.
A great two hundred and eighty-four feet high dome sat atop the fifth state capitol, the third to have stood on the modern site.
The first capitol was a wood-frame house in Belmont lacking any modern amenities in which the state�s founding fathers had congregated, and after forty-two days of deliberation had designated that town as the temporary capital of the then Wisconsin Territory, and Madison as the prospective location of the permanent new capitol. Thereupon, the state�s founders had decamped to Burlington, Iowa � the home of the second �Wisconsin� capitol � until such time as Madison was ready to accommodate a state legislature.
The third capitol was erected on the site of the current building; a small oak and stone frontier building with a price tag of around $60,000. This was superseded by the construction between 1859 and 1869 of a building reminiscent of the US Capitol in Washington, which was further extended by the addition of two wings in 1882 and a cost of over $900,000.
It happened that a large part of this � the fourth � capitol was burned down on the night of 26th February 1904; some five weeks after the wise and sagacious men of the state legislature had voted to save money by the nifty expedient of cancelling the capitol�s fire insurance. Fire fighters had come from as far away as Milwaukee, to no avail because when the flames died down only the north wing of the fourth Wisconsin State Capitol had remained standing.
Notwithstanding that it was no longer a frontier state, Wisconsin had responded to this disaster with true �frontier grit�. The present magnificent capitol had defiantly arisen from the ashes of the old building between 1906 and 1917 at a cost of $7,250,000. Constructed from over forty different types of stone quarried in six countries � the outer cladding of the capitol was Bethel white granite from Vermont ensuring that the dome became and remained, the largest granite dome in the World � it was designed to be a statement that the wealth of the state depended upon its trade with the globe and the rest of the US via the Great Lakes. Internally, the capitol�s floors, walls and columns used marble from Tennessee, Missouri, Vermont, Georgia, New York, and Maryland; and granite and limestone from Minnesota and Illinois. Marble had been imported from as far away as France, Italy, Greece, Algeria and Germany. Granted that construction might have been phased over a decade but no cost had been spared in the materials worked into Madison�s greatest monument.
The State Capitol accommodated the Wisconsin Supreme Court, the Office of the Governor and both houses of the Wisconsin Legislature; and since a week ago, the forward Headquarters of the 32nd Infantry Division � only the leading elements of the unit, presently being thrown together outside Minneapolis had reached Madison thus far � under the command of forty-five year old Major General William Bradford Rosson.
Rosson�s predecessor, Brigadier Jacob Sinclair, a competent, fifty-four year-old whom he had briefly served under in Sicily in 1943, had been badly injured when the Jeep he was travelling in had overturned a week ago; and when Rosson had arrived in Madison he had had no idea things were so bad. Not that it had taken him overlong to form a detailed tactical appreciation of situation. The shit had not so much hit the fan in front of Madison as hit it, gone through it and splattered everywhere around the city out to a radius of at least fifty miles either side of it.
Thus, when he rose to his feet as Governor John Whitcombe Reynolds and his senior staffers walked into the cramped situation room he saluted the newcomer with weary gravitas.
�Why has the evacuation been halted?� The Governor of Wisconsin demanded, seething with impotent anger.
Fifty-three year old Reynolds had been his state�s Attorney General before running for governor. Born in Green Bay he had returned home from four years war service to study philosophy and law, later holding a position as a director of the US Office of Price Stabilization, and serving as US Commissioner for the District Court for the Eastern District of Wisconsin. Reynolds was a very well connected Democrat, a senior man whose calls members of the Kennedy Administration invariably took. He and Rosson�s predecessor, Jake Sinclair had worked together tolerably well but unlike his predecessor, Rosson did not have the time or the inclination to waste stroking the Governor�s ego.
Rosson had won a Distinguished Service Medal for velour at Anzio. He was one of those soldiers who just looked soldiery all the time, whether at rest, at play or on the parade ground. His battledress fatigues became him and he exuded a stocky teak hardness.
�Overnight we lost contact with our �tripwire� pickets at Janesville and Fort Atkinson,� the soldier explained tersely. �That means the rebels have cut Interstate 90 to the south of us. A company of the 101st Airborne is keeping Interstate 90 open north of the city at Deforest, but we cannot discount the possibility that the highway may already have been cut farther north� �
�You must keep those roads open, General.�
Bill Rosson was in no mood to take orders from a civilian who had ignored his repeated blandishments to prepare the civilian population of the state capital for evacuation until, tragically, it was too late. Perhaps, thirty to forty percent of the people of Madison had left under their own steam; the rest of the citizenry would have to stay for the duration.
The soldier shook his head.
�Route 14 doesn�t go anywhere and I don�t have any transport to spare for civilian traffic. Route 18 is now reserved for military use. Sooner or later the enemy will envelope Madison; I need to get as many supplies, food stuffs, medicines, and most of all, bullets, into the defended perimeter before that happens.�
�Why aren�t you doing anything to re-open the corridor to the north?�
Rosson took a deep breath and counted.
One thousand and one.
One thousand and two.
One thousand and three.
Madison was going to become a battleground and the idiot standing in front of him had done everything he could to ensure that tens of thousands of civilians would be trapped within it. Those civilians represented thousands of useless mouths that Rosson had no way of feeding; men, women and children who would have to fend for themselves in the coming days because Governor Reynolds had refused to take any of the hard decisions that had needed to be taken in the last week.
The evidence accumulating from the ongoing interrogations of captured rebels � not to mention the insane ranting of men who claimed to be �members of the Supreme Governate of the Great Lakes� broadcast on local FM radio channels � left little doubt as to the nature of the storm beginning to lap around the city�s defenses.
The ideology of the �blood soldiers� � so called �Revelation Soldiers� � was incoherent, a bizarre echo from the Middle Ages or Europe�s sixteenth and seventeenth century wars of religion.
The �blood soldiers� believed in the literal truth of the Book of Revelation; for them the October War had been a signal of God�s wrath. The �end of times� was nigh and they were its heralds, the dark angels of the death of the World; nothing mattered but the purification of their eternal souls, and the merciless eradication of the unworthy, the unbelieving and the ungodly.
True �blood soldiers� were fearless, suicidal, and fought like Viking berserkers of yore. What had begun as a tiny, insignificant � anonymous � sect in the ruins of Chicago had turned into a nightmare. While the US Army was attempting to restore the rule of law in the shattered Windy City, fighting in the main criminals and local war lords, the �elders� of the Council of the Governate of the Great Lakes had dispatched a small army of emissaries, missionaries by any other name all over the Midwest.
They had preached a message of unremitting hate.
These were terrible times.
God was angry and perdition awaited anybody who failed to join the� crusade.
America had been smote by the vengeance of the God; if the righteous failed to carry on his work of destruction, allowing the fallen and the impious to continue to rule on Earth, His will in Heaven would never be done and both the faithful and the heretic would burn together in Hell.
Women were harlots, children innocents to be slain to save their pure young souls from the damnation to come.
The Army � the Revelation Army � of the Governate was nothing less than the sword of God manifest�
The nomenclature was still a little hazy.
Some rebels called themselves �blood soldiers� or �warriors�. Other preferred to style themselves �Revelation Soldiers�.
The infantrymen attempting to stem the tide of insanity referred to the enemy as the �RS�, or just �crazies�.
All of which was incidental.
The rebels, insurgents, madmen � and women � ravaging and harrying eastern Wisconsin had carried everything before them. Those who were spared; men, women and children were swept up into its ranks. It was not so much an army that was sweeping towards Madison as a tsunami of dispossessed humanity driven ahead of unknown regiments of fanatics possessed with the moral compass of a conquering Mongol horde.
Governor Reynolds had been briefed � fully briefed � but he had either been incapable of understanding what he was being told, or had decided to ignore what it implied for the fate of the people trapped in the path of the oncoming storm.
There had been intelligence reports about the Council of the Lakes, its adherents � the term �blood soldier� had been listed in many situation digests over the last few months � but until late February both the �Council� and its �blood soldiers� had been viewed as just one, essentially lesser manifestation of the violent fragmentation of the insurgency north of the Chicago �peace line�.
The idea that what, hitherto, had complacently been regarded as criminal �gangs� and �clans�, and �religious cults� might someday explode out of the great city and overwhelm Milwaukee � previously a wholly, undamaged, fully functioning, economically booming city, effectively cashing in on Chicago�s misfortune � had seemed too fantastic to be taken seriously. And yet that was exactly what had happened with terrifying speed in the first days of June. It had happened so fast and so unexpectedly that even had the Chicago Front Command known what was going on it would have had neither the time, nor the military assets in place to do anything about it. With the exception of small, scattered �holding forces� south of Milwaukee and encamped at Madison and Janesville in Southern Wisconsin, and Rockford in northern Illinois � in total less than four thousand combat effectives � there had been nothing to stop the insurgents between Milwaukee and the Iowa-Minnesota state line two hundred miles to the west.
First Army, responsible for the whole Midwest was scrambling to concoct a drastically cut down version of April�s abandoned Operation Rectify which it hoped might �take the sting� out of the enemy advance.
And buy time�
Bill Rosson was not holding his breath on that one.
Everything he had learned in the last few days told him that his enemy would ignore an attack on its former Chicago strongholds. The enemy had moved on; holding �places� for the sake of it was not �his� way of waging war. He was not fighting rational men; the people coming towards him were on a� crusade. The minds of his enemies were Medieval, pre-enlightenment. He was facing a holy war not an insurrection.
April�s aborted offensive � Operation Rectify � had envisage a general assault along the �peace line� penetrating rebel strong points, sowing confusion in the ranks as the Marines came ashore at Waukegan, North Chicago and Evanston. By D+7 the ring would have been closing on the rebels; whom it was assumed would surrender or be comprehensively encircled and contained; allowing starvation and disease to eventually put the whole �Chicago problem� to bed without the costly necessity of having to take back the ruined city street by street.
That plan had been drawn up by Major General Colin Powell Dempsey, the Adjutant General of the National Guard of the West Coast Confederacy; the man who had stamped out the Bellingham insurgency, pacified Seattle and systematically restored a semblance of law and order in the Cascades, the western Rockies and the Sierra Madre. Dempsey had been ready to go at the end of March; but men like Reynolds, Mayor Richard J. Daley of Chicago and Illinois Governor, Otto Kerner, had wanted to retain control, refused to give the military a free reign, and appealed over the heads of the Chiefs of Staff to the President.
The rest was history; the prelude to the present disaster.
Dempsey had been sacked, the military had been ordered to review �all the options� so as to arrive at a solution which �reduced the hazard to non-combatants�, and troops earmarked for the Chicago Front had been siphoned off for peace keeping and civil order duties in the Deep South. Worse, ships and men previously detailed to strengthen the Great Lakes Bombardment and Marine Expeditionary Force had been redeployed to �show the flag� in the Pacific when Carrier Division Seven � built around the USS Kitty Hawk, previously regarded as the �guard ship� of Japan and the South China Sea � had been re-tasked to patrol the Indian ocean.
Governor Reynolds flinched as an explosion in the near distance rattled the windows of the State Capitol. As yet there had been no direct assault on the city; the enemy was content to lob random mortar rounds and occasional long range shells onto the Madison Isthmus. Closing the lines to refugees had dramatically cut the incidence of suicide bombings and �mad dog� gun and knife attacks against the civilian population; and up until a couple of days ago as many as five or six snipers had been active. The Marines had killed three and driven the others underground but for the last thirty-six hours the area around the capitol had been in lockdown.
�Um,� the commander of the 32nd Infantry Division grunted. His temper was barely under control. �The reason I do not intend to attempt to re-open the northern �corridor�, Governor,� he explained with icy patience, �is that the military priority is to hold Madison. And that,� he added grimly, �is exactly what I will do� �
�How on earth are we going to feed the people?�
Rosson viewed the graying politician with coolly exasperated eyes.
�Feeding the people is not my problem, sir. I�m fighting a war here not running a grocery store.� He knew he ought to shut up at that point. However, something drove him to make one last attempt to explain the new reality to the older man. Several of his staffers were already calling the state capitol �the Alamo�; the bigger picture was that Madison � sitting at a key junction of the Interstate�s from the south east and the east � was the Bastogne of Wisconsin. He beckoned the Governor of Wisconsin to move closer to the map table. He pointed at Madison. �My job is to buy time for Command to scrape up and deploy blocking forces between here and Minneapolis. The Navy may be able to transport forces to Duluth to reinforce the existing company-strength National Guard garrison, and if it comes to it provide fire support. None of that is going to happen if we don�t hold Madison, sir.�
�But the people� �
�The people aren�t going anywhere, sir,� Rosson said sadly, almost gently.

Chapter 15

Friday 12th June 1964
Broad Street, Philadelphia
As befitted the Philadelphia chambers of Betancourt and Sallis, Attorneys at Law, of Boston, Massachusetts, the newly acquired Broad Street offices were appropriately grand, positively palatial. However, other than to find Dan � if her husband was in his junior associate�s second floor broom closet � to drag him out to lunch, or just to see him, Gretchen Betancourt rarely showed her face in Broad Street.
Whereas Dan, for all that he was the most junior associate at the firm was engaged on Federal work that could only reflect well on the partnership; her current �brief� was altogether less publicly creditworthy. In fact, for the sake of propriety, Gretchen had temporarily ceased to be an associate at the firm.
Normally, when she visited the Broad Street office she went in search of her husband but today Dan was at City Hall, the seat of the House of Representatives acting as Chief Justice Earl Warren�s secretary in a meeting with the Majority and Minority Leaders of the Senate.
Today, she had made a beeline directly up to the senior partners� rooms on the third floor.
Fifty-nine year old William Henry Sallis II was a large well fed distinguished man with courtly manners. He had been with the firm thirty-seven years, the last twenty-eight of them as Gretchen�s father�s trusted right hand man. He was �Uncle Bill� to all the Betancourt siblings. His cousin, Eleanor Louisa, was Gretchen�s mother and had been her father�s second wife.
Gretchen�s mother and father had only been married half-a-dozen years, and as a girl she had treated her step-mother, her father�s third and � presumably, given his advancing age � final wife, Gloria, as her real mother. She and Gloria had got on all right until Gretchen was about fourteen, thereafter things had gone sour. Probably this was because Gretchen was Eleanor�s, her birth mother�s � spitting image, and two strong-willed women under the same roof was always a recipe for trouble. Gretchen had been sent away to boarding schools, including one at Cheltenham in the old country for a year � which she had hated � and spent her holidays in New England with her father and brothers while Gloria amused herself in Acapulco, or the French Riviera.
She had never blamed her step-mother�s neglect on Uncle Bill.
She had always been immensely fond of Uncle Bill.
�Uncle!� She smiled, foregoing the business handshakes and solemn nods of acknowledgement in favor of a �niece-like� hug and a pecking kiss, greeting her Uncle as she would regardless of the presence of the United States Deputy Attorney General in her firm�s Senior Partner�s Conference Room.
The last time Gretchen had had anything to do with Nick Katzenbach was the previous fall when she had been working as an assistant counsel in the protocol office of the Justice Department. He had used her to deflect press attention from the White House in the days immediately before the Battle of Washington; provoking FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover to leak false allegations that she was having an affair with him to the press. The hue and cry had not been very nice, forcing her to seek a position in another department. To cut a long story short it was Nick Katzenbach�s fault that she was in the office of Under Secretary of State George Ball at the time the rebels blew it up!
She shook hands with the Deputy Attorney General.
�It is good to see you so recovered, Mrs Brenckmann,� the man said. Then he thought about it, and opened his mouth to correct himself.
�I sign myself Gretchen Brenckmann,� she said, tartly, �but all my documentation bears the name Brenckmann-Betancourt. Either appellation is fine by me, Mr Katzenbach.�
�Nick,� Bill Sallis interjected smoothly as the trio settled in comfortable chairs, �has a little problem that he hopes our firm can finesse for him.�
Katzenbach chuckled and shook his head.
�It�s more Director Hoover�s problem than mine actually, Bill.�
�Yes, quite so, Nick.�
Gretchen frowned even though she knew it to be less than professional.
Bill Sallis ran a hand over his balding pate.
�Perhaps, if you would explain the, er, situation, to Gretchen, Nick?�
There was a knock at the door and Sallis�s middle-aged graying secretary Hilda, entered with a coffee tray. Hilda was famous for keeping detailed notes on how each of her boss�s visitors liked his or her coffee. Bill Sallis half rose to his feet and smiled briefly at the newcomer. Everybody in the firm thought something had to have been going on between the two of them for years but both were such scions of discretion that even if something had been, or still was �going on� between them, nobody held out any hope of finding out what, any time soon.
�I�m here on behalf of the Federal Bureau of Investigation,� the Deputy Attorney General prefaced, hardly believing he was about to say what he planned to say next. �Specifically, at the request of Director Hoover who finds himself in a, shall we say, delicate position over a matter of what might possibly be great national importance.�
Gretchen tried very hard to keep a straight face.
It was not easy.
The idea of a senior member of the Administration doing J. Edgar Hoover any kind of favor would have had her rolling around on the floor in agonizing stitches of laughter in practically any other circumstance.
�You will be aware that the President has, in addition to the Bureau�s other responsibilities, instructed Director Hoover to prioritize the ongoing investigation into the plot to depose the government by force in December of last year,� Nick Katzenbach grimaced apologetically, knowing that Gretchen was the last person in America he needed to tell about that, �and the hunting down of the men responsible for the Bedford Pine Park atrocity.�
Gretchen nodded, genuinely curious.
�I am not here in connection with the first of the President�s �priorities�,� the Deputy Attorney General said quickly. �That would be inappropriate and lead to a conflict of interests since you are defending several of the alleged ring leaders of that uprising. The thing is,� he explained, �Director Hoover believes he knows who was responsible for the Bedford Pine Park shootings but has been unable to locate, or to capture those individuals. In extremis, therefore, the FBI is seeking to enlist a former criminal associate of the men responsible who may be able to lure, or entrap the killers and thereby enable the government to bring them to justice. But there is a problem. The man concerned, a former FBI Special Agent, is refusing to co-operate unless he receives cast iron guarantees of life-long immunity from prosecution for his many, and I should say, heinous crimes.�
Gretchen thought this was beginning to sound like the script of a bad radio show detailing the exploits of a particularly inept G-man. Unfortunately, since this was consistent with the level at which she had witnessed the Federal government routinely conducting is affairs it all made a perverse kind of sense.
She glanced to Bill Sallis.
The older man sighed, waiting for Katzenbach to go further.
�Director Hoover believes that the men responsible for the attempt to assassinate Dr King and other leading members of the Southern Civil Rights Movement in Atlanta, have been involved in a number of brutal killings and the attempt to kill the President in Dallas. Director Hoover is of the view that these men, if they are not apprehended, will almost certainly go on to target other leading figures; for example, candidates running for the Presidency, or prominent members of civil or military society. In normal times there would be no consideration of granting the immunities under discussion. However,� Katzenbach spread his hands, �these are hardly normal times.�
Gretchen realized she was missing something important.
�This is all very interesting, Mr Katzenbach,� she queried, �but why are you telling me this?�
The Deputy Attorney General picked up his coffee cup, took a sip.
�The man whose expertise and knowledge of the primary suspects the FBI wishes t tap into,� he explained, �has made very particular demands with regard to what he construes to be a �cast iron� guarantee of immunity.�
�Oh.� No, she still did not know where this was heading.
�Normally, I or the Attorney General would sign off on this,� Katzenbach said, telling her what she already knew, �documents would be posted and court orders issued. The deal would be cut and dried. Unfortunately, the man we are dealing with does not trust the Federal Government to keep its word. He wants his own attorney. Moreover, he wants an attorney who is so high profile that quote, �not even the Kennedys can silence him, or her�. End quote.�
�The President or the Attorney General wouldn�t suborn an officer of the court,� Gretchen objected before she had thought about it.
Actually, they might the way things were going in the Midwest, down in the South and all those miles away in the Middle East, and nobody knew how the Democratic Convention in Atlantic City at the end of August was going to turn out. Things were looking so bad for the President that he might not be even on the ticket come November�
Neither of the men in the room spoke.
Gretchen shrugged, narrowed her eyes a fraction.
�Okay. We�re talking about a guy who is a little paranoid, I suppose.�
Bill Sallis cleared his throat.
�The Department of Justice takes the view that a person of your standing, Gretchen,� he said, as if he was making a casual observation about the coffee in the cup in his hand, �who has already metaphorically, dare one say, fearlessly, put her head above the parapet and is so much in the public eye, might be exactly the sort of attorney that our man might accept as being unimpeachably cast iron.�
Gretchen was not often lost for words.
Dan had remarked upon this more than once, fondly obviously; that was one of the reasons she had married him. That and the fact she had belatedly realized she had loved him ever since the night of the October War.
�A penny for your thoughts, my dear,� Bill Sallis inquired gently.
Gretchen did not ask if her father had sanctioned the Department of Justice�s approach; that went without saying.
�Just so I understand what we�re talking about,� she checked because this was not a thing she could easily row back on later. �You want me to represent a really bad man to convince him to help J. Edgar Hoover catch at least two other even more evil men before they kill again? But nobody will ever know about this unless the Federal Government reneges on its word?�
�Yes, that�s about the size of it,� Nicholas Katzenbach agreed, breathing a sigh of relief.
Gretchen viewed him thoughtfully.
�You�re telling me that I have to trust the Administration?�
�Basically, yes.�
�This would be the Administration that has just told the British that they�re on their own in the Middle East?�
�That�s State Department business. We don�t operate like that in Justice.�
The weirdest thing was that Gretchen knew she was not going to make a decision about the proposition until she had talked it through with Dan.
�Okay,� she smiled. �Let me think about it.�

Chapter 16

Saturday 13th June 1964
RCA Building, Rockefeller Center, Midtown Manhattan, New York City
If fifty-one year old Richard Milhous Nixon was in any way intimidated or irritated by his host�s choice of venue for their meeting he was at pains not to show it. In fact given that he was known to be a serious, less than gregarious man whose temperament still bore the marks of his Quaker birth, a casual observer might have drawn the conclusion that he was in a positively sunny mood that morning.
It was said that on a clear day from his eerie high in the eight hundred and fifty feet tall seventy-storey centerpiece of the Rockefeller Centre, the man Nixon had beaten to the Republican Presidential nomination in 1960, could see over thirty-five miles in every direction. The great Art Deco skyscraper had been completed two years after the one hundred and two-storey Empire State Building, the tallest building of a complex of nineteen structures erected on a twenty-two acre site between 48th and 51st Streets by the father of the man who was now the Governor of New York State. The Rockefeller Center was then, and remained to this day the largest private construction project in history.
If Richard Nixon had been in Nelson Aldrich Rockefeller�s shoes he would have made the RCA Building at 30 Rockefeller Plaza his campaign headquarters, too; more pertinently, he would not have agreed to this meeting in this place at such short notice if last week�s California Primary had not thrown the race for the Republican nomination into such abject chaos.
The great and the good of the Party had approached Nixon last year looking for a candidate whom they could anoint just before President Kennedy�s infamous �Moon Speech� in Houston. At the time nobody had seriously considered the possibility that Jack Kennedy would run for a second term and a Lyndon Johnson-Hubert Humphrey ticket, no matter which man went for the Presidency had been polling better than any viable Republican alternative. The Party had been looking to Nixon, with the tacit support of one of Arizona Senator Barry Goldwater, Nelson Rockefeller or John Cabot Lodge, to run a �long campaign� to �wear down� the likely Democrat contenders before any of them had a chance to get out onto the stump. Nixon had rejected those approaches; and it had turned out to be one of the wisest decisions of his whole political career.
The three leading candidates had thus far cancelled each other out: sixty-one year old Henry Cabot Lodge junior appealed to a past that no longer existed; fifty-five year old Arizonan Senator Barry Goldwater�s strident call to slash the Federal Government�s interference in states� rights and to �free the markets and American industry� amounted to waving some kind of mythical magic wand to cure all the country�s ills and rang horribly hollow in the post-Cuban Missiles War, post-Battle of Washington world; while Nelson Rockefeller, whom many hard-liners regarded as no more than a �conservative Democrat�, was beginning to look as if he was going to stumble just short of the finishing line� again.
Richard Nixon regarded Cabot Lodge as a spent force. Goldwater was still talking about �rolling back the Soviet Union� as if there had been no October War. There was no point doing business with Cabot Lodge, and he had more or less ruled out any kind of meeting of minds with Goldwater. However, the Rockefeller scenario was less straightforward. Rockefeller was, in GOP terms, a moderate, a liberal and in the same way Goldwater united some elements of the right of the Party, Rockefeller was the leading � possibly the only viable � candidate of the progressives.
For Nixon the political calculus was simple; he was a man neither of the left or the right who courtesy of his eight years as Eisenhower�s faithful � and dutifully obedient � Vice President between 1952 and 1960 still retained a public �presence� and an aura of pre-Cuban Missiles catastrophe �reliability�. He had put his name forward in several primaries in the spring but not campaigned, held himself aloof from the GOP�s increasingly internecine machinations.
He had been biding his time, awaiting his moment.
And eventually his moment had dawned.
Goldwater 32�%. Rockefeller 28�%. Cabot Lodge 9�%. Nixon 31�%.
His home state of California had wedged open the door; and at last the way to the White House was open again.
In politics as in life timing is everything.
It did not matter that if the 28th Republican Convention � due to be held at the Cow Palace, San Mateo, California between July 13th and 16th � convened tomorrow the contest would be between Goldwater and Rockefeller, who between them owned seventy percent of the delegates. California had injected Nixon into the race and of all the candidates his were the cleanest hands. His ill-advised gubernatorial challenge to Pat Brown in the fall of 1962 excepted, he had stepped back from the rough and tumble of politics since his defeat to JFK in November 1960. He was still a relatively young man, unsullied by the October War and the criminal mishandling of its aftermath. If in this divided Union there was still room for a �unity�, or perhaps, a �healing� nominee then it was not inconceivable that he might be just that man.
Not �inconceivable� but problematic.
The problem was that while his highly tuned political antennae told him that the time might not be now; his heart was telling him that it was his duty to do something. His confidence had never really recovered after his narrow defeat to Jack Kennedy back in 1960; and losing out so badly to Pat Brown in the race for the Governorship of California in the febrile days after the October War in 1962 had been a real kick in the guts. After that he had been like a boxer down on the canvass for several months and it was only recently that he had regained his appetite for the fight. Nothing had so reinvigorated him than the things he was seeing and hearing all around him as he travelled the disunited Union.
In retrospect standing against Pat Brown in 1962 had been unforgivable hubris; he had been a two-term Vice President, Ike�s faithful lieutenant for eight years in which the Korean Conflict had been �shut down� and relations with the Soviets managed peacefully. Ike would never have allowed the Cuban �situation� to have got out control; and neither would Richard Milhous Nixon if he had been President in October 1962�
Nixon collected his faculties.
Dipping his toe in the California primary had been no more than testing the waters. Today�s meeting was more of the same; he had a week or two yet before he decided which way to play his cards.
If Nelson Rockefeller imagined he had come to Midtown Manhattan as a supplicant that was fine by Nixon. Politics was politics but the facts on the ground were the facts on the ground. Whoever won the Presidential nomination at the Republican National Convention at the Cow Palace in five weeks time was going to find himself in a three, or perhaps a four-way race � an out and out dog fight � with whatever was left of the Democratic Party, the Deep South�s leading demagogue, George Wallace of Alabama in league with, or set against an unholy Democratic States� Rights alliance managed by the Byrd Organization and likely headed up by that bastion of reaction Senator Strom Thurmond of South Carolina. Anybody who said he knew how that Devil�s brew was likely to pan out was an idiot or a charlatan.
The last time there had been a genuine three or four-way Presidential race had been in 1860, when Lincoln had been elected because John C. Breckinridge (Southern Democrat), Stephen A. Douglas (Democrat), and John Bell of Tennessee had stood on a Constitutional Union ticket. Lincoln had polled less than forty percent of the popular vote in that last anti-bellum General Election, with his two democratic opponents between them polling over three hundred and sixty thousand more votes. That election had not actually caused the Civil War � that conflagration had been brewing for a generation � but it had hastened its onset and arguably, ensured that it went on for a lot longer than any sane man would have thought possible on the day of Lincoln�s inauguration.
Richard Nixon was not one of those men who believed that history repeated itself; but he was a man who saw parallels in the events of 1860�1861 which he did not want to see repeated in 1964�1965.
The Governor of New York was waiting for him in his palatial penthouse conference room at the northern end of the top floor of the giant, slab-sided skyscraper. Nixon had considered bringing his own entourage but decided to come alone; Rockefeller, like a robber baron of old, often surrounded himself with a circus of followers, mainly paid hirelings. Seasoned old stagers like the former Vice President suspected it was an admission of weakness not strength on the part of the handsome, darling of the Republican left. Walking alone into what might be a Lion�s den was the ultimate test of a real player�s fortitude; so he had come alone despite the objections of his Chief of Staff, John Haldeman.
Haldeman had been in advertising since he came out of the military, he was a hard case, the loyalist of the loyal who had been with Nixon in 1960 and 1962. Normally, Nixon took his counsel but today he had had a feeling, a gut feeling, that this was a thing best done alone.
Nelson Rockefeller was, as expected, flanked with a dozen aides, advisors and staffers, predominantly although not exclusively male, crew cut and dressed in expensive suits.
Nixon was pleasantly surprised when the room cleared as soon as the civilities had been concluded, leaving the Governor of New York, the former Vice President and Rockefeller�s long-time adviser, the widely respected Director of the Harvard Defense Studies Program sizing each other up.
�It�s good to see you again, Dr Kissinger,� Richard Nixon smiled.

Chapter 17

Saturday 13th June 1964
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania
Newsweek Bureau Chief Ben Bradlee had moved his family to the state capital when he had established the new office in Philadelphia a couple of blocks from City Hall. He lived and worked in the big city five days a week, tried to get back home for the weekends. Things hardly ever worked out that way; but he joked that the next time there was a nuclear war he was going to feel a lot happier about it knowing that Antoinette �Tony� and the kids were not living in a big city. There would have been a time when he would have felt guilty about being a member of a class that could afford to park his family in the country, just in case there was another war. But that was then and this was now.
�I didn�t know if you�d actually turn up, Ben,� the willowy blond smiled as she rose from the bench overlooking the slow flowing Susquehanna River. At this time of year the river was beginning to subside, exposing the muddy flanks of the scrub-topped islands in the stream.
Ben Bradlee had not been the only man in Philadelphia who had done a double take the first time he encountered the new head of Station of the British Secret Intelligence Service � MI6 � mingling in diplomatic circles in the halls of the nation�s temporary capital. However, the woman who now styled herself Rachel Piotrowska was no kind of skeleton in his personal or professional cupboard.
The last time she had been in town � Washington DC before the war � she had been Hannah Ziegler, a German �migr� courtesan, way out of his class. She had had burning red hair then, and a reputation for predatory conquests. Practically everybody had suspected that she was spying for somebody; but nobody had known for whom and she had had so many powerful friends and patrons that nobody had been brave enough to ask too many questions.
�Rachel?� Bradlee inquired, risking a smile.
The woman was dressed like an American housewife, her frock straight off the peg at Macy�s or some other big store and her makeup was applied with the garish liberality that seemed in vogue with matronly women approaching a certain age. It was as if she wanted to give every appearance of being mutton dressed up as lamb.
They shook hands.
�Nobody knows I�m here,� she said. �I was born Rachel Angelica Piotrowska in Lodz,� she added. �In nineteen twenty-eight, for what it is worth.�
�Okay� �
�And before you ask,� she went on pleasantly, her voice wryly accented, �I am not here to implicate you in anything underhand.�
Ben Bradlee took this with a pinch of salt.
The woman�s Newsweek file contained a picture of her on the arm of the Aga Khan, and gossip that she had once been the mistress of the late Shah of Iran. The last time she was in the US she had been the dazzling star of Washington high society for six months in 1961 before like a supernova suddenly winking out, she had disappeared without trace. And now she was back; the one acknowledged spy on the staff of the British Embassy in Philadelphia.
�No, really,� Rachel assured him. �Is it true that the Washington Post has lined you up as its next managing editor, Ben?�
How could she know that?
Ben Bradlee was already starting to think this meeting was a big mistake.
The woman�s eyes roved along the river bank, flicked past the man�s shoulder.
�Yes. I�ve been talking to the Post,� he conceded.
�I think it would be just up your street,� Rachel decided. �Shall we walk?�
Harrisburg had once been the most heavily industrialized � and therefore, polluted � town in the north east; but that was long ago and in the intervening decades nature had reclaimed the abandoned mills and factories, and garden suburbs had spread slowly up into the hills and down almost to the banks of the Susquehanna. Shady trees and idyllic paths lined the sides of the great river which meandered through the old town. That same river which now ran clean had been black with the spoil and effluent of industry only fifty years ago. Harrisburg�s industry had moved north to Pittsburgh and Ohio where it was free to expand, spread its wings and blight new landscapes.
�I didn�t agree to this meeting to talk about me,� Ben Bradlee reminded the woman.
�No,� she agreed, �you agreed to it because it was too good an opportunity to miss and the people at the Post haven�t actually offered you the managing editor job yet, Ben.�
Bradlee did not rise to the bait.
�Do you know what a �Head of Station� like me actually does in a friendly country?� The woman asked.
�Spy?�
�No, we leave that sort of thing to others. There�s a Naval, an RAF and a Military attach� at the Embassy; gathering intelligence is their jobs. My job is to talk to all the people Lord Franks, our Ambassador, cannot speak to. Nobody at the Embassy would dream of actually �spying� on you.�
Ben Bradlee grunted an uneasy laugh.
�Okay. What were you doing here in sixty-one?� He countered, he hoped with a lightness of touch.
�Perhaps, I wasn�t working for the British in those days, Ben,� the woman replied enigmatically.
Washington during the first months of the Kennedy Administration was a party city; Camelot had come to town and overnight DC was no longer the drab, predictable place it had been for the eight long years of the Eisenhower Presidency. In retrospect Bradlee had been swept along by the euphoria like everybody else.
Ben Bradlee�s recent estrangement from the Kennedy circle was common knowledge in Philadelphia. He and Jack Kennedy had been close friends for many years and the cooling of relations between them had coincided with his former contacts within the US intelligence community cold-shouldering the Newsweek Bureau Chief.
�What goes around comes around,� Rachel observed.
To a passerby the couple might be mistaken for a husband and wife strolling on a sunny morning, perhaps on the way to a leisurely lunch, presumably conversing about the practical minutiae of their shared lives.
Privately, Bradlee was asking himself how much the woman knew about his past involvement with the CIA and whether it was about to become a problem. In the early 1950s at the time his friendship with the future President was first blooming, Bradlee was on the staff of the US Information Educational Exchange � the USIE, later known as USIA controlled by the Voice of America � responsible for producing films, speeches, news items, research papers, magazine articles and propaganda materials for the Central Intelligence Agency. Bradlee had worked with the CIA in Europe to �spin� the coverage of the trial and subsequent execution of the spies Julius and Ethel Rosenberg in 1953. In the mid-1950s Bradlee was not only close to the then Senator John Fitzgerald Kennedy, but personally close to James Jesus Angleton. Bradlee�s second wife, Antoinette Pinchot, whom he had married in 1957 was a confidante of Angleton�s wife, Cicely d'Autremont; and the sister of Mary Pinchot Meyer whose husband, Cord Meyer was heavily involved in Operation Mockingbird, a major CIA campaign to subvert and influence the media�
�Is your wife�s sister still one of the President�s mistresses?� Rachel inquired idly. From what she had heard the playboy who had blown up the World in October 1962 had been more or less unmanned by the experience. �Or has Jack passed her on to his little brother?�
Bradlee halted in mid-stride.
He was surprised to be met by a seraphic smile.
�That�s better,� the woman cooed. �I wasn�t sure I had your full and undivided attention.�
�What do you want?�
�Cards on the table?�
�Yes.�
�I want to know if I can trust you, Ben.�
That was ridiculous; they could never trust each other!
�Really?� He retorted with less civility than he meant.
�See, we understand each other perfectly,� Rachel concluded. �Jack Kennedy and Prime Minister Thatcher came to �an understanding� at Hyannis Port a little over a week ago. It was a very one-sided �understanding� but one that we, the British were prepared to go along with. Mrs Thatcher, from what I can understand, was of the view that an agreement which avoided armed conflict between our two countries was a thing worth �taking home�. In lieu of reparations a new Marshall Plan, the Fulbright Plan, was agreed and in return we, as an earnest of our good intentions, agreed to share intelligence again with the US, and to do nothing to undermine JFK�s re-election campaign. Incidentally, there are a lot of things we can do to torpedo JFK. If we wanted to, that is. That was probably why he signed up to the Fulbright Plan. The problem is that here we are, not a fortnight later, and the President, or if not the President, then all his men, are communicating their intention to renege on every single one of the undertakings Mrs Thatcher took home from Cape Cod.�
Ben Bradlee had no idea where this was going.
�You can imagine,� the woman went on, �how miffed the Ambassador was to discover, a couple of days after the Philadelphia PD and the Pennsylvania National Guard had allowed two car bombs to be exploded outside the British Embassy, that Administration members had been holding secret talks with former Soviet Ambassador Dobrynin and former Soviet Representative to the United Nations Zorin.�
Bradlee�s eyes must have been suddenly as wide as saucers.
�How� �
�Trust me, I know. I also know that Admiral McDonald, the Chief of Naval Operations is scheduled to fly out to India, ostensibly to discuss the transfer of half-a-dozen old Reserve Fleet ships to the Indian Navy, coincidentally at the same time the USS Kitty Hawk is due to pay a goodwill visit to Bombay.�
The Newsweek Bureau Chief�s head was spinning with possibilities and dark premonitions.
�The thing is, Ben,� Rachel continued levelly. She could have been discussing the price of fruit and vegetables. �The virulence of the Administration�s rhetoric and its repeatedly stated stance of non-involvement in the Persian Gulf sits a little uneasily with the behind the scenes maneuvering of Secretary of State Fulbright and various other luminaries close to the President. Honestly and truly, the docility of the great American press is beginning to feel like a conspiracy of silence back in England. Granted, it may be that we inadvertently find ourselves at cross-purposes, but,� she shrugged, �either way, it would be a dreadful pity if blood was to be shed because something was lost in translation.�
Rachel Piotrowska turned to go.
She hesitated a moment.
�Marion Mimi Beardsley,� she whispered.
Ben Bradlee frowned, recognizing the name for all the wrong reasons and thinking it wise not to reply.
Rachel sympathized with the Newsweek man.
�Marion Mimi Beardsley would be the nineteen year old intern that Jack Kennedy was fucking around the time of the Cuban Missiles thing.�
The man remained silent.
�That would have been around the time the President was also trying to talk China and India out of going to war; the Russians were basing missiles on Cuba and Dr Feelgood � presumably � was injecting JFK with his quack remedies, and,� Rachel smiled a sour, humorless smile, �all the while the golden boy was obsessed by Marion Mimi Beardsley. It was hardly surprising that he took his eye off �the ball�, don�t you think?�
Ben Bradlee watched Rachel walk away.
For the first time in his life he was starting to feel really dirty.
The woman had told him nothing he did not know.
He had known all along and he had done� nothing.

Chapter 18

Saturday 13th June 1964
RCA Building, Rockefeller Center, Midtown Manhattan, New York City
The forty-one year old Director of the Harvard Defense Studies Program had been born Heinz Alfred Kissinger in Furth, Bavaria. German Jews, his family had fled Nazi persecution and arrived, via London, in New York in September 1938. He and his family had swiftly assimilated into the German Jewish immigrant milieu in the Washington Heights area of Manhattan, and Heinz had become Henry. After high school he had enrolled as a part-time student at the City College of New York studying accountancy, his first day job being in a shaving brush works.
Drafted into the Army in 1943, aged twenty he had become a naturalized US citizen while undergoing basic training at Spartanburg, South Carolina at the beginning of what was to be an extraordinary three-year military career. Posted to the 84th Infantry Division his fluency in German, allied to the fact that wherever he went he was patently the cleverest man in the room, saw him attached to the Division�s intelligence section. Notwithstanding that he was still only a private soldier he distinguished himself during the Battle of the Bulge in late 1944. Later, due to the paucity of German speakers in 8th Division, he briefly found himself in control of the whole of the occupied, and largely wrecked, city of Krefeld, responsible for restoring civil administration; a task he accomplished in just over a week. Promoted to sergeant, Kissinger had headed a team sent to Hanover to track down former Gestapo officers and stay behind troublemakers. By June of 1945 he was appointed commandant of the Bensheim CIC�Counter Intelligence Corps � in the Bergstrasse District of Hesse responsible for de-Nazification. By 1946, discharged from the Army, Kissinger, still aged only twenty-three, was at Oberursel teaching at the European Command Intelligence School at Camp King.
In retrospect his teenage flight from his native land, his forced transplantation into an alien and wholly different foreign culture in Manhattan, the Army, the war and his return to a Germany unrecognizable from his youth during which he had been required to shoulder the sort of burdens which would have crushed most young men, had thoroughly tempered Henry Kissinger in preparation for whatever lay ahead of him in an unknown and unknowable future.
In 1950 the former night school accountancy student at the City College of New York received his AB Degree summa cum laude in political science at Harvard. In 1951 and 1954 he received his MA and PhD while serving as a consultant to the Psychological Strategy Board; his doctoral dissertation � Peace, Legitimacy and Equilibrium � having been a study of the statesmanship of Robert Stewart, 2nd Marquess of Londonderry, more commonly known as Lord Castlereagh and Prince Klemens Wenzel von Metternich; respectively the architect of the Congress of Vienna and the man who designed the diplomatic shape of Europe in the decades after the Napoleonic Wars.
A fellow of the faculty in Harvard�s prestigious Department of Government during the fifties, Kissinger had worked with and for, and directed or consulted on behalf of a raft of high profile think tanks, academic and governmental forums and committees; including the Centre for International Affairs, the National Security Council�s Operations Coordinating Board, the Arms Control and Disarmament Agency, and the Rand Corporation. In 1957 he published Nuclear Weapons and Foreign Policy. Prior to assuming the directorship of the Harvard Defense Studies program, he had worked for two years for the Rockefeller Brothers Fund as director of its Special Studies Project.
Although he had supported Rockefeller�s nomination in 1960 only a fool made the mistake of thinking that Henry Kissinger, the man who was by a country mile the foremost Republican foreign policy thinker of the latter years of the � essentially, status quo � Eisenhower era, was in any way Nelson Rockefeller�s man.
Richard Nixon had known Kissinger for many years.
Superficially, Nixon had always been a Republican hawk, a man who paid lip service to many of the �rollback� preferences of the right of the Party. He had been Vice President to the man who was, after George Washington, Robert E. Lee and Ulysses S. Grant, the greatest American soldier in history, a living legend, and it had been the Eisenhower Administration�s policy to resist further Marxist expansion wherever it threatened short of all out global war. Everybody had known that; and the Soviets had acted accordingly. But that was then and this was now, and Nixon saw all too clearly the dreadful pitfalls of failing to underpin �America First� with a coherent, rational approach to foreign affairs consistent with the long-term geopolitical strategic interests of the United States.
Before the surprise Soviet attack on Malta and the Red Army�s move into Iran and Iraq, the Kennedy Administration had looked as if it was in control; that somebody at the top had finally got a grip again. Since then it was blindingly obvious that it was being swept along by events. Criminally, it had failed to lock the British � whom any idiot in the State Department ought to have realized was the US�s one sure bulwark against renewed Soviet expansionism � into a generation-long alliance. The way the US-UK Mutual Defense Treaty had been allowed to lapse and the muddled-headed ever shifting policy towards the Middle East was a recipe for God alone knew what future disasters�
�Good to see you again, Mr Vice President,� Henry Kissinger half-smiled, shaking Richard Nixon�s hand.
Nelson Rockefeller, Kissinger and Nixon were standing at windows commanding the magnificent view north towards Central Park, and across the East River to Astoria, Jackson Heights and the length of Long Island where, many miles away the horizon dissolved into the haze.
Nixon turned back to Nelson Rockefeller.
The billionaire grandson of the founder of Standard Oil was a handsome, much more telegenic but profoundly less driven man than himself, a man to whom lavish philanthropy and a love of the arts was probably as important to him as anything he honestly believed he might achieve in politics, but who nevertheless felt that it was his duty to pursue high office. He was the living embodiment of the great American tradition of Andrew Carnegie and countless others, it was not enough just to be wealthy; God had smiled on him and he owed it to his fellow man to repay that trust. He had served in the Administrations of Franklin D. Roosevelt and Eisenhower, albeit in second level non cabinet posts, done his time in government in preparation for greater things. Thus, Nelson Rockefeller was at once a giant of the world of commerce, the arts, and could not but also bestride the stage of politics, presently as Governor of New York State and, in his own eyes, as a worthy contender for the Presidency in November.
�Henry,� Rockefeller said portentously, �takes the view that sooner or later the Administration�s Mediterranean-Middle East policy will, quite literally, blow up in Jack Kennedy�s face. If Henry will forgive me for paraphrasing his thoughts on this and related matters,� the mogul glanced apologetically to the inscrutable academic, �the next President of the United States will probably be the man with the most credible plan to �clean up the mess�.�
Richard Nixon thought the calculus was rather more complicated than that; even as things stood Jack Kennedy was going to leave his successor � only the Democrats still thought a candidate called Kennedy was electable to any public office in the US, which was a Hell of a compliment to the party machine old Joe Kennedy had created, and that Claude Betancourt had somehow reinvigorated in recent months � a country on the verge of anarchy. If things got much worse there might not actually be a Union left by November!
Nixon moved to stand at the window, staring out across the most astounding cityscape in Christendom. Overseeing the avenues of skyscrapers, with the great city stretching into the distance as far as the eye could see, a man could not help but be enthralled, infused with the latent might and majesty of New York. The city was emblematic of what the nation should be, invincible, irrepressible, undefeated and yet America was tearing itself apart. He understood why so many people had been seduced by the idea of �America First�; it was the easy answer even if it was a failed nineteenth century solution to a twentieth century crisis.
America First was intuitively what most Americans wanted; a self-flagellating ordinance that mortgaged the futures of all their children.
There were plenty of nearby chairs; none of the men made a move to sit down. Instead, the Governor of New York and Henry Kissinger joined Nixon at the window, each man staring into the void between them and street level thinking their own thoughts.
US politics was about oil.
Oil, coal and steel, Wall Street and so much else; but in the end everything came back to oil because without oil there was no American economic behemoth, and there would be no more American dreams. Maybe one day somebody would make nuclear power portable enough and clean enough to drive the modern world; until that day came everything the three men saw before them was built on oil. Latin American and Indonesian oil which would have flowed all around the World before the October War, Texan and Californian fields previously priced out of the market by cheap Saudi crude had easily filled the pre-war �production gap�; the country was awash with fuel, its refineries ready to cook off and export their production to overseas markets that no longer existed. The looming �energy deficits� that economists had forecast with greater and greater alarm throughout the fifties had gone away; for now anyway although the doom mongers talked about a reprieve of eighteen months, possibly two years, dismissing the Administrations projections of a �ten year energy sufficiency window� as the ramblings of mad men.
What happened in the Persian Gulf mattered to every American.
�The Administration has boxed itself in,� Henry Kissinger said weightily. �Secretary of State Fulbright is operating with his hands tied behind his back. There is only so much he can say to reassure our friends and allies in the Middle East when his interlocutors know that President Kennedy has vetoed the deployment of ground forces in the region. The recent failed coup in Cairo has effectively knocked the Egyptians out of the equation; in other circumstances the Israelis would seek to take advantage of the Nasser Regime�s vulnerability.�
He shrugged, went on, addressing his remarks to the cityscape the other side of the window.
�The British have shrewdly created a structural ambiguity in Western relations throughout the Arab world. Presently, it is unclear to whom they have made guarantees. Conversely, they have made an unconditional military commitment to defend their concessions in Iran at Abadan, and to maintain freedom of navigation in the Gulf. At the same time the British have avoided further diluting their forces in the Mediterranean. While we,� he sighed, �have left the largest naval force available to us, the Sixth Fleet, hostage to events in that sea, while at the same time deploying significantly more than fifty percent of the war-fighting capability of the Seventh Fleet away from the Pacific, where we also have vital interests to the Indian Ocean where, at this time we have none. Or rather, no vital interests that we are publicly, or as I understand the situation, diplomatically, willing to defend. Sending the USS Kitty Hawk and her escorting fleet into waters so close to a war zone, that is, the Persian Gulf, without a clear mandate and mission is incredibly dangerous, gentlemen. No good will come of it even if by some outrageous stroke of good fortune nobody makes a mistake and the whole thing does not result in a disaster.�
Nelson Rockefeller turned his back to the view.
�What do we think Jack Kennedy and Bill Fulbright have got in mind?� He asked bluntly.
Kissinger shrugged.
�That depends on if we believe the Administration is actually talking to the Russians, Governor.�
Richard Nixon brushed aside this verbal parry.
�I disagree,� he declared, his voice more sanguine than he felt.
Neither of his companions spoke.
�I�ve got no problem with talking to the Russians,� Nixon explained. �Ike would never to have stopped talking to Ambassador Dobrynin in the first place. Locking him away in the country like that was a mistake.�
His invocation of Eisenhower�s sure tenure at the wheel of state was noted for future reference by both Rockefeller and Kissinger.
Richard Nixon looked thoughtfully down into the city hundreds of feet beneath his feet.
�The real question is: what exactly are we talking to the Russians about?�

