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Nothing particular is happening in the world at large. Peace reigns supreme, and the industrial revolution is making its first millionaires. In America, however, there is some one who is feeling distinctly unsettled. 

The President is not happy.

Necessarily, he was man of eloquent promises, rather than personal physical action; he regarded his General Staff, he felt that as soldiers, they should be the exact opposite of himself, reluctantly kicking their heels at home and itching to be in the thick of the fray.

Yet, here he was, faced by smirking Generals who clearly are thinking of just about anything except the subject currently troubling the great man. Virtually being ignored is not a thing which goes towards lowering his blood pressure. “Goddamit this is a national emergency. For crying out loud, stop making this sound like the morning after at Mrs. Hoskin's”.

Their replies did nothing to calm him. “Yeah.” “Too right.” “Don't I know it.” And when the laughter continued, he knew it was time assert himself.

As forceful as he could, with his deepest frown, he put everything into his attitude as he banged on his desk to make himself heard. 

“Gentlemen. Remember where you are, this is the office of the President of the United States of America., and, as generals, you are supposed to carry out my wishes.”

The atmosphere in the changed dramatically. At last he had their attention. “Just because you have no fighting to do, it doesn’t mean you can disregard your responsibilities. There’s a job to be done and I mean to see that it does get done”. The President had a plan to help in his re-election and was determined that someone had to carry it out. 

The most senior General looked at the faces of his companions and realised he had to speak for them. “Gee Al, you don't have to carry on so. We simply don't have the men to spare”. The others nodded in agreement. “We’re not just sitting around, doing nothing, some of us have plans”. 

The President frown deepened. This was something else, he didn’t like the idea of Generals making plans he didn’t know about, “Plans?”

The spokesman cleared his throat, “Ahem. Yeah. Well, when I say plans I meant, er, more like suggestions.” He looked at his friends for some inspiration.

One braver than the rest spoke up, ”That’s right, I’ve been looking at Cuba and I think, er, George here has been looking into the possibility of, er, er.” 

And shot a despairing look at George, who started to stutter, “Fffff”. “That’s it, yes, the Philippines. And, unless I’m very much mistaken, there was some serious talk at the General Staff Meeting last month about Costa Rica”. 

Satisfied with his effort, he smiled at the others and the President found himself faced with a gaggle of grinning men who clearly had no idea of what had been said, only that it had been ‘something’. “Of course”, he continued, “all this has to be debated, the logistics sorted out, transport arranged, probably with the cooperation of the Navy and you know how awkward they can be”.

It was one of those well known facts, if you had plans in the pipeline, you could always claim being far too busy to even contemplate anything else.

The President almost exploded, “Who on this damblasted earth gave you permission to go looking at things to do outside of these United States of ours?” he roared. “There’s more than enough to do down in the South and further West. 

“Do you need reminding that you need me to keep this job so that you can keep yours? You know the opposition want to cut the Army numbers down even more and I reckon they would start at the top; so how about it?” 

He held up one finger. “One lousy infantry Company, that’s all it would take”.

They all watched, fascinated by the trembling finger.  Eventually the spokesman found his voice. “Hey Al, I knew she was good, but I had no idea Victoria was that good. 

Anyway, Mrs. Hoskins place ain't all that bad, you enjoyed yourself last night. Don't forget, you'll see Victoria again at Henry's birthday party next month”.

Another General felt he should help out in some way, so he began, tentatively, “Look on the bright side...”, but a glare from the President stopped him short.

“ All right, all right. Now can we get back to the matter in hand? I’m not asking for the moon here; come on fellas, I've really got to have an escort party, and it's only to bring one old Indian Chief here, shouldn’t take more than a few days.”

“Sorry Al. It can't be done”, trying hard to sound as if he meant it, “You know what a roasting we got from the papers over that resettlement program.

“There's no way we're going to get involved in escorting Indians again. That potato's too hot for us”. The sad faces and vigorous nods were enough to convince the President that it just wasn’t going to happen.

“Very well, if that's your last word, you'd better go. Put your glasses on the table, I've got the T.R.A.M.P.S coming later.”

“Ain't you the lucky one!”

“If you must know, It's The Republican American Widows Prayer Society. You wouldn’t believe how many Associations and Societies I have to meet. And keep sweet.” Looking very uncomfortable, the Generals shuffled their feet, there was nothing more to say. Following their spokesman, they filed out of the office. 

The last man turned and was about to speak, when he saw the President pick up a large dictionary from the desk, closing the door just in time, he winced at the thump on the other side of the door.

