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  About the Author









  I




  Clarence Potter walked through the streets of Charleston, South Carolina, like a man caught in a city occupied by the enemy. That was exactly how he felt. It was March 5,

  1934—a Monday. The day before, Jake Featherston of the Freedom Party had taken the oath of office as president of the Confederate States of America.




  “I’ve known that son of a bitch was a son of a bitch longer than anybody,” Potter muttered. He was a tall, well-made man in his late forties, whose spectacles made him look

  milder than he really was. Behind those lenses—these days, to his disgust, bifocals—his gray eyes were hard and cold and watchful.




  He’d first met Featherston when they both served in the Army of Northern Virginia, himself as an intelligence officer and the future president of the CSA as an artillery sergeant in the

  First Richmond Howitzers. He’d seen even then that Featherston was an angry, embittered man.




  Jake had had plenty to be bitter about, too; his service rated promotion to officer’s rank, but he hadn’t got it. He’d been right in saying his superior, Captain Jeb Stuart

  III, had had a Negro body servant who was also a Red rebel. After the revolt broke out, Stuart had let himself be killed in battle rather than face a court-martial for protecting the black man. His

  father, General Jeb Stuart, Jr., was a power in the War Department. He’d made sure Featherston never saw a promotion for the rest of the war.




  You got your revenge on him, Potter thought, and now he’s getting his—on the whole country.




  He turned the corner onto Montague Street, a boulevard of expensive shops. A lot of them had flags flying to celebrate yesterday’s inauguration. Most of those that did flew not only the

  Stars and Bars but also the Freedom Party flag, a Confederate battle flag with colors reversed: a star-belted red St. Andrew’s cross on a blue field. Few people wanted to risk the

  Party’s wrath. Freedom Party stalwarts had broken plenty of heads in their fifteen-year drive to power. What would they do now that they had it?




  The fellow who ran Donovan’s Luggage—presumably Donovan—was finding out the hard way. He stood on the sidewalk, arguing with a couple of beefy young men in white shirts and

  butternut trousers: Party stalwarts, sure enough.




  “What’s the matter with you, you sack of shit?” one of them yelled. “Don’t you love your country?”




  “I can show how I love it any way I please,” Donovan answered. That took guts, since he was small and skinny and close to sixty, and faced two men half his age, each carrying a long,

  stout bludgeon.




  One of them brandished his club. “You don’t show it the right way, we’ll knock your teeth down your stinking throat.”




  A gray-uniformed policeman strolled up the street. “Officer!” the man from the luggage shop called, holding out his hands in appeal.




  But he got no help from the cop. The fellow wore an enamelwork Party flag pin on his left lapel. He nodded to the stalwarts, said, “Freedom!” and went on his way.




  “You see, you dumb bastard?” said the stalwart with the upraised club. “This is how things are. You better go along, or you’ll be real sorry. Now, are you gonna buy

  yourself a flag and put it up, or are you gonna be real sorry?”




  Clarence Potter trotted across Montague Street, dodging past a couple of Fords from the United States and a Confederate-built Birmingham. “Why don’t you boys pick on somebody your

  own size?” he said pleasantly, stowing his glasses in the inside pocket of his tweed jacket. He’d had a couple of pairs broken in brawls before the election. He didn’t want to

  lose another.




  The stalwarts stared as if he’d flown down from Mars. Finally, one of them said, “Why don’t you keep your nose out of other people’s business, buddy? You won’t get

  it busted that way.”




  In normal times, in civilized times, a swarm of people would have gathered to back Potter against the ruffians. But they were ruffians whose party had just won the election. He stood alone with

  Donovan. Other men on the street hurried by with heads down and eyes averted. Whatever happened, they wanted no part of it.




  When Potter showed no sign of disappearing, the second ruffian raised his club, too. “All right, asshole, you asked for it, and I’m gonna give it to you,” he said.




  He and his friend were bruisers. Potter didn’t doubt they were brave enough. During the presidential campaign, they’d have tangled with tougher foes than an aging man who ran a

  luggage store. But they knew only what bruisers knew. They weren’t old enough to have fought in the war.




  He had. He’d learned from experts. Without warning, without tipping off what he was going to do by glance or wasted motion, he lashed out and kicked the closer one in the crotch. The other

  one shouted and swung his bludgeon. It hissed over Potter’s head. He hit the stalwart in the pit of the stomach. Wind knocked out of him, the man folded up like his friend. The only

  difference was, he clutched a different part of himself.




  Potter didn’t believe in wasting a fair fight on Freedom Party men. They wouldn’t have done it for him. He kicked each of them in the face. One still had a little fight left, and

  tried to grab his leg. He stomped on the fellow’s hand. Finger bones crunched under his sole. The stalwart howled like a wolf. Potter kicked him in the face again, for good measure.




  Then he picked up his fedora, which had fallen off in the fight, and put it back on his head. He took his spectacles out of the inside pocket. The world regained sharp edges when he set them on

  his nose again.




  He tipped the fedora to Donovan, who stared at him out of enormous eyes. “You ought to sweep this garbage into the gutter,” he said, pointing to the Freedom Party men. The one

  he’d kicked twice lay still. His nose would never be the same. The other one writhed and moaned and held on to himself in a way that would have been obscene if it weren’t so obviously

  filled with pain.




  “Who the dickens are you?” Donovan had to try twice before any words came out.




  “You don’t need to know that.” Serving in Intelligence had taught Potter not to say more than he had to. You never could tell when opening your big mouth would come back to

  haunt you. Working as a private investigator, which he’d done since the war, only drove the lesson home.




  “But . . .” The older man still gaped. “You handled them punks like they was nothing.”




  “They are nothing, the worst kind of nothing.” Potter touched the brim of his hat again. “See you.” He walked off at a brisk pace. That cop was liable to come

  back. Even if he didn’t, more stalwarts might come along. A lot of them carried pistols. Potter had one, too, but he didn’t want anything to do with a shootout. You couldn’t hope

  to outsmart a bullet.




  He turned several corners in quick succession, going right or left at random. After five minutes or so, he decided he was out of trouble and slowed down to look around and see where he was.

  Going a few blocks had taken him several rungs down the social ladder. This was a neighborhood of saloons and secondhand shops, of grocery stores with torn screen doors and blocks of flats that had

  been nice places back around the turn of the century.




  It was also a neighborhood where Freedom Party flags flew without urging or coercion from anybody. This was the sort of neighborhood stalwarts came from; the Party offered them an escape from

  the despair and uselessness that might otherwise eat their lives. It was, in Clarence Potter’s considered opinion, a neighborhood full of damn fools.




  He left in a hurry, making his way east toward the harbor. He was supposed to meet a police detective there; the fellow had news about warehouse pilferage he would pass on—for a price.

  Potter had also fed him a thing or two over the years; such balances, useful to both sides, had a way of evening out.




  “Clarence!” The shout made Potter stop and turn back.




  “Jack Delamotte!” he exclaimed in pleasure all the greater for being so unexpected. “How are you? I haven’t seen you in years. I wondered if you were dead. What have you

  been doing with yourself?”




  Delamotte hurried up the street toward him, his hand outstretched and a broad smile on his face. He was a big, blond, good-looking man of about Potter’s age. His belly was bigger now, and

  his hair grayer and thinner at the temples than it had been when he and Potter hung around together. “Not too much,” he answered. “I’m in the textile business these days.

  Got married six years ago—no, seven now. Betsy and I have a boy and a girl. How about you?”




  “Still single,” Potter said with a shrug. “Still poking my nose into other people’s affairs—sometimes literally. I don’t change a whole lot. If you’re .

  . .” His voice trailed off. Delamotte wore a handsome checked suit. On his left lapel, a Freedom Party pin shone in the sunlight. “I didn’t expect you of all people to go over to

  the other side, Jack. You used to cuss out Jake Featherston just as much as I did.”




  “If you don’t bend with the breeze, it’ll break you.” Delamotte shrugged, too. “They’ve been coming up for a long time, and now they’re in. Shall I

  pretend the Whigs won the election?” He snorted. “Not likely!”




  Put that way, it sounded reasonable enough. Potter said, “I just saw a couple of Freedom Party stalwarts getting ready to beat up a shopkeeper because he didn’t want to fly their

  flag. How do you like that?” He kept quiet about what he’d done to the stalwarts.




  “Can’t make an omelette without breaking eggs,” Delamotte answered. “I really do think they’ll put us back on our feet. Nobody else will. . . . Where are you going?

  I want to get your address, talk about old times.”




  “I’m in the phone book,” said Potter, who wasn’t. “Sorry, Jack. I’m late.” He hurried away, hoping Delamotte wouldn’t trot after him. To his vast

  relief, the other man didn’t. Clarence wanted to puke. His friend—no, his former friend—no doubt thought of himself as a practical man. Potter thought of him, and of all the other

  “practical” men sucking up to Featherston’s pals now that they were in power, as a pack of sons of bitches.




