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Editorial

by Mark
Lord

Welcome to
the sixth issue of Alt
Hist. It’s a bit later than the scheduled
publication date of November 2013, which unfortunately means we
didn’t manage to get two copies out last year. However, that may
well mean there will be three issues this year if all goes to
plan.

Alt
Hist seems to be going slowly going from
strength to strength with an established body of readers and steady
sales of individual issues in both eBook and printed format.
Indeed, despite the oft-heralded end of the physical book, our
print edition actually outsells the eBook version. To further
support the continued publication of Alt
Hist in the future, we have instituted a
new subscription option for those of you who want to make sure you
never miss an issue. And for those of you who have missed out on
past issues of Alt Hist, you can now purchase all of the previous copies as a bundle
at a specially discounted price.

In this issue
we have several alternate history stories for you, plus one
“straight” historical fiction story. The alternate history stories
cover some classic areas for speculative fiction such as: what if
Hitler won the war, what if the Germans invaded Britain in WW2, who
really killed JFK and what if the Cold War turned hot? But none of
these tales are just speculation on alternative versions of
history. They all share what you have come to expect from
Alt Hist: a strong story
and engaging characters. Here’s a bit more about what’s in store
for you in the following pages.

Set in a
world in which the early Cold War grows very hot, “B-36”by
Douglas W. Texter tells
the tale of what might have happened if the Soviet Union had taken
Berlin during the Berlin Airlift. In this world, Secretary of
Defense James Forrestal orders a B-36 piloted by Lieutenant Colonel
Joseph Drummond and a very special mission commander to fly to the
Soviet Union with a secret “gimmick” on board. The results of the
mission are world-changing.

The next
instalment of Battalion 202 by Jonathan
Doering: “For all I know, you’re dirty as
well.” Christopher felt his chest flare. “Alright then, if you
don’t believe me, shoot me.” A worm enters an apple. It is seeking
food, shelter. It is only acting on its nature. But sooner or later
the apple will turn rotten. Everything will explode. There is a
traitor in Pontefract Auxiliary Unit. A traitor who places his own
survival and success in the new Nazi state ahead of everything –
even the lives of his comrades….

On Boxing
Day, 1914, a teenage girl sits in an Edinburgh prison awaiting
trial for a war crime. Her lawyer finds himself captivated by her
as he tries to establish the truth of the case, whose roots lie in
the Titanic disaster two years before. “The Iceberg” by
Andrea Mullaney is based
on an extraordinary true story.

In “When
Shots Rang Out” by Lynda M.
Vanderhoff JFK was a well known ladies
man, but his family has suffered under a curse that is nearly
Shakespearian in scope. Could it be that Kennedy upset the wrong
person with his philandering, putting in motion the death and bad
fortune that would see his family destroyed?

What would
the United States be like if Hitler won the Second World War? In
“Hitler Is Coming” by Martin Roy
Hill protagonist Paul Klee is an OSS
veteran and police investigator on temporary assignment to the
post-war American SS to stop a plot to kill a victorious Adolf
Hitler on his first visit to the U.S. From fascist cabbies to
corrupt Party gauleiters, Klee wends his way through an America
most Americans today never knew once existed. 

 


 


As always I
hope you enjoy this issue of Alt
Hist. If you have any comment or questions
about Alt Hist or any of the stories published, then please get in
touch.






Mark
Lord

Editor of Alt
Hist

Email:
althist.editor@gmail.com 

Website: http://althistfiction.com/

Twitter: http://twitter.com/althist

Facebook: http://www.facebook.com/pages/Alt-Hist/125227137521391


​ B-36

by Douglas W.
Texter

 


As Soviet troops
overwhelmed US forces in West Berlin on July 5th, 1948, Lieutenant
Colonel Joseph Drummond soared over Key West, Florida, at 10,000
feet. He and his crew were on their way back to Eglin Field, the
proving-ground command for the USAF. They were passing over the
bridge to the Keys and into the Gulf toward home.