The President had worked off his hangover and now had someone to blame for the way he felt. “Damnit, why can't those guys do as they're told?”

His Aide spoke for the first time, “You must admit Chief, they did have a rough time with the newspapers”.

“So, they're more afraid of the papers than they are of me? I'm beginning to think those Generals are more like politicians than politicians.”

“I guess you're right, that's how they get to be Generals.”

“Devious bastards you mean?”

“I wouldn't put it quite like that Chief. But, you're probably right, I'm sure they'll find some excuse why they can't let you have even one solitary man. 

To be fair, I think they have trouble in keeping all those outposts and forts”

“What the hell am I going to do to get this idea off the ground? The election is only six months away. If the escort sets off now, signing the treaty, and entertaining him should nicely take us up to voting time and the beauty of it is, it’s going to be the cheapest way to make the biggest noise in the whole election campaign. What's his name again?“

I've got it somewhere here Chief”, he murmurs, “Margarita”. 

“What’s that?”

“Sorry, it’s my date for tonight.”

“ Watch out boy, she may only be a typist, but she's a tough cookie. I've learned that.”

“Here it is, it's Chief, er,  whatsisname. Oh no, I don't believe it.”

“Who the hell thinks up those stupid names?”

“No, I can't believe that's his name.”

“I just said that !”

“No chief, I can't believe his name is Chief Johansen. It says here, it's an old tradition going back to when they used to get visits from Vikings”, he rolls his eyes and shakes his head,  “so they say. Anyway, they seem to have a very democratic society, the Chief is always elected, then has to change his name to Johansen”.

“ Oh God. It would have to be wouldn't it? And you're sure that's the only tribe left that we haven't got a treaty with?”

“ Absolutely Chief. One of the secretaries at the Bureau for Indian Affairs did a lot of research, listing all the tribes, where they all are, that sort of thing. When the cross referencing showed that we didn’t have a treaty with the Pomowattas. Only snag is, they live over on the northwest coast, somewhere in north California.”


“OK. Now that we've found them, how do we get them



to Washington? I haven't got time to over there, and I really need some good publicity. We've got to do something or I won't get re-elected. about this secretary?” Could we promote him, and get him to bring this Chief, er,  whatsisname here?”

“Well he might have the authority; but even if it was a letter from yourself, the only thing people that far west recognise, is the strength of the Army.”

“So what we need is a cross between Buffalo Bill and George Washington?”

The Aide smiles as he looks through his papers, “Yes, Buffalo Bill Washington”. He paused as he studied what he was reading. “I wonder”, he eventually said, “I think there might be something here”.

“ Get on with it man.”

“This arrived on my desk this morning, I haven't had time to look at it properly. It's a report from Captain Jones, he wants one of his Midshipmen promoted. Jones' wife and mine are good friends, and he's asking a favour. It seems he wants to promote this man away from his ship.” He frowns, puzzled, “Strange request”. His frown clears and is soon replaced with a smile. 

“Now I see what the problem is. Apparently he served in the English Navy before emigrating. With his experience, he was accepted straight away into the US Navy”. 

“So what’s the problem? Anyway, how can he help?” 

“His grandfather served on Nelson's ship, and he can't get used to the idea that he's not British. Enforces every little regulation, a real pain in the butt”.

“ Ok. Where are you thinking of sending him? And exactly how is that going to help me?” 

––––––––
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“Just suppose he was promoted, and given a handful of men; could he be the strong arm that the secretary needs? 

From what I’ve heard sailors are a sight more disciplined than soldiers, and, hard fighters.”

“Sailors?! Now that would give those damn Generals something to think about.” His face lit up with a broad smile. “Right, let's do it. Have him promoted, give him authority to gather some men, and any equipment needed; then he reports to that secretary of yours”, he paused, 

“I guess you'd better promote him too, give him written authority, use my personal paper, make up some sort of title that'll last till the job's done. Something like 'Presidential Escort for Signatories' that should impress everyone”. 

He looked at his Aide with new eyes, “You’re a damned sight smarter than you look; if this works, those stupid Generals will never be able thwart me again and I reckon it will be worth a bonus of some kind for you”.

“ OK Chief, consider it done.”

“Next thing now is get these Tramps out of the way.” 

“Anything you need for them Chief?” 

“No. I don’t know what they want yet. By the time they’ve gazed around, it’ll be five minutes before they get around to telling me.”  

“All I have to do after that, is assure them that I will personally deal with it, give them all my best campaign smile and handshake and then I can get on with my golf.”