  He met the detective in a harborside saloon where sailors with a dozen different accents got drunk as fast as they could. Caldwell Tubbs was a roly-poly little man with the coldest black eyes

  Potter had ever seen. “Jesus Christ, I shouldn’t even be here,” he said when Potter sat down on a stool beside him. “I can’t tell you nothin’. Worth my ass if I

  do.”




  He’d sung that song before. Potter showed him some brown banknotes—cautiously, so nobody else saw them. “I can be persuasive,” he murmured, as if trying to seduce a

  pretty girl and not an ugly cop.




  But Tubbs shook his head. “Not even for that.”




  “What?” Now Potter was genuinely astonished. “Why not, goddammit?”




  “On account of it’s worth my badge if I even get caught talkin’ to you, that’s why. This is good-bye, buddy, and I mean it. You try to get hold of me from now on, I never

  heard of you. You’re on a list, Potter, and it’s the shit list. I were you, I’d cut my throat now, save everybody else the trouble.” He jammed his hat back onto his bald

  head and waddled out of the saloon.




  Clarence Potter stared after him. He knew the Freedom Party knew how hard he’d fought it, and for how long. And he knew the Party was taking its revenge on opponents. But he’d never

  expected it to be so fast, or so thorough. He ordered a whiskey, wondering how he’d crack that pilferage case now.




  After a lifetime of living in Toledo, Chester Martin remained disbelieving despite several months in Los Angeles. It wasn’t just the weather, though that helped a lot. He

  and Rita had gone through a winter without snow. They’d gone through a winter where they hardly ever needed anything heavier than a sweater, and where they’d stayed in shirtsleeves half

  the time.




  But that was only part of it. Toledo was what it was. It had been what it was for all of Chester’s forty-odd years, and for fifteen or twenty years before that. It would go right on being

  the same old thing, too.




  Not Los Angeles. This place was in a constant process of becoming. Before the war, it hadn’t been anything much. But a new aqueduct and the rise of motion pictures and a good port

  had brought people flooding in. The people who worked in the cinema and at the port and in the factories the aqueduct permitted needed places to live and people to sell them things. More people

  came in to build them houses and sell them groceries and autos and bookcases and washing machines. Then they needed . . .




  Chester had to walk close to half a mile to get to the nearest trolley stop. He didn’t like that, though it was less inconvenient here than it would have been in a Toledo blizzard. He

  could see why things worked as they did, though. Los Angeles sprawled in a way no Eastern city did. The trolley grid had to be either coarse or enormously expensive. Nobody seemed willing to

  pay for a tight grid, so people made do with a coarse one.




  A mockingbird sang up in a palm tree. Martin blew a smoke ring at it. It flew away, white wing bars flashing. A jay on a rooftop jeered. It wasn’t a blue jay like the ones he’d

  always known; it had no crest, and its feathers were a paler blue. People called the birds scrub jays. They were as curious and clever as any jays he’d known back East. A hummingbird with a

  bright red head hung in midair, scolding the jay: chip-chip-chip. Hummingbirds lived here all year round. If that didn’t make a place seem tropical, what did?




  Hurrying on toward the trolley stop, Martin ground out the cigarette with his shoe. A motion caught from the corner of his eye made him turn his head and look back over his shoulder. A man in

  filthy, shabby clothes had darted out from a doorway to cadge the butt. Things might be better here than they were a lot of places, but that didn’t make them perfect, or even very good.




  Some of the eight or ten people waiting at the trolley stop were going to work. Some were looking for work. Chester didn’t know how he could tell who was who, but he thought he could. A

  couple, like him, carried tool chests. The others? Something in the way they stood, something in their eyes . . . He knew how an unemployed man stood. He’d spent months out of work after the

  steel mill let him go, and he was one of the lucky ones. More than a few people had been looking for a job since 1929.




  The trolley clanged up. It was painted a sunny yellow, unlike the dull green ones he’d ridden in Toledo. By the way they looked, they might almost have been Army issue. Not this one. When

  you got on an L.A. trolley, you felt you were going in style. His nickel and two pennies rattled into the fare box. “Transfer, please,” he said, and the trolleyman gave him a long,

  narrow strip of paper with printing on it. He stuck it in the breast pocket of his overalls.




  He rode the trolley south down Central to Mahan Avenue, then used the transfer to board another for the trip west to a suburb called Gardena. Like a lot of Los Angeles suburbs, it was half a

  farming town. Fig orchards and plots of strawberries and the inevitable orange trees alternated with blocks of houses. He got off at Western, then went south to 147th Street on shank’s

  mare.




  Houses were going up there, in what had been a fig orchard. The fig trees had been knocked down in a tearing hurry. Chester suspected more than a few of them would come up again, and their roots

  would get into pipes and keep plumbers away from soup kitchens for years to come. That wasn’t his worry. Getting the houses up was.




  He waved to his foreman. “Morning, Mordechai.”




  “Morning, Chester.” The foreman waved back. It was an odd wave; he’d lost a couple of fingers from his right hand in a childhood farm accident. But he could do more with tools

  with three fingers than most men could with five. He’d spent years in the Navy before returning to the civilian world. He had to be close to sixty now, but he had the vigor of a much younger

  man.




  “Hey, Joe. Morning, Fred. What’s up, José? How are you, Virgil?” Martin nodded to the other builders, who were just getting started on the day’s work.




  “How’s it going, Chester?” Fred said, and then, “Look out—here comes Dushan. Get busy quick, so he can’t suck you into a card game.”




  “What do you say, Dushan?” Chester called.




  Dushan nodded back. “How you is?” he said in throatily accented English. He came from some Slavic corner of the Austro-Hungarian Empire; his last name consisted almost entirely of

  consonants. And Fred’s warning was the straight goods. Dushan made only a so-so builder (he liked the sauce more than he might have, and didn’t bother keeping it a secret), but what he

  couldn’t persuade a deck of cards to do, nobody could. Chester would have bet he picked up more money gambling than he did with a hammer and saw and screwdriver.




  “Come on, boys. Enough jibber-jabber,” Mordechai said. “Time to earn what they pay us.”




  He wasn’t the kind of foreman who sat on his hind end drinking coffee and yelling at people who did stuff he didn’t like. He worked as hard as any of the men he bossed—probably

  harder. If you couldn’t work for Mordechai, you probably couldn’t work for anybody.




  Nailing rafters to the ridgepole, Chester turned to José, who was doing the same thing on the other side. “You know what Mordechai reminds me of?” he said.




  “Tell me,” José said. His English was only a little better than Dushan’s. He’d been born in Baja California, down in the Empire of Mexico, and had come north

  looking for work sometime in the 1920s. Chester didn’t know whether he’d bothered with legal formalities. Either way, he’d managed to keep eating after things fell apart in

  ’29.




  “You fight in the war?” Martin asked him.




  “Oh, s[i#714;],” he answered, and laughed a little. “Not on the same side as you, I don’t think.”




  “Doesn’t matter, not for this. Had to be the same on both sides. If you had a good lieutenant or captain, one who said, ‘Follow me!’—hell, you could do damn near

  anything. If you had the other kind . . .” Martin jabbed his right thumb down toward the ground. “Mordechai’s like one of those good officers. He works like a son of a bitch

  himself, and you don’t want to let him down.”




  The other builder thought about that for a little while, then nodded. “Es verdad,” he said, and then, “You right.” He laughed again. “And now we talk, and we

  don’t do no work.”




  “Nobody works all the damn time,” Chester said, but he started driving nails again. It wasn’t just that he didn’t want to let Mordechai down. He didn’t want

  to get in trouble, either. Plenty of men wanted the job he had. He was every bit as much a part of the urban proletariat here as he had been at the steel mill back in Toledo.




  After a couple of nails went in, he shook his head. He was more a part of the proletariat here than he had been in Toledo. The steel mill was a union shop; he’d been part of the bloody

  strikes after the war that made it one. No such thing as a construction union here. If the bosses didn’t like anything about you, you were history. Ancient history.




  We ought to do something about that, he thought, and suddenly regretted voting Democratic instead of Socialist in the last election. He held the next nail to the board, tapped it two or

  three times to seat it firmly, and drove it home. Another election was coming up in a little more than six months. He could always go back to the Socialists.




  Rita had packed him a ham sandwich, some homemade oatmeal cookies, and an apple in his dinner pail. Sure as hell, Dushan riffled a deck of cards at lunch. Sure as hell, he found some suckers to

  play against him. Chester shook his head when Dushan looked his way. He knew when he was fighting out of his weight. Two lessons had been plenty for him. If he’d had any real sense, one

  should have done the job.