The new B-36 Peacemaker,
the 44-2004, that Drummond was putting through its paces was a
monster, its size making the B-29s he had flown over Japan three
years before look tiny. Each tire on the main landing gear was
taller than a human being. As Drummond’s arms, sore from fighting
the stick, indicated, the B-36 was proving anything but easy to
fly. Not only that, but the plane’s six engines possessed a
disconcerting tendency to burst into flames at inopportune moments.
Drummond thought that the combustibility problem had something to
do with the locations of the engines. Mounted on the rear of the
wings, they pushed the plane rather than pulled it. The warning
lights indicated that a couple of them were very hot
now.

“Radio traffic, sir, about
Berlin,” Sparks said.

“Good or bad news,
Sparks?”

“’Fraid it’s very bad,
sir. Clay has surrendered, and the Russians are storming the rest
of Germany. The Ruskies even shot down the Candy
Bomber.”

“No shit?” said the
copilot, Major Ben Matthews. He let out a whistle. “I actually knew
Halvorsen. I met him flying transports to South America. Mormon.
Wore weird underwear, saw it in a locker room once. But he was a
good pilot. Too bad.”

Drummond shook his head.
The demise of Uncle Wiggly Wings was the least of their problems.
There existed only one way to stop the Soviets if they weren’t
going to halt at the border with France. And as a Progressive, a
Wallace supporter, Drummond hated to even think about that
solution. He had seen Hiroshima after Tibbets had destroyed it.
Although he didn’t know the candy bomber, he did indeed know the
atomic bomber, and Drummond did not like him and what he stood
for.

He had met Paul Tibbets in the Pacific, at an officer’s
club. They had talked for a while, and Tibbets had seemed to take a
liking to him. Tibbets had even talked about bringing Drummond into
his 509th
Composite Bomb Group, which had been
up to something very special. While Drummond had been flattered, he
had thought Tibbets’ eyes looked glazed over, as though he were on
some kind of holy mission. Drummond didn’t believe in holy missions
involving long-range bombers. Although he lived to fly the big
planes, he was far to the left of most pilots he had met. War might
be necessary, but it was never holy. After politely listening to
Tibbets, he had turned down the offer. And in retrospect, he was
glad he had. Drummond was a bomber pilot, and he understood that
the destruction of war served larger ends. But atomic destruction
was so terrible that it seemed to serve no ends at all.

Unfortunately, at the
moment Drummond had more pressing problems than world affairs. An
alarm sounded. “Skipper,” Matthews said, “Engine Six is on fire.” A
bit of panic laced the co-pilot’s voice.

“Take it easy. Let’s fly
the plane, Ben,” Drummond said.

Drummond knew that there
existed two kinds of pilots in the world. The first kind, at any
sign of danger, panicked and prayed to God or screamed out the
names of his wife and children. Dramatic but ineffective. The
second kind just flew the plane. In a B-29 over Japan during a very
bad mission, Drummond had once listened to the voice of his
squadron commander, Max, whose plane had burned. Max’s voice had
been dead calm as he gave orders to the gunners, feathered one
engine, and tried to pull out of a dive. Max flew the plane until
the moment of impact. His gunners even took out a Zero on the way
down. No panic there. Drummond aspired to that kind of
calm.

“Put the fire out, and
feather the engine,” Drummond said. He checked his watch: about two
hours or so until they made it back to Eglin. The B-36 was a
miracle in aviation technology, able to fly from the US to Europe
without refueling. But they had to work out the engine problems
before the behemoth was put into regular service.

“Doing my best, Skipper,”
Matthews said. “Haven’t had an engine on fire since two ME-109s
almost took us out over Berlin.” After a minute, the alarm was
silenced. “Number Six out and feathered,” Matthews said. The
co-pilot’s voice was calmer now. Their airspeed slowed to around
185. While the B-36 could carry 80,000 pounds of bombs and cross
oceans, it had a maximum cruising speed fully loaded of about 230
miles an hour. Thank God, Drummond thought, that it was also armed
to the teeth and could reach 50,000 feet, above the ceiling of
almost all pursuit planes.