Chapter 19

Monday 15th June 1964
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
General Curtis LeMay had taken exception to the Commander-in-Chief summoning him to what he regarded to be a completely unnecessary meeting. The President and other senior members of the Administration did not need further briefings on the deteriorating situation west of Lake Michigan. What needed to happen was for somebody in the Administration to start making hard decisions; hard decisions which ought to have been taken weeks and months ago.
Had the President heeded his advice back in April the Administration might have been dealing with the public backlash of a short, sharp � granted brutal � snuffing out of the smoldering fires in Chicago rather than worrying what do about a firestorm raging out of control in northern Illinois and across large tracts of Wisconsin.
At a conservative estimate something like twenty thousand square miles of Illinois and Wisconsin was now directly under the control of the insurgents and another ten thousand square miles under dire threat. There was some hope that summer storms � thundery and squally � forecast over the next few days might slow the advancing tide of rebellion spreading north west up Interstate 94 through Madison towards still � thankfully � distant Minneapolis, and west along Route 151 towards the Iowan border crossing at Dubuque. Some hope but not a lot while the roads remained intact and the majority of bridges still stood standing. Likewise, as long as the rebel horde was permitted to live off the land over which it was spreading, like a malignant plague, it was hard to envisage anything halting the nightmare short of the Mississippi.
Minnesota and Iowa ought to be under martial law by now, guarding against the possibility of rebels emerging out of the countryside to seize vital towns, railheads, airfields, bridges and road junctions deep in the interior tens or hundreds of miles behind US lines.
The Governors of Iowa and Minnesota had demanded troops and emergency supplies but thus far resisted any attempt to in any way supplant or even reduce their own summary emergency powers.
Curtis LeMay felt as if he was fighting war that his political masters were trying to pretend was happening in somebody else�s god-dammed country!
Jesus wept!
The Chiefs of Staff Committee had been fighting the war with one hand tied behind its collective back. Property was to be respected and safeguarded, infrastructure preserved and martial law was not to be imposed �extra-judicially� in the Midwest. That was no way to fight any war, particularly the one LeMay was having to fight with totally inadequate forces on the ground and in the air.
The Administration had received the Chiefs of Staffs Committee�s report on the likely progression of the rebellion and the measures necessary to begin to restore order to the �Minnesota-Iowa-Wisconsin-Illinois-Indiana Front�.
Needless to say all the President�s men had been sitting on that report for seventy-two long hours.
The clock was ticking; and every minute of delay was costing lives.
One: lacking sufficient men and materiel on the ground it is impractical to mount a general defense, or to mount concerted offensive action likely to halt the insurgents� advance into virgin territory; therefore, mobile forces must seek to mount delaying actions while strong points and communications hubs (like Madison) should be defended where possible unless or until they are over run.
Two: force deficiencies on the ground must be compensated for by the unrestricted use of air power; specifically, there must be no artificial political restraints placed on the use of the said air power.
Three: US Navy forces in Lake Michigan must be free to harry the enemy�s rear areas with gunfire and other weapons and given an unrestricted remit to mount hit and run amphibious combined operations against the water flanks of the rebels.
Four: it follows logically that a policy of scorched earth should be implemented ahead of the rebels� likely lines of advance. All habitation, all utilities, all food and fuel stores should be systematically destroyed and civilian populations evacuated west of the Mississippi River. Settlements should be systematically fired and mined to impede the enemy�s line of advance.
Five: roads and railways should be destroyed in detail east of the Mississippi in Wisconsin and Illinois north of the First Army front line by bombing; and all bridges in the said area �dropped�. Included in the above plan all bridges across the Mississippi between Minneapolis, Minnesota, and Clinton, Iowa should be immediately prepared for demolition.
Six: the President should declare by Executive order a state of emergency in Minnesota, Iowa, Wisconsin, Illinois and Indiana placing those states under unconditional martial law.
Thereafter, the US military might have an even chance � at some stage in the next weeks and months � of containing the contagion.
LeMay had hoped that the Vice President might have returned to the inner circle of the Administration in this hour of crisis but when he marched into the President�s Reception Chalet the tall Texan was absent. Presumably, he was still drinking Bourbon on his veranda watching the cattle grazing along the banks of the Pedernales River in Stonewall, Texas!
The President was flanked by Bob McNamara, LeMay�s political boss, Nicholas Katzenbach, the US Deputy Attorney General, and the Secretary of the Interior, Stewart Udall.
Although this was supposed to be a �breakfast meeting� there was only coffee on the table.
�I was concerned to learn that no further reinforcements have been sent to Madison, General?� Jack Kennedy kicked off.
�Madison will be cut off within one, two, three days at most, sir,� LeMay growled with a veneer of respect and deference that was paper thin. �Any assets we put inside the Madison perimeter at this time will be lost to us for the rest of the campaign.�
�Governor Reynolds has complained that� �
�The Governor of Wisconsin has had the last eighteen months to plan for a civil defense emergency, sir. If he�d got his finger out of his arse any time before the last fortnight a Helluva lot of his people wouldn�t be trapped in Madison now or dying on the roads out of it!�
LeMay became aware he was crushing his coffee cup so hard he was amazed it did not shatter in his hand.
McNamara had removed his spectacles and was carefully cleaning the lenses with a small cloth. He looked to the Chairman of the Chiefs of Staff Committee.
�I learned that General Shoup has taken command of the forces around Minneapolis?� It was asked with quiet, solemn intensity.
�Shoup has temporarily taken command in Minnesota,� LeMay grunted. �Governor Andersen directly requested that a senior officer be appointed to co-ordinate Federal and state forces. The Adjutant General of the Minnesota National Guard had to be relieved of his duties by General Decker; he refused two direct orders to deploy units under his command across the state line into Wisconsin in support of Federal troops.�
Every man in the room knew that General David Shoup, the Commandant of the Marine Corps was possibly the finest logician and trainer of troops in the Union.
In the ensuing silence LeMay seized the initiative.
�Every tin pot politician who has ever worn a uniform, and some that have dodged every draft there�s ever been, wants to get their hands on a little piece of the action on the Michigan Front. It�s not going to happen under my watch. You people have done enough damage already!�
He had gone too far and he knew it.
Nevertheless, he had no intention of backtracking a single inch.
�I told you something this bad could happen but you ignored me, sir,� he told his Commander-in-Chief. �We could have strangled this thing at birth; like Colin Dempsey and the West Coast Governors did up in Bellingham and around Seattle last year. It wouldn�t have been pretty and you�d have looked bad but we�d have avoided this God-awful FUBAR!�
Fucked Up Beyond All Repair hardly began to do justice to the magnitude of the disaster unfolding between Lake Michigan and the Mississippi River west of Chicago.
Jack Kennedy held up his right hand.
�I didn�t ask you to come to Camp David to exchange recriminations, General LeMay,� he drawled irritably. �I asked you to come here to formally notify you of the changed military and foreign policy agenda of the United States to enable you to plan forthcoming military operations. We discussed the Middle East and the Midwest Front a few days ago. Directives I issued then as general guidance have now been hardened up.�
LeMay tried without success to stop his eyes narrowing with suspicion.
When a politician talked about �hardening up� what he usually meant was that he had made a fuller assessment of how he reckoned this or that cockamamie brainstorm was likely to play with his constituency. Specifically, either he wanted to look strong or to be putting one over on somebody else; neither of which were good motivations, and certainly not sound grounds, on which to base military deployments and actions.
Jack Kennedy nodded to Robert McNamara.
�The Administration has determined that its priority is to make peace with the Soviet Union. If possible the Administration will make a peace with honor; but it is imperative that steps are taken to ensure that there is no repeat of the events of October 1962.�
Curtis LeMay listened with the deadly intensity of a volcano building up to a an explosive eruption; dangerously silent as if he sensed in his old soldier�s bones that nothing good was going to come out of this exercise.
�At this time nothing which is said in this room,� McNamara went on, �may be repeated or documented outside the circle of the Chiefs of Staff and specific officers in the field. This is because certain �trust building� operations will be necessary if the Soviets are to be brought to the peace table.�
LeMay waited, knowing it got worse.
Much worse�
The President leaned forward in his chair.
�Making peace with our former enemies is the paramount objective of the Administration and all other considerations are, at this time, secondary to it. At this time the single impediment to our goal is the ongoing war in the Middle East. In this connection the intervention of Strategic Air Command and the Navy � Carrier Division Seven � may be required to separate the warring parties in the Persian Gulf.�
LeMay resisted the urge to ask how exactly �separating� the �warring parties� was conducive to making peace with either of them? To him it sounded more like a sure-fire recipe for starting a war with both of them!
�What will the Sixth Fleet and its air assets be doing in the Mediterranean while all this �peacemaking� is going on in the Gulf, sir?� He asked, biting down on his exasperation.
On paper the Sixth Fleet � the US Navy�s massive presence in the Mediterranean � was a larger, better balanced and even more impressive fighting force than Admiral Bringle�s Carrier Division Seven. Built around the USS Independence, it included the majority of the Navy�s newest and most advanced warships. Based at Malta it massively outnumbered and hugely outgunned the depleted and exhausted British Mediterranean Fleet.
�Sixth Fleet will sit this one out,� McNamara declared.
�Sixth Fleet,� Jack Kennedy interjected, �has been working hand in glove with the British and the Fleet Commander, Admiral Clarey and his staff enjoy friendly and collegiate relations with their British counterparts. Employing the Sixth Fleet to gain stay British operations in the Mediterranean would likely result in the outbreak of general hostilities.�
LeMay scowled.
�And �separating the warring parties� in the Persian Gulf won�t?� He asked bluntly.
�No,� his President retorted, ignoring LeMay�s jibe. �Sixth Fleet will not be involved in any of the �peacemaking and peacekeeping operations envisaged in the Persian Gulf.�
Notwithstanding that Curtis LeMay was beginning to feel like the asylum had been taken over by its inmates, he tried to insert a modicum of military pragmatism into the debate.
�What you are describing, Mr President,� he observed, �flies in the face of accepted doctrine. Failure to co-ordinate the operations of Sixth Fleet and Carrier Division Seven, regardless of other considerations, is a mistake. My professional opinion, which I am sure will be seconded by the other Chiefs, is that any attempt to intervene by our forces in one theatre without simultaneously supporting that action in all other theatres of operations is a recipe for disaster.�
Jack Kennedy had thrashed this out with his National Security Advisor McGeorge �Mac� Bundy, Robert McNamara, Bill Fulbright and the heads of the CIA and the National Security Agency.
He had his answers lined up in advance.
�It will be our position that Carrier Division Seven will be supported by at least one Strategic Air Command Bombardment Wing operating in a non-nuclear configuration. Given the range at which your B-52s will be operating from friendly bases, runways on Soviet territory and corridors through Soviet airspace will be made available to SAC. Should, that is, the involvement of SAC aircraft be necessary. A more likely scenario is one in which the British will have no option but to accept, as a fait accompli, the imposition of Carrier Division Seven�s immensely superior firepower between their naval forces in the Persian Gulf and the Soviets. Admiral Bringle�s ships ought to be more than sufficient to �bully� the Brits into accepting the inevitable.�
LeMay was momentarily stunned into silence.
�Axiomatically, the British and their Commonwealth allies will have to be prised out of the Persian Gulf if there is to be a lasting peace with the Soviets,� Jack Kennedy continued. �The Red Army is going to roll straight over them; heck, if things work out we�ll be doing the British a favor, softening the blow, allowing them to walk away with honor. One school of State Department analysts have believed all along that the British would pull out anyway when they realized �the game was up�.�
LeMay almost choked on what he was being told as he contemplated all the things that could go disastrously, monstrously wrong.
Inserting Carrier Division Seven into the Gulf; initially to gather theatre intelligence, to land reconnaissance and fire support teams in southern Iran and the Faw Peninsula of Iraq would enable the US Navy to salt the battlefield in the event, highly unlikely, that it would be obliged to enforce a separation between the Soviet and British forces. However, these operations like those preparatory to facilitating the operation of US aircraft � specifically SAC B-52s � over Soviet airspace, needed to be set in train now if the Russians were going to take the Administration�s peace overtures seriously.
Rightly, the Soviets were preoccupied with the very real threat of RAF V-Bombers ranging at will over their surviving cities. While the war in Iraq raged and Red Army tanks rolled ever closer to Abadan Island, the men in the Chelyabinsk Kremlin constantly looked to the skies and it was this, and only this, which had probably opened the window of opportunity in which a peace treaty might � might being the operative word � be achievable.
�I understand why you will have many questions, General LeMay,� Jack Kennedy conceded grimly. He glanced sidelong at the Deputy Attorney General and the Secretary of the Interior. �We realize that hard decisions must be taken to contain the rebellion in the Midwest; and harder decisions still may await us in enforcing our will for peace in the Persian Gulf. Please,� he invited, spreading his hands wide, �ask the questions which I know must be greatly troubling you.�
The veteran airman just stared at his President.
He was briefly dumbfounded to the point of incredulity but then his mind started working again and he found his voice. He looked around at the faces of the politicians: McNamara was studiously inscrutable, Udall the Secretary of the Interior was clearly still wondering what he was doing at Camp David and badly wanted to be someplace else.
�This is insane,� he growled almost but not quite under his breath.

Chapter 20

Monday 15th June 1964
McDermott�s Open, Cherry Hill, New Jersey
Former Special Agent Dwight Christie did not look like a monster. In fact he was the sort of guy who went unnoticed on a busy street. His dark hair was thinning at the temples and he looked shabby in the dark suit his captors had instructed him to put on prior to being transported, in utmost secrecy, to the Brenckmann�s palatial � shortly to be abandoned � marital home.
The previous evening a detachment of eight FBI men had arrived at McDermott�s Open, searched the mansion and explored every inch of its grounds before establishing a secure cordon � blocking two of the three entrances to the estate � and spreading out to cover any approach from the golf-course side of the property. More G-men had reported for duty at first light.
If Gretchen had not realized what she was getting into before � she had, of course � this morning would have come as a rude, somewhat disconcerting if not positively unnerving experience.
The ground floor reception room, a �hall� by the standards on any normal suburban middle-class home in any of the surrounding states, had been cleared ahead of this morning�s �business�. A long table and hard chairs had been brought in, furniture pushed to the walls; and at Gretchen�s request the FBI had brought in a film crew to record the proceedings.
That had been Dan�s suggestion.
�If this goes badly Justice and the Bureau will wash their hands of us,� he had said. Moreover, he had said it in that particular, non-confrontational way which told her that he was quite prepared to dig his heels in and have a stand up row with her if that was what it took to get her to pay attention. They had still to have that first �scene� but over the weekend her husband had left her in no doubt that if he ever thought she was doing something �really dumb�, he was going to tell her so. �We need to be as cast iron as everybody else.�
Associate Director of the FBI Clyde Tolson had started to object to Dan Brenckmann�s presence immediately prior to Dwight Christie being walked into the room.
�Dan is here in the capacity of my assistant attorney, Mr Tolson,� Gretchen had viewed J. Edgar Hoover�s gang-busting sidekick from the thirties with imperious haughtiness. �If you have a problem with that then our business is at an end and I shall bid you good day, sir.�
Her husband had planned to be a little more diplomatic. He smiled apologetically to the older man as if to say �hey, what can I do?�
Dwight Christie was in shackles with two muscular, much younger crew cut G-men firmly gripping his upper arms. His manacled wrists were chained to a metal belt around his waist and a second chain rattled down to his ankles, which were so closely restrained that he could only shuffle forward in clanking baby steps.
The prisoner eyed Gretchen impassively; there might have been a flicker of curiosity in his hooded eyes as he glanced at Dan.
�Nice place you have here, lady,� he observed.
Gretchen noted the man�s nondescript accent; neither Yankee drawl nor southern edge, an absence of any suggestion of a Midwest infection or the attenuation of Canadian vowels. Here was a man who made a virtue out of being forgettable.
Perhaps, he was a spy after all�
She turned to Clyde Tolson.
�By all means chain Mr Christie to a chair or something but I would appreciate it if you would release his hands, Director. I�m sure that Mr Christie understands that his first false move will be his last.�
Clyde Tolson had left the �legal� arrangements for this morning �preliminary interview� in the hands of Frank Lovell, an attorney nominally attached to the State Department who was legendary from his days as the Eisenhower Administration�s �go to� counsel. Gretchen and Dan had encountered him at Administration functions that spring before they discovered that Lovell had been instrumental in resolving the �misunderstanding� in California with the Los Angeles District Attorney�s Office which had seen Dan�s musician brother Sam facing a murder rap. Although Sam and his new wife and baby daughter had come up to Philadelphia in May for the wedding there had been no real opportunity to get to the bottom of all that. Dan�s mother and father had had no more luck than him; and in any event they had had only had twenty-four hours back in the States, before having to return to England. Neither Gretchen nor her husband had known Frank Lovell was in the �FBI�Christie� loop until that morning.
�I�m sure that would be in order, Clyde,� the graying, elegant man who oozed charm from every pore of his being advised silkily. Frank Lovell smiled deferentially to Gretchen.
The cine camera on a tripod at the end of the table was already running, likewise a big reel to reel recorder wired to the circular microphone positioned in the middle of the table, as the doors to the reception room were closed. Dwight Christie�s minders had unlocked his wrists, sat him at the table and taken one step backwards. Clyde Tolson and Frank Lovell positioned themselves to the left and the right of the prisoner, each some six to seven feet distant. Gretchen and her husband were alone on the opposite side of the table, their backs to the partially draped windows. It was a dull, squally day outside, one of those days when the weather comes in off the Atlantic and produces unseasonal chills and cold quirky, gusting winds familiar to anybody who has ever walked the boardwalks of Atlantic City.
It was just ten-thirty almost to the second.
�I have organized coffee for around eleven o�clock,� Gretchen announced, taking charge of proceedings. She spoke directly to Dwight Christie as if he was the only man in the room. �Do you know who I am?�
Dwight Christie quirked an unlikely half-smile.
�Your Pa was old Joe Kennedy�s enforcer here on the East Coast,� he said. �But Mr Tolson says he wouldn�t take the case.�
Her father was very much �silent� these days in the affairs of Betancourt and Sallis, Attorneys at Law. He was too wrapped up in Administration business, too preoccupied with manipulating the Democratic National Committee to risk being drawn again into the public eye. He described his work with the DNC as �herding cats� and besides, he was still discreetly unraveling the murkier corners of his old friend, Joe Kennedy�s affairs. The President�s father had always intended to �clean house� before he died but then he had had that stroke, and afterwards the first wave of the New England plague had carried him away with his work unfinished.
�Just for the record I am Gretchen Louisa Brenckmann-Betancourt of the Philadelphia Office of the firm of Betancourt and Sallis. To my left is my husband, Daniel Brenckmann, who has volunteered to be my assistant counsel in this matter. We are both associates of Betancourt and Sallis. It was my understanding that you required an attorney with a �high public profile�. Well, my father is a senior figure in the Democratic Party and a Kennedy family insider. I am currently defending the ring leaders of the December uprising. Dan is an assistant counsel to the Warren Commission, and his father is currently the US Ambassador to the United Kingdom. I think we qualify as �high profile�, Mr Christie.� Gretchen fixed the man with a thoughtful stare. �However, whether we are prepared to represent you in this matter at customary �public defender� rates has yet to be determined.�
�I thought,� Christie began.
�If we are to represent you, Mr Christie,� Gretchen snapped impatiently, �you must fulfill your side of the bargain. You will give this meeting a full accounting of your subversive activities and crimes since the day you became,� she hesitated, searching for the right word, �disaffected, up until this time. If we are satisfied with the veracity of your account we will represent you. If not, then well, that will be the end of our involvement in your case.�
Dwight Christie looked at the two attorneys.
They were barely half his age; kids really.
�Do you get to speak, Mr Brenckmann?� He asked idly.
The other man grinned.
�This is Gretchen�s case, Mr Christie. I�m just here to watch her back.�
That was what the former FBI man had figured. He flicked his eyes to his left and right.
�What about attorney-client confidentiality?�
�You abrogated that right when you demanded immunity from prosecution,� Gretchen retorted. �If you want us to represent you in this matter you will accept our advice as to your best legal interests.�
�Don�t I get a say in this.�
�No.�
Frank Lovell coughed.
�I understood that we had already moved past� �
Gretchen gave the older man a withering scowl.
�We are the ones who are endeavoring, at potentially great reputational and career hazard, to assist the FBI and the Department of Justice. You came to us, not the other way around, Frank.�
The man held up his hand in a brief gesture of mock surrender.
While this small arm wrestle had been going on Dan Brenckmann had retrieved a big notebook from a slim attach� case by his chair and was beginning to make notes.
�Your full name, date and place of birth please, Mr Christie?�
�Dwight Harding Christie,� the other man replied. �Born Akron, Ohio. Fourth July nineteen-twenty.�
And so it began.
Education, upbringing, parents, siblings, war service, and Christie�s FBI career; his youthful anger at the war-profiteering of the industrial moguls, the deaths of his brothers on foreign battlefields, the complicity of the federal government and judiciary, the grasping avarice and selective amnesia of Congress and the courts which had eventually driven him into the arms of Soviet recruiters.
�I was a �sleeper� for many years. Most of the fifties, I suppose. My job was to be a good agent, to embed myself in the California Field Office, to make myself the Bureau�s go to guy, Mr Reliable, so that when the revolution needed me most I�d be in the best place to serve it.� There was bitter disillusion in every word he said. �Then the World went mad. I�d never fired my weapon in anger before October 1962. I�d never killed a man until last December. The Reds just wanted people killed. It wasn�t selective. You just turned on whoever you were with at the time because the controllers reckoned we were all �blown�. Don�t ask me why? Don�t ask me why the revolution needed to hire the mobsters and killers it signed up. I don�t know why Admiral Braithwaite and his wife were killed. I got a call one day. Jansen, �the contractor� was already in Oakland and I was to make sure �nothing got in his way�. The whole rebellion thing was a screw up. If we�d waited a few years the whole country would have eaten itself up anyway, we�d have just been able to walk up the steps of the Capitol Building and proclaim the revolution,� he grunted, his expression sour. �But all that was bull, too. After I got out of Berkeley I tried to make contact with other members of the network. Nobody was at home. They�d all been swept up by Mr Tolson�s boys,� he shook his head, �or they�d run for the hills. It turned out that the only man still standing was the crazy son-of-a-bitch I was hunting down when I got caught.�
Dan Brenckmann looked up from his notes.
�You were arrested in the swamps near a settlement called Sargent in Matagorda County, Texas, Mr Christie.�
The older man nodded.
�We have yet to establish the identity of the prisoner�s accomplice who was shot dead at the scene?� Clyde Tolson growled.
Gretchen met Dwight Christie�s stare with a raised eyebrow.
�Herman Stein,� Christie muttered. �He came over here in 1946. The Soviets were trawling the POW and displaced persons camps in what was left of Germany for scientists and technicians. I always assumed we got a lot of our people into Russia the way they got a lot of agents into the US on the back of Operation Paperclip. That was how Herman got in. Herman worked at the White Sands missile testing range for ten years before he was in a car smash. He retired after that. He ran the Texas-New Mexico �group� but he was never �active�.� He glanced sidelong at Clyde Tolson. �These guys keep asking me about Red Dawn, Krasnaya Zarya, or whatever, who were supposed to be involved in the Washington uprising. I never heard of them, any of that. Krasnaya Zarya? Heck, I don�t speak Russian. I�m not some kind of mad dog terrorist.�
Gretchen contemplated this.
�If not that,� she probed, �what are you, Mr Christie?�
�You tell me, lady.�
�You may call me Gretchen, or Mrs Brenckmann. Please don�t ever employ the word �lady� again in my presence in such a pejorative fashion, Mr Christie.�
The rebuke was like a slap in the face.
�Sorry. No disrespect intended,� he apologized before he knew he had even opened his mouth. He hesitated. �Gretchen, if that�s okay?�
The young woman nodded.
Then she rose to her feet and extended her hand across the table. In a moment Dan Brenckmann had followed suit to shake Dwight Christie�s hand.
Gretchen turned to Frank Lovell.
�The managing partner of Betancourt and Sallis, Mr William Sallis, has authorized me to represent Mr Christie and to liaise with the Justice Department and the FBI on an ongoing pro bono basis in the interests of national security. Unless or until my husband�s work with Chief Justice Warren takes precedence over this work he will jointly represent the parties on the same basis going forward.�
The Brenckmanns resumed their chairs.
They looked expectantly to Clyde Tolson.

Chapter 21

Monday 15th June 1964
Sun Prairie, Wisconsin
When Company �A� had motored into the town a little before noon the Mayor and a crowd of gun-toting citizens had formed an ad hoc welcoming committee. It seemed that practically every veteran who possessed a gun had volunteered to stay behind until the elderly, the infirm, and all the women and children had been safely evacuated to the relative safety of Madison.
�We weren�t expecting the cavalry, Major Schwarzkopf,� Mayor Anton J. Hodge admitted. �We thought we were on our own in this fight.�
The bear-like young officer grinned broadly.
He and his men had drawn fresh fatigues and had had the run of the Wisconsin National Guard arsenal before setting off up US 151 to Sun Prairie; after the Company�s chastening recent experience running away from the rebels Schwarzkopf had jumped at the opportunity for payback.
�How many effectives do you have, sir?� He asked of the Mayor.
�About a hundred and twenty.�
The citizens of Sun Prairie were armed with hunting rifles, shotguns, revolvers and pistols that many of the men seemed to have brought back from World War II. Occasionally single shots or brief fusillades broke out in the near distance.
Schwarzkopf had been pleasantly surprised to discover the Madison arsenal was packed to the rafters with exactly the sort of firepower he needed. Each of his M113s carried a single Browning M2 50-caliber machine gun, and each of his grunts brand new M16 assault rifles, and Colt 1911 pistols. He had withdrawn six more M2s and two spare barrels for each weapon, and loaded up so much 50-caliber ammunition that his men had had to ride out to Sun Prairie sitting on top of the boxes. Almost as an afterthought two of his M113s had been loaded with 60-millimtre M19 Mortar reloads.
�Where are the bad guys?� Schwarzkopf asked as his men decamped from the big, rumbling armored personnel carriers and began to shake out into machine gun and mortar sections.
The Mayor of Sun Prairie stared distractedly at the raw, heavy metal firepower being unloaded from the backs of the M113s.
�Er, the main strength is to the south and south east. Possibly they intended to cut Route 151 into Madison but then they ran into the Marines dug in along the road. That was yesterday; overnight they started probing into the eastern streets of the town and feeling their way around to the north.�
�Right!� The towering younger man decided. �I�ll send my Recon Platoon up US 151 until they hit trouble.�
�What do you want me to do?�
Schwarzkopf was tempted to order him to pull his people out of harm�s way.
�Company �A� has been sent out here to kill rebels,� he declared grimly. �Not to attempt to hold the town. We will dig in and we will kill rebels but when the time comes we will withdraw back into the Madison perimeter. If your people want to help me kill rebels that�s fine and dandy by me; but when we pull out it will be fast and dirty and we won�t be coming back for anybody we leave behind.�
Schwarzkopf was in a hurry to get forward. The ground on which Sun Prairie lay was undulating, part river valley and part farmland. There was no dominant high ground; and there would be dead areas, hollows in the surrounding fields where whole battalions might hide. His M2 machine guns were lethal out to two thousand yards, his M19 mortars out to nearly three thousand and already he was sensing a priceless opportunity to blunt the onrushing horde. If the rebels were already south of Sun Prairie his guns and mortars might catch them out in the open � vulnerable to enfilade fire � with several hours of daylight left.
He waved his men forward; the spearhead M113s lurching behind the scurrying infantrymen at a crawl, their M2s swinging from side to side. It was unreal; around him the streets were empty, intact, undamaged, typical genteel Americana, the sort of place where a man would want to bring up a young family. Not that any sane man would want to marry or start a family in the World the way it was at the moment.
From within the Madison perimeter 105�mm M2A1 (M101A1) howitzers � of which five had been mothballed in the Madison arsenal � fired ranging shots every few minutes down the east-west alignment of Interstate 94. There were only a couple of hundred rounds per barrel in the depot so the artillerymen were being frugal this early in the battle.
Schwarzkopf sent his Recon Platoon and two M113s east with orders to withdraw into the built-up area of the town on contact with the enemy and headed into the southern streets with half-a-dozen men. The citizens of Sun Prairie had dug foxholes, overturned cars and trucks to block roads and sought out the best sniping posts.
�Well I�ll be� �
The rebels were encamped in the open, shielded here and there by small stands of trees, in their thousands. They were not quite naked on the plain below Sun Prairie because the land rose and fell like long swell of a great ocean somehow frozen, maize stood chest high in the nearby fields, and elsewhere cattle grazed obvious to the drama playing out around them. There were tents, pitched where whim determined, camp fires burning and people milling, or standing in groups, dark and ragged even from a distance, and cars, flatbed trucks, lorries, Jeeps, and riders on motorcycles in motion within the throng.
And great, streaming banners at the heart of the horde.
Because of the topology most of what he was seeing would be invisible to the men inside the Madison lines.
Schwarzkopf was scrabbling for his map.
�Run back to the comms APC,� he ordered, trying to bite down on his excitement. �Report enemy concentrations of many thousands of persons at grid references Oscar-X-ray, Oscar-Papa and Oscar-Lima and surrounding grids. I will engage from Northern flank at one-three-zero-zero hours.�
He gazed at the rebels; the nearest tents and vehicles were a lot less than a mile away. That was well within the optimum kill zone of his M2s. In an ideal world he would have waited for his spearhead to make contact with the enemy on the eastern edge of Sun Prairie. However, he had learned at Waukesha that what you wanted and what you got in combat was hardly ever the same thing.
Schwarzkopf growled orders for his mortar and machine gun teams to come forward. NOW! The M113s were to pick their way to the southern limit of the town as quickly as possible.
Sun Prairie�s civilian defenders were taking pot shots at the enemy throng.
�CEASE FIRING! CEASE FIRING!�
The last thing Schwarzkopf wanted was for the rebels to be provoked into launching an attack on the town at a time of their own choosing before his men were dug in and ready.
The first M2s were being hastily set up when the blaring of hundreds of vehicle horns filled the fields south of Sun Prairie, and then washed, like a shrill tide around the town. The M2s of the two spearhead M113s in the eastern streets of Sun Prairie began to rattle like chain saws.
Schwarzkopf heard it, knew what it meant.
The rebels were about to surge forward along the whole front; rolling over Sun Prairie as a side show to the main entertainment which was about to kick off to the south, where the horde was about to fall on the most heavily defended stretch of the Madison perimeter. The horde did not form up; it simply rose to its feet and moved to the west.
More banners were raised into the hazy summer air as dust began to rise from the countless feet and the wheels of the pickups, trucks and� tractors.
�MACHINE GUNNERS!� Schwarzkopf bellowed. �ON MY COMMAND HIT THE FLANK ONE HUNDRED YARDS BEHIND THE FRONT LINE. MORTAR MEN! YOUR TARGET IS THE CENTRAL AREA WHERE YOU CAN SEE THE BIGGEST BANNERS!�
The Commander of Company �A� did not actually believe he was seeing what he was seeing. It was like watching something out of a movie; a medieval army lurching towards the enemy. There were no tactics, no stratagems; the rebels were just jogging and running towards prepared positions. It would have been suicidal even if his M2s had not happened upon the horde�s flank.
�OPEN FIRE!� He yelled.
M2s ripped at the air like multiple chainsaws, mortars popped and the long guns of the citizen defenders of Sun Prairie barked a loud, ragged volley.

Chapter 22

Monday 15th June 1964
McDermott�s Open, Cherry Hill, New Jersey
Gretchen had refused � point blank � to allow Dwight Christie to be interviewed further until the amended �papers of immunity� had been couriered to the Justice Department on Broad Street, just down from City Hall the temporary home of the House of Representatives, signed by the US Deputy Attorney General Nicholas Katzenbach, and meticulously rechecked by both her and Dan separately, and together.
Finally, around mid-afternoon she was satisfied.
�Dan and I are of the opinion that this document,� she explained to her client, �is as watertight as it is ever going to be. I strongly recommend that you sign it immediately before anybody on the other side of the Delaware River gets cold feet, Mr Christie.�
Both Gretchen and Dan appended their witnessing signatures.
Clyde Tolson thought that was that and rose to go; Dwight Christie�s guards moved forward clanking chains.
Frank Lovell did not move a muscle.
Gretchen coughed daintily.
�The only way that Mr Christie�s constitutional rights can be protected is if his attorneys know what is going on,� she stated.
Tolson frowned angrily. Unused to having to negotiate anything with anybody he was finding the prissy attitude of the rich kid lawyer extremely vexatious.
�You are not cleared to know that, Mrs Brenckmann.�
�Then why have you been wasting my time today, Mr Tolson?� Gretchen retorted. �I am either Mr Christie�s attorney; or I am not. If the latter is the case then that�s that.�
Her tone left no doubt that she considered her time to be infinitely more valuable than that of a humble law enforcement officer like the aging gang-buster.
Tolson�s rising blood pressure was not ameliorated by the expression on Dwight Christie�s face. The former FBI man was grinning broadly. Tolson looked to Frank Lovell for support which was a waste of time because the other man had naturally, but mistakenly, assumed that Tolson and his boss, J. Edgar Hoover had thought through the consequences of the actions which had brought them all to this room.
�Director Hoover,� Tolson spluttered angrily.
�Is a servant of the laws of New Jersey,� Gretchen reminded him before he could get another word out. �As are we all. Client confidentiality has not been abolished in this state in the way it has been under emergency legislation erroneously enacted in other places.� She sat back, clasped her hands in her lap. �I would like to speak privately to my client please, Mr Tolson.�
Tolson wanted Christie manacled again.
Gretchen would have none of it. She had had enough of that nonsense interviewing her �Battle of Washington� clients at various US Army and Marine Corps high security detention camps in Maryland in the last few weeks. She was not, and did not have to put up with that sort of thing in her house. And besides, unlike several of the monsters � notwithstanding she was their defense attorney she still regarded them as �monsters� just like everybody else � she was defending in the forthcoming �Washington Rebellion� trials she honestly did not think Dwight Christie was likely to wish, let alone do her harm. In any event, Dan would be with her.
After Frank Lovell�s intersession Dwight Christie�s hands were left unchained.
Coffee was brought in.
The big room seemed empty, echoing with only three people in it.
�That�s the first real coffee I�ve had in weeks,� the former G-man announced.
Gretchen was all business.
�Have you been mistreated whilst in custody, Mr Christie?�
�No, not really� �
�Is that �yes� or �no�?�
�I shot another agent in cold blood, Ma�am,� he shrugged. �The guys had a right to feel aggrieved when they got their hands on me.�
Dan Brenckmann looked up from his notebook.
�Have your injuries been attended to?� He inquired.
Christie nodded. �Look, I�ve done most of the things they say I�ve done. I�ve got no beef about that. I was just about ready to put a gun to my head when I got caught. The only thing that stopped me doing it was knowing what would happen to� �
�The women you were hiding in Matagorda Country?�
�Yeah, something like that.� Christie gazed into his cup, raised it to his lips and put it down untouched. �The guy all this is about is a bad man. A really bad man. He was a bad man before his wife and two of his kids were killed in the Cuban Missiles War. Afterwards, he was an honest to God monster, I reckon� �
�This would be Galen Cheney, also known as John Herbert?� Gretchen checked, brusquely.
�Yeah, I only hooked up with him because I was investigating a couple of suspicious deaths in Colorado last fall. The Agency was keen on keeping the operation quiet because it involved members of the military� �
Gretchen�s face was suddenly creased with bewilderment.
�Which deaths?�
�There were several. A guy called Mulders, he was a Captain in the Air Force who was attached to some top secret radar program. Mulders shot his wife in the head before he killed himself. They were both in their night clothes and they had had sexual intercourse shortly before they died. The whole thing was pretty twisted. Then there was the Paul Gunther, the head of security at Ent Air Force Base on the night of the Cuban Missiles War� �
Gretchen stared at the man like she had seen a ghost.
�What did I say?� Christie asked.
�Nothing,� Dan Brenckmann said definitively.
By the time the older man switched his attention back to Gretchen she had recovered her composure.
�Nothing,� she agreed tersely.
�Gunther was supposed to have driven out into the desert one night and ended it with a Colt,� Christie explained. �Like Mulders, there was no suicide note. Not previous sign of mental instability. Both guys had young kids, spotless marriages. Gunther was on the verge of retiring. The Air Force was particularly sensitive about Gunther�s death because the car from the Ent AFB car pool that he was driving on the night of his death was the one the base CO had had signed out for the previous three weeks. Nobody who knew Gunther bought the suicide; and if it was murder there was the possibility he might not have been the intended victim. Anyhow, there was a partial right thumb print and a left ring finger print on Gunther�s car � the Air Force SIB guys knew what they were doing � and we got a match to a guy who had no reason to be in Colorado.�
�Galen Cheney?� San Brenckmann prompted.
Christie nodded.
�At the time of the October War he was working security down at an uncompleted Air Force SAGE Direction Centre outside San Antonio.�
Dan frowned, unfamiliar with the jargon.
�Semi Automatic Ground Environment,� the former G-man informed him. �One of the string of top secret air defense bases that was supposed to deal with Soviet bombers if there was ever a war. The system cost billions of bucks but nobody told the American people that it was obsolete the moment the Russians launched Sputnik.� He guffawed sadly, mostly to himself. �That�s still top secret by the way because the Government doesn�t think anybody noticed what happened to Seattle, Chicago, Buffalo and Boston� �
�My kid sister was in Buffalo, Mr Christie,� Dan said quietly.
�Sorry. I was lucky. I didn�t lose anybody close that night. But my point remains; we�re still throwing hundreds of millions of bucks at SAGE even though we know it doesn�t actually work. The country�s going to Hell but a contract is a contract, and IBM and all those other leeching parasitic computer companies are still shafting the American taxpayer.�
Gretchen had no intention of allowing the interview to meander into irrelevant areas.
�A little less polemic and a lot more facts would be helpful, Mr Christie.�
He ignored her.
�You didn�t react at all when I ran the name Mulders past you,� he observed. �But Gunther. You�d already heard that name, hadn�t you?�
Gretchen looked to her husband for moral support.
He shrugged as if to say �what�s the harm?�
�I was working for Justice last fall. The FBI applied to Justice to get access to all the papers the Air Force held on several apparent suicides involving its personnel in Colorado, and from memory, in Minnesota and the Dakotas. Shortly afterwards I had to leave the DOJ because somebody started spreading lies about me to the DC press corps.�
�Hoover and Tolson must have thought you were out of line.�
�At the time I thought they had a beef with my boss, Nick Katzenbach.� Gretchen�s face became a mask of concentration. �But now, I don�t know.� She let that hang in the air. �You think Galen Cheney had something do with the deaths of the Mulders and Colonel Gunther?�
�Yeah. Don�t ask me to prove it though. I know he murdered a Burroughs Corporation project manager, his wife and two young children on the night of the Battle of Washington. A guy called Carl Drinkwater. He was on duty at Ent Air Force Base, the headquarters of the air defense system on the night of the October War. He was the senior civilian contractor on site. I reckon that was why he and his family were targeted. Cheney killed Carl first, then the two kids. He raped Drinkwater�s pregnant wife, then he killed her, too.�
Gretchen and Dan must have been staring slack-jawed at their client.
�I might be a traitor, a Commie stooge, whatever,� Dwight Christie remarked philosophically. �I sure as Hell don�t agree with the system and I�d like to replace the government with something fairer. But you and I can talk about it, sit down like reasonable people. That doesn�t work with guys like Galen. He�s a monster and if you�re not with him, you�re against him and he�s going to come after you.�
He began to detail the nature of the monster.
�Cheney�s a bad hombre, an extreme �Revelationist� like some of the zealots who were holding out in Chicago last winter.�
Gretchen�s curiosity spiked.
Her Battle of Washington �clients� spoke, albeit with varying degrees of incoherence, of a �day of judgment being at hand�.
She tested if Christie was talking about the same syndrome.
�But the cowardly, the unbelieving, the vile, the murderers, the sexually immoral, those who practice magic arts, the idolaters and all liars � they will be consigned to the fiery lake of burning sulphur.�
Dwight Christie nodded, a ghost of a smile touching his lips.
�Revelation twenty-one verse eight,� Gretchen told him. �Several of the ring leaders of the December uprising quote it in justification of their actions; they get offended when I ask them where exactly in Revelation, or for that matter the rest of the Bible, it says they are to rape women and girls to death?�
�Galen usually quotes Genesis to justify that sort of thing,� the former G-man countered. �Something about Adam�s rib and Man�s dominion, and how it was God�s commandment that women bear the seed of man. Like I said, you can�t argue with a rabid dog; you just have to shoot it and move on. That was pretty much what I had in mind when Mr Tolson�s boys caught up with me.� The man grimaced. �But that�s not going to happen unless you talk Tolson�s boss into cutting me loose.�
Gretchen thought about this.
Turning to her husband she decided: �I think we ought to invite Mr Tolson and Mr Lovell hack into the room, darling.�
Dan weighed this, looking into his wife�s eyes.
He nodded.