  “Back to it,” Mordechai said after a precise half hour. Again, he was the first one going up a ladder.




  At the end of the day, all the workers from the whole tract lined up to get their pay in cash. A fellow with a .45 stood behind the paymaster’s table to discourage redistribution of the

  wealth. The paymaster handed Chester four heavy silver dollars. They gave his overalls a nice, solid weight when he stuck them in his pocket. Cartwheels were in much more common use out here than

  they had been back East.




  He walked to the trolley stop, paid his fare and collected a transfer, and made the return trip to the little house he and Rita were renting east of downtown. The neighborhood was full of

  Eastern European Jews, with a few Mexicans like José for leavening.




  On his way back to the house, a skinny fellow about his age wearing an old green-gray Army trenchcoat coming apart at the seams held out a dirty hand and said, “Spare a dime,

  pal?”




  Chester had rarely done that before losing his own job in Toledo. Now he understood how the other half lived. And, now that he was working again, he had dimes in his pocket he could actually

  spare. “Here you go, buddy,” he said, and gave the skinny man one. “You know carpentry? They’re hiring builders down in Gardena.”




  “I can drive a nail. I can saw a board,” the other fellow answered.




  “I couldn’t do much more than that when I started,” Martin answered.




  “Maybe I’ll get down there,” the skinny man said.




  “Good luck.” Chester went on his way. He’d keep his eye open the next couple of days, see if this fellow showed up and tried to land a job. If he didn’t, Martin was

  damned if he’d give him another handout. Plenty of people were down on their luck, yes. But if you didn’t try to get back on your feet, you were holding yourself down, too.




  “Hello, sweetheart!” Chester called. “What smells good?”




  “Pot roast,” Rita answered. She came out of the kitchen to give him a kiss. She was a pretty brunette—prettier these days, Chester thought, because she’d quit bobbing her

  hair and let it grow out—who carried a few extra pounds around the hips. She went on, “Sure is good to be able to afford meat more often.”




  “I know.” Chester put a hand in his pocket. The silver dollars and his other change clanked sweetly. “We’ll be able to send my father another money order before

  long.” Stephen Douglas Martin had lent Chester and Rita the money to come to California, even though he’d lost his job at the steel mill, too. Chester was paying him back a little at a

  time. It wasn’t a patch on all the help his father had given him when he was out of work, but it was what he could do.




  “One day at a time,” Rita said, and Chester nodded.




  “Richmond!” the conductor bawled as the train pulled into the station. “All out for Richmond! Capital of the Confederate States of America, and next home of

  the Olympic Games! Richmond!”




  Anne Colleton grabbed a carpetbag and a small light suitcase from the rack above the seats. She was set for the three days she expected to be here. Once upon a time, she’d traveled in

  style, with enough luggage to keep an army in clothes (provided it wanted to wear the latest Paris styles) and with a couple of colored maids to keep everything straight.




  No more, not after one of those colored maids had come unpleasantly close to murdering her on the Marshlands plantation. These days, with Marshlands still a ruin down by St. Matthews, South

  Carolina, Anne traveled alone.




  On the train, and through life, she thought. Aloud, the way she said, “Excuse me,” couldn’t mean anything but, Get the hell out of my way. That would have done

  well enough for her motto. She was a tall, blond woman with a man’s determined stride. If any gray streaked the yellow—she was, after all, nearer fifty than forty—the peroxide

  bottle didn’t let it show. She looked younger than her years, but not enough to suit her. In her twenties, even in her thirties, she’d been strikingly beautiful, and made the most of

  it. Now handsome would have fit her better, except she despised that word when applied to a woman.




  “Excuse me,” she said again, and all but walked up the back of a man who, by his clothes, was a drummer who hadn’t drummed up much lately. He turned and gave her a dirty look.

  The answering frozen contempt she aimed like an arrow from her blue eyes made him look away in a hurry, muttering to himself and shaking his head.




  Most of the passengers had to go back to the baggage car to reclaim their suitcases. Anne had all her chattels with her. She hurried out of the station to the cab stand in front of it.

  “Ford’s Hotel,” she told the driver whose auto, a Birmingham with a dented left fender, was first in line at the stand.




  “Yes, ma’am,” he said, touching a finger to the patent-leather brim of his peaked cap. “Let me put your bags in the trunk, and we’ll go.”




  Ford’s Hotel was a great white pile of a building, just across Capitol Street from Capitol Square. Anne tried to figure out how many times she’d stayed there. She couldn’t; she

  only knew the number was large. “Afternoon, ma’am,” said the colored doorman. He wore a uniform gaudier and more magnificent than any the War Department issued.




  Anne checked in, went to her room, and unpacked. She went downstairs and had an early supper—Virginia ham and applesauce and fried potatoes, with pecan pie for dessert—then returned

  to her room, read a novel till she got sleepy (it wasn’t very good, so she got sleepy fast), and went to bed. It was earlier than she would have fallen asleep back home. That meant she woke

  up at half past five the next morning. She was annoyed, but not too annoyed: it gave her a chance to bathe and to get her hair the way she wanted it before going down to breakfast.




  After breakfast, she went to the lobby, picked up one of the papers on a table, and settled down to read it. She hadn’t been reading long before a man in what was almost but not quite

  Confederate uniform strode in. Anne put down the newspaper and got to her feet.




  “Miss Colleton?” asked the man in the butternut uniform.




  She nodded. “That’s right.”




  “Freedom!” the man said, and then, “Come with me, please.”




  When they went out the door, the doorman—a different Negro from the one who’d been there the day before, but wearing identical fancy dress—flinched away from the Freedom Party

  man in the plain tan outfit. The Party man, smiling a little, led Anne to a waiting motorcar. He almost forgot to hold the door open for her, but remembered at the last minute. Then he slid in

  behind the wheel and drove off.




  The Gray House—U.S. papers still sometimes called it the Confederate White House—lay near the top of Shockoe Hill, north and east of Capitol Square. The grounds were full of men in

  butternut uniforms or white shirts and butternut trousers: Freedom Party guards and stalwarts. Anne supposed there were also some official Confederate guards, but she didn’t see any.




  “This here’s Miss Colleton,” her driver said when they went inside.




  A receptionist—male, uniformed—checked her name off a list. “She’s scheduled to see the president at nine. Why don’t you take her straight to the waiting room?

  It’s only half an hour.”




  “Right,” the Freedom Party guard said. “Come this way, ma’am.”




  “I know the way to the waiting room. I’ve been here before.” Anne wished she didn’t have to try to impress a man of no particular importance. She also wished that, since

  she had tried to impress him, she would have succeeded. But his dour shrug said he didn’t care whether she’d lived here up till day before yesterday. Freedom Party men could be daunting

  in their singlemindedness.




  She had the room outside the president’s office to herself. Too bad, she thought; she’d met some interesting people there. A few minutes before nine, the door to the office

  opened. A skinny little Jewish-looking fellow came out. Jake Featherston’s voice pursued him: “You’ll make sure we get that story out our way, right, Saul?”




  “Of course, Mr. Feath—uh, Mr. President,” the man answered. “We’ll take care of it. Don’t you worry about a thing.”




  “With you in charge, I don’t,” Featherston answered.




  The man tipped his straw hat to Anne as he walked out. “Go on in,” he told her. “You’re next.”




  “Thanks,” Anne said, and did. Seeing Jake Featherston behind a desk that had had only Whigs sitting at it up till now was a jolt. She stuck out her hand, man-fashion.

  “Congratulations, Mr. President.”




  Featherston shook hands with her, a single brisk pump, enough to show he had strength he wasn’t using. “Thank you kindly, Miss Colleton,” he answered. Almost everyone in the

  CSA knew his voice from the wireless and newsreels. It packed extra punch in person, even with just a handful of words. He pointed to a chair. “Sit down. Make yourself at home.”




  Anne did sit, and crossed her ankles. Her figure was still trim. Featherston’s eyes went to her legs, but only for a moment. He wasn’t a skirt-chaser. He’d chased power instead

  of women. Now he had it. Along with the rest of the country, she wondered what he’d do with it.




  “I expect you want to know why I asked you to come up here,” he said, a lopsided grin on his long, rawboned face. He wasn’t handsome, not in any ordinary sense of the word, but

  the fire burning inside him showed plainly enough. If he’d wanted women, he could have had droves of them.




  Anne nodded. “I do, yes. But I’ll find out, won’t I? I don’t think you’ll send me back to South Carolina without telling me.”




  “Nope. Matter of fact, I don’t intend to send you back to South Carolina at all,” Featherston said.




  “What . . . do you intend to do with me, then?” Anne almost said, to me. Once upon a time, she’d imagined she could control him, dominate him, serve as a puppet master

  while he danced to her tune. A lot of people had made the same mistake: a small consolation, but the only one she had. Now he was the one who held the strings, who held all the strings in the

  Confederate States. Anne hated moving to any will but her own. She hated it, but she saw no way around it.