Under his breath the Aide mutters, “and I can get on with running the Country.”
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Chapter 2.
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A few days later, after working his way through the boring minutiae associated with high office, the President’s Aide was ushering a man in uniform into the Oval Office.

“Midshipman O'Connor Sir.”

“I have a very delicate, and important, job for you. I want you to, just a minute, did you say Midshipman?”

“That’s correct Mr. President.”

“Well that certainly won’t do, we need an officer for this job.”

“A Midshipman is an officer sir, not a very important one, but still...”

“OK, I understand. So, what’s the next rank up?”

“Lieutenant.”

“Right, you are now a Lieutenant. You need to get a bunch.”

Aide, “Squad”.

Lieutenant, “Watch”.

“Whatever. Some men, and escort an Indian Chief to Washington for me. Now, this is going to involve a lot of travelling and you are all going to be in close contact with Indians. I don’t want to hear the faintest whiff of bad behaviour, or any problems regarding the Indian women.” 

“You’re going to have to keep them on a tight rein, can you do that? I've heard sailors are pretty rough, do you think you can control them? You'd be on your own out there.”

“Yes Sir. I know all the Regulations and...”

“Regulations don’t get things done!” The President growled.

“Sorry Sir. I can assure you the men will always carry out my orders and your orders.”

“HMMmmm. OK. Here's your authority to requisition anything you need in the way of men and equipment. You now have the temporary rank of Lieutenant. So get down to the Navy Yard, or The Ship Inn, or wherever you people get men from, and kit them out with the sort of things soldiers have. Packs, boots, water bottles, and, er. er....”

“And rifles”, suggested the Aide.

“Rifles? I always thought these guys had swords and things.”

The Lieutenant smiled, “Cutlasses and a belaying pin get through most situations sir.”

“That may be, but you are going to the other end of the country, you’re going to need all the help you can get, so, issue rifles as well as cutlasses. Off you go now. When you are ready, report to Secretary Hadley at the Bureau for Indian Affairs. If this goes well I’ll make your promotion permanent.” 

“Remember - bring 'em back alive!”

“Yes Sir. Right away sir. You can rely on me sir. I can....”

“OK, OK. Go.”

“Yes sir. Thank you sir”

“GO!”  

Aide, “This way Lieutenant”, leading him into a side office, he quickly wrote the various letters. “Here’s your temporary authority as a Lieutenant. Take this letter to Secretary Hadley at the Bureau of Indian Affairs, and get those men organised. Quickly now, the President is relying on you. Try to remember, time is of the essence.” 

Seeing that the newly promoted Lieutenant was looking a bit overwhelmed by his audience with the President, “I’m sure you will do a good job on this, you have the honour of the Navy to uphold”.

This seemed to bring him back to earth, “Yes. I understand, trust me, I can do this”

Shaking his hand in farewell, the Aide had a secretary escort him out.
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Chapter 3.
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As soon as the Lieutenant left the building, he took 

out a pencil and began to make a list in his notebook, murmuring to himself as he wrote.

“Let me see. Now first, Ratings. I think I’ll leave the Ship Inn 

till last, there’s a couple of vessels in dock at the moment, I should be able to find some getting bored doing nothing”, he paused, “what did he say? Yes, packs, boots, water bottles. Mmm, and rifles. Cutlasses, as well as a belaying pin in the belt, always handy.”

At the Train Station, he used his ‘authority’ to secure a seat on the next train west; fortunately he had time for a quick snack in a nearby café before leaving. The journey gave him the opportunity to formulate plans for the gathering of men and materials. 

When the Conductor came to check tickets, he enquired about the best and fastest way to reach the west coast. An old hand who had spent most of his life riding the rails; not only was he able to advise on how to travel the furthest west, but which company would get him to the north west. 

The Lieutenant’s notebook was filling up. From the Station, he persuaded a cab to take him to the docks. 

The collection of ships tied up didn’t inspire him with much hope, only two looked respectable enough to be Navy ships.

As he made his way to the dock side, he could see that both were in good shape, he hoped the ratings were of the same standard. On the first ship, he was met by the Second Lieutenant who explained that the Captain was ashore and the First Lieutenant was on leave. Since his orders didn’t specify the rank of either First or Second Lieutenant, our officer felt his mission warranted his promotion directly to First. 

Assuming his most authoritarian stance, he allowed the younger man a brief glimpse of his ‘authority’ and demanded that all Ratings be assembled for inspection. Not being particularly impressed by their appearance, he said, “I’m looking for volunteers to go on a special mission to the west coast”.