Chapter 23

Monday 15th June 1964
Naval Station Norfolk, Sewell�s Point, Hampton Roads, Virginia
General Curtis LeMay was the last of the Chiefs to arrive, his departure from Camp David having been delayed by his breakfast meeting with the President over-running by approximately forty minutes. Flying into what was the biggest naval base in the World, glimpsing the rows of flat tops, cruisers and destroyers moored along the four miles of docks and piers, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff had seethed at the parlous state of the nation�s armed forces.
The meeting with his Commander-in-Chief had gone badly, like most politicians President Kennedy talked up the numbers without accepting any of the caveats about what those numbers actually meant in terms of war-fighting capability. Last year�s �peace dividend� butchery had torn the heart out of the Army and Navy. The programs to remobilize the first eighteen disbanded regiments and the re-commissioning of the initial tranche of eighty-seven mothballed ships, was only now gathering pace.
As for the Air Force�
Just thinking about it made him want to kick something!
His front line B-52 and B-47 Bomb Wings had been cut to shreds in the October War, and forty percent of the men who had come back had since been reassigned to ground duties, or had retired from the service. After the Administration had finished salami slicing his budget appropriations for the years 1963-64, 1964-65 and 1965-66 he had had to gut the Air Force. Somehow, he had contrived to hang onto a strike force of some one hundred and fifty B-52s but the B-47 squadrons had been scrapped, and two out of every three other aircraft in service grounded. Tens of previously �vital� overseas bases had been abandoned, and the lovingly, expensively acquired infrastructure to support the planet�s most formidable aerial fleet left to wither on the vine. The Administration had cut too much too fast and the damage was structural; it would take several years to undo the self-inflicted wound.
However, in comparison to the other services the Air Force had got off relatively lightly. At least Strategic Air Command was still in a condition to take on the re-born Soviet menace. New Minutemen rockets and silos became operation every week and LeMay�s B-52s � although reduced by two-thirds in number since October 1962 � were still ready to go to war at the President�s command.
With the USS Enterprise in dock � the best estimates were that it would be another fourteen to eighteen months before she was fit to go to sea again � and four other big carriers barely retrieved from the Reserve Fleet, each one several months away from re-commissioning and as much as a year away from being combat ready the Navy only had the Kitty Hawk and the Independence around which to build and operate battle groups. Moreover, while the USS Midway and the Oriskany, the latter a minimally modernized World War II Essex class carrier less than half the size of the Kitty Hawk, were about to start shaking down and working up under-strength air groups, otherwise the Navy was hopelessly over-extended.
The Independence was the flagship of the Sixth Fleet in the Mediterranean; the Kitty Hawk had taken most of the Seventh, Pacific Fleet, to the Indian Ocean. The US Navy had virtually no meaningful presence in the Atlantic or in most of the Pacific; worse, both Carrier Division Seven in the Indian Ocean, and the Sixth Fleet in the Mediterranean were basically, �on their own�. Sixth Fleet was operating with such a reduced �fleet train� that it was confined to harbor most of the time; Carrier Division Seven was operating so far from �safe ports� that it was entirely dependent on �friendly� or rather, formerly �friendly� countries in the region for re-oiling and the re-supply of basic provisions. Set against this inauspicious backdrop it was one thing for the Chief of Naval Operations to reflect that his nuclear submarine fleet had escaped the worst of the cuts; but what use were his submarines in the Mediterranean � where the British routinely �marked� US boats with an anti-submarine frigate or one of their antiquated conventional diesel-electric �scows� as they made passage through the Straits of Gibraltar � or in the constricted waters of the Persian Gulf or its approaches where the water was too shallow for �viable� submerged operations?
The Air Force and the Navy�s problems palled into insignificance in comparison with the travails of the Army and the Marine Corps. First the Battle of Washington had sucked painfully scarce resources into the Maryland-Virginia sector and held them there; then the South had started burning, and now the Chicago Front had literally, blown up in First Army�s face. Just making a start to repairing the �peace dividend� damage to the US Army had been a nightmare. Following the Battle of Washington the National Guard had had to be stood down in several states, and in others � most notably the three West Coast states of California, Oregon and Washington � state governors had refused to permit their formations to be reintegrated, or employed out of state by the Federal Government. In many parts of the country servicemen who had been summarily dumped back into civilian life during 1963 had declined the invitation to rejoin old units, many in rallies organized by veterans so disgusted by the way they had been treated that they publicly burned their reenlistment papers. Thousands of men and women who had previously had unblemished, distinguished service records had simply decided that their families, communities and their native states needed them more than a government which had so recently, betrayed them. And besides, many honestly felt that the post-Cuban Missiles War United States was no longer the same country to which they had previously sworn allegiance.
Ten weeks ago when the Soviets had invaded Iran � from the outset it was obvious that this was only a prelude to a campaign to seize the Kurdish oilfields, the British holdings on Abadan Island and to threaten the Arabian Peninsula the Chiefs of Staff had activated contingency plans � Operation Mobile Bay � from the late 1950s to deploy a Marine Expeditionary Force and to transfer significant air assets to Saudi Arabia to �backstop� the British and to safeguard Arabian territorial integrity.
Inevitably, given the weakened state of the US military machine implementing Operation Mobile Bay had meant denuding the North American �continental reserve� of its best units, and making preparations to redeploy vessels from Sixth Fleet in the Mediterranean to the Persian Gulf via the Cape of Good Hope, a voyage of over twelve thousand miles.
Since there was no prospect of transferring ships of the Sixth Fleet from the Central Mediterranean, the Chiefs of Staff had regarded the President�s order to send Carrier Division Seven to the Indian Ocean as a substitute �phase one� of that 1950s �global response� to Soviet aggression in the Middle East. However, it had never been envisaged that the Kitty Hawk and her battle group would operate in �glorious isolation�.
What the President now wanted to do was � overnight and without any reasonable planning window � implement selective elements of the air and naval plan of Operation Mobile Bay.
Which was insane!
The thinking behind Operation Mobile Bay had evolved after the Suez Crisis of late 1956. It was specifically designed to halt the Soviets in Iraq if and when the Kremlin decided to attempt to annex Iran and or Iraq, and to deny the Red Navy a base with access to the Indian Ocean. In its original, pristine form the plan had called for the bottling up of the Red Navy in its ports, the employment of three carrier battle groups, the transfer of up to six hundred aircraft and over a hundred thousand troops to the Middle East, and assumed the active support of major British and Turkish ground, sea and air forces to support US operations.
What Curtis LeMay actually had �in play� was one carrier division and theoretically, several B-52 wings based thousands of miles away in North America. There was no such thing as Turkey any more, and the only remotely friendly troops on the ground were British and Australasian; whom the Administration regarded as being part of the problem not the solution.
Operation Mobile Bay had started out being about the projection of crushing American military might anywhere in the World where US interests were threatened by Soviet aggression.
Operation Mobile Bay � lacking two-thirds of its naval strength, and without any kind of presence on the ground � was now entirely dependent upon Carrier Division Seven somehow interposing itself between the warring parties half-way around the World from Philadelphia.
Nobody at Camp David had actually been able to satisfactorily describe to Curtis LeMay what that looked like in practice.
Heck, if the CO of Carrier Division Seven made a bad move everybody would end up at war with everybody else!
LeMay was still trying to get his head around the Commander-in-Chief�s injunction to prep a Bombardment Wing for operations in the Middle East flung out of Soviet air bases!
Who in God�s name was the man planning to bomb?
The conference room in the blockhouse between the Naval Air Station and the sprawling dockyards and storehouses was crowded with aides from the entourages that accompanied each of the Chiefs wherever they went. Silence fell as LeMay marched in and clunked his attach� case on the table.
LeMay shook hands with each of his fellow Chiefs.
�The Chiefs and I need the room!� He announced gruffly, with the grim purpose he had demonstrated dispatching his fleets of B-29s to fire bomb the ancient cities of Japan in 1945.
Le May pulled a small batch of envelopes out of his case and pushed them towards his fellow Chiefs.
�I didn�t believe what I was hearing this morning, gentlemen. I didn�t think you�d believe it either so I requested the President to put it in writing. You�ve each got a copy. YOUR EYES ONLY until the President says otherwise.�
A highly polished oval table had been positioned in the middle of the floor for the five members of the Chiefs of Staff Committee, and rows of chairs arranged for the members of the supporting cast.
�I�ll give you all a few minutes to read the Commander-in-Chief�s directive. Then we�ll talk.�
LeMay settled into his chair, began to fulminate as he tried to fathom the inscrutable faces of his colleagues.
Admiral David Lamar McDonald, the tall, fair-haired, fifty-seven year old, was the straight-dealing Georgian-born Chief of Naval Operations. He was a naval aviator who had commanded the USS Coral Sea, later Sixth Fleet, and been deputy CNO responsible for implementing the Navy�s contribution to the �peace dividend� before his elevation to his present post.
Fifty-nine year old David Monroe Shoup, the bespectacled stern-faced Commandant of the Marine Corps and Military Governor of the District of Columbia; was Marine Corps legend. The hero of Tarawa had led the defense of the Pentagon last December and subsequently been invited to be a permanent member of the Chiefs of Staff Committee by the President.
General George Henry Decker, the re-called Chief of Staff of the US Army�s cool, unruffled demeanor gave no clue to the fact he had only flown in from Illinois that morning where he had been personally overseeing �fire fighting operations�. LeMay had half-suspected the old soldier had taken direct personal charge because he was worried that without the strongest possible leadership parts of the Chicago Front might collapse.
Fifty-six year old Arkansan John Paul McConnell had replaced LeMay as Chief of Staff of the Air Force that spring. Until the uprising in Washington in December the role of Chairman of the Joint Chiefs had been filled by one of the service heads; since then President Kennedy had demanded the Chairman should be the full-time professional head of all the US Armed Forces.
In respect of the military organization of the US it was the last sensible decision the Commander-in-Chief had made�
One by one the other Chiefs raised their eyes from the documents lying dangerously on the table before them and met LeMay�s gaze.
Curtis LeMay had a reputation for being a drama queen, for never knowingly underselling an order but inter-service rivalries apart the Chiefs had rowed in behind him in recent months. When it came to charismatic leadership they deferred to the master, a task made easier because they appreciated how little Old Iron Pants or his staffers attempted to meddle in their individual service�s business.
�All the crap we�ve been hearing about bringing �our boys� home and never getting drawn into somebody else�s wars,� LeMay continued sourly, �all that bullshit about America First, well,� he sighed angrily, �that�s the way it�s going to be in future!�
Nobody said a word.
�We�re cutting Europe adrift,� LeMay said with a melodramatic sarcasm. By the fall the Sixth Fleet will pull out of Malta and the bomber and fighter wings we�ve got based in Spain will come home. The CIA can keep their people in Ireland, Madrid and England, but embassy security details apart everything is to be repatriated to �the Americas�, which henceforth along with South East Asia and the Pacific Rim Countries, Japan and South Korea mainly, will be The US�s only strategic focus.�
Still, nobody else said a word.
�That�s the Fulbright Doctrine. We rebuild out military and diplomatic clout at home. We don�t get involved in overseas wars. We don�t put grunts on the ground, aircraft in the air or ships on the water in places where they�re liable to be drawn into �local regional conflicts� where no US vital interest is involved. The Middle East falls into this �non vital� category; the Administration has had studies carried out which conclude that we don�t need Arabian oil. Apparently, there�s plenty of the black stuff under the North American continent, in Canada � although nobody�s asked the Canucks about how they feel about Standard Oil taking over the country � and up in Alaska, so along with South American and Indonesian oil we�ll be just fine.� He shook his head in derision. �Leastways, for the next couple of election cycles!�
The other chiefs had seen those reports; and by and large discounted them because unexploited reserves under the ground did not count. It took years to develop oilfields in forested regions, longer to economically exploit reserves under mountainous regions or tropical jungles, coastal extraction was still ruinously costly and how the Hell was anybody going to extract oil from beneath the frozen wildernesses of Alaska?
McDonald, the Chief of Naval Operations shook his head.
�That must be why every ton of bunker oil costs the Navy eighty percent more than it did before the Battle of Washington,� he observed dryly.
LeMay cleared his throat.
�The Administration�s medium term thinking is to apply pressure to the Brits to abandon their nuclear weapons, and if that fails to impose commercially and financially sanctions on them until they see sense. In the meantime the President believes the surviving powers � and the geography and religious tensions in the Middle East � will an �adequate medium-term buffer against further Soviet aggression�.�
�That�s crazy,� John McConnell observed dispassionately. The Chief of Staff of the Air Force was wearing a perplexed, irritated frown. �Every intelligence report we�ve got from the Iraq theatre of operations indicates that unless the British �go nuclear� they�re going to get kicked out of Abadan. How long do we think the Soviets will permit free navigation in the Persian Gulf after they�ve seized Umm Qasr, Basra and Abadan?�
The Chief of Naval Operations was staring at the table top.
�You knew about this, David?� George Decker inquired softly.
�Yes,� David McDonald confessed. He glanced to Curtis LeMay for leave to elaborate. �The Chairman,� he nodded to LeMay, �gave me a heads up on the way things were going several days ago in the light of pre-existing deployment schedule of Carrier Division Seven. The President has since ordered me to prepare to aggressively deploy CD Seven inside the Persian Gulf. He believes that the presence of the Kitty Hawk in the Gulf will deter the British from �going nuclear�, and in the event that this fails, will deter the Soviets from retaliating. He also feels that Kitty Hawk�s presence will be sufficient to uphold our legitimate strategic military and commercial interests in the region without necessitating the commitment of ground troops in Arabia.�
David Shoup stirred. The Marine�s expression was thunderous.
�What exactly is Carrier Division Seven supposed to do if the Brits use nukes, Admiral?� He demanded lowly.
McDonald hesitated, looked to LeMay.
The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs shook his head.
�In that event Admiral Bringle,� the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs said wearily, �the commander of Carrier Division Seven will be authorized to take whatever steps he deems necessary to neutralize British air, sea and ground operations in the northern Gulf. For example, he has discretion to place his ships and aircraft between those of the British and the Soviets.�
�We hope and pray it won�t come to that,� McDonald added fervently.
John McConnell was horrified.
�We could end up in a shooting war with the British,� the Chief of Staff of the Air Force protested.
�Gentlemen!� Curtis LeMay barked. �The background to this discussion is that Your President, My President is in the process of locking the Soviets into a non-aggression pact. Our side of the deal is that we �manage� the British in the Gulf; that is the price of peace. Does any man around this table doubt that we need peace overseas? Does any man around this table want to go through what we went through on October 27th sixty-two again? How many more American lives are we prepared to put on the table to do what all of us around this table think is the right thing?�
Left to their own devices the Chiefs would have poured men and aircraft into the Gulf; B-52s would already have been pummeling the Red Army, and F-4 Phantoms clearing the skies of Iraq of MiGs; but then left to their own devices none of the men around the table would have chosen to wage war on the Chicago Front with their hands tied behind their backs and one foot chained to a stake in the ground!
�I don�t know Bringle?� McConnell admitted, turning to the Chief of Naval Operations. �Is he up to this?�
The other Chiefs were giving the CNO thoughtful looks. None of the men in the room would have willingly placed a man like William Bringle, the commander of Carrier Division Seven, in a position where a single misjudgment, or the slightest miscalculation, could easily start World War IV.
David McDonald nodded.
�Bringle�s a good man. I plan to fly out to India to brief him personally in the next thirty-six hours. Kitty Hawk is paying a goodwill visit to Bombay.�

Chapter 24

Monday 15th June 1964
Berkeley, California
�You�ve done good work, Doctor,� Curtis LeMay had said to Caroline Konstantis at Luke Air Force Base just five days ago. �But all good things come to an end sooner or later.�
They had been standing on the balcony of the disused control tower of the abandoned airfield at Glendale, outside Phoenix. The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff had stuck out his arm and pointed into the hazy distance to where a very big, virtually featureless blockhouse shimmered in the dusty haze.
�The Air Force spent billions of dollars building air defense centers like that one before the Cuban Missiles War. That one wasn�t up and running that night but most of the others were; we shot down a whole slew of bombers but we couldn�t do a damned thing about the ICBMs coming in over the North Pole. Nobody told the American people that, although I think more of them figured it out than the politicians give credit.� The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Committee had been dressed in a dirty boiler suit and his hands were ingrained with oil and grease. �The time is coming when being too close to The Big Cigar isn�t going to be a good thing. I�ll be fine. But this is the last time you and I will do business. Expect to get a call from the Air Force Office of Manpower Management before the end of the month. They�ll ask you to account for Project Homeward Bound; you just tell them whatever you want to tell them. They�ll take my boys out of your hands whatever you do, so don�t fight it. I know there�s nothing left for you up in Chicago but what you don�t know about combat fatigue and all its related stress disorders ain�t worth a mess of beans. The Air Force is changing. You and me both will be better out of it.�
She had left Phoenix in a daze with a letter in her hand, over LeMay�s signature granting her an honorable discharge with the substantive rank of Colonel, and for about a day she had not known what to do with the rest of her life.
Home had been a claustrophobic billet in a prefabricated Officers� Accommodation Hut at Ent Air Force Base at Colorado Springs, where she also had an office. She had briefly contemplated going back to Ent; if only to ensure that her files were properly accounted for but if LeMay was right those files had, or were about to cease to be her files and any attempt to review them one last time might later be cited as evidence that she had something to hide.
She had no real friends in Colorado and her �team� of counselors, military and civilian had been wasting away in recent months.
Going back to the West Coast had seemed like the obvious thing to do; that was not to say she honestly believed it was for the best.
Nevertheless, here she was back in Berkeley.
It would probably have been a little less scary if she had had the courage to wire ahead to Nathan Zabriski; although only a little less scary. Her last visit to Berkeley had left her confused, battered and mistrustful of her instincts and renewing contact with a man young enough to be her son was� reckless. Stupid also, possibly the manifestation of some desperate middle-aged existential crisis; exactly the sort of thing she would once have despised in another woman of a certain age.
Now as the cab drove away down Hearst Avenue she stood beside her big, clumsy case on the sidewalk in front of Nathan�s house asking herself if she was about to be completely humiliated. It was no consolation to know that if she ended up looking foolish, not to mention very sad, it would be absolutely her own fault. The October War had neatly bookended one phase of her life; and last week�s surreal meeting with Curtis LeMay another.
In retrospect she know realized the work on which she had been engaged since the October War must obviously have been some kind of off the record �command initiative�, one of LeMay�s private projects which was unlikely to bear close scrutiny when the commander in question moved on so he had, like the shrewd operator he was � notwithstanding his gung ho public image � started cleaning house before the axe fell. A lesser man would have left her � and presumably, many others serving in similar �less than wholly official� roles � hanging; but not all great men were callous bastards. Even Curtis LeMay�s enemies had never accused him of failing to look after his boys, and it now seemed, his girls.
Fifty-one years of age, divorced, no job.
This was what starting over again must be like!
If it was daunting it was also actually� liberating.
If nothing else she was her own person again, and while the world might not exactly be her oyster she was free of practically every professional shackle which until a few days ago had dragged at her feet. Even if she had not been obsessed; no, that was wrong, she was preoccupied not obsessed with Nathan, she would have come back to California.
Apart from anything else if she had not come back she would always have wondered�
The war had changed California; how could it not have changed the state? That was a given. Every time she had swung through it in the last year she had tasted hope and optimism in the air, an absence of the angst and bitterness that was rife everywhere else and besides, there were big, prestigious schools of medicine in the Bay Area and Los Angeles. As soon as she found someplace to park her suitcase she planned to start paying house calls.
�Caro!�
The woman started with alarm.
�Is that you?�
The breathless call had come from behind her, some way down the street.
She swung around.
Nathan Zabriski had been running; he was dressed in shorts, a sweat-soaked t-shirt, his face was red and blotchy and he was gasping for breath as he eased down to a stop just out of arm�s length from her.
�I got sacked,� she explained ruefully. �Well, retired, anyhow. General LeMay as good as told me to make myself scarce. There are people I know at the San Francisco School of Medicine, former students and colleagues. I thought I�d start my job hunting in the Bay Area.�
The man was more out of puff than he had imagined.
He sucked in air, held up an apologetic hand.
Caroline Konstantis knew that before the October War Nathan had been a middle distance runner in the Air Force, not quite Olympic standard because of the demands of his �day job� but capable of running a mile in around four minutes ten seconds. He had let that go after the war, only got back into training that spring.
Nathan had bent over and rested his hands on his knees while he recovered.
Having measured a street circuit that was, give or take a hundred yards, three miles he tried to run it a dozen times a week, mixing short sprints with long punishing sections where he focused on maintaining his stride length. Running efficiently, racing was the name of the game. Enrolled as a pre-college night student he had started training at Berkeley a couple of days a week and had put his name down for the fifteen hundred meters qualifying event on Wednesday, ahead of the main Track and Field Meet on Saturday. It was over three years since he had raced in anger, he felt strong and quick, although when he pushed himself it hurt more than he recollected from before; and the thing about actual racing was that you never actually knew how you matched up with the others until the starter�s gun went off.
�Because of me?� He asked, straightening.
Caroline shook her head.
�No. Yes, I don�t know. We should probably talk about that, but� Look, you�ll be hearing from the Air Force�s Office of Personnel Management in due course. My program has been shut down. I don�t know if it makes any difference but I�m no longer your doctor.�
Nathan had recovered.
He wiped perspiration from his face.
�I didn�t know if you�d want to see me again,� he confessed sheepishly.
�I didn�t know if you�d want to see me again,� she responded, pushing her Ray Bans on top of her hair which today was a little windblown. Not so long ago she would have regarded going out in public without her hair severely clipped and banded as being positively brazen. �I only got back this morning,� Caroline went on, seizing the moment. �I wanted to see you before I looked for somewhere to stay� �
�Oh, right,� the man muttered. �You know you can stay here as long as you need� �
�You�re okay with that?�
Nathan nodded jerkily. �Sure��
Caroline reached for the handle of her case; the man got there first.
�I should shower,� Nathan said once they were inside the house.
�You go ahead. I�ll make coffee, yes?�
�Yeah, sure� �
The woman realized she was trembling.
What am I doing?
She started to boil water, and to check through the cupboards. Nathan was an Air Force creature, Spartan by nature and most of the shelves were empty. Tidy, very tidy, everything in its place, clean. He would make some girl a perfect husband.
She listened to the plumbing knock and rumble before the shower kicked in. The dry board inner walls, partitions really, of war-built house meant every sound travelled virtually unimpeded to every corner of it.
Caroline realized she had not moved for about a minute, possibly longer.
This is a stupid time to be having a panic attack!
She badly needed to put things in order in her head; she was missing something important. She was letting her fears tell her what was going on around her, not her eyes, not her hopes�
The kid had been pleased to see her.
He had carried her case inside�
She was not his physician now.
Oh God, this is ridiculous�
Nathan had shut the bathroom door.
In the gloom of the corridor she hesitated and then, as if in a dream, kicked off her shoes, squirmed out of her dress, dropped her brassier and knickers onto the floor and pushed open the door.
�Nathan?�
The shower screen was only part drawn.
His lean frame, his head and shoulders, lower arms and legs were tanned, and his torso unnaturally pale in the steamy light.
He looked at her nakedness.
She edged closer.
Shrugged her shoulders; hesitated for in that moment she was on the cusp of humiliated flight.
And then he smiled and hesitantly held out his hand.

Chapter 25

Wednesday 17th June 1964
US Consulate General, Bandra East, Bombay
Fifty-one year old Rear Admiral William Floyd Bringle had been wondering why the US Navy�s biggest carrier � the USS Kitty Hawk (CV-63) was a few feet longer and a few tons heavier than the flagship of the Mediterranean Fleet, the Independence (CV-62) � and the cream of the Pacific Fleet had been sent to the Indian Ocean on an extended, utterly pointless, �goodwill tour� ever since he had received his sailing orders two months ago. The news that the Chief of Naval Operations, David McDonald, whom he had known for many years and personally liked and respected, wanted to speak to him as soon as Kitty Hawk dropped anchor in Harbor Bay in the murky, swirling waters of the Ulhas River, had given him hope that his nagging questions would, albeit belatedly, be answered.
A native of Covington, Tennessee, Bringle had graduated from the US Navy Academy at Annapolis in the class of 1937, serving on the flat top Saratoga until 1940 when he commenced his career as a naval aviator. After a busy war, a good war, his career had progressed with a predictable certainty. Promoted to flag rank after commissioning and taking the Kitty Hawk to sea for the first time in 1961, command of Carrier Division Seven was precisely the sort of posting that was liable to lead him one day, possibly before the end of the decade, into the chair currently occupied by David McDonald.
�Things in the Gulf are coming to a head, Bill,� the Chief of Naval Operations prefaced. There was a resigned weariness in McDonald�s manner that was anything but characteristic of the straight-talking Georgian and this instantly put Bringle on his guard. The two men were alone in a cool, air-conditioned white walled room that overlooked the grey waters of the Mithi River. In the quietness they might have been a hundred miles away from the bustle and commotion of the great port city, not less than a hundred yards from the nearest quay.
Bringle found no fault with the CNO�s summation.
�The British, the Australians and the New Zealanders have scraped the bottom of the barrel to put together their �Persian Gulf Squadron�,� he told his Chief. �HMS Centaur, their light carrier, is an unmodified World War II build. The pilots flying off her must be brave guys. How the Brits operate big fighters like their Sea Vixens off a deck that size is beyond me!�
McDonald forced a smile, tried to veil his misgivings. No matter the purpose of his visit protocol demanded that the fleet commander report to his superior officer before they got down to business.
�The British commander, a guy called Davey is a pleasant enough fellow and seems to know what he�s about,� Bringle went on. �He�s got a couple of cruisers, and half-a-dozen destroyers and frigates. The British are dug in on and around Abadan Island. They seem to have a pretty good local air defense radar coverage and co-ordination in that part of Iraq. If they make a stand they�ll hurt the Russians; that�s for sure. Of course, with us at their backs, together we�d do a lot more than just hurt the bastards!�
�Yeah,� the Chief of Naval Operations grunted. Unable to contain his roiling unease he stood up and began to pace, frowning to disguise his moral qualms. �Well, we�re not going to be getting into that sort of� territory, Bill.�
Bringle had also risen to his feet.
The men might be old acquaintances, friends of a sort; but a junior officer did not remain seated when a senior man was on his feet unless specifically ordered to sit down. He and McDonald were pre-war � pre-1941 � officers and they were unashamedly old-school about these things. Presently, the two men stood in the window, hands clasped behind them, staring out across the hazy waters of the Mithi River.
�The reason I came out to Bombay was because you�ve got a right to hear the orders I�m about to give you from the horse�s mouth, Bill.�
Bringle knew that was not good news.
�Oh, sir?�
�And after I�ve given you your orders I will understand if you feel yourself to be unable, for whatever reason, to obey them. In that event, I would have no alternative but to, with great regret, replace you in command of Carrier Division Seven.�
The other man began to color with hurt.
�The President has decided to make his peace with the Soviet Union,� McDonald continued, his voice a deadened monotone. �Peace at any cost. Peace as soon as possible for as long as possible. Unless or until there is a direct attack on the North American continent with nuclear weapons the President has absolutely ruled out the future employment of such weapons in any circumstances against the Soviet Union, or the armed forces of that country.�
Bringle glanced sidelong at the professional head of the Navy.
Did I just hear what I thought he just said?
McDonald stared fixedly to his front.
�Currently,� the Chief of Naval Operation bored on, �an apparently immovable obstacle stands between the US and the USSR declaring a bilateral armistice and signing a binding non-aggression pact. Despite the Administration�s repudiation of the US-UK Mutual Defense Treaty, and the effective disbandment of the old North Atlantic Treaty Alliance, the Russians still regard the United Kingdom and its Commonwealth �friends� as allies of the United States. Negotiations have reached the stage whereby a commitment, in principle, to the staged withdrawal of sixty percent of all American naval and air assets from the Mediterranean by the fall has satisfied the Russians as to our intentions west of Suez; but the ongoing situation in the Persian Gulf is beginning to look like a game-breaker. Given that we have no boots on the ground in the region, Carrier Division Seven is the only card we have left in the game.�
Bringle carried on listened in silence, hating where he guessed this was going.
�Consideration has been given to issuing the British with an ultimatum to peacefully quit their positions in Abadan and to withdraw their naval forces to neutral ports in the Gulf. However, everything we know about the British tells us they would probably laugh in our faces. There is also the question of what we do if the British �go nuclear� in the Gulf.�
The commander of Carrier Division Seven cleared his throat.
�What if they go for targets inside the Soviet Union?�
McDonald guffawed in wry unhappiness.
�What happens if they do something like that would be a decision that was made way above my pay grade, Bill.� He did not linger on this. �The Soviets are weak in air power in Iraq. Down south even HMS Centaur�s air group could hurt them really badly. Our best intelligence is that before Centaur steamed for the Gulf she took onboard the nukes stored in the British Far East special weapons facility at Hong Kong at the time of the October War.�
�And those devices are still onboard?�
McDonald nodded.
�We think so, yes.�
Both men knew that of the British carrier�s compliment of between sixteen and twenty aircraft � De Havilland Sea Vixens and Supermarine Scimitar subsonic interceptors � it was likely that several of the Sea Vixens were modified �nuclear ready� aircraft.
�It will be Carrier Division Seven�s mission to ensure that HMS Centaur�s nuclear capability is not exercised,� McDonald declared. �Furthermore, Carrier Division Seven will operate so as to achieve local air superiority over the Persian Gulf so as to deny British V-Bomber and other potentially hostile strike aircraft known to be based in the region any opportunity to launch nuclear strike missions from bases around the Gulf. Once in situ in the Gulf Carrier Division Seven aircraft are authorized to fly deep penetration missions over Iran as far west as the Iraqi border to gather electronic intelligence, and to provide airborne command and control platforms for any offensive evolutions by the Kitty Hawk Air Group over southern Iraq,� he hesitated, took a breath, �which become necessary, against Soviet land and air forces or British, Australian and New Zealand naval, air and ground forces operating in that theatre.�
Bringle was too stunned to respond for some moments.
Stunned as in if his chin had just been on the wrong end of a Rocky Marciano right cross�
It did not sink in for some seconds.
�You�re really serious about this, aren�t you� �
McDonald nodded grimly.
�Yes,� he sighed.
Bringle felt physically sick.
He swallowed hard.
�I�m sorry. I need to get this straight, sir,� he muttered, almost choking on his disbelief. �If it comes to it you�re asking me to attack men I fought with in the Second War, men who fought side by side with us in Korea and only a couple of months ago in the Mediterranean,� he hesitated, �without warning?�
The Chief of Naval Operations had wrapped it up in a parcel of jargon and staff college war gaming �speak� but nothing really masked the outrageousness of what he had just described.
Both men understood that regardless of how outgunned the British and their allies were in the Persian Gulf � in theory one or two Bringle�s missile cruisers could wipe out the whole ABNZ (Australian, British and New Zealand) Persian Gulf Squadron without ever letting it come within range of its biggest guns � in practice any kind of stand up fight was likely to be an extremely bloody affair. As if that was not bad enough, and it was, the idea of cold-bloodedly stabbing old friends in the back was� unspeakable.
�It might not come to that, Bill,� McDonald remarked dully.
The CNO had had days, possibly weeks to get his head around the abomination they were discussing; it was all horribly, disgracefully new to Bill Bringle. He had always been honored, occasionally tearfully proud to wear the uniform of the United States Navy but right now he was starting to feel dirty and there was a part of him that was tempted to ask if even the President had the right to make him feel that way about his uniform.
�Hang on,� he pleaded. This was what drowning probably felt like. �Suddenly, we trust the Russians?�
�Yes,� the Chief of Naval Operations retorted tersely.
Nobody liked feeling dirty; McDonald had had longer to get used to the idea than the commander of Carrier Division Seven.
�We don�t want another nuclear exchange. Things could easily go to Hell again. There�s a big picture that needs to be seen here, Bill. How do we keep the Red Army�s hands off the Arabian oil fields without starting another nuclear war? How many more Chicagos and Buffalos and Seattles are we willing to trade for our clear consciences? What�s more important; our personal moral scruples or the survival of our country? That�s what this is about.� He turned, looked the other man in the eye. �I don�t like this any more than you do. I�ve told you the way it is. What I need to know before I fly back to Philadelphia is if I can rely on you if this thing goes badly? Will you do what has to be done if it comes to it?�
For the first time in his twenty-seven year career in the Navy Bringle paused, half-hoping this was a bad dream.
�How will the options open to me be framed in my orders, sir?�
�Explicitly,� McDonald promised. �You know what is at stake; you will be authorized to take whatever action you see fit to discharge your duty. The orders I brought with me bear my signature and are countersigned by the President.�
Bringle did not believe he said what he said next.
Afterwards he did not believe he had said what he had just said and he certainly did not recognize the stranger�s voice he heard saying it.
In fact he felt numb to his bones.
�I�m sorry but I need to read those orders before I give you my answer, sir.�
McDonald nodded, reached inside his jacket and pulled out a sealed envelope with the Secretary of the Navy�s seal of office stamped across its top right hand corner.
�Take your time, Bill.�
Bringle was permitted to inform his flag captain and three other named ship commanders the contents of his orders. He was not given leave to discuss the same with anybody.
Once he took Carrier Division Seven into the Persian Gulf he was God.
It was terrifying�
�You will want me to sign and date your copy of this document, sir?� Bringle muttered, dazedly. No man achieved flag command without understanding how the machine of state worked.
McDonald nodded.
When the pens were put away the two men stood, the one surveying the other.
�This is the saddest day of my life, Bill,� the senior man said.
Duty is as heavy as mountain; death as light as a feather�
�Nobody will ever forgive us for this,� Bringle concurred.
They lived in a World in which honor and decency were dead letters; dirty words scorned on the lips of good men.
How in God�s name did we, as Americans, ever come to� this?

Chapter 26

Wednesday 17th June 1964
Sun Prairie, Wisconsin
Major Norman Schwarzkopf viewed the bloody, mangled bodies heaped and strewn randomly across the fields south of the small town through his field glasses as the dawn illuminated the dreadful scene. In the last two attacks the rebels had driven women and children, old folk ahead of them. Yesterday morning he had tried to allow some of the terrified civilians, all starving and dressed in rags, into his lines before engaging the enemy; but there had been suicide bombers and berserkers mixed in with the crowd. Once inside his positions the maniacs had pulled the pins of grenades strapped to their belts, or pulled out hand guns and knives; it had been a nightmare and but for a withering artillery barrage from within the Madison perimeter Company �A� would surely have been over run.
After that none of his men had balked at indiscriminately shooting into the oncoming horde. This was not war; this was something filthy, evil and the US Army was on the losing end of it.
Schwarzkopf checked his watch.
There were still a few minutes to go.
The rebels had washed against the eastern defenses of Madison � tides of humanity broken on the killing grounds before them � as if casualties, death, and maiming were of no consequence. Belatedly, somebody on the rebel side had worked out that he was beating his head against a brick wall so long as every assault was being cut to shreds by enfilade fire from the ruins of Sun Prairie.
Company �A� and the dwindling number of surviving citizen volunteers, commanding the north eastern approaches to the State Capital; had repeatedly poured devastating fire into the flank of every insane frontal assault on the Divisional perimeter to the south west.
Last night the rebels had withdrawn out of range of machine gun, small arms and mortar fire from within the Madison lines. The enemy had clumsily probed down Route 151 into Sun Prairie; and noisily moved around to the north � presumably seeking an open flank � in strength before running into Schwarzkopf�s previously under-employed pickets. The constant chatter of automatic rifle fire, the unmistakably chain saw rattle of M2 50-caliber machine guns and the occasional detonation of a booby trap or grenade told Schwarzkopf it was time to go.
�Top Dog�s on the horn, sir!�
Norman Schwarzkopf put down his binoculars and took the handset from his communications trooper. The other man was his age, a married man from Shreveport, Louisiana. Unlike his company commander, Corporal Romney was a man of average height and stature, who seemed ludicrously burdened by the bulky radio hanging on his back.
�This is Little Bear on the horn, sir!�
�You ready to bug out, Little Bear?� Lieutenant Colonel Harvey Grabowski, commander of the 32nd Infantry Combat Group of the Wisconsin National Guard inquired.
�That�s an affirmative, Top Dog!�
�We have BIG STICK incoming. Repeat BIG STICK incoming. When the shit hits the fan put the pedal to the metal, Little Bear! Top Dog OUT!�
Schwarzkopf passed the handset back to Corporal Romney.
He could already hear the distant scream of jet engines.
Moments later all Hell broke loose east and north of the town.
Within seconds shells began falling north and east of Sun Prairie, some actually within the eastern boundary of the suburb. The fighter jets rocketed overhead; F-100 Super Sabres and A-4 Skyhawks with cannons rattling and Napalm canisters toppling end over end from under-wing pods. As the fast jets circled for a second strafing run the thrumming thunder of the big Wright R-3350 radial power plants of five Douglas A-1 Skyraiders filled the air. Coming in so low they brushed tree tops and skimmed the chimneys of the few still standing buildings each aircraft�s four 20-millimetre cannons blazed, and from as many as a dozen hard points on their wings bombs and missiles spilled and smoked away.
It had been Skyraiders which had turned the Battle of Washington against the rebels in December; each aircraft blasting hundred yard-long avenues of death and devastation with a single pass. Against an enemy moving above ground with no forewarning the Skyraiders were the ultimate grim reapers of any battlefield.
�GO! GO! GO!� Schwarzkopf screamed above the bedlam.
The calculus was simple.
Either his men jumped into their M113 armored personnel carriers and every other surviving serviceable vehicle in the town and hightailed it back to Madison while the enemy was still in a state of shock; or what was left of Company �A� and the valiant Sun Prairie militia ended up emulating George Armstrong Custer�s hopeless last stand at the Little Big Horn. Schwarzkopf�s men were low on ammunition and the surviving M113s were already loaded with wounded.
It was only a matter of time before the enemy realized as much.
The M113s� 50-caliber machine guns were hosing bullets into buildings less than a hundred yards away as the column formed up, rumbled onto Route 151 and began to race south west.
Something had clutched at Schwarzkopf�s left thigh as he ran back to his command vehicle. He had stumbled, crashed into a wall. Romney and another man had grabbed him before he fell. Almost immediately, Romney had given way to a bigger man and the group had moved forward again, with Schwarzkopf vehemently protesting he was okay as he was half-carried, half-dragged through the rubble. Bullets pinged off the hardened flanks of his command M113 as its motor roared and the thirteen ton monster picked up speed, rocking and rolling like a boat in a choppy sea, its tracks grinding over debris.
�I�m fine, dammit!�
A corpsman was trying to apply a tourniquet to his upper leg; there was blood everywhere.
�Keep still, Captain!� The other man shouted.
More rounds were ricocheting off the armored personnel carrier as it raced headlong down the road with its Detroit Diesel 6V53T 6-cylinder diesel engine transmitting every one of its two hundred and seventy-five horsepower to its tracks.
Spent 50-caliber cartridge cases from the APC�s constantly firing Browning M2 machine gun rained into the crew compartment, bouncing, rattling on the floor among the bodies. The whiff of cordite was overpowering, positively nauseas.
Somebody had voided his bowels.
As the agony from his leg began to hit him in red-hot stabbing waves Schwarzkopf wondered if he was the man responsible.
He clenched his teeth to stop himself bawling like a baby.
The worst agony peaked, subsided.
His leg was numb, dead.
He knew it was a mistake but he glanced down at his left thigh anyway.
Shit! I didn�t think I had that much blood in my whole body�
The corpsman and Corporal Romney�s hands and arms were covered in his blood as they fought to stop him bleeding out on the floor of the bumping, jarring, tossing armored personnel carrier.
Briefly, Schwarzkopf must have passed out.
And then it was quiet.
The M113�s engine suddenly throttled back, the 50-caliber fell silent and the APC was thrumming evening across level ground.
�How many made it out?� Schwarzkopf asked, feebly, his strength ebbing and an irresistible weariness threatening to overwhelm him.
�We lost Little Bear Three, sir. Everybody else got out.�
One M113 left behind.
Company �A� had got out of town with half the men he had taken into it two days ago; it almost seemed like a victory.
The darkness fell.

Chapter 27

Thursday 18th June 1964
Walnut Street, Philadelphia
The setting sun shone almost directly into the living room of the 3rd Floor apartment as Claude Betancourt greeted his daughter and son-in-law. Gretchen hugged her father and exchanged pecking kisses. Dan Brenckmann shook the old man�s hand.
�So, now you tell me you hate that old pile out at Cherry Hill?� The patriarch demanded testily.
�Hate is putting it a little bit strongly, sir,� Dan rejoined diplomatically. �It�s just that it�s a little bit big for us and it�s quite a long way out in the sticks for our work in the city.�
�Is that right?�
�Daddy,� Gretchen interjected. �It�s not that we don�t appreciate all that you�ve done for us but you know full well that Dan and I intend to stand on our own feet.�
The old man scowled half-heartedly at the apple of his eye.
�Um� � Even if he had been remotely upset that his daughter and her husband were so keen to sever the generous financial umbilical cord he had extended to them so soon, his mood would have been hugely uplifted to discover Gretchen looking so much like her former self. She had been unsteady and pained on her wedding day, today, only a few short weeks later she was positively blooming. It was an impression enhanced by the fact she was wearing a new, very elegant dress rather than the androgynous trouser suits she had been hiding inside most of the last couple of months.
He glanced to his new son-in-law; struck by how much the boy was the spitting image of his father at his age. So many of the people who worked for him � well, depended on him if he was being honest � were literally in his pocket but Walter Brenckmann had never been that, he had always been his own man and he recognized exactly the same, rare but admirable, trait in his son. Betancourt�s own sons had been brought up too softly, everything had come too easily to them and none of them had inherited his drive, his ambition or to be frank, his native gumption. Gretchen was different to her brothers, and Dan Brenckmann, well Claude Betancourt recognized in Dan the same steely, incorruptible streak he had stumbled across in the father all those years ago.
Walter Brenckmann had been an invaluable friend over the years; sometimes he regretted the fact that for reasons of politics their friendship had been of necessity, out of the public eye.
�Well, McDermott�s Open is in your names. Do whatever you want with it. If I were you I�d rent it out to the Government or some such, the way real estate prices in this end of Philly are these days you won�t be able to afford a place like,� he sniffed, waved about himself, �this on your junior counsels� pay checks in a year or two.�
While the relatively modest Walnut Street apartment might not be to his liking it had been Gretchen�s and Dan�s decision to rent it, and secretly, nothing gave him so much pleasure as the knowledge that he had been right all along to assume the young couple would want to start making their own way in the World as soon as possible.
He would always be there in the background; and when he was gone a substantial part of his fortune � leastways, whatever his ex-wives� and his under-achieving sons� lawyers failed to get their hands on � would mostly be Gretchen�s. It was not that he loved his sons, or his elder daughter�s younger sister, Kathleen, any less than Gretchen; it was just that he had always believed that money, wealth as such, ought to be used. Moreover, used not simply for personal or dynastic aggrandizement, frittered away on indulgences but for some higher purpose. Basically, if a rich man did not know what to do with his fortune he ought to give it away; and he viewed every cent he �invested� in Gretchen � and now in Dan Brenckmann � as a copper-bottomed down payment on a sure fire thing.
�I�ll talk to some people downtown,� the old man guffawed, looking around the as yet sparsely furnished reception room in which they were standing. �The Government can afford top dollar for a place like McDermott�s Open. If you get involved they�ll try to get smart.�
The apartment had two bedrooms, a modern bathroom, a moderately �large� reception room overlooking the street below and was situated in a block accommodating at least three members of the House, which meant it had round the clock security. It would do the young people just fine for the moment; they would move up in the world soon enough.
The two young attorneys went straight from their meeting with Gretchen�s father to the Federal Bureau of Investigation�s Field office in Philadelphia on Arch Street. Evening had drawn in and in the darkness the red brick building next to the city�s main court house looked a lot less threatening than it did during daylight hours. Inside it was like stepping back into the 1930s; and both Dan and Gretchen half-expected to be confronted with Tommy gun totting special agents at every turn.
J. Edgar Hoover kept them waiting twenty minutes.
He did this not just because he was a mean old man; but because he could.
It was the second time Gretchen had met the infamous Director of the FBI; for her husband it was a first. Clyde Tolson stood by his master�s desk, and in total there were four other black-suited, white-shirted, black-tied agents in the commandeered office on the block�s fourth floor. It was like walking in on a funeral party.
J. Edgar Hoover did not get up.
Other than to point � jabbing a stubby finger � at two hard chairs placed before his desk he did not acknowledge the arrival of the two attorneys.
Seven months ago on the occasion of her first meeting with Hoover Gretchen had still been a little starry-eyed about such encounters but that was then and this was now. The Director of the FBI looked today exactly as he had back in November; somewhat like an over-sized toad dressed up in a morning suit, his hair slicked back and unnaturally black, and his face oddly young-old as if he was wearing makeup.
She had warned Dan that the sixty-nine year old Director often spoke really fast, so fast that words sometimes fell over each other. It was a technique he had developed to combat a stutter in his younger days which he now used to routinely to cow subordinates and opponents.
�We meet again, Director,� Gretchen smiled. While fluttering her eyes at the old faggot was a waste of time; civility cost her nothing.
�This is one time you really need to leave the talking to me, honey,� she had suggested to Dan in the cab on the way over. �Oh, and Daddy will respect you even more for having stood up to him today. But you already knew that, so forget I just said that� �
Her husband had chortled softly, and patted her knee fondly.
J. Edgar Hoover stirred, leaned menacingly towards the young people.
�Allowing Christie to go free is out of the question, Ms Betancourt.�
�Of course,� Gretchen concurred reasonably. �You must understand that Dan and I are humble attorneys; we are messengers, no more. No man in America knows his business better than you, Mister Director. If you don�t know how to hunt down this monster Galen Cheney, nobody does.�
She went on smiling a gallingly seraphic smile at the old man.
�However,� she went on, �given that Mr Christie has confided to us, and briefed the FBI � exhaustively � on the matter of the heinous plans Galen Cheney and his son,� Gretchen paused, �Isaac, may be hatching� �
Hoover fulminated, his jaw muscles threatened to work yet no sound emerged from his thin, pale lips.
�To attempt to assassinate Dr King and other others, including the President on the steps of City Hall at the conclusion of the Civil Right�s Movement�s March on Philadelphia on Independence Day,� Gretchen continued, �it seems to me that the sooner he is freed to �go after� Cheney the better.�
The Director of the FBI made a growling noise.
Gretchen ignored this.
�I understand that one of the problems the Bureau is facing is that its records concerning Mr Cheney have been destroyed, or mislaid. According to Mr Christie, that is. He has confided to me that he destroyed many of those documents and �doctored� others, his word, and I am unclear what that implies for the veracity and reliability of other files and records to which he had had access in the last ten years. I should imagine that gives the Bureau a bit of a headache� �
�If your client refuses to co-operate under the terms of the immunities agreed he will still got to the electric chair!�
Gretchen recoiled � a little theatrically � and adopted a mildly perplexed expression.
�My client is only too happy to co-operate in any way he can with the FBI, Mister Director,� she pointed out. �The problem is that he does not know what you do not know about Cheney and his associates. While he agrees with the FBI that Cheney and his son Isaac were responsible for the Bedford Pine Park atrocity, and has supplied you with detailed information about other killings Cheney and or his associates may have been complicit in, he complains that since there is no reciprocal flow of �case information� his ability to help you is necessarily limited� �
�He�s holding out on us!�
�No, Mr Director. He is not!�
The hairs on the back of Dan Brenckmann�s neck were standing on end. It was all he could do not to hide behind his chair and yet Gretchen was fearlessly slugging it out toe to toe with the old ogre!
She was magnificent�
Hoover was staring at Gretchen.
He glanced to Clyde Tolson who shrugged imperceptibly.
�Look,� Gretchen sighed. �Mr Christie is a seasoned field operative with recent personal familiarity with the subject of your investigation. In many ways he is as committed to hunting down Galen Cheney as you or any of your agents. Nobody is suggesting letting him free at this time; but surely it makes sense to make the best use of his experience, proven skills, and his knowledge of your suspect�s methods and psychology?�
Tolson leaned over and said something into his boss�s ear.
�You�d guarantee Christie wouldn�t make a break for it?�
Gretchen laughed a short, gentile laugh.
�No, Mister Director.� She met his cold gaze. �This is your investigation. You take the risks and you get the glory if it all turns out for the best. That�s the deal the Department of Justice and the FBI signed up to earlier in the week. We are here to ensure that the FBI abides by that agreement. We are not here to tell you your business.�

Chapter 28

Saturday 20th June 1964
LBJ Ranch, Stonewall, Texas
Whenever he visited the South Claude Betancourt felt like he was leaving his country and travelling to somebody else�s. Before today he had never visited the LBJ Ranch, situated some fourteen miles west of Johnson City and felt no little discomfiture to be well over fifty miles from the nearest centre of what in Texas roughly approximated � in his opinion � to civilization, the city of Austin. The problem was that he needed the Vice President a lot more than the man who was a heartbeat from the White House needed him; that after all, was the true measure of how badly things were going for his clients. He would never have made the long, wearying and now very dusty trek down to what he regarded as universally hostile territory unless he � or rather, Jack and Bobby, and most of the rest of the Administration � was desperate.
Of course, Claude Betancourt no longer spoke for the Kennedy boys or what was left of Camelot from the glory days. He had been Joe Kennedy�s lawyer, and friend when it suited the old bootlegger, something of a distant, protective uncle to the two surviving older sons but they, and he, had never actually been that close. Jack had asked his advice a couple of times; ignored it both times. Bobby well, Bobby always knew best. Ever since Joe Kennedy�s death he had been attempting to navigate the stormy cross currents of the Kennedy family; and come to the conclusion that no feuding mediaeval dynasty � excepting perhaps, the Medici family or the Hapsburgs � were in the same league as the Hyannis Port mafia.
Now that old Joe was gone the clan was a very Catholic matriarchy, ruled over by the Presidents mother, Rose. Like everybody else in the family Rose, since 1951 the �Countess of the Holy See� courtesy of Pope Pius XIII � the pontiff who failed to speak out against the Holocaust � had been under her husband�s thumb during his life. She had coped with his infidelities with, among other prescription medications, the help of Seconal, Placidyl, Librium, Lomotil and Librax, and sustained by her faith. Faith notwithstanding, there was no evidence she had lifted a finger to stop her eldest daughter being lobotomized, her prudishness was legendary, and she had made several of her children�s lives a misery insisting that they all marry within the Catholic communion. It was Rose who exiled her second daughter, Kathleen � killed in an air crash in France in 1948 � from the family for marrying �outside the Church� during the Second War. Since her husband�s death it was Rose that was the keeper of the family�s secrets and the implacable guardian of what she imagined was its �good name�.
At times Rose had done her level best to make Claude Betancourt�s job�impossible.
The strangest thing was that he had put up with it for so long. On the one hand there was the bungling and the moral corruption of the Kennedy boys in the White House, on the other the back-biting and infighting, the grasping for the wealth of the family; all overseen by the malignant presence of the Countess of the Holy See from her Cape Cod castle.
The latest news was that as he scrabbled around attempting to cobble together enough support for Jack Kennedy not to be completely humiliated at the Atlantic City Convention in a couple of month�s time; Rose Kennedy�s lawyers were �secretly� preparing a barrage of multi-million dollar suits against his firm for negligence and a failure to enact the instructions laid down in the old monster�s will. Actually, he and his people had been scrupulous in their work, it was just that Rose and �the boys� did not like the size of his bills. That was the trouble with really rich people; they always thought other people should pay their dues. Publicly, he would be accused of not doing enough to guard her Joe Kennedy�s legacy.
God in Heaven!
The man�s sons had blown up half the world!
That would be the Kennedy family legacy for all time!
If a saint like the Countess of the Holy See could not do anything about that what was he, a mere mortal, supposed to do about it?
But then he was not even of her Church, so he was always going to betray the family in the end!
Jackie Bouvier had been right all along about Rose: �I don't think Jack's mother is too bright and she would rather say a rosary than read a book.�
In any event Claude Betancourt had decided there was nothing more he could do in New England. Old Joe Kennedy�s affairs were as �sorted out� as they were ever going to be and if Betancourt and Sallis was going to have to defend itself in a Boston court � after all he had done for the Kennedys in the last thirty years � well, Rose and Jack and Bobby and the rest of that bunch were welcome to get their own lily-white hands dirty.
Ha, getting their hands dirty cleaning up after themselves!
That would be a first for the Kennedys!
The fact that old Joe Kennedy�s fixer found himself in Texas on this hot, dusty day spoke eloquently for itself. If the family had been paying attention the last few weeks it would have noticed that he had washed his hands of the whole lot of them!
His air-conditioned limousine had bumped and rumbled, rolling like a ship in a rough sea as it kicked up dirt and stones on the grit road, having left Route 290 some miles back to follow a half-surfaced track along the southern bank of the Pedernales River to approach the LBJ Ranch from the east. The Secret Service regarded the ranch�s frontage with the main highway as a dangerously exposed flank which most of the time the Vice President was in residence, was so heavily patrolled as to be virtually impassable. Besides, LBJ was not about to advertise the fact he was entertaining a man whose very name was anathema to the majority of his key Southern Democrat allies.
Claude Betancourt was surprised to be greeted on the front porch by Lyndon Baines Johnson, his wife Lady Bird and the Vice President�s sixteen year old daughter Lucy. He was even more surprised � although Southern hospitality being what it was, he ought not to have been surprised � by the warmth of his reception.
�We were all so pleased to hear how recovered your lovely daughter is, Mr Betancourt,� Lady Bird gushed, taking the old man�s arm after her husband had stopped pumping his hand and patting his shoulder. Lucy Baines Johnson had curtsied and smiled so sweetly that it had very nearly melted the visitor�s hard heart. �After everything she has been through. And married, too! We were so sad not to have been able to be in Philadelphia. You must be such a proud father?�
�Gretchen does me credit I really don�t deserve,� Claude Betancourt had confessed.
When Betancourt had first known Lyndon Johnson the tall Texan had chain smoked, and seemed as young as his years but that was before in July 1955, aged only forty-seven he had suffered a heart attack that had very nearly killed him. Since then Lady Bird had made him eat more sensibly, and no cigarette had touched his lips but for a man in only his fifty-sixth year Johnson was prematurely aged, often walking and moving with the stiff gait of a man in his sixties or seventies. Nevertheless, having acquired an exaggerated craggy gravitas from his near brush with death it was a thing he used to best effect.
That was one of the things Claude Betancourt had always admired about LBJ. His differences with the Vice President had been, and probably remained, personal not political; Johnson was the master of the possible, a hugely pragmatic, driven man who had literally hauled himself up by his bootstraps from the humblest of beginnings. Johnson had enjoyed none of the gilded advantages bequeathed to JFK by virtue of his birth; he had had to fight tooth and claw for absolutely everything he had ever achieved. Nothing had come easily to LBJ and in many ways his continuing public loyalty to the Kennedys and to the rapidly disintegrating Democratic Party, frankly astonished Betancourt.
Lyndon Johnson grinned.
There was a bottle of Bourbon and two empty tumblers on a table next to the chairs positioned by the broad windows looking through the trees towards the course of the Pedernales River.
�That girl of yours will light fires under the asses of the DOJ�s people when the Battle of Washington tribunals get under way!� He observed with no little pleasure. Despite having been Democrat Majority Leader in the House throughout Eisenhower�s Presidency LBJ had no love for the complacent Washington � and now Philadelphia � elite and the sclerotic, virtually moribund institutions of the Federal Government.
�Yes,� Claude Betancourt conceded ruefully, �I�m afraid she will.�
�Why�d you let her get herself into a bare-knuckle fight with those assholes at Justice?� In a moment the Vice President had retreated from the directness of the interrogative. �If you don�t mind me asking, sir?�
The two men settled in cushioned cane chairs and Johnson poured generous measures of amble liquid into each tumbler.
�That�s an interesting question, Mr Vice President,� the older man confessed. He was the best part of two decades his host�s age, a man who had forever operated behind the scenes and around the fringes of the Kennedy family. Even now he remained largely anonymous except to the people who actually cared about where the real power and influence lay. He had allowed the most precious thing in his life, his brilliant, beautiful daughter to openly take on the same entrenched �establishment� that he had been so careful to avoid challenging his entire adult career. �I think the answer has, for once in my life, rather more to do with a father�s love for his child than politics. Gretchen is a free spirit and it would have been unspeakably cruel to cage her as if she was some exquisite, unique song bird.�
Lyndon Johnson arched an eyebrow.
He picked up his drink.
�Lady Bird won�t let me smoke. She weighs my food, she tells me when I have to come back home to rest. My girls aren�t any better. Daddy this, daddy that,� he chuckled, �without the ones we love we ain�t nothing!�
Claude Betancourt took it as read that the other man would know Gretchen was hand in glove with the FBI in the affair of the traitorous former special agent granted special immunity to hunt down the perpetrators of the Bedford Pine Park atrocities in Atlanta. It was in that enterprise � rather than in her defense of the Battle of Washington ring leaders � that the real dangers to his daughter�s future career most likely lay; a thing that LBJ would understand perfectly.
He took the whiskey tumbler offered to him; and unflinchingly met the Vice President� stern, penetrating gaze. Symbolism was sometimes everything in politics and by coming to Stonewall, Claude Betancourt had told Johnson that Jack Kennedy had finally lost the Party.
The man who had been born in a ramshackle farmhouse not far from where the two men now sat, the oldest of five children brought up in grinding poverty and often hungry, who had been eased out of the Presidential ticket in 1960 by the wealth, slanders and duplicity of the Kennedys, was now the Democratic Party�s last best hope of salvation.
Johnson savored the moment as whiskey burned in his throat.
He had known his post Battle of Washington pact with Jack Kennedy would only last as long as it suited the President. When it became obvious that he and the President�s men were heading in opposite directions on the �Middle East question�, over the absence of any real movement on the civil rights crisis that was tearing areas of the Deep South to pieces, and that his role in the re-election campaign had become one of �keeping sweet the Governors who did not want to be seen in public with either Jack or Bobby Kennedy� he had read the writing writ large upon the wall. JFK�s people, Bobby mainly, were hawking around for an alternative running mate; �somebody who could bring the big labor unions back into the stockade� and who would �speak to the New England heartlands� better than the son of an impoverished dirt farmer from the back of nowhere.
The dysfunction within both the Party and the Administration was graphically illustrated by the invidious situation of LBJ loyalist Marvin Watson, the man who had stepped into Kenny O�Donnell�s post � White House Appointments Secretary, an outdated title which actually described the post of Chief of Staff � after the Battle of Washington. That the man at the heart of the White House could be so marginalized, basically left out of the loop on so many important decisions was ludicrous and but for Johnson�s pleas he would have resigned weeks ago.
�Bobby�s been talking to Hubert Humphrey,� Claude Betancourt said blandly. �And Eugene McCarthy, but I�m sure you�ve heard those rumors too.�
Johnson nodded.
He and the President�s younger brother had concluded a watchful short-lived rapprochement that spring; a rapprochement that the state of the polls had now extinguished although publicly Bobby still behaved as if nothing had changed.
�The last thing the ticket needs is a bleeding heart liberal,� he remarked sourly.
The odd thing about Lyndon Johnson�s career was that for all that he was a man nurtured by, and who had grown up in the bosom of the Southern Democrat citadel, he was anything but trapped in the past. Not that he was any kind of starry-eyed idealist. Had he not been a ruthlessly ambitious operator unfettered by ideological baggage, or any guiding philosophy, or deep-seated beliefs it would have been impossible for him to do business with a man like Claude Betancourt who was, by any standards, his natural enemy. Conversely, that Claude Betancourt understood Johnson so much better than anybody in the inner first circle of the Kennedy Administration was hardly surprising; for neither he or Johnson was a man who had ever let high-sounding principles get in the way of doing what needed to be done.
Which made it all the more bizarre that Jack Kennedy had decided to �do business� with the Soviets without sub-contracting the deal out to the one man in the Administration � Lyndon Johnson � best qualified to play hardball with Dobrynin and Zorin. Letting Bobby anywhere near those negotiations was madness and while the President�s little brother � whose ruthlessness was of the superficial college boy frat society type liable to be too often compromised by what he and his brother construed to be �good intentions� � was just plain dumb. J. William Fulbright was a safe pair of hands, granted; but what was he supposed to do when the Kennedy brothers were constantly trying to conduct international affairs in ways consistent with their infantile, blinkered sense of corporate moral probity?
Claude Betancourt had still not got to the bottom of what the President had actually promised British Prime Minister Thatcher at Hyannis Port. White House insiders were making bad jokes about how Jack Kennedy had �taken advantage� of the naive little English housewife; but nothing the old man had heard about Margaret Thatcher from any of his sources in the CIA or from his people in England gave him any confidence that it was remotely possible that JFK had scored a significant coup at the Hyannis Port Summit. The British had gone home without making an embarrassing public fuss and that itself spoke volumes for what they thought the President had promised them. Moreover, everything he was hearing told him that the Brits had had vastly superior intelligence on the Russian post-October War recovery than any of the US armed services or intelligence agencies. In fact everything pointed towards Jack Kennedy in some way buying off the Brits, possibly with the as yet unspecified �Fulbright Plan� or some other undisclosed assurances of aide or military support. The notion that the Administration planned to just let the Brits �hang� in the Persian Gulf � a suggestion widely circulating in Philadelphia � was, to Claude Betancourt�s mind, too insane to contemplate.
Troublingly, if there was any truth in it, it changed everything.
That such lunacy was actually being discussed spoke volumes to the inherent un-electability of John Fitzgerald Kennedy in November, even assuming he � against the odds � got re-nominated at Atlantic City in a couple of months time.
Lyndon Johnson was watching the old man closely.
�What�s on your mind, Claude?�
�What would you do now if you were the President?�
The Texan guffawed, looked away.
�You mean what would I do if I didn�t shoot myself first?� He retorted disgustedly. �It ain�t going to happen, anyway.� His expression was suddenly agate hard, his stare angrily intense. �I don�t trust the fucking Russians any further than I can spit. JFK was supposed to get the Brits under control at Cape Cod. I said throw them a fucking bone if you have to. Jeez� �
Claude Betancourt felt icy fingers clutching his heart, throat.
�There ain�t going to be no fucking �Fulbright Plan�. God dammit! Those fucking schoolboys almost got us into a shooting war with the Brits in December! Now it�s all happening again!�
The Vice President clunked his tumbler down so hard on the table that some of its contents spilled.
He did not notice.
�Now we�re talking to the same bastards who killed ten million Americans because of Cuba!� The Texan tried and failed to rein in his angst. �I didn�t tell you this but JFK sent the top guy in the Navy to fucking Bombay to personally deliver �the President�s� orders to the commander of Carrier Division Seven�.�
Claude Betancourt was silent.
�As if that wasn�t bad enough,� the Vice President scoffed, exasperated, �now old Joe Kennedy�s attorney comes all the way down to Stonewall to ask me what I�d do if I was President!�

Chapter 29

Saturday 20th June 1964
Headquarters of 32nd Infantry Division, Madison, Wisconsin
Major General William Bradford Rosson listened to the comforting rumble of the Wright R-3350 radial engines of the two A-1 Douglas Skyraiders circling high above the besieged city. If the politicians had authorized the unrestricted use of air power � what little that was actually available to the newly cobbled together �Michigan-Illinois-Iowa-Minnesota Command� � a month ago Milwaukee might not have fallen and Madison might not now be an island in the mid-stream of the nightmare.
The rebels had given up on taking Madison by frontal assault; instead, the enemy sniped at its perimeter, lobbed shells into the city while the greater part of the horde swept north up Interstate 90 and west along Route 18. The rebels had changed their tactics within hours of the arrival of the Skyraiders. Now the horde had dispersed and was moving in a great, scattered diaspora to the west offering few if any opportunities to attack concentrated groups of people or vehicles.
Ominously, war supplies looted from arsenals in Milwaukee and elsewhere along the western shore of Lake Michigan were beginning to appear in greater quantities in front of Madison. M-48 tanks, M113 APCs, and big Army trucks were trundling towards the State Capital. Around the city all the roads had been cut.
There was no good news.
Worse, the nature of the enemy was becoming daily less opaque.
Rosson re-focused on the two prisoners.
A man and a woman, kids really. Ragged, dirty, angry-eyed they had both got through the lines just before the first big attack several days ago, seemingly two innocent refugees. The woman had knifed an Army surgeon to death and the man had tried to grab an M-16 before they were restrained.
�And the stars in the sky fell to earth, as figs drop from a fig tree when shaken by a strong wind,� the woman spat.
She had been quoting from the Bible off and on for several minutes.
�Blessed is the one who reads aloud the words of this prophecy,� her boyfriend said smugly. �And blessed are those who hear it and take to heart what is written in it, because the time is near.�
�That�s from the Book Revelation, right?� Queried the weary Divisional Intelligence Officer; his brow was furrowed with a nascent infuriation that bordered on despair.
The woman�s name was Jessica.
�None of this is our doing,� she declared. �God prophesied that the Devil would visit evil upon the World. �And the four angels who had been kept ready for this very hour and day and month and year were released to kill a third of the world's people.� God commands us to punish the ungodly,� she went on, her tone suggesting that what she was saying was so self-evidently reasonable and right that no sane person could possibly disagree with a single word of it.
The man captured with her tried to explain to the misbegotten lost souls around him in the basement of the Capital Building.
�The cowardly, the unbelieving, the vile, the murderers, the sexually immoral, those who practice magic arts, the idolaters and all liars � they will be consigned to the fiery lake of burning sulphur,� he elaborated. From his expression he could already picture his captors dissolving in cauldrons of the aforementioned �burning sulphur�.
The Intelligence Office was a fifty year old reservist who had been teaching Chemistry and Physics in Cincinnati at the time of the October War.
�Sulphur burns blue,� he observed. �In natural daylight it burns invisibly.�
The prisoners looked at him as if he was an idiot.
�The nations were angry, and your wrath has come,� the woman intoned. Her face was bruised and dirty, her left eye puffy and half-closed and her victim�s arterial life blood was liberally sprayed on her scrawny arms and her torn shirt. �The time has come for judging the dead, and for rewarding your servants, the prophets and your people who revere your name, both great and small � and for destroying those who destroy the earth.�
�Yeah,� the Intelligence Officer murmured distractedly. �So what happens when you�ve killed everybody who doesn�t agree with your particular interpretation of scripture?�
�There is only one God. There is only one scripture� �
�Revelation?�
�We are the only true people of the Book!� The man protested smugly.
The Intelligence Officer shook his head.
�They�re all like this, sir,� he reported, grimly.
�We�re through here,� Rosson agreed. He stood over the man and the woman. �You are hereby convicted of breaking the established rules of war by infiltrating US Army lines by falsely claiming refugee status. Thereafter you murdered one man and injured several others in an unprovoked attack. You are hereby sentenced to death by firing squad. Sentence will be carried out forthwith.�
The prisoners were under the misapprehension that they were entitled to a few last words. However, their captors had already heard more than enough. They were gagged before being frog-matched out of the bunker.
Several minutes later a volley of rifle shots rang out.
Rosson went above ground and walked across relatively open ground to make his daily report to Governor John Reynolds. The news the day before that Green Bay, the Governor�s birthplace had fallen into rebel hands had broken something in Reynolds. Although he was the younger of the two men by a couple of years the 36th Governor of Wisconsin was haggard, old before his time.
�We�re getting the same story from every prisoner, sir,� Rosson prefaced, dropping into the chair drawn up by Reynolds�s chief of staff. �It�s hard to credit but as my Intelligence people say, the �narrative is increasingly coherent and compelling�.� He quirked a rueful smile and shook his head. �It seems people returning to the Great Lakes area from the failed coup d��tat in DC in December took control of the gangs in North Chicago and the bombed out badlands to the west. Religious nuts mostly� �
�Or,� Reynolds countered quietly, �people so traumatized and terrified by the Cuban Missiles War that they were prepared to follow anybody who gave them hope, or offered to make some kind of sense out of the madness of that war?�
�Anyway,� the commander of the 32nd Infantry Division went on, keen to avoid the conversation sliding into a new metaphysical quagmire, �eventually a cult or a sect which bases its belief system around a thing they call �the end of days� came out on top. It�s sort of a bastardized version of several fundamentalist Christian creeds. The breakout from Chicago was a spontaneous thing, something started by a small number of fanatics. There was never any plan to invade Milwaukee, leastways, not until it happened. It�s almost as if when the rebels seized Milwaukee they became, I don�t know,� he threw his arms wide, �self-aware. My Intelligence Chief likens what�s happened since to the viral spread of some kind of explosively virulent plague bacillus.�
Reynolds nodded thoughtfully but remained silent.
�The religious nuts followed the fanatics to Milwaukee,� Rosson expanded, �and hey presto, suddenly the pogrom against unbelievers was an organized thing.�
�And,� the Governor offered, �presumably, the people now leading the rebellion realized that unless the insurrection, uprising or whatever we want to call it, kept moving forward it would inevitably turn in upon itself.�
�Yes,� Bill Rosson�s throat was dry despite the bile threatening to rise. �If one was being cynical; expelling the whole population of Milwaukee, driving the unbelievers before them like Biblical Gadarene swine instantly solved the problem of what to do with the dead weight of the civilian populations suddenly under their control. Those that survived the expulsion could be used as human shields, or would convert and join the rebellion because anything was better than starving to death or being driven unarmed onto our guns!�
Reynolds groaned.
�The Gadarene swine into whom our Lord flung a madman�s demons, destined to run to their deaths at the cliff�s edge� � He sighed. �My God, how many people must have already died?�
The soldier did not care to speculate on this topic.
A few minutes later Rosson made his excuses and departed.
A tide of human misery was washing across Wisconsin. It was spreading out from Chicago and Milwaukee; already the Michigan coast all the way to Green Bay was lost, and Fond du Lac too. Madison was being bypassed, to the south but mainly to the north, and there was little or nothing to stop the ever-growing horde from forging northwest to Minneapolis. The insurgency was moving across a landscape of woods and rivers, lakes and pastures, prairies and ground where no army on earth could mass and move with the speed and agility necessary to corral or even channel such a huge wave of people, even if it held Madison. Elsewhere there was little that the scattered, over-stretched US Army and Marine contingents in Wisconsin could do to halt the tsunami of desperation, misery and rage short of the great, distant city of Minneapolis.
Nobody had ever posited this sort of scenario at West Point; it would have been the vision of a madman.
Bill Rosson arrived above ground with two aides at his heels.
Engineers had thrown up rubble berms and trenches had been excavated in the grounds of the Capital Building. Positioned on a broad isthmus between Lake Mendota and Lake Monona the area was out of range of small arms fire from outside the perimeter lines and other than shooting speculative single artillery rounds onto the isthmus, the area remained the safest in the city.
Rosson involuntarily broke step and glanced to the heavens.
High above two dark silhouettes wheeled like albatrosses.
Skyraiders circling like hawks awaiting the call to action.
The first round caught him in the side.
He grunted, all the air knocked out of his lungs as if he had just taken a right hook to the solar plexus.
�Sir?�
Rosson sank to his knees, he tried to speak but no sound came out of his bloody mouth in the seconds before the sniper�s second round blew away the top half of his skull.

Chapter 30

Saturday 20th June 1964
Campus of the University of California, Berkeley
Nathan Zabriski had scraped into the finals on Wednesday evening and come in second last at that afternoon�s track and field meet. His ring-rusty, somewhat heavy-footed performances in the fifteen hundred meter trials and the final had, however, hardly been in any way inexplicable given that he had spent most of the last three nights and two days fucking his psychiatrist. No, that was wrong; after their initial urgent rather than frantic, spontaneous re-coupling it had definitely been �making love�, not fucking.
And the �psychiatrist thing� was past history by then.
Not that Professor Caroline Konstantis, before the war a luminary of the Chicago School of Medicine, had actually ever considered herself to be her much, much younger lover�s �attending physician�. Nathan had resisted any kind of �therapy� so she had settled for just talking to him, as if she was his friend, his big sister� or his mother. And things had well� got out of control. One day she would write a book about it; try to quantify and specify the precise psychopathy which had led her to drive a metaphorical Sherman tank through every single sacred doctor-patient shibboleth which had previously ruled her entire adult life. The sanctity of those quasi-religious professional protocols had ruled her life right up until her first �private consultations� with the man who was a year younger than her son.
Every time she looked in the mirror she figured Nathan was seeing something she was missing. Notwithstanding she had been unhappily dowdy in her youth, her still slim figure was nothing to shout about, and she was absolutely no kind of sultry middle-aged temptress, Nathan just kept coming back for more. The weirdest thing was that he made her laugh. Not often but a lot more than any other man she had ever met, and once he had got past attacking her as opposed to making love to her he had proven to be marvelously imaginative, very gentle and possessed of exactly the stamina one would expect of a middle distance runner in training.
Berkeley�s Edwards Stadium had been almost completely empty for the Wednesday evening local qualifying rounds ahead of the main Saturday Meet. She had been lost in the scale of the place which at a pinch could accommodate some twenty-two thousand people. The arena would have echoed more but for the fact it was open plan at both ends of its north-south alignment. Two great stands flanked the long sides of the stadia � or �Field� � as everybody at Berkeley called it. Apparently, even though it was just a college track and field venue it remained, over three decades after its opening the largest of its type in the US.
Nathan was a mine of information about things like that; as befitting a former B-52 bombardier/navigator he liked to know what he was getting himself into, to research and to examine situations in fine detail before they could bite him. In applying to study at Berkeley he had made himself an expert on the University of California, its curricula, the faculty members likely to be in charge of his combined Geography, Geology and teaching courses, the precise layout of the town and the surrounding Bay Area, and in addition to putting his name down for the running team, he had joined several university clubs and societies, one or other of which already took him out of his garret on Hearst Avenue two or three nights a week, and all this before he had actually attended a single class.
Thus, Caroline � she was �Caro� to Nathan, she did not know why but loved it � was unusually well informed about the athletics stadium which occupied the south western corner of the Berkeley Campus.
The stadium was named for Colonel George C. Edwards. The appellation �Colonel� was an honorific arising out of his leadership of the cadet cadres of the University in the early part of the twentieth century. Born in 1852 Edwards had entered the newly founded University � it had received its charter from California Governor Henry H. Haight, a man now principally commemorated in the name of a street in San Francisco (Nathan was nothing if not exhaustive in his inquiries) � in March 1868. In 1869 Edwards had been in the first class of a dozen graduates. He was destined to become the �grand old man� of Berkeley, a fellow of the University, and from 1909 to 1918 Professor of Mathematics. Athletics had been a lifelong interest of Edwards, and after his retirement he was famous for proudly attending every track and field Meet in his capacity as the University�s oldest alumnus. Although his death in November 1930 pre-dated the opening of the new stadium named in his honor, few men had had their legacy preserved so indelibly in stone, cinder, grass and eternal Berkeley folklore as George Edwards.
Caroline had walked around the great Art-Deco �Field� � nobody could make up their mind whether it was Edwards �Stadium� or �Field� � and discovered that courtesy of the slightly elevated situation of the Campus, from various vantage points in the stands one could enjoy marvelous panoramic views of San Francisco Bay and the San Francisco skyline, the distant Golden Gate bridge to the west, or of the Berkeley Hills and Strawberry Canyon to the east.
What with one thing and another, the idea of making a new start in the Bay Area was growing on her every minute of every day!
There had been perhaps three to four thousand people in the East Stand around her during the finals that Saturday afternoon. She had sat in the sun with the other college kids and their parents, anonymous behind her Ray Bans. Nathan had planned to make his mark; she felt a little guilty � in a tingling sort of way � for having ruined him for today and probably for days to come. However, there would be other days; it was not as if she thought that what they had � whatever it was � was likely to last overlong.
Caroline was a little surprised when Nathan � despite everything still a gung ho go-getting Air Force guy � was relatively sanguine about his lowly position in the last race of the Meet.
�You ran very bravely,� she commiserated after they had settled in a side alcove in a busy coffee house on campus. She wanted badly to employ a comforting �sweetheart�, or �darling� to most sentences but as yet neither she nor the man had reconciled themselves to that level of �commitment�.
Perhaps, it was because she was back in a place of academia that she was beginning to feel more secure, less foolish. Being at Berkeley was like walking through the gates of a great fortress designed to keep the real world at bay.
�I couldn�t relax,� he explained. �It�s got to be way over three years since I raced for real. I�d forgotten how intense it could be.�
They had settled opposite each other in a quiet corner.
Caroline stirred her coffee.
�I wore you out, sweetheart.�
The word slipped out inadvertently and she instantly blushed, lowering her eyes like a teenager on her first prom date.
The man left her discomfiture unremarked.
�A little, maybe,� he grinned uncomfortably. �But it wasn�t just that. I wasn�t up to speed in my head. I was better than all those guys in the final. Well, most of them. A couple of the guys from out of state were probably out of my league, but I just couldn�t hook everything up. I was never striding economically, I was unbalanced, I was too worried about what the others were going to do, it was as if one of the big birds I flew with the 5136th Bomb Wing was down on power on a couple of its engines. I let the others dictate the pace of the race and which piece of track I got to run on� �
Nathan halted in mid-sentence, aware that he had turned introspective.
�Next time I�ll run better,� he promised philosophically.
Tonight there was a California Civil Rights Forum sponsored �event� � not a rally, just an �event� � at Wheeler Hall. The CCRF had booked, somewhat optimistically Caroline suspected, the Wheeler Auditorium, the largest lecture hall on the campus. Several student �leaders�, representatives of the offices of the Mayors of San Francisco, Oakland and Berkeley, a representative of the Southern Baptist Convention, and a speaker from the NAACP were due to be on the podium. Dr Martin Luther King�s March on Philadelphia had been launched in Atlanta a fortnight ago and so far, protected by National Guardsmen and several companies of regular troops including detachments from the 2nd Marines, Dr King�s progress north through Georgia and Tennessee � one bus leap at a time, each separated by two to three days � had proceeded without bloodshed. Soon the dog-legging route would move east, into North Carolina and Virginia with the condemnation of the Deep South ringing in its ears. More alarming, there were wild rumors of �militia columns� from Mississippi, Texas and Alabama preparing to follow the Civil Rights marchers north; and more �columns� of hundreds of armed bikers racing to get ahead of the ever growing ranks of �marchers�, supported by truck loads of Southern States� Rights activists, Klan men reinforced by disaffected veterans who felt �sold out� by the Federal Government.
Each time Dr King stepped out at the head of the next stage on the road north, more local people joined, mostly blacks but a lot of whites too. Many of the so-called �day marchers� returned home after making their gesture of solidarity but already several hundred had become �all the way to Philly marchers�.
Caroline was surprised by the number of police officers and state troopers outside Wheeler Hall and in the corridors inside. Many of the twenty or more Berkeley PD men on the steps carried pump action shotguns or long night sticks. Within the building the police were randomly searching everybody before they were permitted to enter the Wheeler Auditorium. Nathan was patted down, and subjected to several hard stares; Caroline was waved through, perversely, a little miffed by the blanket assumption that women of a certain age were unlikely to be carrying concealed weapons.
The lecture hall was half-full by the time they found places in the body of the tiered seating. There was a lot of talking; the atmosphere was half party, half revivalist rally, increasingly charged as more and more people filed noisily into the auditorium.
Caroline had thought she would feel left out, old in this company but although the majority of the audience comprised college age kids there were people of all ages sprinkled around her. All ages and all colors which was a weird experience for her and suddenly she was asking herself why. She was the daughter of second generation German-Jewish, and Greek-Cypriot immigrants who had initially settled respectively in the Bronx and Atlantic City around the turn of the century. But she had always been an American because being American was not about where you came from but about signing up to the shared idea of America.
All men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights. That among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness�
But if a child was born black or was in any way less than wholly white in this country those fundamental rights had never been �inalienable�. Perhaps, she ought to have cared about that a lot more than she actually had long before now?
It also occurred to her that she had never previously attended a political, let alone a �protest� rally before. Throughout her life the American political process had completely passed her by and she had never even bothered to wave at it as it rolled off towards the horizon. She had been too busy paying lip service to her miserable marriage, too deeply immersed in her career to worry overly about who was sitting in the White House; most election years she never got around to voting. She could have told a third party who the Mayor of Chicago was most years, but as to the identity of her Congressman or either of the Senators sent to Washington DC by the State of Illinois, or their party affiliation, she was indifferent and frankly, ignorant. And then the October War had blown away her old certainties and politics had mattered even less.
The chaotic theatricality of the �rally� slowly, surely drew her in.
What was going on in the Deep South was bad�
America had lost its way�
The nation was house divided�
There was no �Democrat� or �Republican� twist to what each speaker who stepped up to the battery of microphones down in the well of the auditorium said to the murmuring, buzzing crowd in the packed hall that evening.
Caroline felt a little as if she had walked into a charismatic religious assembly. Several of the men � there was only one woman on the stage party � spoke like evangelists of the rights of Man, of how lucky Californians were to live in an island of relative good order and peace, in which the racial tensions present in �so many other sad places� were if not absent, then at least �contained�.
She thought it was all rather self-congratulatory and complacent.
California had been uniquely lucky. Untouched by the war and economically booming back in late 1962 it had been better placed than practically any other state in the Union to ride out the post-war shocks. The entire American south west had escaped the bombs and the fallout, and behind the great wall of the Rockies and the Sierra Madre Californians had soon recognized that they were living in a very different country to that inhabited by many northerners and easterners.
Over an hour into the rally; with the audience becoming a little restive in the increasingly smoky auditorium and wearying of the roll call of well-intentioned, mainly middle-aged men � local luminaries and academics in the main � each spouting more or less the same rhetoric, the single woman on the platform rose to her feet.
Caroline was aware of the hush around her.
Everybody seemed to know who the young woman was and she did not.
She was blond and willowy in a calf-length flowery frock, her hair, falling almost but not quite across her shoulders. She was as tall � taller in fact � than several of the men around her and oddly, seraphically at ease with every eye in the Wheeler Auditorium fixed upon her. Her composure was not the superficial, manufactured presence of a movie star at a glitzy premier, or the slick glad-handing command of a professional politician. No, it was something that defied instant encapsulation, as if she had not yet begun to come to terms with it herself.
�My name is Miranda Sullivan,� the young woman declared with a self-deprecating diffidence that effortlessly charmed the unwary. �I am,� she corrected herself, �was the first secretary of the California Civil Rights Forum. I consider myself honored and privileged to be the friend and co-worker of Mr Terry Francois, the President of the San Francisco chapter of the NAACP. Many of you will know that following an automobile crash Terry is still in hospital. He sends his apologies for not being able to make this rally tonight� �
Caroline flinched at the vehemence of the sudden outburst of clapping and cheering that threatened to raise the rafters high above her head.
�Many of you will also know,� Miranda continued, resting her pale hands on the rostrum as she looked around the auditorium, �that I resigned my post at the CCRF after the death of my boyfriend Dwayne John in the Bedford Pine Park atrocity. Like you I believe it is a national disgrace that the FBI and the law enforcement agencies of the Federal Government has still not brought the evil and misguided men responsible for that crime to justice� �
There was a stamping of feet, a crescendo of angry condemnation.
Miranda raised her hands to quiet the crowd.
�But that is not why I am here tonight� �
She waited as if she perfectly, intuitively understood how the mood of the gathering would rise and fall, like waves in a Pacific storm breaking on the rocky coast of the Golden Gate.
�The man I loved is dead. He died standing between Doctor Martin Luther King � the greatest living American of our time � and the cowardly assassin�s bullets� �
People were on their feet around Caroline.
Nathan took her hand and they stood up.
�But we are not here,� Miranda continued, �to talk about what is past. We cannot change the past. The dead are dead, lost to us other than in our memories and our dreams. We are here tonight to talk about and to look to the future. A better future for us, our brothers and sisters of color, and our children and their children�s children� �
The whole building was rocking with the foot stamping.
Miranda Sullivan waited patiently.
�Terry Francois has asked me to assist in his work in the Bay Area in the coming days but at the end of the month I will be boarding a plane for Philadelphia to march with Dr King� �
The tumult took even longer to subside now.
�I know that those of you who cannot come to Philadelphia will also be marching with Dr King in spirit� �
Caroline had watched football crowds reduced to a state of ecstatic communal intoxication by the nervous exhaustion and elation of the occasion. She had never imagined an American audience could be so helpless in any speaker�s hands.
�If I may I will leave you with a parting thought. A question framed by Dr King as he lay desperately ill in hospital in Atlanta in February.� Miranda paused, her gaze sweeping around the auditorium. �Having saved so many of his children from the apocalypse of October nineteen sixty-two what right thinking man can any longer deny the hand of a merciful God in human affairs?�
She waited, looking around the auditorium.
�I leave you the words of Dr King,� she went on, her voice that of a humble supplicant. �Forgive those who have trespassed against me. Do not surrender to the darkness of vengefulness but walk with me down the brightly lit road that the Lord has prepared for us all� �

Chapter 31

Saturday 20th June 1964
LBJ Ranch, Stonewall, Texas
Claude Betancourt had known that the Vice President would view his visit with the understandable caution of a man putting his hand into a lucky dip who has just heard the angry rattle of a western diamondback rattlesnake. That was why he had asked Gretchen to make the first � necessarily oblique � �peace feeler� towards the wily Texan, and gone to such extraordinary lengths to convince everybody in Philadelphia that he was spending the weekend at McDermott�s Open recuperating from a mild case of heat stroke.
Not that the weather down in Texas was any more conducive to clear, rational thinking than the heat wave currently engulfing the temporary capital. Morning temperatures had soared to the high nineties Fahrenheit and stubbornly stuck around a hundred degrees most afternoons the last week; at night the heat had hardly abated. Fortuitously, he had spent a small fortune ensuring the Cherry Hill mansion he had gifted to his ungrateful daughter and son-in-law was fully air-conditioned; so while others fled to the Jersey Coast or to their country hideaways to escape the enervating heat and stifling humidity of the city, nobody would have thought twice about the widely circulated news that �that Machiavellian old bastard Betancourt� had retreated under Gretchen�s roof. Not many people knew that the newlyweds had already moved out; but the numerous armed guards around McDermott�s Open were amply sufficient to convince the Philadelphia press pack that he was in residence.
�There will be a lot of trouble with my people in the South,� Lyndon Baines Johnson decided, clunking his tumble of Bourbon on the low table between the two men. A warm breeze blew across the veranda from the direction of the Pedernales River, invisible beyond the trees to the north. �Of course we should be behind the civil rights thing,� he went on, irritably, �but we have to give them old boys something even if they�re kicking our asses up and down the fucking Mississippi. That�s just politics! But those boys in New England think its personal!�
Those boys happened to be the President of the United States and his little brother, the Attorney General and therein lay the problem.
�Jeez,� LBJ complained. �Back before that goddammed Bedford Pine Park thing happened we had a handle on this shit. All of it! Jesus! We had a plan for Chicago and we�d agreed among ourselves to give the Brits enough support for them to hold the line in Europe and the Mediterranean without us having to send GIs overseas. Honest to God, for a month or two I believed that Bill Fulbright was a fucking magician. That was a Hell of a deal he cut. We send some ships to the Mediterranean and the Brits fight all the shitty little wars that somebody has to fight if the whole fucking World isn�t going to go to shit! If we�d had the courage to run on that platform we�d have been twenty points ahead of Goldwater, or Rockefeller, or Cabot Lodge, or Nixon or whoever the Republicans put up against us by now. As for that bastard Wallace in Alabama, come November he�d have been what he�s always been, a one issue loser!�
Claude Betancourt did not think that Jack Kennedy�s road back to the White House was ever going to be, or could ever have been, that straightforward but the Vice President�s judgment was essentially sound; back in February the Administration had somehow, against all odds, regained a semblance of control over events. At the time the Bedford Pine Park atrocity had seemed like a hump in the road, not an impassable roadblock guarded by M-60 tanks.
Where it had all gone wrong was in the Administration�s paralysis in the aftermath of the invasion of Iran and Iraq by an apparently resurgent � demonstrably not annihilated � Soviet Union at the time of the Battle of Malta in early April; which, in turn had led to a disastrous clash of personalities within the Democratic hierarchy hamstringing the military�s plans to crush the Chicago rebellion in the spring. It was hard to imagine any two events short of a second global nuclear war which could have so comprehensively eradicated what little remained of the credibility of the Kennedy Administration.
If the President had emerged a little more regularly from his Hyannis Port enclave or any of the other bunkers he lived in between his increasingly infrequent travels he might actually have heard, from the lips of real people, in what unimaginably low esteem he was now held by the majority of Americans. But of course, these days he only talked to people who agreed with him which was probably why he honestly believed he was being � in some shrewd way that was beyond the comprehension of most observers � politically adroit in publicly kicking the Brits when they were down after the Cape Cod Summit. His poll ratings had spiked a few points higher for about a week before falling like a stone.
Nobody liked a bully who stomped on an apparently beaten foe.
America First had become a poison which had fatally corroded the Administration from within. In embracing it so violently Jack Kennedy, having always previously attempted to claim the moral high ground, had got onto his knees into an unwinnable mud-wrestle with half-a-dozen no holds barred street fighters. Scenting the blood in the water the Republicans were belatedly showing signs of an unstoppable revival. The emergence of a likely Rockefeller-Nixon ticket � it was anybody�s guess whose name would actually be on the top of that ticket � had lifted the GOP�s morale at precisely the moment Democrat spirits were in near terminal decline.
Jack Kennedy ought to have been articulating a new American dream, talking reconstruction and rebirth; instead he was locked in a death grip fighting for the dominion of the lowest, dirtiest ground in American politics.
When a man like Jack Kennedy started talking himself out of doing the right thing it was hardly surprising that so many of the party faithful were looking to jump ship.
Lyndon Johns raised his glass to his lips.
�When the news gets out about the Moon Program,� he sniffed, �Alabama, Florida and Texas, and most likely California, New Mexico and Nevada will go south so fast those boys in Massachusetts won�t know they�ve lost their pants until they�re standing on Main Street with their dicks flapping in the wind!�
The billions of dollars associated with NASA, the Air Force and a dozen prestigious universities� Manna from Heaven promised for many years to come � had been all that was tying the fragmenting Southern Democratic homelands to the Administration. Much of the renewed military spending was concentrated in the north, huge swaths of the strife-torn old Deep South already felt forgotten and neglected, despised by the Philadelphia elite.
Claude Betancourt held his peace.
�Do your people have any idea what�s going to happen when the rest of the country finds out how bad things are in the Midwest?� The Vice President asked him bluntly.
The older man was impassive.
�Or,� LBJ grunted sarcastically, �what will happen when the price of gas doesn�t just keep going up every week but the pumps start running dry?�
Claude Betancourt did not think the pumps were going to run dry any time soon. The United States had built up massive strategic crude oil reserves in the last year, and over half the surviving big refineries in the World were on American soil. But in eighteen months, perhaps a couple of years time if the Red Army closed the Persian Gulf? Well, that was another kettle of fish�
As for the escalating price of gas at the pump�
Heck, rising prices were simply a reflection of the fact that in the present weakened state of the Federal Government the big oil companies knew they could virtually get away with murder. JFK was fighting for his political � and probably, his temporal life also � and the last thing he was about to do was go to war with the all-powerful, mendacious and utterly ruthless cartel that former Administrations and the madness of the October War had immovably entrenched. The so-called Seven Sisters might have emerged reduced in number from World War III but the cartel still controlled � albeit nominally � eighty percent of the World�s oil reserves and trade; and the men who ran Gulf Oil, Standard Oil of California (SoCal), Standard Oil of New Jersey (ESSO), Standard Oil of New York (Mobil), and Texaco, had already given up on John Fitzgerald Kennedy.
What use was a President who would not, or could not defend the vast oilfields of the Arabian American Oil Company (Aramco), which was one hundred percent owned by four of the five surviving �Sisters�. It was an even sadder state of affairs when a government�s writ, by virtue of military incompetence and administrative enfeeblement no longer ran across every state in the union; and when that same government proved self-evidently incapable or just plain unwilling to protect the key assets of major American companies abroad the situation became intolerable.
The Seven Sisters had prospered in the post-World War II American Empire. The chaotic retreat from that short-lived empire, most notably in Arabia and the rest of the Middle East, sub-Saharan Africa and the writing off of practically all their Western European �property�, had not yet been � nor was likely to be any time soon � materially offset by new ventures and �opportunities� which had opened up in South America, Canada, and Asia. In fact, the Kennedy Administration�s casual alienation of Australians, New Zealanders, South Africans and latterly the Spanish and Portuguese was beginning to have a range of painfully limiting, and most unwelcome impacts on the post-war balance sheets of practically all of the surviving �Sisters�. Much to the consternation of a Wall Street establishment built on the rock of the US oil industry.
�It is my understanding that the President,� Claude Betancourt sighed, �entertains robust plans to impose a peace on the warring parties in the Persian Gulf.�
�Curtis LeMay told those boys he needed two bomb groups of B-52s, and two hundred thousand troops on the ground,� Lyndon Johnson scoffed derisively. �What we�ve got is the Kitty Hawk and half-a-dozen ships. We might as well be pissing in the wind. If anything goes wrong � anything at all � we�re liable to get ourselves into a shooting war with the Brits, the Russians and God knows who else seven thousand fucking miles from home!�
This approximately matched Claude Betancourt�s own analysis of the situation.
�My sources say that we had nothing to do with the coup against Nasser?� He checked, thinking aloud.
�CIA thinks it was the Russians. Or the Brits. Probably the Russians,� the Vice President decided. �Nasser was preparing to send two armored divisions to the Gulf. The Russians wouldn�t have wanted that.�
Having gone off at a tangent Claude Betancourt came directly back to the heart of the matter.
�There are two scenarios,� he suggested. �Either the President carries a divided party at the Atlantic City convention in August and goes forward critically wounded into a general Election campaign he cannot possibly win. Or he stands down before the convention and leaves the field open for a safe pair of hands to pick up the pieces ahead of the convention.�
Johnson viewed his visitor with hard, thoughtful eyes which betrayed no whisper of any of the emotions roiling behind them.
He had advised his President to throw the British a bone at Hyannis Port; a big, preferably juicy bone. JFK, his inner circle having convinced him that if he took a �strong line� that Prime Minister Thatcher would probably be ousted from power by a cabal in England much more willing to do the Administration�s bidding, had ignored his advice.
The President had made a disastrous miscalculation.
Margaret Thatcher was still Prime Minister and under her leadership the British had � if such a thing was possible � significantly hardened their line on the War in South Atlantic with the Argentine (still supposedly a key US regional ally), and done what they could to reinforce their forces in the Persian Gulf.
The woman had told JFK that she had drawn a line in the sand; her line was Abadan Island, Jack Kennedy�s was on the beach in front of his father�s house at Hyannis Port. If and when that lady got used to the idea that she had been betrayed � again � she was going to kick back like her life depended on it and then there would be all Hell to pay.
�You know I�m not going to make a direct play for the nomination, Claude,� Johnson said coyly.
�Quite,� the older man confirmed. �But if the moment arose?�
�Yeah, well,� the tall Texan guffawed, levering himself to his feet. �I ain�t going any place any time soon. Those damned doctors and Lady Bird say I need to be �in retreat� or some such for a week or month or two. Maybe, they�re right. Either way, you old boys will know where to find me if you need me!�
Claude Betancourt sipped his bourbon.
�Respectfully, sir,� he decided, slowly rising to his feet, �if you entertain ambitions of being the President I strongly suggest you return to Philadelphia in time to assume your rightful place on the steps of City Hall on 4th July.�
Johnson�s right eyebrow arched momentarily.
His lips quirked into a half-smile.
�What exactly are you telling me, Claude?�
The older man hesitated knowing the time to beat about the bush was over.
�May I speak plainly, sir?�
The Vice President scowled.
�I reckon there�s a first time for everything,� he growled.
�If you can rally the Southern Democrats I will deliver sufficient votes from New England and the northern states to carry the Atlantic City convention,� Claude Betancourt said quietly. �That is what I am telling you, sir.�

Chapter 32

Sunday 21st June 1964
Berkeley, California
He had lain on her and in her a long time in the dark, sweaty warmth of the summer night. Caroline had like that. She had clung to him, wrapped herself around him, stroked his wet back, giggled as his lips nuzzled and tickled her ears, they had kissed many, many times and his weight had pinned her down among the crazily confused sheets for a blissful age.
Eventually, something like reality had impinged.
�I have to go to the John, sweetheart,� she had murmured in his ear.
With a slothful, reluctant groan he had raised himself on his elbows.
He started kissing her again; and initially she had not discouraged him.
�I have to go now,� she had apologized eventually. �I really have to go� �
Nathan had rolled off her and she had scampered out of the room in an undignified rush, only just making it to the bathroom in time. Then as she recovered her breath and something like her presence of mind as she sat beneath the swinging single bathroom lamp she had vented an inadvertent, entirely spontaneous giggle; and immediately afterwards, another. She had almost but not quite forgotten the delicious indignity of sexual intercourse. Well, fucking really. Coming back from the Berkeley Campus she had let her lover maul her inside the front door. Naked in the bedroom she had demanded to go on top. He had been so hard she was afraid he would split her in half. Nevertheless she had impaled herself upon him, taken him deeper inside than she had thought possible and ridden him until she could bear it no longer. He had exploded inside her long before that; all she had cared about was prolonging the ecstasy. Eventually, she had collapsed on him, possibly she had fainted. In any event she had awakened bathed in a dripping sheen of perspiration. Later � she had lost all sense of time � Nathan had turned her on her back and worshipped her into renewed insensibility.
She stood up, viewed her reflection in the mirror above the small hand basin. Her grey-streaked hair was wild, plastered this way and that across her face. She pushed the matted strands off her brow, looked down at the white nakedness of her torso contrasting sharply with her tanned lower legs and arms. The California sun had reddened her shoulders, painted a v-shaped arrow from her throat to a point just above her small breasts; which sagged as they had every right to sag at her age even if Nathan seemed as insatiably hungry for them as a baby in arms�
How twisted was that?
There was a quiet knock at the half-open bathroom door.
�You okay?� The man asked from outside.
�Never better,� Caroline replied.
Except that the woman in the mirror was crying.
�Caro?� The kid was really worried, scared.
She opened the door.
�It�s just me, okay,� she sniffed.
Nathan held her close anyway.
�This is all kind of weird,� he muttered. �I�m sorry� �
�Don�t be. I�m happy� �
They went back to bed and lay on their backs contemplating the stygian darkness. In an hour or so the first glimmer of the new day would intrude on their intimacy.
Caroline could not sleep.
Her senses were wearily supercharged by love-making and drawn back time and again to the oddly religious denouement of the previous evening�s rally in the Wheeler Auditorium of Berkeley University.
�My name is Miranda Sullivan� The man I loved is dead. He died standing between Doctor Martin Luther King � the greatest living American of our time � and the assassin�s bullets� �
Afterwards Caroline had learned that Miranda Sullivan was the daughter of the movie stars Ben and Margaret Sullivan, a young woman who by her own admission had �dropped out� and �lost herself� in the year before the October War but since re-dedicated her life to being a better person.
It sounded so trite, so invented and yet there had been something positively charismatic in her story. The fable concerning a journey from spoiled rich kid disinterested in anything and everything that was not to do with her, to being the woman she was today and hoped to be tomorrow.
The great unrequited love of her life was a black man who had befriended an abused white woman and run away from a likely lynch mob in Georgia. She had met him by accident on the night of the October War, never expecting to see him again. Fate had decreed otherwise and she had found love.
The bullets which had ripped the life out of Dwayne John�s body would have done the same for Doctor King also, had not their passage been slowed by the flesh, blood and bone of the man Miranda loved�
�I never told Dwayne I loved him. I think we both knew. When he went back to Atlanta the last time it was like a piece of me boarded the Greyhound to the east with him. I planned to tell him everything when he got back to the West Coast. I knew things would be hard for us but,� the young woman had raised her hands in supplication, �sometimes you just have to have a little faith� �
Caroline stared into the gloom.
�Sometimes,� she murmured, inadvertently speaking her thoughts aloud, �you just have to have a little faith� �
�What�s that?� Nathan asked, turning on his side to face her.
Caroline moved likewise, kissed him.
Inevitably, she felt him hardening against her. She pushed him away, very gently, took him in her right hand, squeezing and stroking his rapidly engorging penis. He was in no hurry and neither was she before tendrils of cramp twitched up and down her arm; she worked on him with gathering urgency as he drew her to him, flesh to flesh. Later they slept, heedless of the new day deep into the sultry California morning as if nothing that happened outside the wall of the bedroom mattered.
She slept until noon and awakened alone.
Around her the house was quiet.
Getting up � in stiff, aching slow motion � she pulled on the first of Nathan�s shirts hanging up in the bedroom�s one cupboard. It came down to her upper thighs and providing she kept her legs together offered a semblance of decency. She stumbled into the corridor.
The note pinned on the inside of the front door read: �Caro, gone for a run, Nathan.�
There was a fresh loaf of white bread on the wooden carving board in the kitchen, a bottle of milk and eggs in the small refrigerator. She toasted a couple of slices of the bread, made herself coffee, throwing beans into hot water. She visited the bathroom, not daring to risk a look in the mirror because she suspected she looked as old and worn as she felt.
Back in the kitchen she mechanically munched half-burned toast leavened with blotches of butter and sipped coffee, hoping she would be feeling half-alive whenever her young lover returned.
�That looks better on you than me,� the man observed, pulling up a chair at the table. He was wringing with sweat, his face reddened as he toweled his head. He sucked down the glass of milk Caroline handed him in one gulp.
She looked down at herself shyly.
�It�ll be all creased. Sorry. I know how much care you take over your stuff,� she apologized.
Their eyes met.
�I must look awful,� Caroline blurted.
The man shook his head.
�You look like a million dollars to me,� he retorted. �You always do� �
�Nathan, I�m� �
Again the man shook his head.
�Twenty million dollars!�
Caroline was silenced by his quiet vehemence.
�Look, I�m this mass-murdering war criminal,� Nathan said, ruefully running a hand through his sweat-slicked short hair, �with this crazy woman mother who tried to murder the President. But for you I�d have blown my brains out by now. I think I love you� �
�Nathan, I� �
�Everything�s crazy, right?� The man rejoined, leaning towards her. �The Russians are fighting the Brits, there�s bad stuff going in the Midwest. Heck, California and the whole South West could secede from the Union any day. Then what happens? Another Civil War but with nukes this time! It�s like Miranda Sullivan said last night. How dumb is it to die wondering? How crazy is it to worry about what anybody else thinks about anything? Maybe I don�t love you. Maybe I do. I think I do. I�ve never been in love before and the way I feel about you is so weird I don�t know what else it could be. But I do know I care about you a lot and I want to be with you. I do know that every time we get naked I get so hard it hurts. And I do know you like me.�
And there it was; the clinching argument.
�Baby,� Caroline muttered, bewildered and frightened, �I don�t just like you. The reason I came back here is because there�s nowhere else in the World I�d rather be right now.�

Chapter 33

Monday 22nd June 1964
FBI Field Office, 9th and Chestnut Streets, Philadelphia
There were four of them waiting for Gretchen as she left the foyer of her new Walnut Street apartment. Men in dark suits, white shirts and black ties, and they were not about to take no for an answer. They surrounded her before she could raise an arm to hail a cab.
Special Agent Noble allowed her to examine his card.
�We�re sorry if we alarmed you Mrs Brenckmann,� the man had apologized but only perfunctorily. He was in his fifties, still lean and possibly mean beneath the fixed half-smile he had stuck onto his lined face. �A situation has arisen and Director Tolson needs to speak to you immediately.�
Gretchen had been invited to get into the back of the first of two black Lincolns idling at the roadside just down from the entrance to her apartment.
�I have appointments!� She had objected.
�I have my orders, Ma�am.�
Gretchen had huffed and puffed � secretly a little relieved that Dan had left for Chief Justice Earl Warren�s office at the Department of Justice on South Broad Street literally at the crack of dawn. Ironically, the preparatory work for the Commission on the Causes and Conduct of the Cuban Missiles War had suddenly shifted up another gear now that both Houses had realized that it was increasingly unlikely that there would be any sittings � exploratory or otherwise of �the Commission� � until sometime after the November elections. Gretchen strongly suspected that if her husband had been with her when the FBI men swooped there would have been a scene.
�I will be complaining about this to the Attorney General,� she promised her abductors as the Lincoln cruised down the road. Thereafter she had said absolutely nothing until she was escorted into the second floor conference room of the Philadelphia Field Office of the FBI.
Clyde Tolson was grim-faced and agitated.
Gretchen, who had made a point of keeping up with her kidnappers as they marched her through the building, winced and reached for the back of a chair to support herself the moment she stopped moving forward.
Tolson�s expression changed.
�Are you� �
�I am perfectly all right!� Gretchen snapped irritably, making an effort to straighten to her full height while she was busily fixing the veteran FBI-man with a look of undiluted feline contempt. �How dare you arrest me on the street like a common criminal and bring me to,� her right arm proscribed a dismissive waving away gesture, �this place!�
Tolson opened his mouth to speak.
�I have appointments scheduled this morning and this afternoon I am due to travel to Maryland to confer with several clients,� Gretchen continued, her tone very much that of a woman gratuitously wronged who had only just begun to protest. �How dare you!�
The Assistant Director of the FBI held up his hands.
�Bring Murdoch in,� he muttered to his men. �We have a situation, Mrs Brenckmann� �
�Where�s Frank Lovell?� Gretchen demanded. She had made it clear that she had no intention of being at J. Edgar Hoover�s disposal in her dealings with the Department of Justice. Justice�s �point man� on this thing was the Attorney General�s fixer, with whom she had established acceptable �ground rules�. This morning the FBI had ridden roughshod over those arrangements.
�Mr Lovell is in New York. He is unable to get to Philadelphia before this afternoon, Mrs Brenckmann,� Tolson explained testily.
Agent William �Billy� Murdoch was a tall, broad man, a bruiser who had obviously come off much the worst in a recent brawl. His left arm was in a sling, his wrist heavily plastered. His face was mottled and swollen � particularly on the left side where his brow seemed to be only held together by a maze of stitching � and he was noticeably unsteady on his feet.
�Christie attacked Agent Murdoch and escaped,� Clyde Tolson grated through clenched teeth, seizing the moment as Gretchen momentarily fell silent trying to work out what was going on.
Gretchen wasted no time going back onto the offensive.
�My client was not under arrest, Mr Director,� she retorted primly.
�He was supposed to be co-operating with Bureau operatives!�
Such was implied but not specifically stated in the immunity granted to Dwight Christie. He had actually agreed to make a full disclosure of his past activities and crimes, and to fully co-operate with FBI debriefings to facilitate the arrest of the perpetrators of the Bedford Pine Park atrocity. The FBI had interpreted this as a license to keep Christie under house arrest.
�I�m Mr Christie�s lawyer, not his keeper,� she reminded the FBI men around her. For the first time she began to take cognizance of the room into which she had been escorted. Dark blinds on the windows, just the one big table with several odd-looking, overlarge telephone handsets on it, each with two or three finger-thick cables running back to a circular opening in the middle of the table, thence into a metallic column that disappeared into the floor. There were lumpy microphones in front of each of the nine chairs positioned around the table. �What is this place?�
�A conference room, Ma�am,� explained Agent Noble. �The telephone sets on the table broadcast incoming calls and the microphones enable the caller to hear what is said in the room.�
There was talk of installing similar equipment in the downtown offices of Betancourt and Sallis. Corporate clients liked the idea, private clients less; no decision had been taken as yet.
Gretchen was suddenly frowning.
�When did you mislay my client?�
�Yesterday around noon,� Agent Murdoch slurred through puffy lips.
Tolson made a loud sighing noise.
�Last night Christie put a call through to the Field Office demanding that senior Philadelphia agents be in this room to receive his call at ten o�clock this morning. He threatened that if you were not in the room that he would break contact and that we�d never hear from him again.�
Gretchen checked her wristwatch, a small, sparkly thing her father had given her on her twenty-fifth birthday.
09:45.
�I like my coffee black with one sugar,� she declared, badly needing to sit down and take the weight off her aching bones. Her doctors said it would take many more months for her to �fully recover� from the injuries she had sustained in December; she doubted if she would ever �fully recover�, not at least in the sense that she would be as she was before. There would be pain, bearing children would probably not be the straightforward � well, relatively straightforward � thing it might have been, and inevitably, she would be a little old a little before her time. All of which she was fine with; being alive was the main thing and being happily married to a man she loved was a thing she had never, ever taken for granted. One way and another she did not plan to complain, or to make any kind of big deal about the things she could not longer do; life was about concentrating about what one can do.
The nearest FBI man pulled out a chair for her.
Gretchen sat down.
When it arrived her coffee was the right color and appropriately sugared but otherwise unpleasant and unlike anything she would call coffee at home, or in her own office. Notwithstanding, sipping the vaguely vile brew stopped her having to make polite conversation with the unhappy G-men gathering around the conference table.
�We will be taping the call,� Clyde Tolson said like a threat.
�I will expect a full transcript,� she replied, coolly.
Dwight Christie wasted no time calling the shots. The men in the room had been getting restive when, at 10:07, the air had crackled with distant background static.
�Are you there, Gretchen?�
�Yes, Dwight.�
�Who else is in the room?�
�Director Tolson, Agents Noble and Murdoch and four other men who have not been introduced to me.�
�Okay� �
Gretchen looked around the table trying not to broadcast her nervousness.
�Sorry I whacked you so hard, Murdoch,� Christie declared, his matter of fact remorse seemingly entirely genuine. �You�re a big guy and I thought you�d go down after I caught you with that first sneak right hand.�
�What is all this about, Dwight?� Gretchen asked. It was the obvious question.
�That�s complicated. It�ll take the Bureau about ten minutes to trace this call. Mr Tolson�s boys will already know which exchanges it is being routed through. Once they get back to the originating exchange they�ll be all over me. Sorry, but I�ll keep this short and sweet.�
One small part of Gretchen�s mind was saying �we have to get this equipment installed in our downtown offices�, the rest of her head was trying to decode what exactly she was doing still sitting here in a second floor FBI office on 9th and Chestnut Streets.
Dwight Christie had planned to let her in on the secret anyway.
�For the record,� he went on ruefully, �Mrs Brenckmann had no prior knowledge of, or suspicion that I planned to renege on the deal with Justice. Had she had such knowledge or the suspicion of the same I am sure she would have notified the FBI and the Department of Justice.�
Gretchen�s frown had become a scowl.
�Now we�ve got that out of the way,� Christie chuckled, �we can get down to business. The Government wants the Bedford Pine Park killers dead or alive. I�m the only guy who can make that happen before those crazy bastards do something even worse. But that�s never going to happen if I�ve got the whole Philadelphia Field Office on my back. Galen Cheney would see me, or any of J. Edgar�s finest coming a mile away.�
The line hissed loudly.
Gretchen shivered involuntarily.
Dwight Christie knew where to find the killers.
He had always known where to find them.

Chapter 34

Monday 22nd June 1964
Yacht China Girl, Sausalito
A fortnight ago Darlene had mentioned, in passing, that �sometimes I miss the TV�. Her husband had promptly acquired a small monochrome set and jury rigged an aerial on the after mast of the China Girl.
Miranda Sullivan�s brother, Gregory � the youngest of her three brothers, and only a couple of years her senior � was the �nice guy� of the family whom their parents had never expected to amount to very much. He had been blissfully happy teaching school, he had fallen hopelessly in love with Darlene on first sight � and she likewise with him � and now he owned his own boat. Oh, and he and Darlene were expecting their first child. Basically, his cup was running over and he had spent the last few months walking around with an idiotic smile on his face.
While Miranda sometimes envied her brother she knew she could never be him. Or like him. He was made the way he was, and she was what she was; flawed in ways she could not explain to any living soul.
�Miranda!� Darlene called from the lounge.
It had been a cool, overcast day with fog in the Bay all morning and drizzle in the air all afternoon. Miranda had taken the bus into San Francisco and spent the middle part of the day working in the NAACP office, filling envelopes and answering the phone. Darlene had heard her foot fall on the deck over her head.
�Miranda! Come on down, you�ll want to see this!�
Darlene was standing up watching the TV screen as if her feet were nailed to the planks underfoot.
�We were just talking to General George Decker, the Chief of Staff of the US Army,� explained a strangely uncertain Walter Cronkite. �When something happened� We are endeavoring to restore the connection� �
�He was talking to this Army guy on the telephone and there was this really big bang,� Darlene explained. �And there was a lot of screaming and shouting and cussing� And then the line went dead� �
Cronkite was talking.
�General Decker was talking to me from City Hall in Joliet, Illinois about the wave of bombings across that state and neighboring Indiana and Iowa. I was asking him to clarify the situation in Milwaukee. I was asking him when the Army and the Navy would allow journalists and TV reporters to visit the Michigan coast city which appears to have been cut off from the World for over three weeks� �
Miranda stepped into the lounge and she and her sister-in-law exchanged pecking kisses.
�I know things are bad back home in Georgia and Mississippi,� Darlene said, her drawl almost childishly innocent. �But nobody stopped no newsmen going into Birmingham or Jackson or Selma.�
Walter Cronkite was talking, his expression severe and his voice ringing with a peculiarly sad gravitas as if he was having trouble believing, let alone, crediting what he was saying.
�Earlier this afternoon President Kennedy�s spokesman refused to confirm or deny that White House Chief of Staff Marvin Watson had resigned. Watson, a long-term ally of Vice President Johnson, is believed to have quit the Administration for quote �family and personal reasons� and returned to his home in Dallas, Texas. It is not known if he will be paying his respects to the Vice President who is currently convalescing at his Ranch at Stonewall, near Austin. The White House has yet to make any comment on recent events in the Midwest� �
Darlene was looking perplexed.
�General Decker was talking about a place called Madison,� she explained. �Before the big bang� �
Miranda trawled her memory.
�I think Madison is the state capital of Wisconsin,� she thought out aloud. �It�s about eighty miles west of Milwaukee and about a hundred and fifty miles northwest of Chicago.�
�He said there was a big fight going on around it and that �insurgents�,� Darlene found the word hard to wrap her Southern vowels around, �were �pouring� up Interstate 94 towards a crossroads at a place called Tomah, and west to Dubuque, Iowa along Route 151. He said the Air Force was bombing the roads and �taking out� bridges along both them roads� �
Miranda had never heard of either Tomah or Dubuque but knew that Gregory had atlases in his bookshelves. Her brother had started to build himself a rough and ready �study� at one end of the main deck house.
As one the two women abandoned Walter Cronkite and headed forward from the lounge. Soon they were searching intently through the pages of a small, much battered and dog-eared former school text book about the geography of the states east of Lake Michigan.
�There�s Tomah,� Miranda exclaimed. She roughly approximated distances. That�s another eighty miles northwest of Madison. Dubuque?�
�Iowa,� Darlene said helpfully.
The women found Dubuque on the western � Iowan � bank of the Mississippi River, which marked the border between Iowa and Wisconsin, some hundred miles southwest of Madison.
The sisters-in-law stared at the small maps.
�They say the �rebels� are bad people,� Darlene offered hesitantly. They�re doing all the things they say they did in Washington, except worse. They treat women bad, real bad� �
Miranda put her arm around the shorter woman�s shoulders.
Unlike her Darlene knew exactly what it was like to be treated �real bad�.
�That will never happen here in California,� she said, hoping she sounded confident. �Besides,� she added, brightening, �if it did Greg would hoist the sails and take you off to a desert island, or something!�
Darlene giggled.
�Naw,� she sighed fondly, �we�d only run into a rock.�
Both women snickered like naughty schoolgirls.
The rebellion had spread two hundred miles from Chicago across a great quadrant of two, perhaps three states. What sort of battle was going on at Madison tens of miles behind the storm front of advancing �insurgents�?
What was the Army doing about all this?
They heard footsteps on the deck.
Gregory stood in the door. The grin on his face faded.
�We were listening to Walter Cronkite on CBS Evening News,� Miranda explained.
�He was talking to this General out in Joliet and there was a bang and then he wasn�t talking to him anymore,� Darlene informed her husband stepping into his arms and exchanging the sort of kisses that only newlyweds usually swap.
Miranda did not think the happy couple were going to stop being newlyweds any time soon.
�They�re talking about rebels heading for the Mississippi at Dubuque, Iowa,� Miranda re-iterated for her brother�s benefit, �and way past Madison. It sounds like Madison is going to be the Wisconsin Alamo.�
She had tried to say this lightly, as if she was being tongue-in-cheek; the only problem was that immediately the words had escaped her lips she realized that if what she had just alluded to was even half-true then a part of her country had already descended into a state of full scale civil war.

Chapter 35

Tuesday 23rd June 1964
State Capitol Building, Madison, Wisconsin
The camp fires of the horde besieging Madison flickered and glowed evilly in the night. The summer days were broiling hot, or sultry with short, violent thundery squalls, at night the skies cleared and towards dawn the temperatures plummeted. In the distance fires periodically flared and flashed as freezing rebels splashed kerosene on damp logs. It was an eerie, old world sort of scene; the fires of a barbarian army burned in the night encircling the city, while the defenders and thousands of terrified civilians awaited the next assault at first light, and the sack and pillage that would surely follow.
It had been a slow, excruciatingly painful climb up to the observation gallery beneath the dome of the Capitol Building but one that Major Norman Schwarzkopf had had to make. The wound to his left thigh was a through and through which had missed bone and artery; he might be classified as �walking wounded� but that did not make him any less capable of leading men in battle. Besides, there were other men � many other men � more deserving of a hospital bed than him.
�If you can get yourself up to the machine gun platoon at the top of the Capitol,� his former Battalion Commander, now the de facto Commander-in-Chief of all US forces inside the �Madison pocket�, Lieutenant Colonel Harvey Grabowski had said once he got used to the idea that Schwarzkopf was not going to say no for an answer, �you can take over the Redoubt Company.�
Stumping up the steps to the upper gallery of the State Capitol Schwarzkopf had been passed by relays of men carting boxes of 50-caliber ammunition. In the middle distance a mortar round went off. The enemy had brought up tanks and 105-millimetre howitzers in the last couple of days; if the rebels ever figured out how to shoot straight the 90-millimeter rifles of the M-48s and the howitzers would be a real problem.
Not that the defenders of Madison did not already have enough problems already. There were possible as many as three thousand people sheltering in the basements and inner recesses of the Capitol Building; old, young, infirm, mothers with babies and there was no food or clean water. There was a casualty clearing station in the west wing; but medical suppliers of every description were running low.
Every morning the rebels probed the perimeter, not as before in insane, berserker waves, now they came in countless marauding bands, shooting and moving, probing for weak spots along the increasingly sparsely defended trenches and barricades. The enemy was wearing down the defenders; the garrison of Madison was dying a death by a thousand cuts.
Everybody in Madison understood the end game.
That was why the Capitol Building had become the heart of the last redoubt. Sooner or later the lines would break and the rebels would pour into the heart of the city. With Lake Mendota to the north and Lake Monona to the south protecting its two long flanks and readily defensible urban street lines to the east and west the Madison Isthmus would be a tough nut to crack. Engineers were mining and booby-trapping the ground behind the outer perimeter trenches, and each night more heavy equipment and men bled back into the Isthmus to man the ever more convoluted defense works at its extremities. The 32nd could not hold the whole city of Madison but it could hold the Isthmus forever.
Or if not forever, or at least as long as the ammunition lasted.
Schwarzkopf swung his field glasses to the east where the camp fires flickered throwing a faint orange glow into the darkness. How many fires were there? Hundreds? Thousands? Was this what it was like inside Magdeburg in the weeks and months before its sack in May 1631 by the forces of the Holy Roman Empire and the Catholic League?
His men already talked about �the Alamo� but that was not an army out there in the night. Whoever led that great ravening horde was not Antonio L�pez de Santa Anna desperately trying to forestall the manifest destiny of Mexico � New Spain�s � acquisitive northern neighbor.
Anyway, the word was that unlike the Alamo, First Army was not about to let Madison fall. There were plans to intensify the airborne re-supply of the garrison, and new men, ammunition, medical supplies and food would be dropped into the Isthmus redoubt.
Besides, militarily this was nothing like the Alamo; this was more like Bastogne had been in the Ardennes in December 1944, and while the Union held it the Midwest was not lost.
Schwarzkopf turned and eyed the spotlights, filtered red and blue on the ground a quarter of a mile west of the Capitol Building, straining his ears to catch the first thrum of engines.
The Air Force was using hurriedly modified C-130 Hercules four-engine transports, pushing huge pallets with giant parachutes straight down the loading ramps of the aircraft as they hurtled low over the city. Last night the cargo had been replacement barrels for the M2 50-caliber machine guns � if the M2 barrels were over-used they got so hot they drooped, deformed � 105-millimetre howitzer fragmentation reloads and mortar rounds. A further consignment of medical supplies and emergency ration packs had mostly gone down in Lake Mendota.
The Air Force was going to try again tonight.
A radio crackled unnaturally loudly in the darkness behind Schwarzkopf.
�ONE MINUTE!� A man shouted.
Last night the enemy had attempted to interdict the air drop runs by laying down a curtain of fire across the eastern end of Lake Monona. Tonight the Redoubt�s M2s and the mortar sections along the Yahara River line at the north western end of the Isthmus had been tasked to lay down �a storm� of suppressing fire.
Schwarzkopf lowered his glasses, pictured the grid of streets around the Capitol. To the south west was the city�s industrial and commercial heart, to the north west low rises, housing blocks either side of the three main roads feeding into the grid of streets from the east; East Gotham, East Washington � Highway 151 � and Williamson Streets. Few of the streets were blocked with rubble as yet and the city retained many of its older open spaces.
Open spaces�
Unrestricted fields of fire�
Insurgents attempting to come across Lake Mendota or Lake Monona on small boats and makeshift rafts were sitting ducks for the trip wire pickets stationed along each shore. The western flank of the Isthmus was the more vulnerable, the lines over-extended in places and there was no natural water barrier like the Yahara River. The enemy seemed weaker in the west, more spread out but that would not last. Sooner or later it would dawn on whoever was in charge over there that if Madison held out it was going to be a thorn in the side of the rebellion. Once the insurgents ran into the barrier of the Mississippi it was suddenly going to become important to bring forward supplies and booty from the south and east and Madison lay across most of the key road links back to Milwaukee, Lake Michigan and down to Chicago.
Or so the theory went�
Schwarzkopf prided himself on being an avid scholar of military history.
Hannibal had lived off the lands of the Roman Republic for twenty years during the Second Punic War, fought several of the greatest battles in the old world including Cannae, without ever seriously troubling to threaten Rome itself. Rome had been not just a thorn in his rear during all those years but the nexus of economic and military power in the whole of Italy. Beleaguered, half-starved Madison was nothing in comparison but then, all things considered, whoever was leading the insurgency was probably no reincarnation of Hannibal, the greatest of all the Carthaginian generals either.
That somebody was leading the rebels � somebody or some guiding hand � was not in doubt. The enemy had systematically closed the noose around Madison after the first attempts to storm the city�s eastern defenses by force majeure. The enemy had learned from what had happened around Sun Prairie; now he was bypassing strong points, bringing up heavier weapons, cordoning off Madison. Elsewhere in Wisconsin columns were rushing towards the Mississippi, dispersed by day to negate the threat posed by the ever-present Skyraiders and National Guard F-86s and F-100s.
The military side of the insurgency was fast maturing.
Its game plan around Madison was one of infiltration, slow erosion and only occasionally suicidal frontal attacks. The women and children, the human shields had been expended, or perhaps, pragmatically employed in roles less profligate than as sacrificial lambs to the slaughter. Although Madison was surrounded by a guerrilla army equipped with tanks and artillery; regardless of the paraphernalia of modern weapons the insurgency retained a fundamentally barbaric soul, it was as if the greater part of the civil population of Wisconsin had been brainwashed, coerced or converted into participating in some dreadful medieval crusade.
�INCOMING!�
There was a low whistling sound and then mortar rounds were creeping down East Washington Street. Somewhere below Schwarzkopf�s feet a shell crashed into the Capitol. The enemy was learning about artillery by trial and error; that hit felt like a 90-millimetre armor piercing solid shot from the gun of an M-48, possibly at extreme range. Still, the beauty of artillery was that all you had to do was point and shoot; sooner or later you hit something that mattered.
Another shell buried itself in the facade of the Capitol.
�OPEN FIRE!� Schwarzkopf bellowed. �FIRE AT WILL!�

Chapter 36

Wednesday 24th June 1964
Wharton Forest, New Jersey
The Wharton Forest was the largest remnant of the Pine Barrens which once spread across most of southern New Jersey. It lay on sandy, acidic, nutrient impoverished soils which had discouraged widespread clearances and cultivation of the area by successive waves of settlers. North of Hammerton and straggling across three counties � Burlington, Camden and Atlantic � less than forty miles from Philadelphia the western boundary of the one hundred and eighty square mile forest had been wilderness before the October War. In the intervening twenty months refugees, the dispossessed, the forgotten of society, and the disaffected and the �city-scared� had formed dozens of encampments, communes, and small �cabin communities� inside the Wharton Forest and the nearby woodlands, Lebanon and the Bass River Forest.
A stranger wandering in the forests of New Jersey might as easily stumble upon a dangerous biker hideout, a survivalist sect or a pacifist Christian communion camped out or in freshly built log cabins. There were fugitives, deserters, runaway children in the woods living feral, and many, many men and women who had sworn never to set foot in a big city again.
In summer the forest buzzed with insects, birdsong filled the branches and the close-packed pines regulated the heat of the day and the cool of the night. In the shade the hottest day was bearable, in the shelter of the woods the coldest night often balmy. In winter the unpaved roads and tracks turned to ice rinks, or muddy swamps.
The forest was the watershed of the Mullica River which drained the whole Pine Barrens into the Atlantic at Great Bay. The Mullica and the other streams in the forest had been fished out long ago, and few crops would grow in the unfriendly earth so practically everything required to sustain normal life had to be brought in from outside. Gangs from the forests roved the settlements on the Jersey side of the Delaware River, and roamed up and down the coast. Most of the inhabitants of the forest lived decent, working lives. Many communities sent workers into Philadelphia, Camden or Atlantic City to find work during the week, others depended on the charity of churches and civic welfare programs elsewhere in the New Jersey and the surrounding states. There was a FEMA office � several ugly prefabricated buildings and warehouses � in Shamong Township on the western edge of the forest, and now and then traders ventured further off the beaten track. By and large law enforcement kept out of the forest.
The forest was a world apart from Philadelphia, Camden and Atlantic City each within less than an hour�s drive from its heart.
Dwight Christie had parked his stolen beaten up Chrysler off Atsion Road � more a dusty, rutted single track dirt track than a road � as far into the trees as he could drive, made a cursory effort to hide the car from anybody who was not really looking for it, and had set off on foot for his destination late yesterday afternoon. He had wrapped himself in a blanket and stayed awake most of the night. He had a lifelong phobia of snakes and had not slept out at night since he was a kid. The forest was nothing like his Ma and Pa�s back yard; every noise shouted danger, the trees creaked and swayed, seemed to breathe softly even when at rest and the branches rustled endlessly�
Many, many times during the night he had asked himself if he was signing his death warrant. This morning he was wishing he had brought more than a few biscuits and a couple of bottles of Coke with him. He had never been an outdoors sort of guy; most of his life he had hated the great outdoors and gone to great lengths to avoid it. It was no consolation � his rumbling stomach aside � that if today went badly he was not going to have to worry about where his next meal was coming from.
He was stiff and sore and his right hand felt broken. Hitting somebody with a closed fist was never a good idea and he had had to hit Billy Murdoch a lot of times before he went down. Faint wraiths of mist hung close to the forest floor as full light began to flood through the gaps in the trees and he stumbled onto the shore of the lake.
Not completely lost�
Although that was not to say this was not entirely the wrong lake�
This is dumb!
What sort of a plan was it to aimlessly mooch around in the fucking woods until you walked into your worst nightmare?
He went to the water�s edge, stooped and splashed frigid water on his face. After a moment he submerged his aching hand in the water. An ice pack would have been better but out here in the middle of nowhere he was going to have to wait for winter to get his hand iced.
He had done some bad, and some very stupid things for the cause down the years; but this malarkey just about took the biscuit!
Getting away from Agent Murdoch had been harder than he reckoned in one way, easier in another. It had never occurred to him that Murdoch would actually have been on his own; or rather, the FBI would periodically leave just one minder on duty. Still, even special agents had to go to the John from time to time. He felt bad about letting down Gretchen. Sure, she had just been doing her job but the way she had given it back to that bastard Tolson, well, that was a thing to behold�
Christie was a city boy. He could hardly tell one sound from another in the woods unless it shouted in his ear. In a cityscape he was intuitively streetwise; that was his kind of jungle. Out here in the country he was practically deaf and blind, a real babe in the woods.
�You don�t want to be making any kind of sudden moves, Mister!�
The thickly accented Bronx baritone came from directly behind the former G-man.
Christie left his damaged hand in the water, his fingers feeling around for something solid, a rock or stone. He groaned inwardly when all he succeeded in doing was stirring up the mud.
�Can I stand up?� He asked.
�Real slow. Don�t turn around until I tell you.�
Christie heard a gun cocking, the bolt of a rifle or carbine clicking home.
Okay, there were two of them.
If they were the wrong guys he was dead; and even if they were the right guys he was probably dead too. He straightened very, very slowly making absolutely certain that his hands were in full view all the time.
�Turn around.�
Isaac Cheney, seemingly taller and rangier than he recollected from six months ago stood at the edge of the tree line with a hunting rifle in his hands. The kid�s eyes were vacant, his jaw working as he tried to make sense of finding Christie here.
Christie did not know the other man.
Both his captors were dressed for the woods; wearing heavy boots, and camouflaged Army-style fatigues.
�You know this schmuck, Isaac?� Asked the second man who was holding a Colt forty-five pointed at Christie�s belly.
�Yeah, he�s a friend of Pa�s.�
The man with the Colt raised an eyebrow. He was Christie�s age except he was hard, fit and his crew cut suggested he was ex-military.
�I�m Dwight Christie,� the former G-man explained amiably. �After Galen and Isaac went up to Atlanta in February I got the Cheney women out of Texas City before the FBI raided the family compound.�
This impressed Isaac Cheney a lot more than it did his older companion.
�We ain�t heard nothing from Mikey or the others since� �
�Mikey didn�t make,� Christie interjected flatly finding it hard to sound as sorry about the death of Galen Cheney�s son as he suspected he needed to be in this company. �The Feds shot him. He held them off while I got the women away.�
The gun in Isaac Cheney�s hands was pointing to the ground. There were tears forming in his eyes, his shoulders were slumped. Michael had always watched over and defended him; the two had been inseparable all their lives until they had fallen out the day before they parted that the last time.
The other man was studying Christie.
�You look beat up, man?�
�I had a little trouble on the way here.�
�Turn around again.�
Christie let the other man pat him down.
�He�s clean. Isaac, you go ahead, I�ll follow behind this guy.�
Once the three men were in the trees the questions began.
�How�d you find us?�
�I didn�t. I was waiting for you to find me.�
�Wise guy, eh! How come it took you so long to show up?�
�Somebody had to keep the women safe from the Feds!�
�That sounds like a real man�s job?�
Dwight Christie halted, turned around.
�Yeah, well, if Galen hadn�t fucked up the Atlanta deal he�d have been around and I wouldn�t have had to take care of his family when I ought to have been working for the resistance!�

Chapter 37

Thursday 25th June 1964
LBJ Ranch, Stonewall, Texas
In the last three days it seemed as if practically everybody who was anybody in the Southern Democratic caucus in Congress and the Senate had dutifully trooped up the steps to be greeted, briefly entertained and dispatched back to whence he had come by the Vice President.
The previous night he and Lady Bird had dined with John Connally, the 39th Governor of Texas. Connally and LBJ went back a long way. They had known each other since before the Second War and after the two men returned home from their service � both were Navy men, Connally having been on the fleet carriers Essex and Bennington in some of the most vicious battle of the Pacific War � the future Governor of the Lone Star State had joined Johnson, then a Congressman, in Washington as an aide. It was Connally who had led the Johnson faction at the 1960 Democratic Convention in Los Angeles; Connally who had alienated so many of JFK�s supporters by publicly questioned whether �their man� was fit enough to serve a full Presidential term. Back then nobody had really understood how ill Jack Kennedy was or how reliant he was on drugs to keep going, and in any event the Kennedys already had the nomination in their pockets. When LBJ had been offered the Vice Presidential ticket to bring the Southern Democratic wing of the Party onboard, part of the deal had been a cabinet post for his old friend in JFK�s first Administration.
Connally had served as Secretary of the Navy for eleven months in 1961 before he resigned to run in the Texas Gubernatorial race of 1962. The two old friends had talked of many things, not least Claude Betancourt�s machinations and the scheduled meeting today with the one man who might just, if he was very lucky, enable Johnson to wriggle and squirm off the horns of a dilemma which would otherwise fracture the northern and southern cabals of the Party if, by some chance, he was its candidate for President of the United States in November.
The first thing the latest visitor noted about the Johnson family home in Texas when he got out of the Vice Presidential limousine was that he had just stepped into turmoil. The circus was pulling down the big top, caging the animals and packing its caravans ahead of moving on.
The Vice President was loading up the wagons and heading back to Philadelphia. There were Secret Service officers everywhere, there were suitcases and travelling trunks stacked on the porch, and most of the windows of the ranch were heavily draped as the staff began to place the small complex into mothballs.
The car, a gleaming Cadillac had collected Thurgood Marshall from the tarmac of Robert Mueller Municipal Airport in the north eastern suburbs of Austin minutes after his Continental Airways flight had touched down from San Francisco. Fifty-five year old Marshall was a thick set, sometimes severe-looking man who had been the executive director of the NAACP Legal Defense and Educational Fund since 1940. He had been the man who decided which cases the NAACP fought before the Supreme Court and had become the best known, and certainly the most famous black litigator in the history of the United States. It was Marshall who had won the decision handed down by the Supreme Court in May 1954 � by a unanimous verdict � that desegregated public schools when he fought the Brown versus Board of Education of Topeka case for the NAACP.
It was another dry, stifling southern Texas summer day. The air tasted of dust and the wind rustling the leaves of the nearby trees planted to give the main house shelter from the blazing sun was hot, which made the charming cool elegance of the Vice President�s wife amidst the chaos of �moving day� all the more impressive.
�Lyndon had to take a call from Philadelphia,� she smiled as she stepped down from the steps in front of the house.
Marshall had heard that the Vice President and his old friend John Connally had been �in conference� the previous day, confirming him in the opinion that now was the time to remind LBJ, cordially but firmly, of the Administration�s obligation to his people. His people were every bit as American as Johnson�s white Southern Democrat power base.
Thurgood Marshall inquired as to the Vice President�s health.
�Lyndon is fully recovered,� he as assured.
The first time Marshall had visited the ranch LBJ had told him the homestead had had to be raised off the ground because of snakes in the summer and floods in the winter. One never really knew if and when Johnson was pulling one�s leg; because in everything but his down home, innate pragmatism the Vice President could be, and frequently was an enigma even to those who knew him best.
Claudia Alta �Lady Bird� Johnson had met her husband when he was working as an aide to Congressman Richard Kleberg, the representative of the 14th District of Texas. Backed by a modest inheritance she had entertained hopes of a career in journalism but right from the start she had been drawn to Lyndon Johnson like a moth �to a flame�. Her future husband had proposed to her on their first �proper� date but she had held out for another ten weeks before accepting his proposal. They had married in November 1934 in San Antonio. People said Lyndon would never have made anything of himself without her � and her money � but they were wrong about that, just as they were wrong about so many of the things they said about her husband.
It was true that she had bankrolled his campaign for Congress. That had been her decision; from the outset LBJ had been scrupulous in insisting that whatever she did with �her inheritance� was her affair. Moving to Washington DC in 1938 had been a wrench, even more so after Lyndon had joined the Navy in 1942 leaving her to run his Congressional Office in his absence. However, that was the thing, they were inseparable partners in life�s great endeavor and she had always known that she had married a great man. Albeit a great man who sometimes had an uncanny knack of willfully upsetting people. But even in this she and Lyndon were ideally matched; he was a force of nature, she was one of life�s born arbitrators and mediators. One night in Houston she had driven after a young reporter who had been on the wrong end of LBJ�s famous �treatment�, inviting him back to the Johnson home.
�That�s just the way Lyndon is,� she had explained.
After LBJ had had blazing rows and apparently irreconcilable partings from friends and foes alike Lady Bird would pick up the phone and invite the �new enemy� to dine at their Washington home, or to stay over at the Ranch or take steps to unreservedly, unambiguously apologize for her husband�s angry words via the political wives grapevine.
It helped that she was not just a political wife.
As long ago as 1943 she had purchased KTBC, a radio station in Austin. As President of the LBJ Holding Company she had built up the business over the years, made lucrative deals with the CBS radio network and expanded into Television in the early 1950s. Eventually, KTBC Radio had become the CBS affiliated KTBC-TV/7 organization in possession of � by no small measure courtesy of Lyndon�s influence as Senate Majority Leader over the Federal Communications Commission � a license granting it a monopoly over all VHF TV frequencies in the area. Utilizing this franchise had made the Johnsons millionaires in the years before the October War. People sniped at them but that was only jealously. In this World nobody gave you anything; everything had to be earned and over the years the Johnsons honestly believed they had paid their dues.
�Come straight inside and let me pour you a long cold drink, Thurgood,� the nation�s second lady smiled after planting a passing, pecking kiss on her visitor�s right cheek and seizing his left hand proprietarily. �The phone rang as your car was coming up to the house. Now isn�t that just typical!� She complained philosophically, for she was the most dutiful of political wives.
�It�s good to see you, counselor!� Lyndon Johnson boomed, visibly shrugging off a cloak of exasperation as he stomped into the airy reception room next to his study as Marshall and Lady Bird exchanged pleasantries about each other�s respective spouses. Marshall�s first wife had died in 1955, having since remarried he had two young sons aged seven and five. �How was California?�
Although the Vice President tended to be the tallest man in any room he did not tower over Marshall, himself a big man in every respect. The two men sized each other up; as they always did even though they had known from the beginning that they were men who had been born to �do business�. While there was nothing remotely �color blind� in Johnson�s politics or his career, he came from the Southern Democrat caucus of his Party and had never been ashamed, or felt any compunction to apologize for it. The truth was that he and the man who had been the NAACP�s guiding legal hand and brain for the best part of a quarter of a century had recognized something of themselves in the other from the outset.
Johnson was the son of a Texas dirt farmer who had had to fight tooth and nail for everything he had got in life, achieved everything that he had achieved by the sweat of his own brow.
Baltimore born Thurgood Marshall was the son of a railroad porter and the great-grandson of a slave born in what was now the Congo. Marshall was dignified, his words considered, weighty and his character formed and tempered by a career battling on behalf of the weak and the oppressed against the rich and the powerful.
Johnson was silently brooding or manic, forever seeking a path through the morass of party politicking, vested interest and the plain stupidity of the Washington � now Philadelphia � ruling elite.
They were men with agendas who wanted more than anything to get things done; and that, when all was said was the unbreakable steely cord that bound them together.
�California was peaceful, Mr Vice President,� Marshall smiled, shaking his host�s hand. �Governor Brown would not be drawn on any of the major issues I raised with him.� He shrugged. �But then neither of us expected a great deal from our meeting. I hadn�t been out to the West Coast since before the war,� he went on, adding: �it was instructive.�
Johnson and his wife nodded, saying nothing.
Marshall sighed.
�I was honored to attend a service at which the NAACP �blessed� those among its number who were preparing to leave to join the March on Philadelphia.�
Lyndon Johnson took this as his cue to lead his guest into the privacy of his lair to continue the conversation. The plan was for Marshall to stay over at the ranch that evening and to travel back to Philadelphia on the Air Force Boeing 707 carrying LBJ�s retinue north. They would have plenty of time to talk, swap gossip and to �clear the air� but both men were eager to ascertain if they were still of the same mind over the things which really mattered to them.
Marshall�s work for the NAACP had been complicated rather than curtailed by his appointment in 1961 to the United States Court of Appeals for the Second Circuit, responsible for hearing cases in Connecticut, New York, and Vermont, with appellate jurisdiction over the district courts in the District of Connecticut, all four Districts of New York and in the District of Vermont.
The appointment ought to have been the beginning, not the end of the Kennedy Administration�s campaign to confront head on the unwritten color bar that still blighted the US legal system. Over the years Marshall had prevailed in all but three of the thirty or so cases he had brought before the Supreme Court but alone he could achieve only so much.
�Hoover�s people tell me Philadelphia will be a powder key by the time Dr King�s people march up to the steps of City Hall,� Johnson said, cutting to the chase.
Very few people knew that Thurgood Marshall � until Martin Luther King junior�s explosion onto the national stage unquestionably the most formidable black lawyer in American history � had been for many years been on friendly terms with the Director of the FBI. That was not to say that they were on the same side of the Civil Rights debate, far from it and the two men had clashed � privately and often angrily since the October War � over the FBI�s ongoing persecution of the moderate elements of the Dr King�s organization.
However, the two men remained on good terms because Marshall was wary, a little afraid of the extremists who had attached themselves to King�s flag and had viewed King�s leadership of the Civil Rights movement as reckless right up until the Bedford Pine Park atrocity.
�Director Hoover sees threats beneath every stone,� Marshall pronounced sternly. �The Atlanta murderers are still out there. There are dark forces at work. It worries him that all the leading figures in the Civil Rights movement, the Administration and Congress, not to mention many leading citizens, military officers, judicial figures and leaders of our society will all be in one place at one time.�
�What do you think?�
�I think the sooner you are back in Philadelphia the better,� Marshall grinned, allowing his mask of severity to slip.
The two men had sat down.
Johnson nodded thoughtfully.
�I won�t stand against the President,� he said, sucking his teeth. �I�m coming back but I�m not jumping ship. We got ourselves into this mess and it�s our duty to see this thing through.�
Thurgood Marshall contemplated this for several seconds.
�Governor Brown will lose the Party in California if he backs the President at Atlantic City. Without his delegates the President cannot carry the convention.�
�Did Pat Brown actually say that?�
�As good as.�
The Vice President was silent.
�If the California Democrats were ever in the same party as people east of the Mississippi they aren�t any more,� Marshall declared. �The West Coast Governors are actually pursuing the civil rights agenda the Administration talked about enacting in 1961. California, and maybe Oregon, not so much Washington State because of all the war damage, are already different countries to the rest of America. The people out there are more worried about what�s going on in the Midwest than they are about anything coming out of Philadelphia.�
Lyndon Johnson was aware the other man�s gaze had settled on his face.
�What would you do if you were President?� Marshall asked.
The Texan grunted, expelling a terse guffaw.
�That�s the thing,� he confessed. �I haven�t a goddammed idea what I�d do if JFK stepped aside, or God forbid something bad happened to him. And you know what?�
His stare was agate hard, unrelenting.
�Any man who says he knows what he�d do if he was President now is a goddam liar!�

Chapter 38

Friday 26th June 1964
Lake Atsion Camp, Wharton Forest, New Jersey
Dwight Christie had half-expected to be beaten up and dragged insensible into a bandit hideaway in the woods. Actually, he was walked through the trees along the lake shore for some minutes and then inland into a clearing, where a group of about a dozen military-style green-grey tents were laid out on a square grid around a central mess awning. One or two ragged men in leathers and grubby fatigues looked up when Christie was led past the central area, mostly there were just women, children, and teenage boys hanging around or working. Nobody, absolutely nobody met Christie�s eye.
�Isaac says he knows this guy?� This from the man of the former special agent�s own age as he pushed Christie ahead of him into a tent externally no different from any of the others.
Christie�s eye began to adjust to the darkness.
�Was he carrying?� Demanded the familiar voice; the question was uttered lowly from within the gloomy interior as the flap fell back into place blocking out most of the watery morning sunshine.
�No.�
Galen Cheney had been lying, fully clothed on a camp bed.
His hair had grown longer and his face was gaunt, aged.
Painfully, he swung his legs over the side of the cot, planted them on the ground and stood up. He swayed, looming over the two newcomers.
�For what it�s worth I got the women away from the Texas City compound before the Feds got there,� Christie said. �In case you were wondering, Mikey didn�t make it.�
It was literally a life or death gamble lying to Cheney but one he had thought about long and hard. The FBI had kept everything about the hunt for the Atlanta killers secret; so secret it had made hunting Cheney and his son Isaac down virtually impossible. That was why they had had to do business with him. They had no way into Galen Cheney�s mind, no way to get close to him unless they got lucky, and even in the unlikely event they eventually caught up with him no way of ensuring that the Agency dodged the blame for not catching him sooner. That was why they had offered Christie a deal; whichever way this thing turned out he would be the fall guy.
He regretted putting Billy Murdoch in hospital but it was not as if he had had much choice in the matter. Back in Albuquerque he was resigned to his fate when he reckoned all he had to look forward to was a jail time, a Kangaroo court and the electric chair but he was not about to be J. Edgar Hoover�s patsy!
�Mikey stayed inside the compound and set off the sump,� the gasoline-dynamite booby trap the Cheneys had planted at the heart of their Texas City compound, he explained �so I could get the women away.�
Big lies were the best, simplicity was king.
�How� �
�I�ve got no idea how the Feds found the compound,� Christie retorted irritably. �After Atlanta all Hell broke loose. You should have told me what you were going to do!�
He left unsaid the thought that a sane man would have removed his family to a place of safety before he embarked on his latest and most egregious killing spate.
�You know this guy, Galen?� Christie�s guard asked. His tone was that of a man who felt he had been kept in the dark too long about something that might be life or death to him. Most people who had ever had any dealings with Galen Cheney ended up feeling exactly the same way.
�Yeah, I thought he was dead, Dan.�
�Me, too!� Christie interjected. �Heck, Galen, after you, I�m public enemy number one! You stirred up a Helluva hornets� nest with that stunt in Atlanta!�
Galen Cheney was looking at him cold-eyed.
Christie thought he was a dead man.
Cheney was one of those �dangerous individuals�, or �dangerous madmen� whose FBI file had been 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 in a small close-knit fundamentalist Christian religious community; some kind of ultra-puritanical Americana 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 because his father was usually out of work, living off the charity of neighbors in and around Galveston Bay until the day he was expelled from the �communion�. That was when Cheney was about nine. Cheney senior had been accused of molesting the daughter of another member of �the communion�; an eleven year old girl. Subsequently, the family had travelled to New Mexico, then Arizona, Nevada and back to Fort Worth, Texas in the following years. The father had reinvented himself as 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, aged thirteen, in a reformatory in Abilene. The one thing he clung to from those harsh childhood days was his eye for an eye, unashamedly 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 sailed 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 1945 he joined the Federal Marshall�s Service; a grim, humorless man he would have probably been a Marshall until he dropped but for the Cuban Missiles War, for like so many other men who lived their lives on the edge of sanity, the war had robbed him of the one anchor in his otherwise joyless, dutiful existence.
The reason Galen Cheney�s pre-October War 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 pathologically 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 a pure-blood Navajo�
�You knew where I�d be,� Cheney said, breathlessness catching each word. �You didn�t have to come here to tell me� �
�I didn�t know where you�d be! How the fuck would I know where you�d be, Galen!� Christie objected angrily. �I guessed you�d be here now because the March on Philadelphia hits town next week! You could have been anywhere. In camp in Tennessee, or even back in Texas.�
�You should have told me about Mikey.�
�I just did! Getting caught trying to get a message to you when you�d fucked up and put us all in danger because you didn�t listen to a single goddam word I said to you,� the smaller man retorted, �wasn�t, still isn�t, dammit, at the top of my to do list!� The one thing a man never did with Galen Cheney was take a backward step. �Besides, being your fucking personal messenger boy was never part of the deal!�
Dan, Christie�s captor opened his mouth to speak.
Cheney raised a hand.
�You were with Mickey� �
�No. If I�d been standing beside him when the sump lit off I�d be dead too! Trust me, he couldn�t have got out of the compound. The explosion took out a Huey and God knows how many agents and state troopers. What the fuck did you prime it with? It went off like a small nuke!�
Keep it simple.
Do not embellish the lie.
�The women?�
�They�re safe.�
�Where?�
�They won�t be safe if you or anybody else in this camp knows that, Galen,� Christie told him abruptly. He was tempted to add �if you or somebody from your fucking church had come back down to Texas after the Atlanta fuck up you�d have been a lot better informed!�
But he refrained.
Had Cheney sent anybody down to Texas to root around he would have worked out that it had been Christie who tipped off the FBI and �taken out� Mikey to separate him from the women. The fact that Christie was still alive bore eloquent testimony to the Cheney�s cold-hearted desertion and betrayal of his family.
�What happened to blow the Texas organization?�
�Are you serious?� Christie exploded angrily. �After that stunt you pulled in Dallas what did you think was going to happen! I told you that if you poked the FBI too hard it would bite you back. After Dallas the agency closed down the Texas operation, just like they did in Georgia after the Bedford Pine Park shooting. And while we�re on the subject where do you get off killing hundreds of innocent civilians? King was a legitimate target. So were senior members of his staff. Nobody gave you permission to murder a whole lot of women and children, Galen!�
Cheney nodded at Dan.
�Wait outside, brother.�
Christie�s complaints had bounced off the big man�s impenetrable psychic carapace like pea-shooter rounds off an M-60�s cemented armor glacis plate.
�You through, Dwight?� He asked. Almost amiably.
�That�s up to you, Galen.�
�True.� With a long groaning sigh Cheney sank back onto his cot. �The Lord has tested us all with pestilence,� he muttered idly. �We lost some of the brethren to dysentery� Bad water. We think the flies carry malaria. That�s what did for the first brethren to settle these shores hundreds of years ago� �
There was only the one cot in the tent.
Christie looked around for a chair or a stool; there was none.
He shifted on his feet, despite himself a little shocked to find the monster so obviously enfeebled.
�Malaria?�
�That�s what Dan thinks. He was a medic in the Pacific. Guadalcanal and places like that.� Cheney gathered his strength. �Why did you come here?�
Dwight Christie put his hands on his hips.
He said nothing, getting used to the knowledge that he got to live a little longer.
�You didn�t come all the way out here just to tell me my son was dead and my women were lost to me forever?�
Christie shrugged.
�I didn�t know if you�d heard about Mikey. A man has a right to hear such things from,� he shrugged again, �a friend� �
Galen Cheney shivered, lay down on his back and stared at the canvass a few feet above his face.
�Maybe,� he grunted, unimpressed.
�Okay, I came here because I was ordered to come here,� Christie confessed, stuffing his hands in his trouser pockets. �The resistance has big plans for the fourth of July,� he explained, the merest quiver in his voice. �I�m here to make sure that whatever you�ve got planned doesn�t fuck up the party!�

Chapter 39

Saturday 27th June 1964
Ellsworth Air Force Base, South Dakota
Sixteen B-52s of the 5136th Bombardment Wing had transferred to Ellsworth Air Force Base in the last eight days. Another twelve of the huge bombers, drawn from the 100th Bomb Group had flown into Offutt Air Base in Nebraska. Ellsworth was seven hundred and fifty miles from the heartlands of Wisconsin; Offutt a little over four hundred miles, comparative short �hops� for the Stratofortresses of Strategic Air Command.
�Stand easy, resume your seats!� General Curtis LeMay bellowed long before he had reached the lectern and its microphone. That morning he had visited Offutt AFB, and delivered the speech he was about to give to the men of the 5136th.
Everything might be going to Hell but nobody would guess it looking at the The Big Cigar as he strode into the briefing hall. Command, leadership was not about shouting at people it was about winning hearts and minds, and looking the part in every possible way was a big part of that.
In point of fact Curtis LeMay was actually feeling a lot sunnier than he had any right to that afternoon. George Decker had been discharged from hospital in Joliet last night and returned to duty that morning. The Chief of Staff of the Army had sounded positively bullish during their twenty minute telephone conversation while LeMay had been in the air on the way to South Dakota.
Security at all headquarters had been radically beefed up since that kid had walked into Decker�s First Army communications room and set off a twenty pound bomb in his kit bag.
WRONG PASS or NO PASS got a man � or a woman � shot on sight now anywhere near any Army or Air Force base on the Chicago Front. LeMay blamed himself for not making that rule earlier but heck, what sort of World was it when teenage kids walked up to a group of men in uniform, or got on a bus or rail coach and blew themselves up?
The wave of bombings had caught them all by surprise but his �shoot on suspicion� directive had reduced First Army�s casualty rate from its peak of around a hundred a day around the time of the Joliet bombings, to single figures in just a couple of days. The trouble was it was only a matter of time before people who were just in the wrong place at the wrong time got killed; but he would worry about that some other day.
Right now he was trying to fight a war.
The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff waited while the one hundred and fifty men in the briefing hall settled. After the disastrous compromising of SAC�s chain of command in December LeMay and the other Chiefs had exhaustively dissected the failed system of checks and balances, tightened up and modified key components of the operational �fail safe command protocols� employed by US Forces everywhere in the global �combat sphere�.
Some commanders had caviled at the introduction of procedures specifically designed to make sure that the US military never again committed �mistakes� such as those which had resulted in the bombing of Malta by the 100th Bomb Group, and the targeting of British warships in international waters by A-4 Skyhawks of the Spanish-based 219th Strike Squadron. Inevitably, the worst effect of those �blue on blue� actions had been the most insidious; now any war order issued to anybody in the Air Force was likely to be viewed with extreme suspicion and if not questioned, then automatically passed up the chain of command for final �clarification�. �Local� or even �regional� discretion in the future use of US military force had been dramatically curtailed, and operation flexibility and adaptability severely curtailed. General officers in the field and admirals at sea were now bound by the absolute letter of their orders.
The politicians had ignored LeMay�s and the other Chiefs pleas and tied up American soldiers, sailors and air men in a veritable straightjacket because that was what happened when you were terrified of a second, catastrophic breakdown in the chain of command. The result of course was predictable; an officer could now, very easily, find himself being court-martialled, drummed out of the service and conceivably, thrown in prison for the sin of using what, formerly, the entire officer corps would have regarded as exercising native �common sense� in a combat situation.
Henceforward, until or unless sanity prevailed the US military would operate under a regime in which everything was so precisely locked down � in positively anal detail and at inordinate length � that every situation was pre-ordained. A man�s orders would specify in the most unambiguous language when or not to open fire. Broadly speaking the operation conditions under which an officer could give the order to �open fire� were few but nonetheless set in stone, in effect pre-ordained; whereas, in most other scenarios it was expressly forbidden to �engage the enemy�.
Under the new regime, Admiral Clarey, for the crime of ordering his ships to steam at flank speed towards the sound of the guns to defend Malta back in April would probably have been cashiered on grounds of reckless negligence. In similar circumstances now he would have been required to have obtained a pre-engagement authority from the Secretary of the Navy before issuing such orders to the fleet.
In other words the one operation which had done something � not a lot, but something � to restore the morale and enhance the reputation of the US Navy would probably never have happened, and Malta might have been occupied by the Russians, under Secretary of Defense McNamara�s recently issued �Securing the Chain of Command and Integrating Command Decisions Directive�.
Westy Westmoreland, McNamara�s Military Assistant, had sought out LeMay and discussed resigning his commission; LeMay had told him to �stick it out�. God alone knew what kind of yes man dolt or political soldier the bespectacled former President of the Ford Motor Company would bring in to replace Westmoreland if he moved on. Westy�s position might be invidious but many had been the times lately when the Chiefs of Staff and murmured silent prayers of gratitude to some Higher Power that there was at least one good man close to McNamara in the Philadelphia Pentagon.
Westmoreland had repeatedly told his political boss and others in the Administration, that the new protocols were a recipe for disaster. Yes, the nuclear protocols had been marginally improved by the changes; but in every other area of the nation�s armory it hamstrung decision making, built in structural inflexibility and severely limited tactical responsiveness in practically any likely battlefield scenario on land, at sea or in the air.
LeMay had decided he would deal with what was in front of him.
If that got him sacked well, that was too bad.
Once the situation in Wisconsin was �under control� � any outcome which kept the contagion contained east of the Mississippi was probably the best that could be hoped for in the coming months � LeMay planned to tour overseas commands to convey his personal interpretation of the strictures of the Securing the Chain of Command and Integrating Command Decisions Directive to the men on the front line in the Far East, and in command of the Navy�s distant fleets in the Mediterranean and the Pacific. Hopefully, in the meantime he could get Rear Admiral Bringle�s � the commanding officer of Carrier Division Seven � orders �clarified� before something went wrong in the Persian Gulf.
The Chief of Naval Operations had been lobbying for such a �clarification� ever since he got back home from India.
The President had assigned a political-military mission to the Kitty Hawk Battle Group and that was just plain dumb. The Navy had protested, so had LeMay � until he was blue in the face � but the President had spoken.
But for the latest crisis on the First Army Front in the Midwest � the battle for Madison was developing into a nightmarish re-run of the fight for Bastogne in 1944 � the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs would have been the guest of the Kitty Hawk�s wardroom today or tomorrow. As it was the first scheduled stop on LeMay�s upcoming �World Tour� was scheduled to be Malta, where the Sixth Fleet was keeping the peace with the British, just like old times.
The Malta �stop� had been put back a fortnight. After Malta he planned to fly straight on to the Persian Gulf to �confer� with Bringle. Assuming nothing went even more disastrously wrong in Wisconsin he hoped to be able to visit Malta around the 11th or 12th of next month, and to sit down with Bringle a couple of days after that.
This week the priority was shoring up the home front; the FUBAR in the Persian Gulf would have to wait a few more days!
LeMay had come to Nebraska and South Dakota to �cut through the shit� threatening to completely tie the hands of his men. His staff had attempted to apply the new protocols � which had been hurriedly �gamed� but introduced with trialing of any kind � to the drafting of the orders to the 100th and the 5136th Bombardment Wings and immediately discovered that in a battlefield situation the new system was unworkable. SAC did not have days and weeks to prepare the orders for what needed to be done today, tomorrow and thereafter on a dynamically developing battlefield.
Congressmen, Senators and all the President�s men wanted LeMay to tell them that everything would go as plan; that nobody would screw up, that only the �right� targets would be hit and the �bad� guys killed. The command protocols he was being asked � well, ordered � to implement did hardly anything to ensure the integrity of the chain of command, mostly they were just about covering the Administration�s collective fat ass!
If the politicians wanted guarantees about combat they were living in Wonderland, and while Curtis LeMay remained the professional head of the US Military he would lead it from the front. That was why today his boys needed to hear their orders in plain language from the man at the top.
�The fighting 5136th has been transferred to Ellsworth to take part in Operation Rolling Thunder,� LeMay boomed confidently. �I�ll level with you. The situation in Chicago and much of Wisconsin is bad; out of control. First Army is holding the line in South Chicago. 32nd Infantry Division is holding Madison. But that�s it. There�s nothing between the enemy and the Mississippi crossings.�
The veteran bomber commander let this sink in.
The men in the hall would have been fed a diet of �strategic retreat�, of �dynamic tactical readjustments to the line�, basically given the impression that whatever the rumors to the contrary, the situation east of the Mississippi was in some way �under control�.
�Things are looking bad. Madison is the Alamo. Bastogne all over again and we will not let it fall!�
Operation Rolling Thunder was the air component of the revised and expanded Operation Rectify plan: First Army would hold the front in the south, Madison would remain as a thorn across the enemy�s lines of communication blocking a vital road hub, all other available ground forces not already engaged would fortify and garrison the Mississippi crossings into Minnesota and Iowa, and the Air Force would systematically lay waste to the state of Wisconsin. Every road, bridge, town, village and farmstead, every reservoir, every pumping station, power station, fuel depot, individual gas stations, every piece of infrastructure above ground would be wiped off the face of the earth.
The great river barrier of the Mississippi in the west would halt the enemy advance; behind the rebels would be nothing but scorched earth. Thereafter, the rebels penned within the boundaries of northern Illinois and the state of Wisconsin, would be bombed and starved into submission. Not to be left out on Lake Michigan the Navy would obliterate anything that moved within fifteen miles of the coast.
The B-52s of the 5136th Bombardment Group had been transferred to Ellsworth because its four-and-a-half mile long runway would enable each aircraft to take off with over thirty tons of bombs in their cavernous bomb bays. Offutt AFB�s runway was a little shorter; but then the aircraft of the 100th �the Bloody Hundredth� Bomb Group were to be employed, in the main, dropping big, bunker busting and precision munitions. Its mission was to methodically eradicate all the threads that held modern civilization together by the precision bombing of targets. The 5136th�s job was going to be to carpet bomb and lay waste huge tracts of ground around roads and in towns, to spread incendiaries to fire forests and fields, to rain anti-personnel cluster bombs into the wrecked towns. There would be nowhere in Wisconsin for the rebels to shelter or hide and then sooner or later, the icy blast of the Midwestern winter would crush the insurgency.
If swathes of the Midwest had to be turned into charnel houses, dreadful bone fields then that was what was going to happen. SAC�s B-52s would do the heavy lifting, squadrons of roaming A-1 Skyraiders, A-4 Skyhawks, and National Guard F-100 Super Sabres would �fill in the gaps�. Once Operation Rolling Thunder got started Air Cavalry would drop into the countryside east of the Mississippi to mount hit and run raids on enemy strong points and to sow terror and confusion in rear areas. Already Navy ships were maneuvering into position in Lake Michigan to shine invisible electronic navigation and targeting beacons across the �war zone�, and elite Army Ranger and Marine Corps special units were on the ground scouting.
In the early hours of the morning all Hell was going to break out over Wisconsin, kicking off with the saturation bombing on the positions of the enemy forces besieging Madison.
�What I am about to say comes straight from the President,� LeMay declaimed loudly, knowing that the statement cut a lot less ice now than it would have done even two or three months ago. Many of the men under his command felt bad, a little ashamed about the way the US was standing back in the Middle East and the South Atlantic. They had taken enormous pride in the US Navy�s decisive intervention in the Mediterranean in April; afterwards they had been confused, and later vaguely uneasy, now they were borderline guilty that the British had been left to stand against renewed Soviet aggression in Iran and Iraq, alone.
What had we been fighting for back in 1918 and 1945?
The Brits had fought with us in Korea�
�The Commander-in-Chief has supported the recommendation of the Chiefs of Staff to adopt a strategy designed not to contain but to smash the rebellion in the Midwest. Crushing the rebellion and restoring the Federal writ to all states of the Union is the primary objective of the all the forces available to the United States. Those responsible for the atrocities which have occurred in Chicago and Wisconsin are deemed traitors, enemies of the state, criminals. Traitors and criminals, gentlemen. Be in no doubt that a state of war now exists between the United States and the traitors in our midst. The rebellion must be eradicated.�
The 5136th had been based at Barksdale in Louisiana for over a year and the wives and children of its men were safely distant from the war their husbands and fathers were about to fight.
�The enemy possesses few air defense weapons. We face an enemy with no aircraft. We own the skies and we will use our absolute air superiority to harry and to destroy the enemy.� He paused while his gaze roamed the hall. �This will be hard for you. No man joins the service to make war on his brother. But I know you will stand to your duty. Your country has never needed you more. America is nothing if it is not united. Without the union we are physically and morally the poorer, and immeasurably weaker. We are all sworn to preserve the Union, to salute the flag and to obey the orders of our Commander-in-Chief!�
Not for the first time LeMay found himself wondering if his Commander-in-Chief deserved the loyalty of such fine men as these in the hall.
�That is all!� He growled. �Hail to the Chief!�

Chapter 40

Sunday 28th June 1964
The Redoubt, Madison, Wisconsin
Near the end of the bombing at least two B-52s had overshot their aiming points and obliterated several hundred yards of the 32nd Infantry�s eastern perimeter beyond the Yahara River line.
During the attack the men high in the dome gallery of the State Capitol Building had felt like they were inside some infernal inner circle of Hades; the ground had rocked and trembled, the deafening drumbeat of one and two thousand pound bombs and the continual flash of multiple detonations around all points of the compass had shocked and awed the exhausted men manning the M2 50-caliber machine guns commanding the approaches to the Redoubt.
Major Norman Schwarzkopf had sent half his men, four platoons and two machine gun squads, each with three M2s � to bolster the ad hoc force plugging the line east of the Yahara. Messages were beginning to come back from the bombed earthworks and gun positions. Nothing was left; most of the men in those trenches were just� gone. Over two hundred and fifty men no longer existed, a dozen or so lucky survivors had been pulled alive � mostly half-dead � from the wreckage, otherwise it was simply a matter of trawling through body parts, and attempting to salvage weapons.
Had the enemy not been pulverized, literally swept from the fact of the land for a mile or more on every flank, the �blue on blue� disaster might have seen the city fall in hours. However, that morning the enemy was in no state to do anything except reel back in horror and presumably� terror.
As down broke the distant, rumbling thunder of more B-52 strikes reverberated across the devastated Wisconsin countryside from the north and the south. The great bombers had struck at a little before midnight; turned around for the sixty to ninety minute �hop� back to their bases in South Dakota and Nebraska, loaded up again with fresh bomb loads and � as each aircraft was declared fit for operations � returned to the skies over Wisconsin to strike again. In World War II the old timers had called it �shuttle bombing�; but that had been with B-17 Flying Fortresses and B-24 Liberators carrying two to three ton bomb loads at between two and three hundred miles an hour, not B-52s loaded with thirty tons of ordnance flying at over five hundred miles an hour.
Rolling Thunder summed it up nicely, Schwarzkopf reflected as he trained his glasses on the northern horizon, straining to pick up the flash of bombs striking ground somewhere along Highway 94.
The country around Madison was turning into a moonscape, another night like last night and that moonscape would extend miles and miles in every direction. Dust and smoke hung in the atmosphere like a death pall limiting sight to one, perhaps, two miles to the east and south of the city.
Schwarzkopf had heard the tales of high altitude B-25 Superfortress strikes halting �unstoppable� North Korean and Chinese advances in minutes, and understood in some peripheral, purely theoretical sense what a might happen when a Bombardment Wing of B-52s dropped hundreds of tons of conventional munitions on an enemy. However, he had never contemplated such total, complete, annihilating devastation. Overnight, the 5136th and the 100th Bomb Groups had lifted, at least for the next few days, the siege of Madison. The Wisconsin state capital had become an island of life, survival, defiance in a sea of death and destruction that stretched miles and miles out across the once fertile, idyllic surrounding Midwest.
Of Sun Prairie where Company �A� had held out for two days before the insurgents outflanked it in overwhelming force, nothing remained. It was as if the township had never existed, reduced to a muddy crater field.
The radio had been crackling behind him as Schwarzkopf studied the scene in the brightening morning light.
�Sorry, sir,� a corpsman prefaced. �Top Dog respectfully requests your attendance in the situation room, sir.�
Okay�
Getting down to ground level was going to hurt.
Not as much as climbing up to the dome; but it was still going to hurt.
The other man, the Red Cross armband around his right bicep grubby and flecked with blood like the battledress tunic beneath was holding out a pill in the palm of his right hand.
�You ought to take this, sir.�
Schwarzkopf�s right thigh � already throbbing painfully � was aflame just with the prospect of negotiating those steps down to ground level. He swallowed the pill, washed it down with a mouthful of metallic, brackish water from his canteen.
Half-an-hour later Schwarzkopf, white faced with pain and sweating badly was in the basement of the State Capitol listening to the latest SITREP.
Harvey Grabowski, now promoted brevet Brigadier in command of the 32nd Infantry Division was unshaven, grey with exhaustion and yet perversely, cheerful.
�The eastern perimeter has been re-established,� he began, quickly moving on past the self-inflicted disaster which had killed so many of their friends and comrades only hours ago. �Events overnight probably advance plans to shorten our lines in that sector by pulling back to the Yahara River line. The timing of that is under advisement; we will continue to maintain our current defense posture at this time. If and when we draw in our horns will depend on how quickly to enemy responds to last night�s beating.�
Grabowski turned to Schwarzkopf.
�Little Bear,� he grinned. �I need you to talk to Captain Mundy.�
Carl Mundy was the hard-bitten Marine who had taken command of Schwarzkopf�s Company �A� after he was wounded decamping from Sun Prairie. The Company had been reinforced by men from the 2nd Marines and held in reserve for �mobile operations� within the Madison lines.
�We need to know where the enemy is and what he�s doing. Talk to Mundy about sending scouting parties east. I want to know what else the enemy has got left to throw at us from the Chicago-Waukesha- Milwaukee sector. More prisoners would be good, too. Send out the first raiding party tonight.�
�Yes, sir.� It stuck in Schwarzkopf�s craw not to be capable of taking part in the �fun�.
�The Air Force,� Grabowski continued, �plan to send in a ground control team to assess the viability of setting up an �air bridge� to keep the garrison supplied and to evacuate the wounded. There will be pressure to fly out civilians but military priorities will prevail. I�ve no idea how practical any of this shit will be. We�re right on the edge, probably beyond the operating range of any chopper and we don�t have anywhere within the perimeter big enough to clear a landing strip. Still, the flyboys will come look see,� he grimaced, �and tell us what they can do!�
Schwarzkopf coughed.
�Sikorsky SH-3 Sea Kings, and the new Chinooks and Sea Knights would probably have the range, sir,� he offered thoughtfully, �operating from First Army�s front in Illinois or from bases close up to the Mississippi in Iowa.� He shrugged, added: �maybe.�
His commanding officer smiled wanly.
�I�ll believe it when I see it, Little Bear.� He stabbed his finger down onto the map east of the city. �Let me know what you and Mundy want to do by noon, please.�
He moved on decisively.
There were ten other officers gathered around the map table.
Harvey Grabowski looked into the eyes of his officers.
�What went wrong last night was nobody�s fault. We�re fighting a goddammed war here and bad things happen all the time when you�re at war. I don�t want anybody bad mouthing the Air Force. We lost a lot of good men last night but the enemy lost more. Last night�s bombing may just have stopped the enemy in his tracks. Either way, the enemy will know that what happened to him last night can happen to him again anytime, anywhere. Moreover, the next time the enemy attacks he�ll have to come at us over the ground those B-52s churned up. God help him if it rains between now and then!�

Chapter 41

Monday 29th June 1964
Berkeley, California
That morning Nathan had driven Caroline across the Oakland Bay Bridge to the University of California School of Medicine on Parnassus Ave, San Francisco, where she had arranged a meeting with the Acting Dean of the School of Psychiatry. Although she had told him she would make her own way back to Berkeley in the afternoon he had hung around. It had seemed the right thing to do and besides, she had been like a cat on a hot tin roof since they had woken up and well�
He was worried about her.
�How�d it go?� He had asked when, after about ninety minutes she had walked distractedly back to where he had parked up.
While he was waiting he had picked up a copy of the San Francisco Chronicle and basically, read it from cover to cover trying not to fret too much about Caroline�s interview.
�So, so,� she had replied noncommittally as he opened the passenger door for her and she clambered into the cab of the beat up old Chevy.
Nathan had spent time making sure what was under the hood worked but he was a part-qualified electrical and mechanical engineer, not any kind of body shop grease monkey. He was going to have to find somebody else to hammer out the dents and re-spray the chassis and panels. It was on his list of things to do; just not very high up it.
�I�ve got a second appointment at the VA Medical Center this afternoon. That�s out on Clement Street near the coast,� she had hesitated, �beyond the Presidio. The School of Medicine has big contracts with the military,� she had explained. �Obviously, I couldn�t disclose what I�d been doing lately. Not in so many words but I�ve been invited to apply for a post on the Medical Directorate of the California National Guard. It�s pretty much a done deal if I�m interested. The thing over at the VA Medical Center is not so much an interview as a chance to look over the department and meet some of the people working there� �
They had stopped at small diner off Fillmore for coffee and sandwiches then motored west across the city to the white-washed buildings on Clement Street that housed the Veterans Administration Medical Center. Again, Nathan had waited outside in the street, re-reading the latest bad-mouthing of the President.
The General Election might not be scheduled until November but it had already turned into a vicious, no holds barred bare-knuckle fight. Most of the commentators and every serious pundit predicted a three or four way race; Democrat, Republican, Southern Democrat and a straight America Firster. Not that any of the potential candidates was espousing anything other than uncompromising isolationism masquerading under the newly remembered banner of states� rights.
Everybody assumed JFK would run again but nobody knew if he would win his party�s nomination; it was that kind of Presidential race. There were rumors that Vice President Johnson had suffered a heart attack, that Hubert Humphrey or Minnesotan Eugene McCarthy would vie for a place on the Democrat ticket. Here in California there was a vocal lobby that supported Governor Pat Brown for President.
The Republicans were as conflicted and confused as the Democrats. Henry Cabot Lodge junior and Nelson Rockefeller had been in a two horse race in the spring; now the waters were muddier ever week. Barry Goldwater, the strident Arizonan senator had worried at the two standard bearer�s ankles with the angry tenacity of a fox terrier and right up until the result of the California Primary was declared he had been in pole position. Enter Richard Nixon, Eisenhower�s faithful, albeit rather dull and somewhat oily Vice President for most of the 1950s, who had very nearly carried his home state�s contest. It seemed that Nixon was attempting to shed his former skin to enable him to insinuate himself between his rivals as a lone voice of reason.
The Southern Democrats already had their man; George Wallace the pugnacious Governor of Alabama, arch segregationist and bigot but dearly beloved of the Jim Crow wing of the President�s own Party.
Strom Thurmond, the senator from South Carolina, was something of a Republican in a Democrat�s fleece. He was one of those old unreconstructed Southern Democrats who seemed to think that the only way to preserve segregation was to reawaken the same states� rights nightmare that had led to the Civil War. Thurmond was as yet � unofficially � undeclared as a fourth horseman of the American electoral apocalypse which beckoned on November 8th.
JFK or even Richard Nixon were known quantities, as for the others� Heck, from what Nathan had read and had heard bandied about, most of the others were the sort of characters a wise man would not bet paper money on to find his own ass in the dark without half-a-dozen flunkies holding a torch for him!
To be fair to the Chronicle it carried gossip and hearsay most days about one or other of the Presidential hopefuls. However, today�s dig at JFK was extraordinarily below the belt.
Doctor Max Jacobsen, aged sixty-three, the German born psycho-physician who boasts a client list that has included over the years Truman Capote, Marlene Dietrich, Zero Mostel, Eddie Fisher, Yul Brynner, Cecil B. DeMille, Tennessee Williams, Marilyn Monroe, Presidential hopeful Nelson Rockefeller and President Kennedy, stands accused of being nothing more than a quack drug dealer to the rich and the powerful.
The story about what the President�s father had done to his daughter Rose Marie � allegedly having the poor woman lobotomized in 1941 on the grounds that she might become an embarrassment to him and own political ambitions � had been pretty low. Likewise the tittle-tattle about Jack Kennedy�s womanizing, the show girls and the movie stars he had allegedly seduced and dumped.
The good doctor is known variously as �Miracle Max� and �Doctor Feelgood� because of his liberal prescribing of large doses of amphetamines, opiates and other mind-bending drugs. Jacobson, who operates out of an exclusive Upper East Side clinic in Manhattan frequently injects his clients with a so-called �miracle tissue regeneration� concoction. Sources close to President Kennedy before the Cuban Missiles Crisis have revealed that these MTR �shots� are �reckless combinations� of large doses of amphetamines, human placenta, animal hormones untested on humans, anabolic steroids, powerful painkillers, and miscellaneous enzymes and vitamins.
The thing that was different about this slander was that it was suggesting; one, that the President was a very sick man, and two; that he had been under the influence of drugs at crucial points in his Presidency.
Sources close to the Administration confirm that President Kennedy was first treated by Doctor Feelgood in New York in September 1960, shortly before the famous Presidential Debates which probably won JFK the race. Although it was not publicized at the time Max Jacobsen was a member of the President�s staff at the failed Vienna summit of 1961, at which President Kennedy was reportedly �out of sorts� and consequently out-maneuvered by Nikita Khrushchev. Our sources confirm that prior to and during that summit Jacobsen had �treated� the President to alleviate severe back pain� �
Nathan had never blamed his President for the Cuban Missiles War.
The Soviets would have killed a hundred million Americans if JFK had faltered, or given so much as an inch over Cuba.
Except now as he read the Chronicle and his mind began to work through the underlying � horribly persuasive � rationale of the poison on its pages, a canker of doubt had settled in his head. It was hardly any kind of apotheosis, just the recognition that the narrative which he had accepted for most of the last twenty months might, possibly be flawed.
White House sources also confirm that Doctor Jacobsen visited the White House over thirty times between January 1961 and May 1962. The Chronicle�s readers have a right to know if President Kennedy was �high� on the day of the Cuban Missiles War�
Caro � she was �Caro� to him and him alone already � had been in a sanguine mood when she returned to the Chevy that afternoon.
Back in Berkeley they had stopped at a corner shop three blocks down from the house on Hearst Avenue and for the first time half-filled the refrigerator and partially stocked at least one shelf of the larder cupboard.
�The Chronicle says the President might have been on drugs at the time of the war,� Nathan said as they were washing up after a slow, lazy dinner in the small parlor.
�If I had to make the sort of decisions a President has to make I�d make damned sure I was on drugs all the time,� the woman had retorted.
The man had expected her to be outraged.
�You don�t think he ought to have� �
�Been teetotal, abstemious and celibate every minute of every day?�
�I don�t know. Yes, I suppose so� �
Caroline wiped her hands on a cloth and turned to face him.
�You are a very sweet man, Nathan Zabriski,� she smiled. �Even after all the things you�ve gone through you�re still the sweetest man I�ve met in my whole,� she shook her head ruefully, �quite long life.�
Nathan looked into her eyes, grey blue and wise, pools of sanity in his disordered reality.
He held her close, planted kisses in her hair.
Knew that for the first time in his life he was not alone�

Chapter 42

Tuesday 30th June 1964
Walnut Street, Philadelphia
Lady Bird Johnson viewed the other woman with transparent mistrust. The other woman�s name had not been Rachel Piotrowska the last time they had met in 1961. Back in those days she had been Hannah Ziegler, a mysterious socialite who had partied � and slept around � with the DC elite. She had arrived from nowhere, and vanished as fast. None of the wives had liked her, sensing threat, danger while their husbands had hung around the woman like a bad smell. Now � if the political wives grapevine was to be believed � the same woman was dressing down, trawling the Philadelphia streets calling in old favors, reminding �old friends� that she was exactly the spy that they had always hoped she was not. The Vice President�s wife was a little surprised how many of her fellow �political wives� had warned her about �Miss Piotrowska� since she had got back to Philly. They obviously had a lot more to worry about than she had!
The only thing Lady Bird Johnson knew for sure was that this woman had no hold on her husband. For all his faults Lyndon was no philanderer. He never had been and he never would be because he was just not that kind of man.
�Thank you for allowing me to visit your charming home,� the younger woman smiled. To her host her accent sounded positively �Russian�.
Rachel Piotrowska had turned up in the street behind the plush apartment building in a Buick with two minders, and had been hurriedly ushered into the building via the rear fire escape by the Vice President�s Secret Service detail. The British Ambassador had sent a wire overnight inquiring, very politely, if the Vice President�s health and schedule �might accommodate a discreet good will call� by a member of his staff.
Lady Bird�s husband touched her arm.
�Ms Piotrowska is a long way from home, Bird,� he said gruffly. She had been called �Bird� as a girl and she had hated it; but when the name rolled off her husband�s lips it had always had a reassuring, pleasing ring.
The Vice President�s outward mask of insouciance was becoming a little strained. Orchestrating the various comings and goings at the LBJ Ranch had been a doddle in comparison with the management of the stream of visitors to the Vice Presidential residence in Philadelphia. While Johnson had no problem with the World in general knowing he was being actively courted � much like a prodigal returned � by the Southern Conservative Alliance in the shape of his former mentor Richard Russell � the one time Governor of Georgia and since 1959 the Chairman of the Senate Committee on Armed Services � and by miscellaneous disaffected middle-ranking members of a visibly dysfunctional Administration; visitations by the likes of Claude Betancourt, and now Rachel Piotrowska, the public face of the British Secret Service in America were fraught with peril.
Jack Kennedy could afford to turn a blind eye to LBJ�s fraternization with diehard Southern Democrats and by any number of double-dealing sub-Cabinet level malcontents so long as the Vice President went on rebuffing the approaches of the papers and the TV networks and kept a low public profile. However, the fiction of his indisposition � widely reported as his having suffered a minor heart attack � would not withstand the merest whisper of his having secretly met Rachel Piotrowska. The press pack had been on the woman�s heels ever since she suddenly appeared at the British Embassy last month. That she had since proven to be the most elusive of quarries had simply maddened the appetite of the media.
Lady Bird Johnson, The Vice President and the Head of Station of the British Secret Intelligence Service in the US stood in the lobby. The blinds were drawn, the heat a little oppressive but Lyndon Johnson wanted nobody eavesdropping on this conversation.
�They say the Embassy up in Wister Park is almost deserted?� The Vice President inquired.
�The Ambassador sent our California Delegation under Sir Peter Christopher�s leadership west,� the woman replied dryly, �and a number of inessential and supernumerary staff and family members to Canada after the unfortunate attack on the Embassy earlier in the month. I gather that, at your instigation, Peter Christopher�s Party was royally greeted and entertained in the fortnight they spent as guests of the National Aerospace Administration in Alabama before they set off on the last leg of their journey to California.�
Johnson accepted the compliment at face value.
Making a fuss of the �Christopher Party� � had gone down a storm with the networks and in the press despite the general background of virulently anti-British bullshit � had indeed been his doing. The British consular mission to the West Coast Confederation states, headed by the hero of the Battle of Malta and his Maltese wife had been welcomed like movie stars wherever they went; it was like the Prince of Wales and Mrs Simpson all over again except without any taint of dishonor and infidelity. LBJ had been sorely tempted to invite �the Christophers� down to Stonewall but that would have burned his boats prematurely with the White House. Instead he had told Wernher von Braun to �pull out all the stops� at Huntsville, suspecting that in the years to come the US was going to need every friend it could get in the old world.
�There are still over forty people at the Embassy,� Rachel explained. �The Ambassador is most keen to ensure that business as normal continues. Lord Franks is most insistent about that. I think some of the things that have been going on in this city,� she waved a dismissive hand, �must be breaking his heart. Not that he�d let it show. Not for a single minute.�
Lyndon Johnson let this pass unremarked as he motioned for his guest to precede him into the parlor. Lady Bird took this as he cue to smile and step back into the shadows, leaving the players to get on with their game.
�My Secret Service boys say you�re a dangerous woman?�
Rachel shrugged.
�All women are potentially dangerous, Mr Vice President,� she replied languidly arranging herself in the chair the man indicated.
�Were you one of Jack Kennedy�s girls back in the day?�
The woman smiled, shook her head.
�No. He had plenty of other mistresses �back in the day�,� she went on, her eyes twinkling with wry amusement but her expression impenetrable. �I was more focused on,� she paused, �other clients and it was advantageous to me to keep the President, and his little brother, at arm�s length. Rather in the fashion of particularly endearing puppies with,� another pause, attended with a glacial smile, �shit on its paws.�
Lyndon Johnson laughed. He did not want to laugh; he simply could not help himself.
�Is it true,� Rachel continued, �that when you were Senate Majority Leader you had better dossiers on all the other senators than J. Edgar Hoover?�
�Damn right I did!�
The woman nodded thoughtfully.
�Nobody will tell me what the Secretary of State and the Attorney General are talking to the Russians about,� she confessed, as if she was making polite conversation just to avoid an awkward silence.
�Maybe that�s because it�s none of your goddamned business.�
Rachel let this pass.
The man had a point, after all.
�Okay,� she decided. �I�m here because in the aftermath of the Hyannis Port debacle your government and mine have stopped talking to each other. Oh, I know Secretary of State Fulbright and Lord Franks still have regular bilateral contacts but that�s not talking. Given what�s going on in the Middle East and the fact that Admiral McDonald, your Chief of Naval Operations has recently been absent from his normal haunts, it is not unreasonable to speculate that he has been, or still is in the process of visiting that troubled region.�
Lyndon Johnson raised an eyebrow.
�Ah, you didn�t know about Admiral McDonald�s secret meeting with the commander of the Kitty Hawk�s squadron at Bombay?� The woman queried. �Oh dear, you really are out of favor, Mr Vice President.�
She was good!
Really good!
�Shouldn�t you be doing spy work?� He inquired archly.
�I�m an intelligence officer. I don�t spy on anybody.�
It was a measure of how messed up the World was that spies were the last diplomats standing.
�So you�d have had nothing to do with the stories out there bad-mouthing the President?� The Texan retorted.
�Dr Feelgood, the President�s lobotomized sister?� Rachel asked rhetorically. �Addison�s disease? The American media have known about all that stuff and much, much worse for years and been too spineless, not to mention complicit in the conspiracy of silence, to tell �the people� about it. That�s changing now. Not before time. Don�t you think the American people have a right to know that the President � and his little brother, now and then � used to treat any woman unwise enough to step into the White House as if they were no better than a common harlots in their own personal harems before the Cuban Missiles War?�
Lyndon Johnson did not react.
�You�ve heard all the stories, I�m sure,� his visitor continued. �I thought the one about JFK fucking Marilyn Monroe in Bobby�s love nest in the loft of the Department of Justice Building was a real hoot. The Secret Service claim to have destroyed the recording of Marilyn Monroe�s call to the First Lady; the one in which she threatened to marry the President and to move into the White House. I�m sure they�ve got a copy locked away somewhere, I would if I was running the Secret Service. Apparently, Jackie said �that�s great, you'll assume the responsibilities of First Lady, and I'll move out and you'll have all the problems�. How classy is that?�
�What would you have done in her position, Miss Piotrowska?�
It was the woman�s turn to arch an eyebrow.
�Ms Monroe would probably have encountered an unfortunate accident,� she smiled coldly, �as in fact she did shortly before the war. But I�m sure that it was just a tragic accident,� she smiled saturninely. �One hears the oddest rumors. In any event, I am not here to try your patience with tittle-tattle, Mr Vice President.�
Johnson got to his feet, turned towards the door. He hesitated and swung around as the woman rose. For a moment she wondered if she was going to be subjected to the legendary �Johnson Treatment�. Six feet and over three inches tall the Vice President towered over her, his stare boring into her face.
�You British don�t get it,� he grunted. �We don�t owe you a goddam thing. You think you�ve got it bad? We saved your asses the night of the war. It didn�t work out nice and clean and tidy but if we hadn�t hit the fucking Soviets when we did we�d all be dead now!�
Rachel decided she was only getting a diluted version of �the treatment�.
Even so it felt a little like she was standing under a waterfall and there were rocks in the water falling on her from above.
Johnson has moved a step closer and his gaze was relentless.
Rachel shut her eyes for moment, re-focused on the man.
�I killed the last man who attempted to bully me, Mr Vice President,� she said softly.
�With a fucking Kalashnikov!� He growled instantly. Suddenly he was no longer looming over Rachel and his expression was wry. �They say that�s a Hell of a gun?�
The woman frowned.
�Yes,� she agreed dully.
Especially if you need to kill everybody in the room!
�What do you want, Ms Piotrowska?� Lyndon Johnson demanded before adding. �Whoever the fuck you are!�
�Want?� She echoed. �I don�t want anything. But you�re wrong. You owe us � the Brits � more than you can imagine and if you make peace with the Soviet Union behind our backs you need to know that bad things will happen.�
A smile formed on the craggy Texan�s lips; then faded.
�I don�t take kindly to threats.�
Rachel shrugged.
�Have it your own way. When you are the President you will want to talk to us.�
The woman turned to go.
�That�s it?� Johnson demanded angrily, losing his temper.
�Yes. What did you expect, Mr Vice President?� Rachel said deadpan. �A quick hand job before I leave?�

Chapter 43

Wednesday 1st July 1964
Wharton Forest, New Jersey
Galen Cheney�s people had recovered Dwight Christie�s stolen Chrysler from its hiding place off the Atsion Road and driven it deep into the woods near the encampment. The camp, which had been populated mainly by women and children when the former G-man arrived, had filled with men, at least a dozen of them, the majority dressed in military-style fatigues and carrying a variety of guns. Several of Galen Cheney�s �disciples� hefted M-16 assault rifles, others pump action shotguns, or long hunting rifles, every man carried a handgun on his hip. With the return of the men folk the clearing in the woods had assumed the feel and the mood of an outlaw hideaway.
As there often was in Galen Cheney�s proximity there was a threat of violence in the air; life around him was always lived on the edge of retribution. Now that the returnees � Christie had no idea where they had been � knew who he was, and more importantly, what he had once been, the majority were viewing him as if they wanted to slit his throat and be done with it.
Cheney had called a meeting so Christie could tell his story to everybody,
Dwight Christie had understood that he was on trial for his life; and that if things went badly there would be nothing clean, quick or painless about the manner of his death.
�The resistance,� he explained, �has planted a large number of naval demolition charges underneath City Hall.�
The first time around Galen Cheney, his son Isaac, and his principle lieutenant, the military looking guy called �Dan� had listened with varying degrees of impassivity, nodding now and then as he had explained, in painstaking detail everything he knew about the Resistance�s scheme to decapitate the Kennedy Administration, Congress and, almost incidentally, eradicate the leadership of the Afro-American Civil Rights movement in a single audacious �operation�.
They had been impressed enough to let him talk to the others.
�This was all made possible because when Congress moved to Philadelphia City Hall was a building site for the first month as new offices were set up and the basements were cleared out. Everything was done in such a hurry that nobody, and I mean nobody, was really in charge. The Secret Service, the FBI, the Philadelphia PD, people from Justice, the Office of the Interior and the survivors from the Pentagon all wanted a piece of the action. It was relatively easy for us to get our people into City Hall. Everything�s wired to blow at a flick of a switch. Our demotion guys reckon the whole shebang will fall down like a house of cards.�
Galen Cheney had chewed on this for a very long time.
The silence grew dangerous.
�City Hall comes crashing down. Then what?� He had asked lowly.
The crowd standing, sitting, moving about around Christie had begun muttering. He had tried to ignore the hostility, hate in the eyes studying him as he saw in the canvas camp chair in their midst.
�Then we seize the TV and radio stations in Philadelphia and broadcast the call to arms to rise up against the Federal Government. We all get to join in the great fight for freedom with our brothers and sisters in the Midwest.�
Cheney nodded, looked to Dan, who seemed to be his deputy.
The other man had shrugged imperceptibly, his scrutiny never moving from Christie�s face.
�How come we don�t know squat about any of this, brother?�
Christie had ignored him, concentrating on Cheney.
�It was too risky to make contact with you guys after Atlanta. Besides, I was only brought in on this thing a month ago. Until then we couldn�t be sure if the March on Philadelphia was going to happen. We have to decapitate the Government this time. We have to liquidate the whole leadership. What went wrong in DC last year was that the coup hit too many places at the same time without killing the all people that mattered. If the Pentagon had fallen, or if the White House had been destroyed early on things might have been different. But here in Philadelphia we don�t have to capture or destroy half-a-dozen or twenty targets we just have to hit one! Hard! Hit it on a date and at a time we know that all the people we have to kill all be in one place!�
Galen Cheney had sucked his teeth and fiddled unconsciously with his bolo tie, turning the Navajo medallion in his fingers.
�We already have plans for fourth of July,� he had declared and nodded to Dan and Isaac to take Christie away.
That was two days ago.
Since then Christie had been kept under constant guard in a tent set back into the woods. He had had to dig his own latrine away from the camp, and had his food brought to him. There were always two guards, always armed with M-1 carbines or M-16 assault rifles. Cheney had warned him if he attempted to escape he would be shot.
�Like a dog.�
Somebody was shaking Christie�s shoulder.
It was dark but a lantern was swinging close to his head.
�What the� �
The barrel of a gun jabbed his ribs.
�Nobody can get near City Hall,� Galen Cheney grunted accusingly.
Christie struggled to sit up, pressing his right hand to his ribs.
�That�s because it�s the most secure building in the country right now!� He retorted irritably.
�Convenient, that,� the other man growled. �Nobody being able to check your story. Maybe I don�t believe you.�
�Yeah, well what you believe and what�s real ain�t always the same thing, Galen!� Dwight Christie had had just about enough; of the FBI, of �the cause�, of living, basically, and it made him fearless. �Why the fuck aren�t you out West fighting the good fight with the rest of the fucking brethren?�
In the quietness the lantern sizzled in the gloom.
�I have God�s work to do here in the East first.� He sighed. �The end of times will come soon enough, brother.�
�God said that to you, did he?�
Galen Cheney nodded somberly, pitying the unbeliever.
�My people have no interest in who governs this forsaken country,� he went on. �Go back to your people and tell them that we will do God�s work in Philadelphia as He sees fit.�
�You won�t get anywhere near the President.�
�God will be with us as he was with the Israelites when he parted the Red Sea for them to escape from captivity in Egypt.�
The man is stark raving mad!
�I can�t tell my people that!�
�Then you don�t need to tell them anything.�
The moment had come; the last throw of the dice.
�If I don�t renew contact by noon tomorrow, they�ll come for you in forest, Galen.�
The other man was stone-faced.
�You�ve got a lot of fighting men here but a lot of women and children, too. I�m sure you�re organized, that you�ve got pickets out in the woods. Booby traps, too. But they�ll just come in here and wipe you out anyway because otherwise you might end up in the wrong place at the wrong time on Saturday. They won�t let that happen.� He tried to sound reasonable. However, it was the middle of the night and he had been expecting a bullet in the back of the neck for two days now. �Give me your word you and your people will stay out of downtown Philly on Saturday or shoot me. It doesn�t make a heap of difference to me. What�s it to be?�

Chapter 44

Wednesday 1st July 1964
Camp David, Catoctin Mountains, Maryland
The President of the United States of America looked old and haggard, his eyes sunken in grey pits. J. William Fulbright, the Secretary of State did not look great either, although his was the fatigue of a man who had been constantly perambulating around the World for most of the last three weeks rather than the exhaustion of a sick man.
Jack Kennedy had the pallor of a man struck down by the latest strain of the influenza � people called it �flu� but nobody believed it was anything other than some post-apocalypse plague � that was beginning to spread out of Boston. The sickness had not reached the greater Philadelphia area or New York but if previous outbreaks were anything to go by it would arrive soon. The �flu� had been seeping down through Cape Cod at the time of the Hyannis Port summit with the British; not that anybody had warned the visitors. Such courtesies had long since ceased to be any part of the US�s relations with its �friends�.
Curtis LeMay noted the weakness of the President�s grip as the two men shook hands.
�I�m sorry to find you unwell, sir.�
�It is just a chill. That�s what they say, leastways,� the Commander-in-Chief retorted, quirking the famous smile for a moment, mostly from memory.
A chill in high summer�
Fulbright�s grip was iron-hard as always.
�I�m worried the British don�t seem to be taking our naval presence in the Persian Gulf very seriously,� Jack Kennedy said as the three men took their seats in the �meeting� chalet close to the helicopter landing pad. The Secretary of State and the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs were passing through, and this meeting had been arranged at literally the last minute at the President�s request. �I�m also worried that we might be sending out mixed messages.�
LeMay threw a thoughtful look at Fulbright.
Lately, American foreign policy had been about preaching to the converted. In the Middle East that meant to Israel and to the best Iraqi, Egyptian and Iranian exiles money could buy. The same policy was being assiduously pursued in Spain, and more tentatively, with the chaotic rightist and borderline fascistic regimes controlling much of Italy. As for the British; in Malta the US military was still behaving as if it was the old country�s best friend in Christendom, but everywhere else more like an estranged former party to a marriage heading for the rocks.
�We are sending out mixed messages, sir,� LeMay observed bluntly.
�The British must know that we can�t let the situation in the Gulf get out of hand,� the Secretary of State interjected. �They know that given the presence of Soviet-backed insurgencies in Turkey and the Balkans that we cannot allow Syria and Jordan to go the way of Iraq. As for the Arabian Peninsula� �
Curtis LeMay shook his head and vented a disgusted snort.
�Dammit! I�m the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs and you haven�t told me what our policy in the Middle East is,� he fulminated. �How the heck do you expect the Brits to know what it is?�
Jack Kennedy roused himself.
�It is our policy to put an end to the war in the Gulf, General.�
�With respect, sir,� the veteran airman pointed out, �that is the objective of our policy. Our policy to actually achieve that objective is a recipe for disaster. It has too many goddam moving parts and one false move by Bringle or any of the ships or aircraft of Carrier Division Seven and we hand the Soviets the Arabian oilfields� �
�Yes, we�ve had this debate before, General LeMay,� the Commander-in-Chief reminded him testily. �If it becomes necessary the British forces in the Middle East will be confronted with overwhelming US air and sea power. In this connection, as previously discussed the 319th Bomb Wing should be placed on alert for operations in Iraq and the Northern Persian Gulf. KC-135 tankers should be pre-positioned so as to facilitate B-52 operations in the regions immediately.�
LeMay was silent for several seconds.
Now the Commander-in-Chief was telling him how he should not his job!
Privately, he regarded deploying the B-52s of the 319th Bomb Wing based at Grand Forks, North Dakota, on a mission half-way around the World to operate from makeshift Soviet bases in southern Russia as a paper, war games exercise. He had instructed the Staff to undertake the preparatory work but realistically, right now he needed the eighteen aircraft of the 93rd and 20th Bomb Squadrons of the 319th to spell the aircraft of the 5136th and 100th Bomb Groups committed to Operation Rolling Thunder in the next few days. Sending those aircraft to the other side of the World was� insane.
He had warned the President that he could have Operation Rolling Thunder in the Midwest or he could have the cockamamie �Russian operation� dreamed up by the idiots at the State Department. He did not have enough aircraft to maintain a viable first strike capability, maintain the momentum of Operation Rolling Thunder and to deploy a separate task force to distant foreign bases as yet unsurveyed by his people.
It was one thing for the President�s National Security Advisor, McGeorge Bundy to speculate that the missiles of the Minutemen Squadrons and the Polaris fleet could �temporarily fill any capability gap� in the US�s nuclear defenses, but LeMay had no intention of deploying his B-52s to Soviet territory. Quite apart from the inherent impracticality of such a deployment without weeks and months of planning and the pre-positioning of personnel, spares, munitions and hundreds � more likely thousands � of tons of the right quality and specification Avgas ahead of the arrival of the bombers; he did not trust the Russians not to shoot down or impound his aircraft. Moreover, sending the 319th Bomb Group and a squadron of KC-135 tankers � some of which would have to be based in Russia � violated his personal cardinal rule of command; never give a man an order you know that he might disobey.
LeMay had had order his boys to lay waste Wisconsin, to wage war on fellow Americans. Now his President wanted him to order the same men to � if things went wrong � wage war on the British forces in the Middle East.
�The Soviets don�t believe we have the balls to pull the trigger if the British refuse to peacefully disengage in the Gulf,� Fulbright said grimly. �The Russians can�t actually see the Kitty Hawk cruising a hundred miles out to sea. A dozen B-52s flying over the battlefield will, if necessary, send an unambiguous message to all parties in the region.�
Curtis LeMay was nothing if not a practical man.
�What happens if the British call our bluff?�
�They won�t.�
�They might,� LeMay grunted. �Then what? You want me to order my boys to bomb them. The Brits? Jeez, I fought a goddam war side by side with those people not so long ago! Remember?�
Jack Kennedy stirred in his chair.
�General, if it comes to it I will personally issue the attack order. Your conscience will be clear.�
�What about Admiral Bringle�s conscience, sir?�
�Admiral Bringle is the man on the spot. I will not second guess the man on the spot. Besides, he already has his orders.�
LeMay shut his eyes, shook his head.
�Bringle already has orders requiring him to use whatever force he deems appropriate to separate the warring parties in the region, sir,� the former bomber supremo reminded his President. �I told you at the time that those orders were promulgated that we were making a bad mistake. Now you�re asking me to send,� he corrected himself, �ordering me to prepare to send B-52s into action not against the Soviets but potentially, the Brits?�
�Yes,� Jack Kennedy said dully. �We cannot let the Soviets over run the oilfields of the southern Gulf. That is a given, General. Nevertheless, the Administration�s policy is that, notwithstanding we are confronted by Soviet aggression in the region, that our vital short, medium and long-term strategic interests are best served by doing whatever it takes to avert a second nuclear conflict with the Soviet Union. Avoiding another nuclear war trumps all other considerations. Yes, like you I entertain the most severe moral qualms about this; but no, I am not prepared to compromise. We will not allow the British to drag us into another World War.�
LeMay looked to Fulbright, said nothing.
�I need to know if I can I rely on you to alert the 319th Bomb Wing, General?� Jack Kennedy asked.
The ranking military officer in the United States hesitated.
It did not matter that he thought what he was being ordered to do was just plain�wrong.
He had taken the oath.
The President was his Commander-in-Chief.
It would take at least fifteen days � assuming the full cooperation of the Soviet authorities � to put the necessary facilities in place in Russia to enable the first six 319th Bomb Group B-52s to operate over Iraq.
The way things were looking in the Persian Gulf that would probably be too late to make much difference. His best intelligence was that the Red Army would be on the northern shores of the Gulf and that Abadan Island would be invested by then.
Separating the warring parties might by then to be academic; with the Soviets victorious on land and the Royal Navy and the Royal Air Force driven back to their Saudi Arabian bases.
LeMay suspected that this was the scenario the President and his Secretary of State actually envisaged playing out in the coming weeks, and that the commitment to deploy the 319th Bomb Group was window dressing for the benefit of the Russians.
The trouble was that wishful thinking was a very, very bad way to conduct foreign policy, and a potentially catastrophic way to plan military action.
When LeMay spoke it was with a heavy heart.
�Yes, sir,� he grunted. �The 319th will be alerted for operations in the Middle East as soon as I leave this place.�

Chapter 45

Thursday 2nd July 1964
Washington, District of Columbia
The heavily defended convoy carrying Dr Martin Luther King, the leading members of the Civil Rights Movement, their family members and their friends and �guest� marchers halted in the grounds around the southern bend of the US Marine Corps Memorial Circuit on the western bank of the Potomac. Although it was still only mid-morning it was a glorious, hot, cloudless day and the ranks of Marines, Army Rangers, National Guardsmen and policemen were already sweating.
A phalanx of pressmen and photographers surged forward.
Camera�s fired like a volley of musketry.
Miranda Sullivan stepped down from her bus and surveyed the faded greenery of the park around her. Today the March passed the nation�s most hallowed ground, the cemetery where the dead of its wars were buried in the parkland of what had once been Robert E. Lee�s mansion.
With the entrance to the Arlington National Cemetery the marchers would turn to the east to cross the Arlington Memorial Bridge over the Potomac, crossing from Virginia into the District of Columbia. On the eastern bank of the river the great throng, perhaps as many as fifty or sixty thousand people presently choking the parks and roads bordering the Potomac side of Arlington, would stream around both flanks of the Lincoln Memorial, down both sides of the Lincoln Memorial Reflecting Pool, past the World War II Memorial and the great obelisk in memory of George Washington to take possession of the recently re-opened National Mall all the way up to the steps of the scaffolding-shrouded US Capitol Building.
Most commentators predicted that one in every two Washingtonians who had �stuck it out� since the fighting in December, or who had since returned to the city � now the site of the biggest single reconstruction project on the planet � would join the crowds in and around the Capitol.
Miranda viewed the sweating soldiers and policemen thoughtfully.
There had been isolated incidents, attacks on groups of marchers, shots fired and over a hundred people injured in the March thus far; but to everybody�s astonishment no deaths, and no violence on the scale of anything routinely seen in Mississippi, Alabama and elsewhere in the South most weekends. But on this penultimate �marching day� the caravanserai of the Civil Rights Movement had come to Washington and in two days time Dr King would lead his people up Broad Street South to City Hall in Philadelphia.
Today was the first of the two �big� marches.
�Well, Miss Sullivan,� Ivan Allen, the Mayor of Atlanta remarked after turning to offer his wife a helping hand down from the bus, �we seem to have a another fine day for marching!�
Miranda nodded.
�I�m sure Dr King is right when he says a greater power is looking after us all,� she suggested, more in hope than conviction.
Over on the Arlington bank of the Potomac there were few signs of the fighting which had destroyed half the city a little less than seven months ago. However, across the river savage battles had raged around the Lincoln Memorial and on both sides of the National Mall, the great buildings of the Smithsonian had been systematically looted by the rebels � the government claimed by �criminal gangs� � and later gutted by fire as the Marines had had to go room by room flushing out fanatical �stay behind� suicide squads. The December fighting had spread into the streets and blocks beyond the museums of the Mall, and although a valiant defense by a combined National Guard and Washington PD force had kept the rebels out of the US Capital Bazooka rounds and petrol bombs had started fires which had at one stage threatened to consume the northern wing of the great structure.
Louise Allen, the Mayor of Atlanta�s wife, had done her best to engage Miranda in conversation on the trip down from Baltimore that morning. The �VIP marchers� had been put up in Army and Navy bases overnight in between the last three �march days�.
Miranda had been unusually tongue-tied, too wrapped up in her own thrall of remembrance to be her normal, loquacious self.
She quirked a hesitant smile at Ivan Allen.
�I wish I had your faith, sir,� she apologized. �I think the war has split us � well, people of my generation � into two camps; those with and those without faith. There�s no room for anything in between anymore.�
The Mayor of Atlanta smiled.
�There are many kinds of faith, Miss Sullivan,� he rejoined gently. �You and I are here because we have faith in the rightness of our cause, because we believe in something higher than our own personal interest. We believe that we can be better individually, and as a people. And,� he guffawed softly, �we both believe in Dr King.�
Miranda nodded.
The crowd around her suddenly parted.
Martin Luther King shook hands with his friend Ivan Allen. The leader of the movement�s wife, Coretta exchanged kisses with Louise Allen, and then pausing to size up Miranda for a moment, smiled before enveloping her in an embrace. Dr King was more circumspect, he shook Miranda�s hand with something akin to solemnity.
�Dwayne died because he dreamed of this day,� he said, gripping her hand in his and looking her in the eye. �Today and on Saturday, we change history, Miranda.�
Miranda had very nearly swooned the first time she had met Martin Luther King. He was � literally � like no other man she had ever met. It seemed almost cheap to call whatever he had �magnetism�, or even �animal magnetism�. The word �presence� did him scant justice. The man was simply magical; when he walked into a room that room became his room. It was hardly surprising women threw themselves at him. It was not that he was overwhelmingly handsome � he was but in an impressive way, not the superficial movie star way of so many of her parents friends and associates in Hollywood � but more in the timbre of his voice, the empathy in his eyes and the way he seemed capable of effortlessly infusing one with a belief in the rightness of things.
Miranda had come to terms with her prom night infatuation with King.
To be in the man�s thrall was only natural.
Soon the whole World would be under his spell.
Miranda lost herself in the man�s gaze.
�I will always be there for you,� she heard herself saying.

Chapter 46

Thursday 2nd July 1964
Map Room, US Navy HQ, Camden, New Jersey
Curtis LeMay stormed into the subterranean hub of the US Navy�s worldwide operations room in a Biblical rage. The 5136th Bomb Wing had lost two B-52s overnight and reports were coming in about another �blue on blue� screw up which had wiped out a company of the 3rd Marines at Eau Claire, the last blocking position along Interstate 94 between the rebels and the bridges across the Mississippi at Minneapolis.
It was early afternoon on a scorching day and already there were confirmed accounts of organized and armed bands of �rioters� attacking the �March on Philadelphia� in the National Mall in Washington, of shots being fired and worse, the big networks had finally got their acts together in refusing to permit military censorship of the horrific pictures now coming out of DC.
And twenty minutes ago he had been handed a crazy message sheet about a new, potentially monumental FUBAR coming out of the Persian Gulf.
�What�s going on in the fucking Gulf?� He demanded of Admiral David McDonald, the Chief of Naval Operations. His tone was very much that of a man asking: �And what fine mess have you gotten me into now!�
The other man had been leaning over the global map table with his hands resting on its surface. Slowly, very slowly her straightened, shot his cuffs and took a deep breath. The blond Georgian had the look of a man about to commence his lonely walk to the scaffold.
�Carrier Division Seven has engaged ships of the Australian, British and New Zealand Persian Gulf Squadron. Things are unclear at present. Specifically, whether the engagement is ongoing and or,� he shrugged, tight-lipped, �all or part of the ABNZ force has been destroyed.�
Curtis LeMay came to a staggering halt two paces away from the Navy man. For perhaps the first � and only � time in his adult life at that moment a five year old child wielding a very small feather could have floored the rambunctious veteran airman with a simple waft of his downy weapon.
He regarded the CNO with frank disbelief for several seconds.
�What� � He muttered, his lower jaw momentarily hanging slackly.
McDonald took a deep breath; around him staffers were shrinking back into the shadows of the Map Room.
�Responding to the British adopting a threatening operational posture,� he explained, clearly not really believing � or rather, not wanting to believe � what he was actually saying. �Carrier Division Seven engaged the ABNZ battle group based around the carrier HMS Centaur� �
LeMay was tempted to ask somebody to kick him.
This had to be a bad dream.
He needed to wake up!
But David McDonald was still talking.
The problem was that hardly any of the words coming out of his mouth made sense.
�We are also receiving confirmed reports of nuclear detonations over central Iraq� �
The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs felt like he had been jabbed with a cattle prod. Suddenly, he had shaken off his brief incredulity like a bear shaking off the freezing waters of the river in which he has been hunting migrating Salmon. When next he spoke it was as himself, fully in control, The Big Cigar, the man who had talked about bombing the Soviet Union back into the Stone Age.
�Who used nukes? Was it us?�
McDonald shook his head.
�No, sir.�
Okay, so it was the British!
The Russians did a lot of dumb things but they were not about to drop nukes on their own territory.
LeMay�s mind immediately turned to specifics.
�Has the President been informed?�
�Yes, sir. All incoming command signals are being copied to the White House Situation Room in real time.�
LeMay joined the Chief of Naval Operations to study the �table�.
�What else has gone wrong?� He demanded brusquely.
When the shit hit the fan something else always went wrong.
�Kitty Hawk has sustained underwater damage.�
LeMay had mistakenly imagined he had got a grip.
Now he exploded: �How the fuck does the biggest carrier in the World sustain �underwater damage� in a fight with some pissant little World War Two flat top a quarter of its size, David?�
�I don�t know,� the CNO confessed angrily.
Curtis LeMay�s entourage was hovering in the background keen to keep well out of the line of fire.
Their chief looked over his shoulder.
�Send to Grand Forks,� he barked. �The 319th is to go to DEFCON TWO.�
He forced himself to slow down.
This was what had happened on the night of the October War; everything had seemed to be calming down and then things had started moving faster and faster�
�Is Carrier Division Seven still actively engaged?� He asked coolly, sternly in command without a trace of anger.
�Possibly, sir. We�re waiting on reports from Kitty Hawk�s airborne early warning and control birds confirming ground zeros for the two suspected nukes� �
�Just two? Over central Iraq?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Air bursts?�
�Probably, why?�
Curtis LeMay sighed.
�We supplied the Brits several one megaton bombs before the October War for their Blue Streak missile program. Airburst those eggs at the right altitude they�d put out big EMPs. Maybe big enough to take down the Soviets� communications net across the whole of Iraq for several hours.�
McDonald was still not on the same wavelength as the airman.
This was entirely understandable given that he was wholly preoccupied unraveling the ongoing conundrum of why exactly the Kitty Hawk and her escorts had elected to swat a part of the ABNZ Persian Gulf Squadron into oblivion. A couple of A-4 Skyhawks circling overhead would have immediately curtailed the Centaur�s flight operations; and any one of Kitty Hawk�s screening cruisers or destroyers could � at any time in the last twenty-four hours � have sailed up to the British carrier and basically persuaded it to stand down.
LeMay was in no mood to grant the Navy man time to catch up.
�Give me an update on what we know?�
�About an hour before sunset � Gulf time � the destroyers William V. Pratt and Dewey had shot down two aircraft approximately seventeen nautical miles north of the Kitty Hawk. At around that time the cruiser Albany launched two Bendix Talos long-range �beam riding� surface-to-air missiles at other �incoming threats�. Simultaneously, two F-4s were engaged by air defense systems in the Abadan area, and forced to engage full reheat to escape out to sea.�
McDonald spoke calmly, unhurriedly, careful to stick to reported �facts�, avoiding embellishments or speculation.
�The cruiser Boston engaged the New Zealand frigate Otago � which had opened fired on the Pratt and the Dewey � with her main battery at a range of approximately fifteen miles. HMS Centaur�s other ASW escorts were on the Kharg Island side of the battle group at the beginning of the action. These two vessels � the anti-submarine frigates Palliser and Hardy � placed themselves between Carrier Division Seven and Centaur� �
�Remind me what sort of firepower these British ships have?� LeMay demanded, badly wanting to establish more �context� before he spoke to the President.
�Otago has two 4.5-inch guns. Palliser and Hardy just 40-millimetre AA guns.�
�And all our ships have five, six or eight inch guns? Lots of barrels?�
�Yes,� McDonald retorted tersely. �We think Otago had a Sea Cat surface-to-air missile launcher.�
LeMay was feeling gut sick.
�Jeez,� he groaned. He had never shirked a fair fight in his life but this was starting to sound like cold blooded murder.
�An A-4 Skyhawk was shot down; most likely by one of the Otago�s Sea Cat missiles. The Dewey and the Pratt subsequently engaged Otago until she was dead in the water. The Boston closed the range with the Centaur. Centaur,� he went on, �held her course and continued to launch aircraft until Boston scored several hits on her and at least one of Kitty Hawk�s A-6 Intruders hit her with a free fall bomb. A subsequent attack by A-4s sank Centaur approximately forty minutes into the engagement.�
McDonald hesitated.
�It seems that in the heat of battle Centaur�s ASW escorts � Palliser and Hardy � were able to close the range with the Kitty Hawk and launch an unknown number of torpedoes before they were intercepted and destroyed by gunfire from the destroyers Towers and John Paul Jones. Kitty Hawk was subsequently hit by a single torpedo on starboard side aft.�
The Chief of Naval Operations was frowning.
�What?� LeMay demanded.
�Nothing, it�s just that according to the reports I have Kitty Hawk turned away from the torpedo attack; standard operating procedure is to turn towards such an attack. A ship�s bow is inherently less vulnerable to potentially crippling damage than its stern and its rudders and propeller shafts.�
McDonald moved on quickly.
�Currently the destroyers Lawrence and Du Pont are in the process of arresting the British fleet oiler Wave Master, some miles closer inshore to Kharg Island. The oiler�s escort, a minesweeper, is unaccounted for at this time.�
�Jeez,� Lemay breathed in exasperations. �How many people were there on those British ships?�
An aide handed the CNO a sheet of paper.
�Centaur�s war complement was around fourteen hundred men. Palliser and Hardy about a hundred and twenty each. Otago, over two hundred.�
He was handed another message sheet.
�The nukes over Iraq were air bursts,� McDonald confirmed, not looking up, �north west and south west of Baghdad at ranges beyond which any damage would have resulted in the city� �
LeMay froze.
In that split second he understood exactly what was going on in Iraq and realized that his country had just intervened in the Gulf at precisely the worst possible moment. He remembered the night of the October War; the way things had spiraled out of the control, assuming a disastrous, unstoppable momentum which had carried them all to catastrophe.
�Halt all air activity in the Persian Gulf except reconnaissance and electronic surveillance.�
�That will leave Kitty Hawk vulnerable� �
�If the President wants to go to war with the British and the Soviets that is his prerogative; we�ve probably already started World War Four but just in case we haven�t, I don�t plan on getting the blame for it this time!�

Chapter 47

Thursday 2nd July 1964
Atsion Lake, Wharton Forest, New Jersey
There was of course, no such thing as �the resistance� and there never had been. Or if there had been, nobody had told Dwight Christie about it.
Dwight Christie had been working for the Russians � the KGB � for years but he had never come across anything that suggested that anybody in the US was capable of tying together anything remotely resembling a nationwide anti-government coalition. His FBI interrogators might have been so hung up with something called �Red Dawn� that they actually believed that there was �a resistance�; he reckoned that the main �anti-Federal� groups loosely banding together to violently oppose �the government�, were primarily religious or just plain criminal, or in some cases, crazies like the unholy coalition of white supremacists, nut jobs, Nazis and religious zealots who formed the core of Galen Cheney�s little sect.
But what did he know?
All he really knew about what was going on in the Midwest was what he read in the papers or heard on the radio or TV; he just assumed that nut jobs like Galen Cheney and his disciples were the sort of whackos who would be involved in the mayhem going on in Chicago, Milwaukee and Wisconsin. All that �end of days� shit sounded right up their street!
Even the women in the camp seemed infected with the same poison� hate. The guys around Cheney hated everything; it was like they all wore some psychological latter-day mark of Cain. They hated blacks, Democrats, Republicans, people who did not share their literal comprehension of the Bible. They talked about �taking� the �country back for decent folk� but what they actually meant was going back to the good old days of burning witches. Destroying their enemies, scourging the �evil-doers� from the face of the Earth was all they cared about; the useless bastards could not even feed themselves without raiding � stealing, wasn�t there something about that in the Bible?�� neighboring communities. No, thieving from unbelievers was not, apparently, any kind of sin.
On the plus side these idiots seemed to have swallowed the �resistance� baloney hook line and sinker. Unfortunately, it turned out they already thought they were �the resistance� and they had no intention of letting the �other resistance� tell them what to do.
All things considered Dwight Christie drew little or no comfort from having successfully �sold� his captors on the big lie. Left to his own devices his thoughts wandered while he waited for the end.
Yes, the Soviets had stirred the pot before the October War, made it easier for a small number of the disaffected to coalesce into viable short-lived �subversive� cells; but as to there being a guiding hand behind the anarchy in the Deep South, or the secessionism of the West Coast states, or the rebellion in the Midwest well, heck, initially most of that was just down to people behaving badly because the Federal Government was too weak to do anything about it. When good men � and their governments � failed to stand up to evil very bad things always happen. But that was not what the FBI had wanted to hear, and it certainly wasn�t what Galen Cheney and his crazies wanted to hear either. Telling the FBI what it wanted to hear went against the grain and it only encouraged the Agency to be even dumber.
Basically, Christie had never had a problem telling maniacs like Galen Cheney exactly what he wanted to hear.
�Walk with me,� the big man demanded. In recent days he had recovered his strength although the latest bout of fever had clearly taken a lasting toll on him. Dusk was close and nobody had spoken to Christie since that morning; it was sultry in the trees and the dampness from a brief, violent squall earlier that afternoon lingered in the branches and underfoot.
The two men had gone down to the lakeside.
The waning day was grey and the water looked glassy, the color of the clouds.
Galen Cheney carried his long-barrel .44 Magnum in a shoulder holster in full view but right now he was not pointing the cannon at the former FBI special agent. The leader of the Atsion Lake �gang� was oddly reflective, deceptively normal and unusually for him, talkative.
Dwight Christie said very little.
It seemed that once he was done with his business on the East Coast Cheney planned to lead his followers to the Midwest. Presumably, because he imagined he could kill unbelievers and deflower virgins to his heart�s content out there in the �war zone� without the bothersome let or hindrance, other than that of his own perverted moral compass.
It transpired that he had given up on finishing the work he had started that afternoon in February in Atlanta. God had another fate in store for �Lucifer�s black angel� � Martin Luther King � and Christie�s description of the resistance�s long-standing plot to blow up City Hall had played perfectly to his warped take on reality. As to whether or not he planned to join the party on Saturday he was silent.
�I don�t want to know what you�ve got in mind, Galen,� Christie sighed. �I don�t need to know so I don�t want to know. But I do need to tell my people that they don�t need to worry about your group crashing the party.�
The two men stood at the water�s edge, with the mirror calm of the lake to the north and the sepulchral quietness of the forest behind them.
�Worry?�
Christie looked the big man in the eye.
�Yeah. If I don�t show up back in Philly by midnight tonight they�ll have to come into the forest to get you. What�s planned at City Hall is too big to risk guys like you pressing the trigger at the wrong time.�
Galen Cheney sneered, glanced away into the middle distance.
�Nobody can take us out,� he snorted, �not here in the forest.�
�No, but they can cause you a world of pain, Galen.�
�Maybe.�
�How come they know about my people?�
�They didn�t.�
Cheney stiffened, said nothing.
�But I reckoned you�d be here and I�m the guy whose job it is to see that all the loose ends get neatly tied up. After the way the thing went wrong in DC,� he grunted, �nobody wants to go through that again. Shit, a lot of good men went into the cage last year. Anyhow, you need to cut me adrift before my people come looking for me, Galen. You�ve got too many women and kids hereabouts to put up a proper fight.�
�It�s time to move on, anyway,� Cheney announced. �The women will be fine here. We�ll pick them after later,� he shrugged, �if that�s God�s will.�
Christie considered arguing further, decided not to waste his breath.
Instead he posed a rhetorical question.
�When you went up to Atlanta I was around to pick up the pieces down in Texas, Galen?�
The other man eyed him with reptile cold eyes. Presently, he turned away to stare across the lake.
�Mikey was a good kid,� he sighed. �But he never believed. Isaac believes. Isaac walks with God.�
�And that�s all that matters?� Christie asked softly.
�God sent the fire to cleanse his children,� Cheney replied. The way he said it almost made it almost sound like a reasonable proposition. �You should have left the women after Mickey was taken. Woman lives to serve man; to carry his seed and to his bidding. All women are harlots no matter how sweet their hearts.�
Christie was tempted to inquire of his companion if he had actually explained any of this to the women in his camp, who presumably, were under the impression that they were under his protection, had he not know this too would be a waste of time.
Only a fool tried to argue with a sick mind.

Chapter 48

Thursday 2nd July 1964
Situation Room, Philadelphia White House
Down below street level in what had once been the vault of the Girard Trust Corn Exchange Bank Building, only the swish of the air conditioning fans and the breathing of the men seated around the big conference table ruffled the quietness. That and the angry static buzzing from the speakers attached to the phone placed directly in front of the President.
Jack Kennedy had been visibly shaken by what Curtis LeMay had told him; and horrified by the recommendations his ranking military commander had stated to him in the most unequivocal terms.
�Carrier Division Seven has just killed two thousand British and New Zealand servicemen, sir,� the airman had boomed pugnaciously. �For no good reason that I can see other than that Admiral Bringle was operating under orders which I, and Admiral McDonald warned the Administration were just plain wrong. Diplomacy is not a thing you do down the barrel of a goddammed gun, sir!�
Three of the four other men in the room; Secretary of Defense McNamara, National Security Advisor McGeorge Bundy and Secretary of State Fulbright had blanched at this, McNamara�s �special military advisor� three-star General William Childs Westmoreland, had not.
LeMay believed that getting straight �on the horn� to the British was simply compounding the blunder the Administration had allowed to happen in the Persian Gulf. Having just gone to war to achieve �peace at any cost� what did the President honestly think he was going to say that would �pacify� the British?
However, the President of the Unites States was in no mood to listen to the professional head of a US military that had, in his mind, just fired the starting pistol for World War IV.
He had commanded that arrangements be made for him to talk to Oxford.
�Thank you for taking my call, Prime Minister.�
The transatlantic line was periodically very nearly blocked with bursts of static, the rest of the time it was just �clicky�, the volume swooping and dying away without warning.
�I am always happy to take the President�s call,� Margaret Thatcher�s clipped, prissy tone reverberated around the old bank vault. She sounded royally pissed off, cool to the point of frigid.
�My people,� Jack Kennedy prefaced, his drawl hesitant, uncertain and edgily angry as if he was the one who had just had his sailors and airmen butchered in a ludicrously unequal fight, �are telling me that the electro-magnetic pulses of two medium sized nuclear devices have been detected over Iraq?�
�They are correct in that assumption,� the woman shot back at him. �RAF V-Bombers conducted strikes some sixty miles to the west of Baghdad over sparsely populated areas.� Without giving Jack Kennedy the opportunity to come back at her she went on, demanding: �What of it, Mister President?�
�What of it� �
The Prime Minister cut through the hissing background static.
�I trust and pray that you are not going to ask me why I did not give you forewarning of the activation of Arc Light protocols, Jack?�
The President had been about to interrogate her about exactly that.
�Margaret,� he retorted, misinterpreting the woman�s employment of his Christian name as an act of conciliation. �We moved the Kitty Hawk into the Persian Gulf specifically to deter the Soviets reaching for the nuclear trigger.�
Curtis LeMay winced.
I am not hearing this!
His Commander-in-Chief had got it into his head that he was, in some bizarre sense, in the right. He honestly did not believe he was having this conversation with the same woman who had talked him out of retaliating against the Red Dawn strikes in the Mediterranean and the Balkans back in February.
LeMay had told the President that it was highly likely that the British did not yet know what had happened in the Persian Gulf; that now was the time to admit that a dreadful mistake had been made and to do whatever it took to stop the bleeding.
Unfortunately, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs and his Commander-in-Chief were reading from different play books.
�Now,� Jack Kennedy continued, �if the Soviets �go nuclear� we�ll all be dragged into this thing.�
�Mister President,� Margaret Thatcher replied with the patient angst that told everybody on the other end of the line that she was speaking between grinding, clench teeth. �The reason RAF V-Bombers attacked Chelyabinsk eight days ago was to ensure that the Soviet High Command could have no doubt, no doubt whatsoever, that we are fully prepared to complete the work General LeMay�s boys left unfinished in October 1962. If the Soviets retaliate with nuclear weapons we will do likewise.�
That was when Curtis LeMay realized he had been right; the British still had not learned about the destruction of the Centaur Battle Group. It was not too late to�
The President was barely containing his exasperation.
�Margaret, you can�t� �
�Further,� the British Prime Minister added, a hectoring note rising stridently in her voice, �if the worst come to the worst I will bomb the Red Army all the way back to Baghdad!�
Understandably, this prompted a horrified silence in the vault.
�Oh, shit!� This from Secretary of Defense McNamara�s trusted military assistant, General William Childs �Westy� Westmoreland who involuntarily passed a hand across his face.
LeMay threw a look at Westmoreland, suspecting the despair in the younger man�s eyes was no more than a mirror of that in his own.
�Are you still there, Jack,� the woman in Oxford asked peremptorily after a gap of about ten seconds.
�Er, yes� � The President regained his composure, his voice hardened. �I will be no part of that,� he declared.
LeMay stifled a groan.
This was like October 1962 all over again.
Except this was worse; there had been no �hot line� to the Kremlin, everything had happened in slow motion. There had been an element of the blind leading the blind back then, not so now. This thing was playing out like some nightmare Greek tragedy in real time; like a race to perdition�
�In fact,� JFK declared, his voice finding a depth and strength which masked the turmoil behind it, �I must tell you now that I have already broadcast a message to the Soviet leadership disassociating myself from British actions. Via the good offices of former Ambassador Dobrynin, whom you may know elected to remain in the United States after the Cuban Missiles War, we have been in communication with the Troika, the collective leadership of the Soviet Union in recent weeks and days energetically endeavoring to defuse tensions arising from the sinking of the USS Providence in the Arabian Sea� �
Curtis LeMay wanted to put his head in his hands.
He looked again at Westmoreland whose eyes were as wide as saucers.
The Army man shook his head, opened his hands briefly in a gesture of abject helplessness.
The transatlantic phone line hissed.
Those with keener hearing imagined they heard muffled voices, a heated discussion going on.
�Margaret,� the President prompted. �Margaret, are you still there� �
Still, only the hissing of static.
�Margaret� �
Jack Kennedy looked around the table.
�Somebody check the line!� LeMay commanded and some twenty seconds later a Marine stepped into the room.
�The connection is still UP, sir!�
The men in the vault waited.
�President Kennedy,� Margaret Thatcher announced, her voice quivering with what could only be the rage of a woman shamefully scorned.
Curtis LeMay realized that something else had just gone catastrophically wrong; and that it could only be that the full scale of the abomination in the Persian Gulf was now becoming evident to the British.
�I took you for many things,� the woman continued, her manner ever more excoriatingly contemptuous of her interlocutor. �Some of those things were uncharitable, others it now seems, unjustly creditworthy. As we speak the United States Navy is murdering British and Commonwealth sailors, airmen and in all likelihood soldiers in the Persian Gulf. Once again you have attacked my people without warning, their blood and the blood of all those who will die in the next few days, weeks and perhaps, years will be on your hands for all time.�
The lady was suddenly glacially calm.
�Mr President,� her tone was so implacable that it made the hairs on the necks of all the men in the room stand up in sympathy. �Once again it seems as if the United States has stabbed Great Britain in the back� �
�Margaret, I� �
�As we speak American airmen and sailors are murdering British and Commonwealth personnel in the Persian Gulf.�
There was a hissing silence on the line for several seconds.
�Margaret, I�m receiving news as we speak� �
�Mr President, I will not let this stand!� Margaret Thatcher had spoken softly but to those who had heard her words it felt as if she had screamed them in their faces. �Do you hear me?�
To the men in the vault there could be no doubt that in that moment she was channeling the terrible righteous anger of her whole nation.
�Do you hear me, Mr President?�
Jack Kennedy�s ashen pallor had assumed a waxed, deathly hue.
�Yes, I hear you, Prime Minister� �
�This will not stand,� the woman said, her voice trembling with deadly intent. �Be assured that I will use every gun, every bomb, every bullet, every weapon that I have at my disposal� �
She broke off to snatch a ragged, spitting breath.
�Every weapon that I have. I swear I will avenge this betrayal one day. Do your worst. I will fight you with my own eye teeth if I have to!�
The man at the other end of the transatlantic line was literally lost for words.
�My own eye teeth,� the Angry Widow ground out venomously. �May you rot in Hell!�
�Margaret, I�
But the hissing static had died
And with it the impossible dream of peace.

Chapter 49

Thursday 2nd July 1964
Madison, Wisconsin
Norman Schwarzkopf had been unable to drag himself up more than a dozen of the two hundred steps up to the redoubt command post in the gallery of the State Capitol Building before he collapsed. The wound in his leg was on fire, now the medics were talking about an infection and pumping antibiotics into his feverish body.
In the distance the night pulsed with distant B-52 strikes. Periodically, the M2s up in the dome sawed and hammered. The rebels had already infiltrated the carpet bombed moonscape surrounding the city, and by swimming or floating across the lakes. They crept from bomb crater to crater, unseen, invisible from the first trench line until they were almost upon it. The bombing had killed a lot of rebels but inadvertently, it had also destroyed the continuity of the battlefield in all directions, obliterated lines of sight and all reference points and re-triangulating fire support grids had proved virtually impossible. In the crater fields snipers could creep within an arm�s length of the surviving defense works; and with nightfall the enemy had moved forward in strength, probing, pressing at both ends of the Madison Isthmus.
Now Schwarzkopf was relegated to a cot in a corridor of the State Capitol.
�Hey, buddy,� a familiar voice chortled ruefully. �Looks like you�ve got a ticket out of this town.�
Through the mists of fever the younger man realized his commanding officer was crouching by his cot.
�I�ll be okay in the morning� �
�Some morning, maybe,� Brigadier Harvey Grabowski conceded grudgingly. �Just not any morning soon, Little Bear. We�ve got Navy Sea Kings incoming later tonight. I�m getting the Governor and his people out and as many wounded as the choppers will hold. You�re going out on the Governor�s aircraft.�
�Sir, I� �
Schwarzkopf felt something on his chest.
�Don�t lose these. Dispatches from the front! Might not get anything out of here after tonight. Guard them with your life, Little Bear. Can you do that for me?�
�Yes, sir.�
Schwarzkopf remembered being carried out into the night, the thrumming of rotor blades, the background crackle of light arms fire punctuated by regular heavier explosions, then being strapped down inside the darkened cabin of the helicopter.
A woman, or perhaps, a man was whimpering nearby.
There was a sharp needle prick above his thigh wound.
And after that he remembered nothing�

Chapter 50

Friday 3rd July 1964
Situation Room, Philadelphia White House
The Attorney General walked into the room and halted, very nearly in mid-stride. Bobby Kennedy was as exhausted as everyone else � except Curtis LeMay because Old Iron Pants never got tired � but it was not the grey, leaden expressions on the faces of Administration insiders which very nearly stopped him dead in his tracks. It was his brother�s face.
Bobby had gone down to Washington yesterday afternoon after the Lincoln Memorial riots. He had visited the injured in hospital, met with and consoled his friend Martin Luther King and many of those who had lost loved ones. Seventeen marchers were known to have died, another thirty-nine were seriously injured, there were scores of walking wounded; at least twenty Washington PD personnel and Maryland State Troopers had been killed or badly hurt defending the marchers. Marines were still hunting down the murderers. The FBI was telling him that the Klan was behind the sustained attack and the subsequent sniping; disturbingly, the Marines were now reporting that prisoners claimed they had been paid by the Government to attack �the enemy within�.
J. Edgar Hoover had vehemently assured him that Philadelphia was tied up �so tight that if a bad guy farts we�ll shoot him!� Bobby Kennedy had retorted: �Why the heck didn�t your people see the Washington attack coming?�
The Director of the FBI had reacted as if this was some kind of unfair, low blow. Before heading back to Philadelphia the Attorney General had spoken on the phone to Nick Katzenbach, his friend and deputy at Justice.
Nick was so wrapped up in the minutiae of the legality of the extraordinary security measures now choking the temporary capital city of the Union that he was effectively out of the loop, when it came to what was going on in the Midwest and in the Middle East. However, he had said that the reports from both these latter �problem areas� seemed to be uniformly disastrous.
�Perhaps, you�ll get the low down when you speak to Jack,� the other man had suggested in weary exasperation.
Bobby had not been able to get the President on the line last night, or this morning before he set off for Philadelphia. In fact, getting anybody to come to the phone had become a huge problem in the last few days.
It was past noon by the time the Attorney General�s convoy had forced its way into the city, and nearly one o�clock when he got through the final White House security cordon and a Secret Service man escorted him down to the vault of the former Girard Trust Corn Exchange Bank Building.
Curtis LeMay, a grey haired aide-de-camp, a one-armed veteran wearing 101st Airborne tabs, and Westy Westmoreland were the only military men in the Situation Room. Also present were the Secretary of State, J. William Fulbright, Robert McNamara from Defense, and National Security Advisor McGeorge Bundy. The emptiness of the room contrasted starkly with the lobby and reception area outside, which was a crush of flunkies and mid-level Administration staffers.
The President acknowledged his brother�s entrance with a raised hand.
�What�s happened?� Bobby Kennedy asked, not really wanting to know.
The mood in the room was� panicky.
It was Curtis LeMay answered his question.
�The British attacked the Kitty Hawk Battle Group south of Kharg Island in the Persian Gulf,� the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs announced, pushing himself to his feet and beginning to pace like a Grizzly with grumbling ulcers. �Reports are coming in all the time but the Brits used nukes,� he vented a disgusted grunt, �and we think the Kitty Hawk is gone!�
Bobby Kennedy stared at the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs as if he suddenly found himself confronted by a madman with a felling axe foaming at the mouth like a rabid dog.
The President stirred.
�Bobby�s been out of town the last two days, General,� he said in a broken voice. �He won�t have heard what happened yesterday.�
The younger brother looked at his elder sibling.
Shock, fear tingled down his spine.
Jack looked like an old, dying man, hunched and diminished in his chair, lifeless and defeated.
�Jack, are you� �
Curtis LeMay stepped between the brothers.
�Carrier Division Seven � acting in accordance with Presidential directives � attacked and destroyed the British carrier group in the Gulf around this time yesterday.� This the veteran airman barked angrily, brutally cutting across the brother�s fast waning empathetic linkage.
�We did what?�
Bobby Kennedy was starting to feel like he had walked into somebody else�s bad dream.
�Why the heck did we do that?�
The President attempted to sit up, slumped back.
�Because that was what the Navy thought I wanted,� he murmured, slurring the words. �Twelve hours ago the Russians demanded B-52 strikes against the surviving British ships in the Shatt al-Arab, British armor south of Basra and on British defensive lines on Abadan Island� �
The Attorney General was struggling to get his head around what he was hearing.
�Did you say the Kitty Hawk was gone?� He asked LeMay, thinking he must have misunderstood what he had just been told. Everything he had just been told, or at least that was what he fervently hoped.
LeMay nodded sternly.
�Kitty Hawk, the cruiser Boston, other ships are damaged, several may be in a sinking condition.� He paused, gulped down a sharp intake of breath. �The Brits know how we fight. They know our weaknesses.�
This latter was voiced as an accusation to the room at large.
Bobby Kennedy realized belatedly that LeMay was scowling at Robert McNamara, who had removed his rimless spectacles and was cleaning the lenses with a small, dark cloth. Old Iron Pants had goaded his political master to step up to the plate.
The Secretary of Defense was impassive.
�We�re still waiting on developments in the Mediterranean, Bobby. Sixth Fleet has been ordered to adopt a �passive� stance unless fired upon by British and Commonwealth forces.�
Bobby Kennedy had never really followed military matters. He had briefly been in the Navy in the Second War, but not seen any active service, and largely avoided contact with martial affairs ever since. Now his lawyerly mind began to zero in on the pressing dilemma facing the commander of the powerful Mediterranean Fleet.
�It�s Bernard Clarey in charge in Malta, isn�t it?� He checked, thinking aloud.
Clarey was the man who had �cleaned house� after the attempt to suborn the chain of command of the US Navy�s Polaris Missile Submarine Fleet. He had done what he had to do quickly, efficiently and without once allowing the �problem� to break out into the public domain. His reward had been his appointment to fly his flag on the USS Independence, after the Kitty Hawk the Navy�s biggest and most modern operational super carrier�
Curtis LeMay had stopped pacing.
�Yes.�
�What do we think the British will do in the Mediterranean, General LeMay?�
�Clarey thinks they will intern our ships. The whole goddam fleet!�
�Can they do that?�
�They just sank the Kitty Hawk!� LeMay thundered. �What do you think?�

Chapter 51

Friday 3rd July 1964
The British Embassy, Wister Park, Philadelphia
Rachel Piotrowska had been watching the protesters pressing against the relatively thin blue line of the Philadelphia PD�s riot squad. National Guardsmen and State Troopers stood in groups behind the policemen wielding pump action shotguns and long night sticks, waiting anxiously for their moment around the three M113 armored personnel carriers which had moved into the park overnight.
�Would you attend the Ambassador and the Charg� d'affaire please, Rachel?� Lady Franks asked, gently tapping on her office door and looking inside.
The younger woman broke from her thoughts.
�Of course,� she smiled.
Barbara, Lady Franks, had refused to go to Canada with the other wives after the bombing of the Embassy Compound in June. She and her husband had been married over thirty years and she was not about to be separated at the very moment when �Oliver needs me most�.
After the �Maltese Navy Wives�, Marija Christopher and Rosa Hannay had departed Philadelphia with their husbands bound for California via Huntsville, Alabama, Barbara Franks had gone out of her way to befriend Rachel, perhaps sensing that with the departure of Marija and Rosa, she had felt a little bereft, almost as if she had lost two little sisters.
The older woman joined the Embassy�s chief spy at the window.
�Why do they hate us so?� She asked sadly.
�I don�t think it is hate,� Rachel offered distractedly. �I think it is fear, and that is much more dangerous.�
The two women walked across the first floor of the building, Lady Franks bidding her companion farewell outside the Ambassador�s room as she returned to her private apartments.
Both the Ambassador and his deputy, Sir Patrick Dean rose from their chairs when Rachel entered the room.
�Thank you for coming over so promptly,� Lord Franks smiled grimly.
�Is there more news from the Persian Gulf?� She asked.
�We�ve just learned that the C-in-C Mediterranean, Air Marshall French has been ordered to �intern� all Sixth Fleet ships at Malta and Gibraltar and has been authorized to �arrest� American naval and commercial vessels at sea.�
�When?� Rachel inquired, feeling empty inside.
�Within the next hour or so.�
The RAF had dropped nuclear weapons on the US Navy in the Persian Gulf and � probably � sunk the USS Kitty Hawk and several other big American ships. Now British and Commonwealth forces throughout the Mediterranean were about to seize, by force if necessary, what remained of the US Navy�s once globe-dominating blue water fleet.
�Is there any other news from Iran and Iraq, Ambassador?�
Lord Franks shook his head.
�Other than that heavy fighting continues in the Abadan sector and around Umm Qasr, no, I�m afraid not. I think the fog of war is descending on the whole region. We may have already received the last reliable reports.�
Sir Patrick Dean nodded sagely.
�Perhaps, the time has come to begin destroying sensitive papers, Oliver.�
�Yes,� his friend agreed, looking to Rachel. �Perhaps, your people should start on that as soon as possible?�
�Yes, of course. With your permission I will arm my staff, sir.�
Lord Franks nodded.
Members of the Security Services and Armed Forces were permitted to carry hand guns within the compound whether on or off duty. Royal Marines assigned to the Embassy security detail were armed with Sten Guns and L1A1 SLRs. In normal times nobody carried weapons within the walls of the Embassy building and all guns were locked away.
The Ambassador met Rachel�s stare.
�Under no circumstances is there is to be gun play if the US authorities attempt to enter the Embassy compound. In that event I will surrender myself and expect every other member of the legation to do likewise without fuss, or bother.�
�I understand, sir,� she acknowledged, quirking an apologetic half-smile. �I will make your orders known to all my people.�
Lord Franks held her gaze a while longer.
The woman he knew as Rachel Piotrowska would no more meekly surrender herself to the Americans than the Soviets.
Every time she had left the protection of the Embassy since the Hyannis Port debacle he had wondered if he would see her again. If the CIA or any of the other murky �intelligence� agencies operating beneath the skin of the Land of the Free had had the gumption, the nerve or the capacity to secretly �disappear her� into one or other of its secret dungeons they would surely have seized the opportunity.
Sending her to America had been a huge gamble but then her chief, Dick White, Lord Franks and his inner circle in Philadelphia had needed somebody who could reach, and speak to the people he and Sir Patrick Dean could not be seen to be doing business with.
The Kennedy Administration had been disintegrating since the spring and that disintegration had accelerated at an alarming rate in recent weeks. Now more than ever Rachel could not, would not permit herself to fall into the wrong hands.
She would kill herself first.