  She tried not to show the nasty little stab of fear that shot through her. She’d abandoned the Freedom Party once, when its hopes were at a low ebb. If Jake Featherston wanted revenge, he

  could take it.




  His smile got wider, which meant she hadn’t hidden that nasty little stab well enough. He did take revenge. He took it on everyone who he thought had ever wronged him. He took pride

  and pleasure in taking it, too. But, after he let her sweat for a few seconds, what he said was, “Parlezvous français?”




  “Oui. Certainement,” Anne answered automatically, even though, by the way Featherston pronounced the words, he didn’t speak French himself. She returned to English to

  ask, “Why do you want to know that?”




  “How would you like to take a trip to gay Paree?” Featherston asked in return. No, he didn’t speak French at all. She hadn’t thought he did. He wasn’t an educated

  man. Shrewd? Yes. Clever? Oh, yes. Educated? No.




  “Paris? I hate the idea,” Anne said crisply.




  Featherston’s gingery eyebrows leaped. That wasn’t the answer he’d expected. Then he realized she was joking. He barked laughter. “Cute,” he said. “Cute as

  hell. Now tell me straight—will you go to Paris for me? I’ve got a job that needs doing, and you’re the one I can think of who’s best suited to do it.”




  “Tell me what it is,” she said. “And tell me why. You’re not naming me ambassador to the court of King Charles XI, I gather.”




  “No, I’m not doing that. You’ll go as a private citizen. But I’d rather trust you with a dicker than the damned striped-pants diplomats at the embassy there.

  They’re nothing but a pack of Whigs, and they want me to fall on my ass. You know what’s good for the country, and you know what’s good for the Party, too.”




  “I . . . see.” Anne nodded again, slowly and thoughtfully. “You want me to start sounding out Action Française about an alliance, then?”




  She saw she’d surprised him again. Then he laughed once more. “I already knew you were smart,” he said. “Don’t know why I ought to jump when you go and show me.

  Yeah, that’s pretty much what I’ve got in mind. Alliance likely goes too far. Working arrangement is more what I figure we can do. Probably all the froggies can do, too.

  They’ve got to worry about the Kaiser same way as we’ve got to worry about the USA.”




  “I won’t be bringing back a treaty or anything of the sort, will I?” Anne said. “This is all unofficial?”




  “Unofficial as can be,” Featherston agreed. “There’s a time to shout and yell and carry on, and there’s a time to keep quiet. This here is one of those last times.

  No point to getting the United States all hot and bothered, not as far as I can tell. So will you take care of this for me?”




  Anne nodded. “Yes. I’d be glad to. I haven’t been to Europe since before the war, and I’d love to go again. And this has one more advantage for you, doesn’t

  it?”




  “What’s that?” the president asked.




  “Why, it gets me out of the country for a while,” Anne answered.




  “Yes. I don’t mind that. I’m not ashamed to admit it to you, either,” Jake Featherston said. “I will be damned if I know what to make of you, or what I ought to do

  about you.” Again, he sounded as if he meant, what I ought to do to you. “If you can do something that’s useful to the country, and do it where you can’t get into

  much mischief, that works out fine for me. Works out fine for both of us, as a matter of fact.”




  Again, Anne read between the lines: if you’re on the other side of the Atlantic, I don’t have to wonder about whether I ought to dispose of you. “Fair enough,” she

  said. All things considered, going into what wasn’t quite exile was as much as she could have hoped for. One thing Featherston had never learned was how to forgive.




  Colonel Irving Morrell watched from the turret of the experimental model as barrels chewed hell out of the Kansas prairie. Fortunately, Fort Leavenworth had a lot of prairie on

  its grounds to chew up. Once upon a time, it had occurred to Morrell that the traveling forts might find it useful to make their own smoke: that way, enemy gunners would have a harder time spotting

  them. When they traveled over dry ground, though, barrels kicked up enough dust to make the question of smoke moot.




  Most of these barrels were the slow, lumbering brutes that had finally forced breakthroughs in the Confederate lines during the Great War. They moved at not much above a walking pace, they had a

  crew of eighteen, they had cannon at the front rather than inside a revolving turret, the bellowing engines were in the same compartment as the crew—and they had other disadvantages as well.

  The only advantage they had was that they existed. Crews could learn how to handle a barrel by getting inside them.




  The experimental model had been a world-beater when Morrell designed it early in the 1920s. Rotating turret, separate engine compartment, wireless set, reduced crew . . . In 1922, no other

  barrel in the world touched this design.




  But it wasn’t 1922 any more. The design was a dozen years older now. So was Irving Morrell. He didn’t show his years very much. He was still lean and strong in his early forties, and

  his close-cropped, light brown hair held only a few threads of gray. If his face was lined and tanned and weathered . . . well, it had been lined and tanned and weathered in the early 1920s, too.

  Hard service and a love for the outdoors had taken their toll there.




  A Model T Ford in military green-gray bounced across the prairie toward the experimental model. One of the soldiers inside the motorcar waved to Morrell. When he waved back, showing he’d

  seen, the man held up a hand to get him to stop.




  He waved again, then ducked down into the turret. “Stop!” he bawled into the speaking tube that led to the driver’s seat at the front of the barrel.




  “Stopping, yes, sir.” The answer was tinny but understandable. The barrel clanked to a halt.




  “What’s up, sir?” Sergeant Michael Pound, the barrel’s gunner, was insatiably curious—more than was good for him, Morrell often thought. His wide face might have

  been that of a three-year-old seeing his first aeroplane.




  “I don’t know,” Morrell answered. “They’ve just sent out an auto to stop the maneuvers.”




  Sergeant Pound’s wide shoulders moved up and down in a shrug. “Maybe the powers that be have gone off the deep end. Wouldn’t surprise me a bit.” Spending his whole adult

  life in the Army had left him endlessly cynical—not that he didn’t seem to have had a good running start beforehand. But then his green-blue eyes widened. “Or do you

  suppose—?”




  That same thought had been in Morrell’s mind, too. “It would be sooner than I expected if it is, Sergeant. When was the last time those people up in Pontiac ever turned something out

  sooner than anyone expected?”




  “I’m afraid that’s much too good a question, sir.” Pound pointed to the hatchway in the top of the commander’s cupola. “Pop your head out and see, though, why

  don’t you?” He made out sound almost like oat, as a Canadian would have; he came from somewhere up near the border. What used to be the border, Morrell reminded

  himself.




  No matter what he sounded like, he’d given good advice. Morrell did stand up again in the turret. Any barrel commander worth his salt liked to stick his head out of the machine whenever he

  could. You could see so much more of the field that way. Of course, everybody on the field could also see you—and shoot at you. During the Great War, Morrell had often been forced back into

  the hell that was the interior of an old-style barrel by machine-gun fire that would have killed him in moments if he’d kept on looking around.




  By the time he did emerge from the experimental model, the old Ford had come up alongside his barrel. The soldier who’d waved to him—a young lieutenant named Walt

  Cressy—called, “Sir, you might want to take your machine back to the farm.”




  “Oh? How come?” Morrell asked.




  Lieutenant Cressy grinned. “Just because, sir.”




  That made Morrell grin, too. Maybe they really had been working overtime up in Pontiac. Maybe the combination of war with Japan—not that it was an all-out, no-holds-barred war on either

  side—and a Democratic administration had got engineers and workers to go at it harder than they were used to doing. “All right, Lieutenant,” Morrell said. “I’ll do

  that.”




  Sergeant Pound whooped with glee when Morrell gave the order to break off from maneuvers and go back to the farm. “It has to be!” he said. “By God, it has to be.”




  “Nothing has to be anything, Sergeant,” Morrell said. “If we haven’t seen that over the past ten years and more of this business . . .”




  That made even Pound nod thoughtfully. Barrels had probably been the war-winning weapon during the Great War. After the war, they’d been the weapon most cut by budget trimmers in

  two successive Socialist administrations. No one had wanted to spend the money to improve them, to give them a chance to be the war-winning weapon of the next war. No one wanted to think there

  might be another big war. Morrell didn’t like contemplating that possibility, either, but not thinking about it wouldn’t make it go away.




  The experimental model easily outdistanced the leftovers from the Great War, though they carried two truck engines apiece and it had only one. It was made from thin, mild steel, enough to give

  an idea of how it performed but not enough to stand up to bullets. It had plainly outdone everything else in the arsenal, and by a wide margin, too. For more than ten years, nobody’d given a

  damn. Now . . .




  Now Morrell’s heart beat faster. If he was right, if the powers that be were waking up at last . . . Sergeant Michael Pound said, “Maybe seeing Jake Featherston snorting and stomping

  the ground down in Richmond put the fear of God into some people, too.”