“Let’s give the mechanics
a workout,” Drummond said to Matthews. He turned on the intercom
and said, “Drummond to crew quarters.”

“Sergeant Watkins here,
sir.”

“Sarge, sorry to interrupt
your card game, but I just feathered Number Six. Do you want to
take somebody and go have a look at it?”

“Yes, sir. I was losing
anyway. We’ll be in the communications tube and then the wing in
five minutes.”

“That is amazing,”
Matthews said to Drummond.

“It sure is, Ben,”
Drummond said. “Welcome to the future.”

And that future, Drummond
knew, was enormous. The B-36 was so big that it carried 15 crew
members, and the plane could hold enough fuel to stay in the air
for up to 40 hours, so they had sleeping quarters on board. A
communications tube ran over the bomb bay between the forward and
aft cabins. The wings were huge and hollow so that mechanics could
get inside them and crawl out to effect repairs in
flight.

As they limped back to the
Florida panhandle, Matthews said, “Think the President will declare
war on the Ruskies?”

“I have no idea, Ben. It’s
a disaster, either way.”

“You got that right,
Skipper.”

As they approached Eglin,
Sergeant Watkins came on the intercom. “We took a look, sir. It’s
not too bad. About an hour’s worth of work when we get on the
ground. I’ll also make sure that we have all the tools we need if
one of these babies goes out on us again.”

“Sounds good, Sarge. Ben,
ready to do the landing checklist?” They went through the list, and
the landing gear clicked into place. Drummond lined the plane up
with the ultra-long runway designed to accommodate the B-36. They
would need every inch of it to stop, Drummond knew. Piloting the
B-36 was like flying a house.

They landed at about 120
miles an hour. Matthews put on the brakes and read out the
descending speed: 90, 80, 70, 60, 50, and then they were safe, not
about to speed off the end of the runway. They taxied to the huge
hangar that accommodated the B-36.

After killing the engines,
Drummond said over the intercom, “Gentlemen, a pleasure to fly with
you.” As the rest of the crew left the B-36, Drummond spent about
10 minutes in the Aircraft Commander’s seat filling out the flight
report: “These problems must be corrected before the B-36 becomes
fully operational and is put into production. Once this difficulty
is addressed, the B-36 promises to deliver the strategic
superiority desired by the US Air Force.” That sounded official and
optimistic, he thought as he put the cap back on his fountain
pen.

After exiting the plane,
he walked into the hangar locker room, changed into civies, and
walked over to where his motorcycle was parked. Although his wife
Jenny had told him that he was too old to ride, he loved the
feeling of the warm humid air in his face as he drove to and from
the little bungalow he and his wife and son lived in. He kick
started the bike and headed for home.

Just another day at the
office.

 


§

 


Lieutenant Colonel Joseph
Drummond turned his motorcycle into the driveway of the family
bungalow. Levittown this wasn’t, but it was comfortable in a
tropical sort of way. Jenny’s little red convertible sat next to
the house. White picket fences, over which red roses climbed,
surrounded the bungalow. The top of a palm tree swayed in the
breeze. This place bore no resemblance to where he had grown up, in
Erie, Pennsylvania, with its knee-deep snow, dark basements, and
huge, spidery coal furnaces. The bungalow didn’t even have a
basement or a furnace, and everybody complained about the cold if
the temperature dropped below seventy.

After turning off the bike’s engine, Drummond heard his
12-year old son, David, playing “The Drunken Sailor” on his
trombone. He smiled. Maybe the kid would be the next Tommy Dorsey.
Then Drummond heard David hit a wrong note, and thought:
maybe not. 

He walked to the screen
door and opened it. Jenny sat on the couch reading for her course
work for her Ph.D. in American Literature from the University of
Florida. They had met in Cambridge at a party on Massachusetts
Avenue in 1936. Excited about Spain and the fight against Franco,
she had been the charming local Irish girl with the brains to get
into Radcliffe. He had been the MIT engineering student who
jabbered about becoming a pilot.