Chapter 52

Friday 3rd July 1964
Map Room, US Navy HQ, Camden, New Jersey
Jagged tridents of lightning stabbed down into the city as dusk fell across the Delaware River and a great, twenty mile wide thunder storm exploded over Philadelphia. When it struck the downpour was of tropical Monsoon proportions; within a few minutes gutters and drains were overflowing, the runoff from tall buildings was like a thousand mini-Niagaras, cars began to stall in two to three foot deep surface flash flooding in the dips in the streets, and sections of the metropolis�s telephone network and electrical grid began to fail. Transformers suddenly surrounded by surging flood water exploded, the police, fire brigade, ambulance service, everything was suddenly overwhelmed. For over forty minutes the temporary capital of the United States of America was assailed by the elements, and then the rain eased, ceased entirely as the storm rumbled west, its ferocity slowly waning the farther it moved inland.
The Navy Headquarters had lost power for nearly seven minutes at the height of the storm before eventually, emergency diesel generators had kicked in. Lights had glowed gloomily, the air conditioning of the lower levels had gone off line and the communications desk had gone dead.
But then the bad news had started coming in again.
Admiral David McDonald tried not to fret too visibly while he waited for the link to the USS Independence at Malta to be re-established.
The latest reports from the Gulf lay before him on his desk like malignant, smoking accusations. He hated himself for thinking the thoughts he was thinking. One day soon he would surely be sitting before a combined Congressional Committee of the House of Representatives having to justify his part in the greatest humiliation ever suffered by American arms.
What was he going to say?
The truth?
Maybe we military men were all weak. Maybe we should have stood up and pounded the table� I was part of it and I'm sort of ashamed of myself too. At times I wonder, �why did I go along with this stuff?�
The Kitty Hawk was gone�
The Brits had used nukes and Kamikaze tactics with Canberra bombers at low level and V-Bombers dive bombing Carrier Division Seven from altitude. The whole thing had been one insane suicide mission!
Kitty Hawk had taken hits from British torpedo bombers, and from ten and six ton Grand Slam and Tallboy munitions, at least one V-Bomber had crashed into her deck amidships in a vertical supersonic dive�
A Canberra bomber had flown into the side of the cruiser Boston at six hundred knots; and the fifteen thousand ton cruiser had sunk in minutes.
The Albany (CG-10), another cruiser was on fire and in a sinking condition.
The destroyers Dewey (CLG-14) and John Paul Jones (DD-932) were both dead in the water.
Every major surface unit of Carrier Division Seven was either sunk, drifting without power or fighting fires and flooding with dead and wounded onboard.
Thousands of US Navy seamen and aviators had died.
Thousands�
And nobody knew if the British would attack again.
Without Kitty Hawk�s combat air patrol over southern Iraq sending in the B-52s of the 319th Bomb Wing would be suicide if the British still had any kind of operational air defense grid. Even the RAF�s old-fashioned Bloodhound surface-to-air missiles would wreak havoc on a formation of B-52s; and if they still had fighters in the region� nobody was going to forget what had happened to the Bloody 100th over Malta back in December.
A message pad was placed before the Chief of Naval Operations.
The Albany (CG-10) had been abandoned.
The British fleet oiler Wave Master was hove to recovering survivors from the water.
HMS Monkton, a four hundred ton coastal minesweeper was in the area under a flag of truce assisting in �recovery operations�.
A new report came in.
The Dewey (DLG-14) had sunk�
The commanding officer of the USS Halsey (DLG-23) had taken command of the surviving units of Carrier Division Seven. His ship had suffered severe splinter damage disabling its forward Talos launchers and temporarily reducing its speed to fifteen knots. There were only three dead and eleven wounded onboard the Halsey.
�We have Admiral Clarey back on the horn, sir!�
McDonald snatched up the handset.
�Take this off the speaker,� he requested tersely. He took a deep breath. �What is your situation Bernard?�
It helped a little that McDonald and Clarey had worked closely together after the Battle of Washington, and met several times before the latter assumed command of the Sixth Fleet. The men liked and respected each other and had enjoyed nothing but the most cordial and collegiate of professional relations. However, that was cold comfort in the present circumstances.
The scrambled radio link, boosted and redirected via possibly as many as four or five relays around the globe had been passed through an ultra-modern digital filter in an attempt to clean it up. Nevertheless, it was still like two deaf men shouting at each other from the opposite end of a tunnel.
�Air Marshall French has arrived onboard Independence to negotiate the peaceful internment of Sixth Fleet, David!�
�Have there been any incidents?�
�Negative. MPs have been sent to all ships to keep the peace.�
�What does �internment mean�?�
�Air Marshall French is requesting to speak with you directly, David!�
�Put him on, Bernard!�
�This is Dan French,� the Englishman announced, his tone a little apologetic, �for my sins C-in-C all British and Commonwealth Forces in the Med.�
�You are speaking to David McDonald, Chief of Naval Operations, United States Navy.�
�I am sorry we speak for the first time on such a sad day, Admiral McDonald.�
�I feel the same way about this, Air Marshall.� The Chief of Naval Operations went on, his throat constricting: �I wish to avoid further violence. I am authorized to inform you that Sixth Fleet is operating under orders signed by the President mandating it stand down from operations until further notice. However, I must know your interpretation of the term �internment� in this context, sir?�
�Ah, now we�re getting into the legal niceties of the thing,� the British Commander-in-Chief retorted, again with no little regret. �I am commanded by my government that in this instance �internment� means �arrest� in the most unambiguous sense of that word. I am directed to arrest, intern and take as prize all enemy ships in the Mediterranean. Forgive me, Admiral McDonald, if I am blunt about this,� he added, ever more sadly, �but our two countries are at war and if any man, on any US ship in my area of command resists arrest, internment and the taking as prize of his ship that ship will be attacked and sunk immediately and without compunction. I understand that Admiral Clarey feels himself unable to order the surrender of his ships to my officers. I completely understand his position and respect it. That said, I must re-iterate that any attempt at sabotage prior to the surrender of a vessel will be regarded as a war crime and those responsible subject to summary punishment. Moreover, if all vessels are not immediately surrendered my orders oblige me to start sinking them within the next few minutes. Please take me at my word, sir.�
McDonald stared into space.
Bernard Clarey came back on the link.
�What are my orders, sir?�
�Does French mean what he says?�
�Yes. He has his orders, sir.�
Carrier Division Seven and the Sixth Fleet represented better than two-thirds of the entire operational capability of the US Navy. Kitty Hawk and Carrier Division Seven were gone, decimated. The Sixth Fleet was held hostage and any time now the British were about to start shooting hostages.
The Chief of Naval Operations knew it was his right to duck this pass; to send the decision and the responsibility for it up the line to Curtis LeMay as Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, or directly to the President.
But there was no time for that.
Too many good men had already died and he had had� enough.
The World was racing towards a new nuclear war and somebody, somewhere, had to take their foot off the accelerator.
It might as well be him.
�Turn the speakers on so everybody can hear this!� McDonald ordered, his voice ringing with command.
He hesitated, got the signal confirming that everything he said was being broadcast.
�Admiral Clarey,� he said, finding a strength he thought he did not have, �this is David McDonald, Chief of Naval Operations. I hereby order you to surrender all the ships and men under your command to the responsible authorities on Malta, Gibraltar and elsewhere in the Mediterranean theatre of operations. Please acknowledge this order and confirm that you understand it.�
There was a pause of several seconds.
Bernard Clarey was choking on the words he needed to say.
�Affirmative, sir. I acknowledge receipt of the order and confirm that I will execute it to the best of my ability in the interests of avoiding further bloodshed.� He collected his wits. �This is the saddest day of my life, David.� Another hesitation. �God save America� �

Chapter 53

Friday 3rd July 1964
Peace Valley Reservoir, Pennsylvania
Galen Cheney had led his small band of followers out of the forest on foot to where in a barn behind a gas station on Highway 206 Dwight Christie was hand-cuffed to a bench in one of two, truly ancient, school buses. Both vehicles were Blue Birds built in Fort Valley, Georgia. The yellow paint on the buses was flaking, chipped, peeling off and the rust underneath had eaten through the bodywork in countless places. The former FBI man was astonished when both Blue Birds� engines eventually fired up, one on only the third attempt.
Predictably, Galen Cheney had not thought allowing him to �warn� the resistance � even to pass on the information that Cheney had no plans to attempt to assassinate Dr King or anyone else in the vicinity of City Hall tomorrow afternoon � was a very good idea. The thing that surprised Christie was that having come to that decision the mad sonofabitch had not yet put a bullet in his brain.
The two busses had driven north west up Highway 206, picked up the 295 outside Trenton and headed north, then followed the Delaware Expressway south east to cross the river at Scudder Falls before heading west on twisting country side roads, eventually parking up in woods on the eastern side of a long narrow lake.
�Where are we?� Christie had asked when Dan, the military looking man who had �captured� him in the Wharton Forest released his cuffs and pushed him ahead of him out of the bus.
�Peace Valley,� the other man said. �Galen said for me to watch you all the time. Any funny stuff and you get a bullet in the knee.�
Okay, a man liked to know where he stood�
�I�m on your side, you know,� Christie complained mildly.
�Maybe. Maybe not. Galen told me what you did to your FBI buddies back in Berkeley.�
Christie had counted eleven men � including Dan whose surname he had learned was �Weaver� � of whom only three; Galen Cheney, his son Isaac and Dan, had actually spoken to him in the time he had been held at the Atsion Lake camp. Two of the other eight were kids, younger than Isaac, under twenty. At least three of the remaining �nuts�, anybody who signed up for anything Galen Cheney was involved in was a certified �nut job� in Christie�s book � were older, ex-military men like Dan Weaver, each in their late twenties or early thirties.
�You were in the Solomon Islands in the Second War?� Christie asked his minder.
This drew no response.
�My brother was killed on �the Canal�,� he went on.
�A lot of good Joes were killed on those fucking islands,� Dan Weaver growled. �Galen said you were back home all the time?�
�I spent most of forty-three, four and five investigating crooked contractors gouging the War Department,� Christie responded quickly. �But nobody wanted to know about that. That�s why I decided to do something about it.�
�Work for the fucking Commies?�
That was predictable; most religious nuts tended to believe socialism and original sin were the same thing.
�My brothers died so that war profiteers and congressmen could get rich. I�m no fucking Red!� Actually, Dwight Christie had never considered himself remotely �un-American� either. �Hell, it wasn�t so long ago that Galen was going after the same assholes I was going after!�
Weaver halted, looked to the sky in the east.
�Storm coming this way,� he observed with the quiet sagacity of a country boy chewing a straw.
The plan was to swing a canvass awning between the two busses and light a fire to cook an evening meal. Christie had noticed �the brethren� were sticklers for three square meals a day and he was curious to discover how they would cope without their women cooking, fetching and carrying for them.
The answer was: dismally.
Everything that had been unloaded from the busses was inundated when the great thunder storm swept across the green Pennsylvania countryside, and most of �the gang� were soaking wet by the time Galen ordered everybody back into the Blue Birds.
There would be no �proper� meal tonight.
Biscuits, brackish water, a mouthful or two of hard, stale bread and a hungry night before the morrow�s great work; whatever that work was. Around Christie the other�s cleaned their weapons by candle light while Galen Cheney sat alone in the other bus, presumably communing with his God.
Each man had a couple of Second War pineapple-type grenades and either an M-1 carbine or an M-16. There were only three of these latter modern assault rifles. Isaac Cheney had two rifles, one a long barreled Mauser, the other a modified, probably very old .303-caliber Martini-Enfield. This second rifle had been a favorite sniper�s weapon right through the First War because of its accuracy and lightning fast firing mechanism. Galen Cheney had his .44 Magnum and of all things, a Second War vintage Tommy Gun.
Soon after it was fully dark Christie was hand-cuffed again to a bench seat while the whole �gang� trooped obediently into Galen Cheney�s command bus.
Christie half-expected them to start singing hymns or psalms, instead they talked awhile among themselves, the lights went out and he was left alone in the darkness wishing he had taken a leak before the bastards had chained him to the seat again.

Chapter 54

Saturday 4th July 1964
The Philadelphia White House
The Secretary of Defense had sent his Personal Military Assistant, General William Westmoreland to �brief� Lyndon Johnson at his official Walnut Street apartment at two in the morning. Until then the Vice President had been completely locked out of the loop; playing the same guessing games everybody else � and the rest of the Administration � was playing.
Walter Cronkite had broken the news of the sinking of the British light carrier HMS Centaur in the Persian Gulf yesterday evening. He had signed off with the words: �May God be with us. Ted Sorenson, the President�s spokesman has assured the nation that quote; the President is in control. We all pray that he is right� �
Putting Sorenson in front of the microphones and cameras had been a bad idea. That was not what Ted was good at. The fact that he had been rolled out to take the flak was indicative of the monumental scale of the crisis.
Johnson had got straight on the phone and started trying to piece together what was really going on in the Gulf and then he had started hearing the sort of rumors that were so bad that they almost certainly had to be true.
�The President is unwell, sir,� Westmoreland had said straight away. �We need you at the White House, sir.�
�Westy� Westmoreland was of the new generation of senior officers who was as much a corporate executive in uniform as a hard ass in the Patton or Vinegar Joe Stilwell model. Unlike so many of his peers he was a natural communicator and got on well with practically everybody, even when he was telling them exactly what they did not want to hear.
�We have lost control of events in the Persian Gulf,� he told Johnson the moment the limousine door had shut and the car, convoyed by several black Lincolns full of Secret Servicemen and escorted by two Jeeps mounting 50-caliber machine guns headed south for City Hall and South Broad Street.
�We have?� Johnson queried.
�Yes, sir. It was assumed that attacking the British carrier group covering operations in the Abadan Sector would leave the British with no alternative but to step back and accept a State Department brokered armistice in southern Iraq, and on the Abadan front.�
Lyndon Johnson had not said another word on the short journey as Westmoreland reported the loss of the USS Kitty Hawke and the �gutting� of global US Naval power in the Persian Gulf, and the Mediterranean.
There was pandemonium on the steps of the White House as the Vice president�s cavalcade drew up. There was an M-60 tank blocking the carriageway, two M113 armored personnel carriers drawn up at the foot of the steps, flashing police blue lamps and ambulance reds. There was the stench of raw panic in the air as Johnson clambered out of his vehicle.
�It�s the President, sir!�
�He collapsed� �
�They had to work on him for several minutes before the ambulances arrived� �
Johnson had marched grimly into the huge, vaulted lobby of the former Girard Trust Corn Exchange Bank Building � a building he had personally recommended as the Philadelphia White House on grounds of its grandeur and proximity to City Hall � soon after the decision was taken to relocate the Federal Government to Pennsylvania the previous winter.
His entrance coincided with the gurney carrying the stricken President of the United States of America rolling out of the basement lift to be instantly surrounded by heavily armed Secret Servicemen and Marines. Medics were holding saline drips high in the air, there was a spider�s web of tubes leading down into the inert, apparently lifeless body on the trolley. A man in scrubs shouted and the emergency team halted; immediately he began pumping Jack Kennedy�s chest.
Beside the gurney the President�s younger brother was watching, horrified in his helplessness.
Johnson stopped to put a fatherly arm around the Attorney General�s shoulders.
�You go with Jack, Bobby,� the tall, craggy-faced Texan said. �Talk to me when you get to the hospital.�
The Situation Room was crowded.
Johnson strode in, his bodyguards parting the crowd.
�Anybody who doesn�t need to be here ought to be somewhere else!� He declared. �What the fuck is going on in the Gulf, Curtis?� He demanded as the room cleared.
The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs was the coolest man in the room, the freshest and the hardest eyed.
�The Brits hit us with all they got,� the veteran bomber leader reported. He sighed and for a moment Johnson thought he was lost for words. �And then they went straight back to fighting the Russians.�
�What about Sixth Fleet?�
Curtis LeMay straightened to his full height, squared up to the Texan.
�Clarey surrendered the fleet.�
�Jesus!� The Vice President groaned. �Somebody tell me that we�re talking to the Brits?�
McGeorge Bundy, his illness-wrecked face a gaunt mask raised a feeble hand from where he had sunk into a chair after Johnson�s arrival.
�Fulbright has been on the phone to the Embassy off and on for the last couple of hours. Lord Franks and his people are very polite but they�re not in the mood for talking. Lord Franks told Bill that a de facto state of undeclared war exists between the UK and the US.� He forced a ghastly grimace. �You need to hear what Premier Thatcher told the President after the attack on the Centaur battle group� �
Johnson swung on Curtis LeMay.
�General, remove anybody from this room who doesn�t need to be here!�
Presently, the Vice President settled in the Commander-in-Chief�s chair.
�Play it!� He ordered gruffly.
There was a short interregnum which Johnson employed to fix his face against all evil.
�Mr President, I will not let this stand! Do you hear me?�
A woman spurned, humiliated and so angry she literally did not care what happened next.
�Do you hear me, Mr President?
Jack Kennedy�s voice was that of a man who has no defense. His was the disorientation of a man who had been caught with his pants down around his ankles on top of another woman and he knew the affair was going to end badly.
�Yes, I hear you, Prime Minister� �
�This will not stand.�
Lyndon Johnson resisted the urge to shut his eyes and to bury his head in his hands.
�Be assured that I will use every gun, every bomb, every bullet, every weapon that I have at my disposal� �
JFK heard this the day before the Brits sank the fucking Kitty Hawk and he honestly believed he was still calling the shots?
�Every weapon that I have. I swear I will avenge this betrayal one day. Do your worst. I will fight you with my own eye teeth if I have to! My own eye teeth! May you rot in Hell!�
Johnson was suddenly looking hard at Curtis LeMay.
The Vice President might not have had the stellar �good war� back in the 1940s that his President had enjoyed; he had been that much older, and consequently served higher up the food chain than the young tyro who lived off those heroic PT-107 days ever since. However, unlike JKF, Johnson had worked on the staffs of the real movers and shakers of the Pacific War, thereby acquiring an invaluable insight into the minds of top military men.
�What operations are presently in hand in the Middle East, General LeMay?� He asked bluntly.
The airman seemed relieved to be able to make his confession.
�In accordance with undertakings given to the Soviets six aircraft of the 319th Bomb Wing are in the air within one hour�s flying time of its failsafe point over the Black Sea, sir. Pre-positioned KC-135 Tankers of the 7th Air Refueling Squadron will rendezvous with the 319th�s birds in approximately ninety minutes, sir.�
Johnson took several seconds to make sense of this.
�You�re telling me that SAC B-52s are flying ground support operations for the fucking Russians?�
�Yes, sir,� Curtis LeMay confirmed disgustedly.
KC-135�s based in Spain had been scrambled to top up the B-52s over the Western Mediterranean, landed and followed the bombers east. The 319th Bomb Group had been tasked to fly to the Middle East at such short notice SAC was making up the operation plan as it went along.
Without being consciously aware that he had stood up Lyndon Johnson discovered he was on his feet with his clenched fists resting on the Situation Room conference table. The red mist descended, his heart pounded hurtfully in his chest.
�No!� He spat angrily. �Not while I live, gentlemen!�
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Saturday 4th July 1964
City Hall, Philadelphia
Anatoly Fyodorovich Dobrynin, the re0instated Ambassador to the United States of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics rose to his feet as Lyndon Johnson swept into the first floor room overlooking the crowds gathering on Market Street and 15th Street, and in the open areas in front of City Hall. Yesterday�s storms had blown through, cleared the air promising a warm, balmy afternoon.
The Russian had not met the Vice President since before the October War, their previous encounters being brief, terse affairs.
Hands were shaken perfunctorily.
Johnson made no gesture inviting his guest to take a seat.
�Let�s cut to the chase, Ambassador,� the towering Texan declared, folding his arms across his chest. �I don�t give a goddam what you people concocted with JFK�s boys. Because of those mistakes,� he snarled angrily, �what we have on our hands is a situation which could go nuclear at the drop of a hat.�
Dobrynin had been brought to City Hall to confer with President Kennedy; he did not know what to make of the Vice President�s arrival or his obvious hostility.
�Forgive me, I� �
�President Kennedy is fighting for his life in Thomas Jefferson Hospital. He was taken ill at the White House earlier this morning. I only learned the substance of the matters under discussion by our two governments in the last few hours. You need to tell your government that I will respect the agreed provisions concerning a five-year bi-lateral non-aggression pact between our countries on condition that there is an immediate cease fire in the Persian Gulf by all parties.�
Dobrynin opened his mouth to speak, shut it again.
Lyndon Johnson was not negotiating with him he was dictating terms.
�Soviet forces in Iran and Iraq will unconditionally disengage and withdraw to the 31st Parallel.� The Vice President was leaning towards, and a little over the shorter man. The �treatment� had only just begun. �That�s LATITUDE THIRTY-ONE DEGREES NORTH,� he reiterated. �Just so we understand each other. That movement needs to start happening sometime in the next four hours or I will order the Strategic Air Command B-52 wings already airborne in the region to bomb your forces, and if necessary, what�s left of your miserable fucking country back to the Stone Age!�
Dobrynin suddenly had ice in his veins, freezing his spinal cord and momentarily robbing him of the capacity to reply.
�Do we understand each other, sir?�
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Saturday 4th July 1964
British Embassy, Wister Park, Philadelphia
Lord Franks put down the phone and looked to his deputy, Sir Patrick Dean and the two women in the room. His wife Barbara smiled supportively, Rachel Piotrowska frowned an unspoken question.
The chanting of the gathering crowd � already perhaps two or three thousand strong in the nearby park � battered the closed windows of the Embassy. The mood of the protestors was ugly and the taint of tear gas pervaded the whole compound. The Philadelphia PD had cleared the street at the front of the building and cordoned off the road for two hundred yards in either direction; more National Guardsmen had arrived to form a long line of rifles behind the hard-pressed riot police in the park.
�There is no fresh news from the Thomas Jefferson Hospital. President Kennedy remains gravely ill. His wife and children are flying up from Camp David and apparently, Archbishop Krol has been called to his bedside to be on hand should it become necessary to administer the last rites.�
The British Ambassador rose stiffly to his feet and walked to the window; the others gravitating to his side.
�Vice President Johnson has mandated a cease fire in the Gulf and he is prepared to back it up with whatever force is necessary. This has already been communicated directly to England and he asks that I do whatever is in my powers to persuade our government to �play ball�.�
He looked to the Charg� d�affaire.
�Would you please be so good as to set up a link to Oxford please, Patrick?�
The other man nodded, patted the Ambassador�s arm supportively and departed.
Down in the basement papers were being fed into two old wood-burning stoves, the smoke from the half-blocked old forgotten flues was drifting west towards the city on the light afternoon airs.
When full realization of what had happened in the Persian Gulf and the fact that the US Sixth Fleet had been surrendered into British hands without a shot being fired, America would briefly, be shocked and then monumentally enraged. Nothing was quite so corrosive to human reason than communal humiliation; there would be calls for revenge, to lash out and never had the US been more of a dangerously wounded behemoth. That even now its hamstrung military � fighting a brutal war in the Midwest, mutilated by savage budget cuts, its once great Navy smashed and interned half-way around the World � still held the balance of global nuclear terror in its mighty hands.
The British Ambassador had spoken emolliently to Lyndon Johnson, promising to work for peace but in his heart he knew that whatever bonds had once tied the old and the new World were probably fractured beyond repair in his lifetime. All that could be hoped for was that somehow, in some way the war in the Gulf could be prevented from spreading. It mattered not who had betrayed whom; less still who had fired the first shot. Thousands of British, Commonwealth and American lives had been lost in the last two days in an insane undeclared war between former allies.
The facts as to what had happened would emerge, piecemeal in the coming days and weeks; the reasons why might never be fully established.
�What is there to stop Johnson attacking us anyway?� Rachel asked quietly.
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Saturday 4th July 1964
City Hall, Philadelphia
Something dreadful had happened. Something dreadful on the scale of Pearl Harbor or the fall of the Philippines in the winter of 1941-42; something so bad that even before people knew what was actually going on, that it was going to scar the nation�s psyche for a generation. There had been two great naval battles in the faraway Persian Gulf, one a bloodless victory and then a second which nobody was pretending had been in any way bloodless, or any kind of victory. A day or two ago the oilfields of the cradle of civilization had seemed an awfully long way away � they could have been on a different planet for all most Americans cared or knew � but today the distant battles felt as if they had taken place in Hampton Roads. The all-pervasive unease was visceral, something one could almost touch and yet Americans were doing what they always do at times of crisis; complaining, speculating and carrying on with business as normal.
Or that at least was what the Dan and Gretchen Brenckmann had decided to do. They had VIP, ring-side tickets for the biggest game in town and no matter that any time soon the US and the USSR might be lobbing thermonuclear hand grenades at each other � most likely with the British in between the heavyweights busily dropping bombs on both sides � they were going to be at what, on any other day, had the makings of being one of the most historic events in the whole story of the Republic.
This was the day that the President of the United States signaled to the World that Abraham Lincoln�s century-old emancipation of the slaves meant that every man, woman and child in America was as free and as equal under the sight of the law as any other.
Big scaffolding stands had been erected flanking the steps of City Hall in such a way as to not obscure the line of sight down Market Street. There had been a huge debate about �which� City Hall steps ought to host today�s jamboree, in the end Congress had determined that since the largest available �open space� in the surrounding otherwise build up and enclosed cityscape was on the west side of the great building, that was where the crowds would be channeled and all the �speechifying� would take place. Everything had been done in a frantic rush even though everybody knew that the March on Philadelphia had been due to reach the makeshift capital on Independence Day over five months ago.
�But,� as his wife had told Dan Brenckmann more than once in recent months, �what do you expect if you leave it to our lawmakers and legislators to organize anything.�
Neither of the newlyweds dwelt on things they could do little or nothing about.
Dan�s parents were in Oxford England � his father was Ambassador to the Court of Woodstock � and therefore at the nexus of the transatlantic political firestorm, very much strangers in a strange land.
Dan�s older brother Walter was onboard the Kitty Hawk in the Persian Gulf; and although it was impossible to imagine anything really bad befalling him on the biggest, most powerful warship in the World, Gretchen and he still worried about him.
In fact Dan suspected his wife was more worried about Walter than he was. Gretchen and his brother had formed the foundation of an enduring friendship last year when she had hidden out in the family�s Boston house to escape the rapacious DC press corps. Dan had never really gotten to the bottom of it but Gretchen wrote regularly � most weeks � to Walter and he always wrote back with, what was for Walter, revelatory candor and loquacity. None of which had ever been any kind of secret; Gretchen shared every letter with Dan but he was wise enough to know that despite the happiness of their marital situation Gretchen would always carry a small, unrequited flame in her heart for his brother.
The Brenckmann�s settled in their reserved seats, held hands and looked one to the other. Fifteen yards away technicians were testing the battery of microphones on the rugged platform perched on the steps. There were Philadelphia PD officers and crisp-suited Secret Service men everywhere.
In the distance there was muted cheering and clapping.
The March was coming; led by its handsome, charismatic leader it was as if the Pied Piper was guiding the faithful towards their unknown destiny. America was changing all around them and there were suddenly tears in Gretchen�s eyes.
�We should start having babies,� she said in a whisper, oblivious to the other people moving into their seats all around her and her husband.
Dan smiled, squeezed his wife�s hand.
�Yes,� he agreed, smiling broadly.
�Seriously,� Gretchen sniffed. �If we come through this we should start having babies as soon as possible.�
The man leaned towards her and planted a soft kiss on her lips.
He had loved Gretchen Louisa Betancourt from the moment he laid eyes on her at that dire �Partnership At Home� afternoon �get together� in Quincy over a year before the war. Quincy had been blown away that awful October night that he Gretchen had sat on veranda of her father�s house in Wethersfield, Connecticut.
They had thought they had survived the end of the World.
Now it was all happening again.
But at least they had each other.
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Saturday 4th July 1964
Hearst Avenue, Berkeley, California
�I cannot imagine welcoming the Reverend King and his marchers for freedom on a day when America faced such grave danger.�
Nathan Zabriski and Caroline Konstantis had turned on the radio to hear the speeches from Philadelphia an hour ago. There had been delay upon delay, with announcers filling time with the frightening snippets of news and hearsay circulating in the capital. There had been two great naval battles in the Persian Gulf, heavy bombing raids and some kind of massive �clash of armor� in the deserts of southern Iraq and Iran. In the Mediterranean there was a quote �tense standoff� between the British Royal Navy and the US Sixth Fleet. The governments of Australia, New Zealand, South Africa, Rhodesia and Portugal among others had condemned �American� and �Soviet� aggression in the Middle East. There were unconfirmed reports that nuclear weapons had been used � it was not known by whom � in Iraq and in the Persian Gulf.
That all this was happening on Independence Day; the day when the March on Philadelphia reached City Hall, the temporary home of the US House of Representatives was� surreal.
Not to mention very, very frightening.
Caroline met her younger lover�s gaze.
Her life was chaos and she had embraced that chaos. She had returned to California and every night since she and Nathan had slept entwined in each other�s arms; the most unlikely Romeo and Juliet in town. He was a few months younger than her son. He had been through Hell. She was turning grey and to look at had never been any kind of movie star and yet, she did not want to be anywhere else and if she left she knew it would destroy him.
And now they were listening to the prologue to the end of the World, again. They had been through this before in October 1962 and the only thing that was different was that this seemed much more dangerous, and it was happening much faster.
They had expected to listen to the President�s reassuring drawl.
But the voice on the radio was not that of JFK.
Lyndon Johnson could not have sounded any graver.
�I hope and pray that in the days, weeks and years to come that Americans will remember this day as the dawn of a new age. An age in which no American�s character will ever again be judged on account of the color of his or her skin, religion or origin. This event was planned as a celebration of everything that we share in common in this great land; but we meet on a day when the future of Mankind hangs again in the balance.�
The transistor radio on the table between the man and the woman buzzed, static filled the void for some seconds.
�This morning President Kennedy collapsed at the Philadelphia White House. His doctors tell me that he suffered a seizure of some kind. At this time the President is fighting for his life in hospital and it is too early to know if he will make a full recovery.�
�Oh, my God,� Caroline sighed.
Without conscious volition Nathan had taken her left hand in his right hand.
�Earlier today I consulted with Chief Justice Earl Warren and Congressional Leaders, informing them that until such time as the President is able to resume his duties the heavy burden of the Presidency of our nation must fall upon my shoulders.�
More static.
�In the coming hours and days you will hear many rumors, half-truths and lies broadcast in good faith by the nation�s newsmen. Franklin Delano Roosevelt once talked about having �nothing to fear but fear itself�. Never was that more true than now. I have told the Russians and the British that America does not want war. The United States has not used nuclear weapons in the Middle East, nor will it use nuclear weapons against any foe unless the North American continent is attacked by such weapons.�
�Did he just say what I thought he just said?� Nathan muttered, stunned.
Caroline nodded jerkily.
�At the time US naval forces in the Persian Gulf came under attack the Governments of the United States and the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics were on the verge of signing an unconditional non-aggression pact. Under this pact both parties undertook to take the steps necessary to end hostilities in the Persian Gulf and to respect each other�s legitimate commercial and strategic vital interests in the region. Peace remains the only policy of the American Government� �
There was a sound like muted thunder through the static.
Lyndon Johnson broke off in mid-stream.
�Are those explosions?� Caroline asked numbly. �And is that gunfire?�
People in the crowd in front of City Hall were screaming.
Lyndon Johnson�s voice, grimly unflustered broke through the ether.
�Please stay where you are!�
When this failed to have the desired effect the Acting President bawled commands.
�STAY WHERE YOU ARE! SOMETHING IS HAPPENING SOMEWHERE ELSE IN THE CITY! RIGHT NOW THIS IS THE SAFEST PLACE IN PHILADELPHIA!�
The damage had been done.
The background noise might have been thunder; it was not.
The man and the woman stopped listening. They hugged each other close because that was the only safe thing to do.
�If we�re still here in the morning will you marry me, Caro?� The man whispered in the woman�s ear.
�Yes, of course I will� �
The new President was appealing for calm.
Nobody in Philadelphia was listening and neither were the lovers.
�STAY WHERE YOU ARE! YOU ARE SAFE HERE� �
The man and the woman were in the bedroom by then.

Chapter 59

Saturday 4th July 1964
Wister Park, Philadelphia
It did not take a rocket scientist to work out that when Dwight Christie was handcuffed to a bench near the back of the first bus, and then left alone in that bus, driven by a wild-haired kid who seemed high on something, that whatever Galen Cheney had planned for him was not going to end well.
The rain had dried up overnight and in the morning �the gang� had brewed coffee on gasoline soaked wet logs. Nobody had brought Christie a mug, just like nobody had unchained him so he could go to the John in the night. He would have worried about why Cheney had not just shot him or cut his throat; but at least the bastards had chained him twenty feet away from the puddle of piss he had been working on during the night.
If he had smoked a last cigarette would have been nice. As for famous last words well, his throat and mouth were so dry it was likely his voice would fail him. Everybody else had piled into the second school bus. The ancient Blue Bird was rolling and smoking along behind Christie�s �lift� keeping fifty to a hundred yards separation along the back roads.
Why no roadblocks?
Maybe they were too far from the city.
Wherever they were headed it had to be somewhere in Philadelphia, nothing else made sense.
Christie was light-headed from thirst and hunger, a little feverish he guessed. If he closed his eyes, drifted away from consciousness for a moment crazy dreams swirled across the front of his mind.
One bus in front, one driver, and one passenger who was a problem?
All the men you trusted in a second bus, following on behind?
What did that add up to?
Still no roadblocks.
Today was the Civil Rights movement�s big day; everything was going on in downtown Philly. Maybe that was where all the cops and National Guardsmen and the troops which had to have been brought into the city would be; a ring of steel around the part of the city which mattered.
But there ought to have been roadblocks out her in the suburbs.
Dwight Christie was still mulling this when the first volley of bullets smashed the windscreen and all the windows down the left hand side of the old bus. Glass showered down upon him as he instinctively dove for the floor; in the heat of moment forgetting that his hands were chained at waist height to the bench. He was brought up agonizingly short of the filthy floor with his hands flapping about in the breeze of ricocheting bullets. Something tugged his left hand and wetness splashed his face.
The bus�s engine was roaring; revving so high it was starting to tear itself apart. The vehicle took a bend, threatened to topple onto its left side before rolling back to the horizontal with a bone-shaking crunch and bouncing forward, faster and faster.
The bus was clanging and juddering, there was burning, smoke in the cab and the engine was suddenly dying.
When it came the crash was like a bomb going off.
The bus ran into something at full tilt, perhaps sixty or seventy miles an hour and kept on going on its right hand wheels. There was a terrible rending noise, the sound of masonry shattering, a deafening, grinding deceleration as all four wheels slammed down on broken ground as the bus slewed sidelong to a halt in one final collision that halted the crash in a fraction of a second.
Dwight Christie blinked uncomprehendingly at a patch of blue sky high over his head.
He did not know where he was just that he was no longer in the bus.
There was a heavy explosion somewhere to his right, followed by small whiplash detonations; grenades, and the burping and rattling of automatic weapons. And in the background screams and whoops of animal rage.
The next moment he was curling into a fetal ball as people stampeded past him, on top of him in a frenzy that might have been panic or the madness of the chase.
A stray boot knocked him senseless.

Chapter 60

Saturday 4th July 1964
City Hall, Philadelphia
With hundreds of others who had been seated in the VIP stalls Gretchen and Dan had been ushered into City Hall and through to the open air quadrangle within the great fortress. Within the monumental castle keep the distant explosions and gunfire were muted, whispers on the wind drowned out by the bullhorns of the soldiers who had taken charge of the situation inside City Hall.
�THERE IS NO CAUSE FOR ALARM!�
�THE AREA AROUND CITY HALL HAS BEEN SECURED!�
�THE WELCOMING CEREMONY FOR THE MARCHERS WILL CONTINUE IN A FEW MINUTES!�
Gretchen leaned on her husband�s arm. Standing for long periods wearied her and made her feel like an old woman. Her doctors had said that she would get stronger as her recovery continued; they had put her back together again and now nature needed to take its course.
�Are you okay, honey?� Dan asked, extending his arm around his wife�s waist and guiding her towards where he had spied a low wall where she could rest.
�Yes, just fine.�
But he guided her to the thigh-high brick wall surrounding a rather anemic looking sapling. The small tree had probably been a gift to the municipality from visiting dignitaries and would have been better planted out along a street than inside the courtyard. Despite her protestations Gretchen was clearly grateful to take the weight off her feet.
�It looks as if we�re not going to have to wait for the British or the Russians to blow up the World,� she observed irritably, �we�ve got plenty of home-grown idiots in this city!�
�Ah, there you are,� Claude Betancourt guffawed with relief as he and his entourage navigated through the press of bodies. �I lost sight of you in all the excitement.�
�Heck of a day, sir,� Dan Brenckmann observed.
His father-in-law had known that the young man would not be more than an inch from his daughter�s side at a time like this. Gretchen was looking a little hot and bothered; for all her bravado and unquenchable �can do� spirit she was still only partially recovered from the life-threatening injuries which had seen her in a coma in the days after the Battle of Washington in December.
�I�m all right, Daddy!� She informed him tartly, reading his thoughts.
The old man glanced to Dan.
�That�s good then!�
The men swapped conspiratorial smiles. Right up until the night of the October War Claude Betancourt had fretted about who � when he died � would take up the great project of his latter days; Gretchen.
Who would there be to watch over her?
To catch her when she fell?
For whom would she become the centre of the universe and the hope for the future?
Inevitably, Gretchen had treated her knight in armor a little shabbily to begin with. Her father had wondered if she had just been testing him in some way but discounted this; young people � even one so driven as his daughter � were simply not that calculating. They had too many hormones at work, too many hopes and fears jostling for attention at that age. But then there had been those scandalous rumors that bastard Hoover had put out about a non-existent, an implausible affair between Gretchen and Nick Katzenbach, Bobby Kennedy�s deputy at Justice. The whole Brenckmann family had rowed in behind Gretchen and the rest was history. Gretchen had formerly been engaged to the heir to a great New York banking fortune; but Dan Brenckmann had been the man who risked his neck searching Washington DC while the fires were still burning in a score of great buildings of state and the streets were blocked with detritus and uncounted bodies. It was Dan who had found their girl more dead than alive at Bethesda, and Dan who had held Gretchen�s hand when she fought for her life in the days that followed.
And here he was now ready to catch Gretchen if she fell as he would be for as long as he lived.
�Does anybody actually know what�s happening?� Gretchen asked.
�LBJ�s people say that as soon as things quiet down they�ll restart the ceremony. Most of the marchers have just sat down in the street. Doctor King and the Vice President have gone outside to reassure people.� The old man chuckled. �LBJ�s Secret Service detail thought he was joking when he said he was going outside!�
Dan took this opportunity to ask the question that was burning on every American�s lips.
�What news is there of the President, sir?�
�They think he had some kind of seizure. A stroke or a heart attack. They say he was sick then he just keeled over. The last I heard he was still unconscious. LBJ�s running the show. He�s got the nuclear football.�
Gretchen got back to her feet, looked around at the milling crowd.
�Is somebody talking to the British and the Russians, Daddy?�
Claude Betancourt thought about it.
�I hope so� �

Chapter 61

Saturday 4th July 1964
The British Embassy, Bellfield Avenue, Philadelphia
�Stay in this room!� Rachel Piotrowska commanded when the first explosion rocked the building. She had reached inside her handbag and pulled out the Browning automatic pistol she had been carrying around the last few days. With her free hand she retrieved the two spare magazines in the bag and dropped them in her jacket pockets, discarding her handbag on the floor.
The Ambassador, Lord Franks and his wife tried not to stare wide-eyed at Rachel. The elegant, charming spy mistress had morphed into a stranger; as if a switch had been clicked.
�I suggest you get down on the floor. Preferably behind something solid, like you desk, sir,� she put to the Ambassador. �When I leave the room please barricade the door and don�t let anybody in.�
The first floor office was not an ideal �safe room� but moving the Ambassador and his wife to another part of the building when she had no idea what was waiting for her in the corridor was out of the question.
In a moment she was outside, the door slammed shut at her back.
Nobody shot her; that was probably a good sign.
The Embassy was still secure although not for much longer.
Her ears were beginning to decode the mayhem outside. Everything was confused by the chanting and screaming of the crowds in Wister Park. She recognized the discharge of pump action shot guns. The mob in the park had surged forward and broken the police cordon; killers seeded in the crowd would be scaling the seven foot walls of the compound in the next minutes. But that was not the immediate threat. Something was going on along the Bellfield Avenue frontage of the Embassy; there were long magazine-emptying bursts of automatic gunfire and grenade detonations. All around her there were running feet and shouted warnings.
The Embassy�s protection squad was gathering in the ground floor lobby. There were five or six men in uniform with Sten Guns and pistols, and two of her own people.
�We�re breaking SLRs out of the Embassy gun room!� She was told breathlessly.
Everybody was crouching low behind whatever cover they could find.
Bullets were whistling through the front entrance lobby of the building.
�Spread out!� She yelled. Any second now a grenade or a gas canister was likely to fly into the lobby. �Cover the corridors to each wing of the building. If we get over run retreat to the first floor! Nobody goes below ground! Nobody!�
There were too few of them to dissipate their strength defending basements in which they would be trapped like rats in a trap.
The front of the building must have blown in because everything was dust and buzzing quietness. Rachel coughed violently. Pulverized brick and shards of glass fell off her back as she raised herself off the floor to her knees.
She began shooting at the dark shapes moving towards her in the virtually impenetrable dust fog. The bark of the Browning kicking in her hands sounded like it was coming from the other end of a mile-long tunnel.
She saw the muzzle flash of an automatic weapon.
In the ungodly deafened hush a tall, broad form emerged out of the smoke.
The giant was hefting an old-fashioned Tommy gun.
Rachel, still on her knees was only six feet away from the man.
He stood like a statue in the ground floor lobby as the atmosphere began, very slowly, to clear. He seemed alone, unhurried, his gaze systematically surveying his surrounding as blood ran down the left side of his face.
Rachel blinked the dust out of her eyes.
She had leveled her browning at the centre of the man�s chest.
He was so close she could not miss.
He knew it; she knew it.
Her right index finger closed on the trigger, squeezed it.
And the hammer came down on an empty chamber�
[THE END]

Author�s Endnote

Thank you again for reading Timeline 10/27/62 � USA Book 4: Ask Not Of Your Country. 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, civilization depends on people like you.
* * *
These days I get asked quite a lot about my plans for Timeline 10/27/62; which is a bit tricky because obviously, one is always at pains to avoid putting inadvertent spoilers �out there�.
However, without offering �spoiler hostages� I think I owe it to my readers to level with you as much as possible about my plans.
Ask Not Of Your Country is the twelfth installment of the Timeline 10/27/62 Series � or rather, �saga� as it has become � and the simple answer to the question: what do I plan to do with the series? Is that I shall carry on!
I want to find out what happens in the alternative universe of Timeline 10/27/62 as much as my readers; I am as curious as you about what happens next, and in the coming years to the band of survivors from the first dozen books!
So, any suggestion that I contemplated � even for a moment � drawing a �line in the sand� with The Mountains of the Moon could not possibly be farther from the truth.
At the time of writing I am working on future installments to the series for 2017. There will be a fifth USA book The American Dream set in 1964, and two more Main Series books All Along the Watchtower and Crow on the Cradle also set in 1964. All three of these books are scheduled for release in 2017.
There will also be an overdue excursion to Australasia in two books Cricket on the Beach and Operation Manna, both departures from the style of the Main and USA series prompted by feedback from Timeline 10/27/62�sloyal Australasian readership.
The two �Australian books� will fill in the year-long gap in the narrative (November 1962 to October 1963) between Operation Anadyr and Aftermath and Love is Strange and California Dreaming. Both these books, Cricket on the Beach and Operation Manna will be published at the same time in late 2017.
Looking much, much further ahead, into 2018 � the Timeline Main series will unify and move on with Book 11: Independence Day, and Book 12: Changing the Guard.
* * *
Thank you again for reading Ask Not Of Your Country.
James Philip
November 2016.
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