“That lets me out”, an older hand spoke up, “I’m not going round the horn again at my age”.

“We will be travelling on the railroad.”

As he waited for the stir to die down, “Step forward” he said and four did so straight away. He turned to the officer, “Reliable men?”

The other looked at them and replied, “As reliable as any sailor”.

He realised this was as good a recommendation as he was going to get. “Right, you are now under my command, get your gear together; only pack a change of underwear and your best uniform. 

Be at the dock gate within the hour, from there we will go to the stores for the rest of your equipment. Understood?” 

He smiled at the satisfying chorus of “Yes Sir”, nodded to the officer and saluted as he left the ship. 

There was a definite bounce in his step as he approached the next ship. This was larger and may well have a more senior officer on board; however, he felt confident that the same method he had used would again be successful.

Sure enough, as he walked closer, he could see the uniform of a senior officer on the poop deck. “Permission to come aboard Sir”, he called.

“Have you got something for me?” came the answer; it appeared that he was expecting an answer from someone, or fresh orders.

“I need to acquaint you with an important document signed by the President.”

Though reluctant, that was obviously enough to make up his mind, “Come aboard” irritably, “sharp now”

Wanting to impress, the Lieutenant snapped a smart salute at the Quarter Deck and strode briskly up to the man he now saw was the Captain. “Sir, I have been charged with a task which requires me to gather a watch together”.

“And what concern is this of mine?”

“I am obliged to ask you for a number of ratings.”

“What?” the Captain exploded, “what do you mean, a number of ratings?” 

This particular fuse appeared to be quite short, but the Lieutenant felt a stiffening in his sinews and a strengthening in his resolve. This was largely due to the letter he now closed his hand on.

“I have been charged by the President of the United States to perform a mission. To that end I have the need for at least six sailors”

“Six?” The Captain almost blew a gasket, “do you know just how hard it is to keep a full crew when a ship is in dock?”

“I do Sir. Unfortunately, the President is insistent that this be done. I would prefer it if one of them is a Bo’son.”

The Captain stared at the Lieutenant as if he was mad. “A Bo’son? A bloody Bo’son? I suppose you’d like the moon as well?” The other officers on deck were struggling to control their features, they knew his temper of old; quick to flare and as quick to die.

The Lieutenant judged the time was right to show his written instructions and handed them to the other man. The Captain read them, twice, while his temper cooled. “What’s the matter with the Army? They do all his dirty work”.

“I believe they have declined Sir, and somewhat strenuously.”

“So they chickened out? Mmm. I can imagine that.” He frowned, “and what precisely is this, er, mission?”

“We are to escort an Indian Chief to Washington; something about a peace treaty.”

“Indians? That explains a lot, the Army haven’t handled the Indian situation very well.”

“I assured the President that the Navy would never let him down. With respect Sir, I believe it is an honour that he trusts us with this task.”

“MMmmmm”, as he handed the paper back. He looked the Lieutenant in the eye, “you really believe that?”.

“I do Sir”.

The Captain turned to his first officer with a look of pity on his face. “Mr Carruthers, I’ll thank you to pick out five ratings and a Bo’son for the Lieutenant. Please be sure they will be able to uphold the honour of the Navy”, finishing on that sarcastic note, he turned and went below. 

Carruthers smiled and called to one of the ratings on deck, “Jackson up here with you”. Turning to our Lieutenant, he said, “He’s been in the Army, so his experience will be useful to you. I suggest we make him Bo’son”.

“Good and will he be the best person to decide who to take?”

“Yes, but I’ll make sure there aren’t too many of his cronies.” 

Jackson presented himself, “Sir?”

“The Lieutenant has need of good men. It appears to be an important mission and we need to provide him with reliable people. He has decided that you will make an excellent Bo’son”. 

Jackson’s eyes widened and quickly looked from one to the other, ‘Bo’son’ he thought and his eyes sparkled with Dollar signs; from his Army days, he knew that even a little authority was the key to all opportunities. His mind was already working as Carruthers turned and hid his smile. “He will now give you your instructions.” As he turned away, he wished the Lieutenant ‘good luck’ and saluted. 

He returned the gesture and looked at his new Bo’son. “I need you to pick out five reliable hands. We’ll be away for about fourteen days, so make sure they all get on well together; we can’t afford to have any problems, the job is difficult enough. I want everyone in working togs, pack best uniforms and anything else. Be at the dock gates within the hour”. 
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