  “It could be,” Morrell said. “I’ll tell you something, Sergeant: he sure as hell puts the fear of God into me.”




  “He’s a madman.” As usual, everything looked simple to Pound.




  “Maybe. If he is, he’s a clever one,” Morrell said. “And if you put a clever madman in charge of a country that has good reason to hate the United States . . . Well, I

  don’t like the combination.”




  “If we have to, we’ll squash him.” Pound was confident, too. Morrell wished he shared that confidence.




  Then the experimental model got to the field where the barrels stayed now that they were back in service. Sure enough, a new machine squatted on the track-torn turf. The closer Morrell got, the

  better it looked. If he’d admired a woman as openly as he ogled that barrel, his wife, Agnes, would have had something sharp to say to him.




  He climbed out through the hatch in the cupola and descended from the experimental model before it stopped moving. Sergeant Pound let out a piteous howl from inside the barrel.

  “Don’t eat your heart out, Sergeant,” Morrell said. “You can come have a look, too.”




  He didn’t wait for Pound to emerge, though. He hurried over to the new barrel. His leg twinged under him. He’d been shot in the early days of the Great War. He still had a slight

  limp almost twenty years later. The leg did what he needed, though. If it pained him now and again . . . then it did, that was all.




  “Bully,” he said softly as he came up to the new barrel. That marked him as an old-fashioned man; people who’d grown up after the Great War commonly said swell at such

  times. He knew exactly what he meant, though. He looked from the new machine to the experimental model and back again. A broad grin found room on his narrow face. It was like seeing a child and the

  man he had become there side by side.




  The experimental model was soft-skinned, thin-skinned. One truck engine powered it, because it wasn’t very heavy. The cannon in its turret was a one-pounder, a popgun that couldn’t

  damage anything tougher than a truck.




  Here, though, here was the machine of which its predecessor had been the model. Morrell set a hand on its green-gray flank. Armor plate felt no different from mild steel under his palm. He knew

  the difference was there, though. Up at the bow and on the front of the turret, two inches of hardened steel warded the barrel’s vitals. The armor on the sides and back was thinner, but it

  was there.




  A long-barreled two-inch gun jutted from the turret, a machine gun beside it. He knew of no barrel anywhere in the world with a better main armament. The suspension was beefed up. So was the

  engine at the rear. It was supposed to push this barrel along even faster than the experimental model could do.




  Sergeant Pound came up behind him. So did the other crewmen from the experimental model: the loader, the bow machine-gunner, the wireless operator, and the driver. Pound said, “It’s

  quite something, sir. It’s a good thing we’ve got it. It would have been even better if we’d had it ten years ago.”




  “Yes.” Morrell wished the sergeant hadn’t pointed that out, no matter how obvious a truth it was. “If we’d built this ten years ago, what would we have now?

  That’s what eats at me.”




  “I don’t blame you a bit, sir,” Pound said. “What happened to the barrel program was a shame, a disgrace, and an embarrassment. And if the Japs hadn’t gone and

  embarrassed us, too, it never would have started up again.”




  “I know.” Morrell couldn’t wait any more. He climbed up onto the new barrel, opened the hatch at the top of the commander’s cupola, and slid down into the turret.




  It didn’t smell right. He noticed that first. All it smelled of was paint and leather and gasoline: fresh smells, new smells. It might have been a Chevrolet in a showroom. The old machines

  and the experimental model stank of cordite fumes and sweat, odors Morrell had taken for granted till he found himself in a barrel without them. He sat down in the commander’s seat. Before

  long, this beast would smell the way it was supposed to.




  Clankings from up above said somebody else wanted to investigate the new barrel, too. Michael Pound’s voice came in through the open hatch: “If you don’t get out of the way,

  I’m going to squash you . . . sir.” Morrell moved. Pound slithered down—his stocky frame barely fit through the opening—and settled himself behind the gun. He peered through

  the sights, then nodded. “Not bad. Not bad at all.”




  “No, not bad at all,” Morrell agreed. “They’re going to name the production model after General Custer.”




  “That’s fitting. It’s a pity they fiddled around too long to let him see them,” Pound said, and Morrell nodded. The gunner asked, “How many are they going to

  make?”




  “I don’t know that yet,” Morrell answered. “What they think they can afford, I suppose. That’s how it usually works.” He scowled.




  So did Sergeant Pound. “They’d better make lots if they name them after Custer. He believed in great swarms of barrels. Anyone with sense does, of course.” Having served with

  Custer, Morrell knew he’d often been anything but sensible. He also knew Pound meant anyone who agrees with me by anyone with sense. Even so, he nodded again.




  Colonel Abner Dowling opened the Salt Lake City Bee. The Army published the paper. It put out what the U.S. authorities occupying Utah wanted the people there to see. As

  commander of the occupying authorities in Salt Lake City, Dowling knew that did only so much good. The locals got plenty of news the paper didn’t print and the town wireless outlets

  didn’t broadcast. Still, if you didn’t try to keep a lid on things, what was the point of occupying at all?




  On page three was a picture of a very modern-looking barrel—certainly one that seemed ready to blow any number of hulking Great War machines to hell and gone. NEW CUSTER

  BARREL PUT THROUGH PACES IN KANSAS, the headline read. The story below praised the new model to the skies.




  “Custer,” Dowling muttered—half prayer, half curse. He’d been Custer’s adjutant for a long time—and it had often seemed much longer. Naming a machine intended

  to smash straight through everything in its path after George Armstrong Custer did seem to fit. Dowling couldn’t deny that.




  He went through the rest of the paper in a hurry—there wasn’t much real news in it, as he had reason to know. Then he pushed his swivel chair back from his desk and strode out of the

  office. He was a hulking machine himself, and built rather like the desk. Custer had been in the habit of twitting him about his heft. Custer hadn’t been skinny himself, but Dowling

  hadn’t lost any weight since they finally forced the old boy into retirement. On the contrary.




  It’s good, healthy flesh, he told himself. Plenty of people had worse vices than getting up from the supper table a little later than they might have. Take Custer, for instance.

  Dowling’s jowls wobbled as he shook his head. He’d escaped Custer more than ten years before, but couldn’t get him out of his mind.




  That’s how people will remember me a hundred years from now, he thought, not for the first time. In biographies of Custer, I’ll have half a dozen index entries as his

  adjutant. Immortality—the tradesman’s entrance.




  But that wasn’t necessarily so, as he knew too well. People might remember him forever—if Utah blew up in his face. Even back as far as the trouble it caused in the Second Mexican

  War in the early 1880s, Custer had wanted to lay it waste. Abner Dowling shook his head. Enough of Custer.




  These days, Dowling had an adjutant of his own, a bright young captain called Isidore Lefkowitz. He looked up from his desk in the outer office as Dowling emerged from his sanctum. “What

  can I do for you, sir?” he asked, his accent purest New York.




  “Mr. Young is due here in ten minutes, isn’t that right?” Dowling said.




  “Yes, sir, at three o’clock sharp,” Lefkowitz replied. “I expect him to be right on time, too. You could set your watch by him.”




  Dowling’s nod also made his chins dance. “Oh, yes.” Heber Young was a man of thoroughgoing rectitude. Mischief in his eye, he asked, “How does it feel, Captain, to be a

  gentile in Utah?”




  Captain Lefkowitz rolled his eyes. “I should care what these Mormon mamzrim think.” He didn’t translate the word. Even so, Dowling had no trouble figuring out it was

  less than complimentary.




  He said, “The Mormons are convinced they’re persecuted the way Jews used to be in the old days.”




  “What do you mean, used to be?” Lefkowitz said. “Tsar Michael turned the Black Hundreds loose on us just a couple of years ago. If the peasants and workers go after Jews, they

  don’t have to worry about whether they might have done better throwing out Michael’s brother Nicholas and going Red. There are pogroms in the Kingdom of Poland, too.”




  “People over there use Jews for whipping boys, the same way the Confederates use their Negroes,” Dowling said.




  Lefkowitz started to answer, stopped, and gave Dowling an odd look. “That’s . . . very perceptive, sir,” he said, as if Dowling had no business being any such thing. “I

  never thought I had much in common with a shvartzer”—another untranslated word Dowling had little trouble figuring out—“but maybe I was wrong.”




  Before Dowling could answer, he heard footsteps coming down the hall. A soldier led a tall, handsome man in somber civilian clothes into the outer office. “Here’s Heber Young,

  sir,” the man in green-gray said. “He’s been searched.”




  Dowling didn’t think Brigham Young’s grandson was personally dangerous to him. He didn’t think so, but he hadn’t rescinded the order that all Mormons be searched before

  entering U.S. military headquarters. He’d been in the office with General Pershing when the then-commander of occupation forces was assassinated. The sniper had never been caught, either.