“How’s that paper on Moby-Dick coming?” he asked.

“Hey, honey! I’m sailing
round Perdition’s horn. How was the flight?”

“It was pretty good. One
of the engines caught on fire and conked out. We’ll get it working
right, eventually.”

David, having left the
Drunken Sailor with the captain’s daughter for the moment, ran out
from his bedroom and said, “Hey, Dad. The Reds are taking Germany.
Are you going to go into action?” The boy hugged his
father.

“I don’t know, David. We might see some. I hope
not. The world’s already had two major wars in this century. A
third isn’t going to help anyone.” No more wars, Drummond
thought.

Jenny said, “Let’s turn on
the radio. Truman is supposed to address the nation.” She walked
over to the radio, on top of which sat David’s model B-17. There
were a couple of old Seventeens at Eglin. Drummond had even taken
David up in one for his tenth birthday. No one on the ground had
questioned Drummond about his four-foot-high co-pilot.

After adjusting the dial,
Jenny honed in on a signal from the NBC studio in Miami. “Ladies
and gentlemen,” the voice said. “We are now switching to our
Washington Bureau, where we bring you a live broadcast from the
White House.”

There was another pause,
and then a voice both familiar and distant came on the air: Harry
Truman’s.

“My fellow Americans, I
regret to inform you that General Lucius Clay, surrounded by 50,000
Soviet troops under the command of Marshal of the Soviet Union
Zhukov, has surrendered Berlin. General Clay and his troops were
airlifted out of the city a few hours ago. I have been in telephone
contact with Mr. Stalin, who has assured me that the Soviet Union
desires only to pacify Germany and protect its borders. At this
moment US divisions in Germany, along with some British and French
forces, are encountering the vanguard of a Red Army.

“Shortly—in keeping with
my belief that it is men who make history and, not, as the Soviets
believe, history that makes men—Mr. Stalin and I will be meeting at
an undisclosed location to discuss the fate of Germany and arrange
a cease fire negotiated according to mutually acceptable terms.
While I do understand the Soviets’ desire to protect their Western
borders, I will not allow this desire to serve as an excuse to
invade not only the western portion of Germany but also France and
the rest of Europe. To show Mr. Stalin that we mean business,
Secretary of Defense Forrestal, with my approval, will send to
England in the next few weeks a squadron of B-29s capable of
delivering an atomic bomb to Moscow. While we do not desire war and
will enter into good-faith negotiations with the Soviet Union, we
will not allow an Iron Curtain to be drawn across France or any
other European nation. Immediately after my conference with Mr.
Stalin, I will report to you again on the steps he and I have taken
to address our concerns. Ladies and gentlemen, I urge you to be
calm. We will not be bullied, and we will not be coerced into a war
that could mean the end of European civilization. I wish you good
afternoon.”

Jenny said, “I think he’s
going to let Stalin have Germany.”

“Maybe,” Drummond said. “God knows that right now,
we don’t have the strength to push the Soviets back. Maybe, though,
Truman has something up his sleeve.” God, not those bombs again.

David looked up at his
father and said, “Dad, do you think there will be war?”

“I don’t know. I sure
don’t want it, and Truman doesn’t want it. But that Forrestal is a
real crusader. He will probably want to punish the hell out of the
Ruskies for what they’ve done. Who knows? Maybe the Soviets will
just stop at the border with France.”

As they talked, the phone
rang. Jenny went over to answer it. “Honey, it’s for
you.”

Drummond walked over and
picked up the receiver. “Joe Drummond here.”

A voice that Drummond knew
came on the line: “Colonel Drummond, this is General Jones.” It was
Eglin’s commanding officer. “I have orders for you. This is top
secret. You are to leave in three hours with your B-36 from Eglin.
You are to fly to Walker Air Force Base, New Mexico. From there, I
don’t know your destination. The orders were given by Secretary
Forrestal himself. We’re calling your crew back now. You are to
talk about this with no one. Is that clear, Colonel?”
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