  Officially, of course, the church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints remained forbidden in Utah. Officially, Heber Young had no special status whatever. But, as often happened, the official

  and the real had only a nodding acquaintance with each other. “Come in, Mr. Young,” Dowling said, gesturing toward his own office. “Can we get you some lemonade?” He

  couldn’t very well ask a pious (if unofficial) Mormon if he wanted a drink, or even a cup of coffee.




  “No, thank you,” Young said, accompanying him into the private office. Dowling closed the door behind them. He waved Young to a seat. With a murmured, “Thank you,

  Colonel,” the local sat down.




  So did Abner Dowling. “What can I do for you today, Mr. Young?” he inquired. He was always scrupulously polite to the man who headed a church that did not officially exist. Despite

  half a century of government persecution and almost twenty years of outright suppression, that church still counted for more than anything else in Utah.




  “You will remember, Colonel, that I spoke to you this past fall about the possibility of programs that would give work to some of the men here who need it so badly.” Young was

  painfully polite to him, too. The diplomats called this sort of atmosphere “correct,” which meant two sides hated each other but neither showed what it was feeling.




  “Yes, sir, I do remember,” Dowling replied. “And, I trust, you will recall I told you President Hoover disapproved of such programs. The president’s views have not

  changed. That means my hands are tied.”




  “The problem is worse here than it was last fall,” Heber Young said. “Some people grow impatient. Their impatience could prove a problem.”




  “Are you threatening me with an uprising, Mr. Young?” Dowling didn’t shout it. He didn’t bluster. He simply asked, as he had asked if Young wanted lemonade.




  And the Mormons’ unofficial leader shook his head. “Of course not, Colonel. That would be seditious, and I am loyal to the government of the United States.”




  Dowling didn’t laugh in his face, a measure of the respect he had for him. But he didn’t believe that bold assertion, either. “Are you also loyal to the state of

  Deseret?” he asked.




  “How can I be, when there is no state of Deseret?” Young asked calmly. “What happened here during the Great War made that plain.”




  “A thing may be very plain, and yet people will not want to believe it,” Dowling said.




  “True,” Heber Young agreed. “May I give you an example?”




  “Please do,” Dowling said, as he was no doubt supposed to.




  “Thank you.” Yes, Young was nothing if not courteous. “That many people in Utah were not happy with the repression and persecution they received at the hands of the government

  of the United States must have been obvious to anyone who looked at the matter, and yet the rebellion that broke out here in 1915 seems to have come as a complete and utter shock to that

  government. If you despise people on account of what they are, can you be surprised when they in turn fail to love you?”




  “I was in Kentucky at the time. I was certainly surprised, Mr. Young,” Dowling answered. Custer had been more than surprised. He’d been furious. A couple of divisions had been

  detached from First Army and sent west to deal with the Mormon revolt. That had scotched an offensive he’d planned. The offensive probably would have failed, and certainly would have caused a

  gruesome casualty list. Of course, fighting the Mormons had caused a gruesome casualty list, too.




  Young said, “My grandfather came to Utah to go beyond the reach of the United States. All we ever asked was to be left alone.”




  “That was Jefferson Davis’ war cry, too,” Dowling said. “Things are never so simple as slogans make them sound. If you live at the heart of the continent, you cannot

  pretend that no one will notice you are here. For better or worse, Utah is part of the United States. It will go on being part of the United States. People who live here had better get used to

  it.”




  “Then treat us like any other part of the United States,” Young said. “Send your soldiers home. Open the borders. Let us practice our religion.”




  How many wives did Brigham Young have? Which one of them was your grandmother? Dowling wondered. Aloud, he said, “Mr. Young, I am a soldier. I do not make policy. I only carry it

  out. In my opinion, though, your people were well on the way to getting what you ask for . . . until that assassin murdered General Pershing. After your revolt in 1881, after the uprising in 1915,

  that set back your cause more than I can say.”




  “I understand as much,” Young said. “Do you understand the desperation that made that assassin pick up a rifle?”




  “I don’t know.” Dowling had no interest in understanding the assassin. He suddenly shook his head. That wasn’t quite true. Understanding the Mormon might make him easier

  to catch, and might make other murderers easier to thwart. Dowling doubted that was what Heber Young had in mind.




  The Mormon leader said, “The worse the conditions in this state get, the more widespread that desperation becomes. We may see another explosion, Colonel.”




  “You are in a poor position to threaten me, Mr. Young,” Dowling said.




  “I am not threatening you. I am trying to warn you,” Young said earnestly. “I do not want another uprising. It would be a disaster beyond compare. But if the people of Utah see

  no hope, what can you expect? They are all too likely to lash out at what they feel to be the cause of their troubles.”




  “If they do, they will only bring more trouble down on their heads. They had better understand that,” Dowling said.




  “I think they do understand it,” Heber Young replied. “What I wonder about is how much they care. If all choices are bad, the worst one no longer seems so very dreadful. I beg

  you, Colonel—do what you can to show there are better choices than pointless revolt.”




  With genuine regret, Dowling said, “You credit me with more power than I have.”




  “I credit you with goodwill,” Young said. “If you can find something to do for us, something you may do for us, I think you will.”




  “The things you’ve asked for are not things I may do,” Dowling said.




  Impasse. They looked at each other in silent near-sympathy. Young got to his feet. So did Dowling. Dowling put out his hand. Young shook it. He also shook his head. And, shaking it, he strode

  out of Abner Dowling’s office without looking back.




  “Come on, Mort!” Mary Pomeroy exclaimed, sounding as excitable as her red hair said she ought to be. “Do you want to make us late?”




  Her husband laughed. “For one thing, we won’t be late. For another thing, your mother will be so glad to see us, she won’t care anyhow.”




  He was right. Mary knew as much, but she didn’t care. “Come on!” she said again, tugging at his arm. “We’ll all be there at the farm—Ma and Julia and Ken and

  their children and Beth—that’s Ken’s ma—”




  “I know who Beth Marble is,” Mort broke in. “Hasn’t she been coming to the diner for years whenever she’s in Rosenfeld to buy things?”




  “And us,” Mary finished, as if he hadn’t spoken. “And us.” They’d been married less than a year. A lot of the glow was still left on her—left on both of

  them, which made life much more pleasant. She gave him a playful shove. “Let’s go.”




  “All right. All right. See? I’m not arguing with you.” He put on a straw boater—a city fellow’s hat, almost too much of a city fellow’s hat for a town as

  small as Rosenfeld, Manitoba—and went downstairs. He carried the picnic basket, though Mary had cooked the food inside. They went downstairs together.




  Their apartment stood across the street from the diner Mort ran with his father. Mort’s rather elderly Oldsmobile waited at the curb in front of the building. Mary wished he didn’t

  drive an American auto, but there were no Canadian autos, and hadn’t been since before the Great War. As he opened the trunk to put the picnic basket inside, a couple of occupiers—U.S.

  soldiers in green-gray uniforms—went into the diner. They both eyed Mary before the door closed behind them.




  She slammed down the trunk lid with needless violence. All she said, though, was, “I wish Pa and Alexander could come to the picnic, too.”




  “I know, honey,” Mort said gently. “I wish they could, too.”




  The Yanks had shot Alexander McGregor—her older brother—in 1916, claiming he’d been a saboteur. Mary still didn’t believe that. Her father, Arthur McGregor, hadn’t

  believed it, either. He’d carried on a one-man bombing campaign against the Americans for years, till a bomb he’d intended for General George Custer blew him up instead.




  One of these days . . . Mary clamped down on that thought, hard. Smiling, she turned to her husband and said, “Let me drive, please.”




  “All right.” He’d taught her after they got married. Before that, she’d never driven anything but a wagon. Mort grinned. “Try to have a little mercy on the clutch,

  will you?”




  “I’m doing the best I can,” Mary said.




  “I know you are, sweetie.” Her husband handed her the keys.




  She did clash the gears shifting from first up to second. Before Mort could even wince, she said, “See? You made me nervous.” He just shrugged. She drove smoothly the rest of

  the way out to the farm where she’d grown up. She turned down the lane that led to the farmhouse, stopped alongside of Kenneth Marble’s Model T (which made the Olds seem factory-new by

  comparison), and shut off the motor. “See?” Triumph in her voice, she took the key from the ignition and stuck the key ring in her handbag.




  “You did fine,” Mort said. “But you put the keys away too soon. We’ve got to get the hamper out of the trunk.”




  “Oh.” Mary felt foolish. “You’re right.”




  Mort carried it up onto the porch. She remembered how he’d stood there the first time he came to take her out. But then she’d seen him from inside the house, and as a near stranger.

  Now she stood beside him, and the house in which she’d lived most of her life seemed the strange place.




  Her mother opened the door. “Hello, my dear—my dears!” Maude McGregor said, smiling. Mary had got her red hair from her mother; Maude’s, these days, was mostly gray. She

  looked tired, too. But then, what woman on a farm didn’t?




  Mary knew she’d had no idea how much work she did every day till she went from the farm into Rosenfeld. Keeping an apartment clean and cooking were as nothing beside what she’d done

  here. With her father and brother dead, she’d worked even harder than most women had to. But in town . . . There, keeping up would have been easy even without electricity. With it, she felt

  as if she lived in the lap of luxury.




  Now, coming back, she might have fallen into the nineteenth century, or maybe even the fifteenth. She shook her head. That last wasn’t right. Kerosene lamps gave light here, and her mother

  cooked on a coal-burning stove. They hadn’t had those in the Middle Ages. But water came from a well, and an outhouse added its pungency to the barn’s. Mary hadn’t needed any time

  at all to get used to the delights of running water and indoor plumbing.




  Even so, she had no trouble saying, “It’s so good to be back!” after hugging her mother. She meant it, too. No matter how hard things had been here, the farm was the standard

  by which she would measure everything else for the rest of her life.




  As soon as she stepped inside, two tornadoes hit her, both shouting, “Aunt Mary!” Her sister Julia’s son Anthony was five; her daughter Priscilla, three. Mary picked each of

  them up in turn, which made them squeal. Picking up Anth—that was what they called him, for no reason Mary could make out—made her grunt. He was a big boy, and gave the promise of

  growing into a big man.




  Julia was taller than Mary, and Ken Marble was a good-sized man, though stocky and thick through the chest rather than tall. “Glad to see you,” he said gravely. Both he and Julia

  were quiet people, though their children made up for it. He might have been talking about the weather when he went on, “We’ve got number three on the way. First part of next year, looks

  like.”




  “That’s wonderful!” Mary hurried to her sister and squeezed her. Julia looked even more weary than their mother. As a farm wife with two small children, she had every right to

  look that way. “How do you feel?” Mary asked her.




  She shrugged. “Like I’m going to have a baby. I’m sleepy all the time. One day, food will stay down. The next, it won’t. When are you going to have a baby,

  Mary?”




  People had started asking her that after she’d been married for about two weeks. “I don’t know exactly,” she answered in a low voice, “but I don’t think

  it’ll take real long.”




  Julia’s mother-in-law, Beth Marble, said, “What’s the news from in town, kids?” She was a pleasant woman with shoulder-length brown hair going gray, rather flat features,

  and a wide, friendly smile.




  “Tell you what I heard late last night at the diner,” Mort said. “There’s talk Henry Gibbon’s going to sell the general store.”




  “You didn’t even tell me that when you came home!” Mary said indignantly.




  Her husband looked shamefaced. “It must’ve slipped my mind.”




  Mary wondered if he’d saved the news so it would make a bigger splash at the gather. He liked being the center of attention. It was big—no doubt about that. She said,

  “Gibbon’s general store’s been in Rosenfeld for as long as I can remember.”




  “For as long as I can remember, too, pretty much,” her mother said.




  “That’s likely why he’s selling—if he is selling, and it’s not just talk,” Mort said. “He’s not a young man any more.”




  When Mary thought of the storekeeper, she thought of his bald head, and of the white apron he always wore over his chest and the formidable expanse of his belly. But sure enough, the little

  fringe of hair he had was white these days. “Won’t seem the same without him,” she said, and everybody nodded. She added, “I hope to heaven a Yank doesn’t buy him out.

  That’d be awful.”




  More nods. Julia hated the Americans as much as Mary did, though she wasn’t so open about it. The Marbles had no reason to love them, either, even if they hadn’t suffered so much at

  U.S. hands. The only Canadians Mary could think of who did love Americans were collaborators, of whom there were altogether too many.




  “Let’s go take the baskets out to the field and have our picnic,” Maude McGregor said, which was not only a good idea but changed the subject.




  Sprawled on a blanket under the warm summer sun and gnawing on a fried drumstick, Mary found it easy enough not to think about the Americans. She listened to gossip from town and from the

  surrounding farms. The Americans did come into that, but only briefly: a farmer’s daughter was going to marry a U.S. soldier. It wasn’t the first such marriage around Rosenfeld, and

  probably wouldn’t be the last. Mary did her best to pretend it wasn’t happening.




  Far easier, far more pleasant, to talk about other things. She said, “These deviled eggs you made sure are good, Ma.”




  Her husband nodded. “Can I get the recipe from you, Mother McGregor? They beat the ones we fix in the diner all hollow.”




  “I don’t know about that,” Maude McGregor said. “If other people use it, it won’t be mine any more.”




  “Of course it will,” Mort said. “It’ll just let other people enjoy what you were smart enough to figure out.”




  “He’s a smooth talker, isn’t he?” Julia murmured. Mary smiled and nodded.




  In a low, confidential voice, Mort went on, “I’m not just talking to hear myself talk, Mother McGregor. That recipe’s worth money to my father and me. If we were buying it from

  someone else in the business, we’d probably pay”—he screwed up his face as he figured it out—“oh, fifty dollars, easy.”




  The farm barely made ends meet for Mary’s mother. Mary doubted the Pomeroys would pay anywhere near that much for a recipe—they’d be more likely to swap one of their

  own—but the diner was doing well, and Mort had a generous heart. After blinking once or twice to make sure he was serious, Maude McGregor said, “When we get back to the house,

  I’ll write it down.” Everyone beamed.




  When they got back to the house, Mary said, “I’m going out to the barn, Mort, and get us some fresh eggs. I wonder if I remember how to get a hen off the nest.”




  “You don’t need to take the big picnic basket with you, just for some eggs,” Mort said.




  “It’s all right. I’ve got a smaller one inside,” Mary said. That display of feminine logic flummoxed her husband. He shrugged and watched her go, then turned back to her

  mother, who was putting the deviled-egg recipe on paper.




  In the barn, Mary quickly gathered a dozen eggs. She put them, as she’d said she would, in the smaller basket inside the big one, cushioning them with straw. She didn’t go back to

  the house right after that. Instead, she walked over to an old iron-tired wagon wheel that had been lying there since the Great War, maybe even since before it started. The iron, by now, was red

  and rough with rust. It rasped against her palms—which were softer than they had been—as she shoved the wheel aside.




  Mary scraped aside the dirt under it, and lifted a board under the dirt. The board concealed a hole in the ground her father had dug. In it lay his bomb-making tools, the tools the Yanks had

  never found. She scooped up sticks of dynamite, blasting caps, fuses, crimpers, needle-nosed pliers, and other bits of specialized ironmongery, and put them in the basket.




  She was just replacing the wheel over the now-empty hole when her nephew Anthony charged into the barn. “What you doing, Aunt Mary?” he asked.




  “I was squashing a spider that had a web under there,” she lied smoothly. Anth made a horrible face. She made as if to clop him with the picnic basket. He fled, giggling. She went

  out to the car and put the basket in the trunk.









  II




  Saul Goldman was a fussy little fellow, but good at what he did. “Everything’s ready now, Mr. President,” he said. “Newsreel photographers, newspaper

  photographers, and the wireless web connection. By this time tomorrow, everyone in the Confederate States will know you’ve signed this bill.”




  “Thanks, Saul,” Jake Featherston said with a warm smile, and the little Jew blossomed under the praise. Jake knew Goldman was exaggerating. But he wasn’t exaggerating by much.

  The people who needed to know he was signing the bill would hear about it, and that was what mattered.




  At a gesture from the communications chief, klieg lights came on in the main office of the Gray House. Featherston smiled at the camera. “Hello, friends,” he said into the microphone

  in front of him. “I’m Jake Featherston. Just like always, I’m here to tell you the truth. And the truth is, this bill I’m signing today is one of the most important laws

  we’ve ever made in the Confederate States of America.”




  He inked a pen and signed on the waiting line. Flashbulbs popped as the photographers did their job. Jake looked up at the newsreel camera again. “We’ve had too many floods on our

  big rivers,” he said. “The one in 1927 came close to drowning the middle of the country. Enough is enough, I say. We’re going to build dams and levees and make sure it

  doesn’t happen again. We’ll use the electricity from the dams, too, for factories and for people. We’ve needed a law like this for years, and now, thanks to the Freedom Party,

  we’ve got it.”




  “Mr. President?” A carefully prompted reporter from a Party paper stuck his hand in the air. “Ask you a question, Mr. President?”




  “Go right ahead, Delmer.” Featherston was calm, casual, at his ease.




  “Thank you, sir,” Delmer said. “What about Article One, Section Eight, Part Three of the Constitution, sir? You know, the part that says you can’t make internal

  improvements on rivers unless you aid navigation? Dams don’t do that, do they?”




  “Well, no, but they do lots of other things the country needs,” Jake answered.




  “But won’t the Supreme Court say this law is unconstitutional?” the reporter asked.




  Featherston looked into the cameras as if looking at a target over open sights. He had a long, lean face, a face people remembered if not one conventionally handsome. “Tell you what,

  Delmer,” he said. “If the Supreme Court wants to put splitting hairs ahead of what’s good for the country, it can go right ahead. But if it does, I won’t be the one

  who’s sorry in the end. Those fools in black robes will be, and you can count on that.”




  He took no other questions. He’d said everything he had to say. The microphones went off. The bright lights faded. He leaned back in his swivel chair. It creaked. Saul Goldman came back

  into the room. Before Jake could ask, his head of communications said, “I think that went very well, Mr. President.”




  “Good.” Featherston nodded. “Me, too. Now they know what I think of ’em. Let’s see how much nerve they’ve got.”




  Ferdinand Koenig walked into the office. The attorney general was one of Featherston’s oldest comrades, and as close to a friend as he had these days. “You told ’em,

  Jake,” he said. “Now we find out how smart they are.”




  “They’re a pack of damn fools, Ferd,” Jake said scornfully. “You watch. The people who’ve been running this country are damn fools. All we need to do is give

  ’em the chance to prove it.”




  Koenig had got to the office faster than Vice President Willy Knight. Knight was tall and blond and good-looking and very much aware of how good-looking he was. He’d headed up the

  Redemption League till the Freedom Party swallowed it. One look at his face and you could see he still wished things had gone the other way. Too bad, Jake thought. Knight wasn’t so

  smart as he thought he was, either. He never would have taken the vice-presidential nomination if he were. The vice president of the Confederate States couldn’t even fart till he got

  permission from the president.




  Four months on the job, and Knight still hadn’t figured that out. He went right on laboring under the delusion that he amounted to something. “For God’s sake, Jake!” he

  burst out now. “What the hell did you go and rile the Supreme Court for?” A Texas twang filled his voice. “They’ll throw out the river bill for sure on account of that, just

  so as they can get their own back at you.”




  “Gosh, Willy, do you think so?” Jake sounded concerned. He watched Koenig hide a smile.




  Willy Knight, full of himself as usual, never noticed. “Think so? I’m sure of it. You did everything but wave a red cloth in their face.”




  Featherston shrugged. “It’s done now. We’ll just have to make the best of it. It may turn out all right.”




  “How can it?” Knight demanded. “Sure as the sun comes up tomorrow, somebody’s gonna sue. You can already hear the Whigs licking their chops, slobbering over the chance to

  make us look bad. Whatever district court gets the law’ll say it’s no goddamn good.”




  “Then we’ll take it to the Supreme Court,” Ferdinand Koenig said.




  “They’ll tell you it’s unconstitutional, too, just like that reporter fellow said they would,” Willy Knight predicted. “They’re looking for a chance to pin

  our ears back. Once they get those black robes on, Supreme Court justices think they’re little tin gods. And there’s not a Freedom Party man among ’em.”




  “I’m not too worried, Willy,” Jake said. “This here’s a popular bill. Not even the Whigs left in Congress voted against it. The country needs it bad. Folks

  won’t be happy if the court tosses it in the ashcan.”




  “I tell you, those fuckers don’t care,” the vice president insisted. “Why should they? They’re in there for life. . . .” He paused. His blue eyes widened.

  “Or are you saying they won’t live long if they try and smother this bill?”




  Featherston shook his head. “I didn’t say anything like that. I won’t say anything like that. We could get away with it if that damn Grady Calkins hadn’t shot

  President Wade goddamn Hampton V. Not now. We don’t want to get the name for a pack of lousy murderers.” We’ve done plenty of murdering on the way up, and we’ll do as

  much more as we have to, but looks count. The Supreme Court justices aren’t the right targets for stalwarts. We’ve got other ways to deal with them.




  “If I were in your shoes, I’d put the fear of God in those sons of bitches,” Knight insisted.




  Jake Featherston spoke softly, but with unmistakable emphasis: “Willy, you aren’t in my shoes. You try and put yourself in my shoes, you’re just measuring yourself for a

  coffin. You got that?”




  Knight was not a coward. He’d fought, and fought well, in the trenches during the Great War. But Featherston intimidated him, as Featherston intimidated almost everyone. “Yeah, Jake.

  Sure, Jake,” he mumbled, and left the Confederate president’s office in a hurry.




  Laughing, Featherston said, “He doesn’t get it, Ferd. And he’s gonna be as surprised as a ten-year-old when the magician pulls the rabbit out of his hat when we give those

  justices what they deserve.”




  “The difference is, this way we’ll kill ’em dead, and everybody’ll stand up and cheer when we do it,” Koenig said. “He doesn’t see that.” He

  hesitated, then asked, “You’re sure you want one of our people filing suit against the law?”




  “Hell, yes, as long as nobody can trace him back to us,” Jake answered without hesitation. “Whigs’d take weeks to get around to it, and I want this to happen just as fast

  as it can.”




  “I’ll take care of it, long as you know your own mind,” the attorney general said. “You know I’ve always backed your play. I always will, too.”




  “You’re a good fellow, Ferd.” Featherston meant every word of it. “Man on the way up needs somebody like you to guard his back. And once he gets where he’s going,

  he needs somebody like you more than ever.”




  “When we started out, they ran the Freedom Party out of a cigar box in the back of a saloon,” Koenig said reminiscently. “Did you ever figure, back in those days, that

  we’d end up here?” His wave encompassed the Confederate presidential mansion.




  “Hell, yes,” Jake replied without hesitation. “That’s why I joined: to pay back the bastards who lost us the war—all the bastards: coons and our own damn

  generals and the Yankees—and to get to the top so I could. Didn’t you?” He asked it in genuine perplexity. He could judge others only by what he did himself.




  Koenig shrugged broad shoulders. He was beefy fat, with a hard core of muscle underneath. “Who remembers now? For all I know, I went to that saloon and not some other place on account of

  the beer was good there.”




  “It was horse piss,” Jake said. “I remember that.”




  “Now that I think back on it, you may be right,” Koenig admitted. He looked around as if he couldn’t believe the office where they sat. “But hell, we were all just a

  bunch of saloon cranks in those days. Nobody thought we’d amount to anything.”




  “I did,” Featherston said.




  His longtime comrade laughed. “You must’ve been the only one. Those first few months after the war, a thousand different parties sprang up, and every goddamn one of ’em said

  it’d set the Confederate States to rights.”




  “Somebody had to have it straight. We did.” Jake Featherston had never lacked for confidence. He’d never doubted. And his confidence had fed the Party. During the dark years

  after Calkins gunned down President Hampton, his confidence had been all that kept the Party alive. That and the wireless, he thought. I figured out the wireless a couple of jumps ahead

  of the Whigs and the Radical Liberals. They ran after me, but they never caught up. They never will, now.




  “We’ve got some old bills to pay, you know,” he told Koenig. “We’ve got a lot of old bills to pay, matter of fact. About time we started doing that, don’t you

  think? We’ve looked meek and mild too long already. That isn’t our proper style.”




  “Had to get this bill through Congress,” the attorney general said. “One thing at a time.”




  “Oh, yes.” Featherston nodded. “It’s been one thing at a time ever since we didn’t quite win in 1921. That’s a hell of a long time now. I’m going to be

  fifty in a few years. I haven’t got all the time in the world any more. I want the whole pie, not just slices. I want it, and I’m going to get it.”




  “Sure thing, Sarge,” Ferdinand Koenig said soothingly. “I know who you want to pay back first. I’ll start setting it up. By the time we do it, everything’ll go just

  as slick as boiled okra. You can count on that.”




  “I do. You’d best believe I do,” Jake said. “Pretty soon now, we have some things to tell the USA, too. Not quite yet. We’ve got to put our own house in some kind

  of order first. But pretty soon.”




  “First we take care of this other stuff.” Koenig was not a fiery man. He never had been. But he kept things straight. Jake needed somebody like that. He was shrewd enough to know it.

  He nodded. Koenig went on, “Besides, the next step puts the whole country behind us, not just the people who vote our way.”




  “Yeah.” Featherston nodded again. A wolfish grin spread across his face. “Not only that, it’ll be a hell of a lot of fun.”




  Sylvia Enos looked out at the crowd of fishermen and merchant sailors and shopgirls (and probably, in a hall near the wharves, a streetwalker or two—you couldn’t

  always tell by looking). By now, she’d been up on the stump often enough that it didn’t terrify her the way it had at first. It was just something she did every other year, when the

  election campaigns started heating up.




  Joe Kennedy went to the microphone to introduce her: “Folks, here’s a lady who can tell you just why you’d have to be seventeen different kinds of fool to vote for anybody but

  a Democrat for Congress—the famous author and patriot, Mrs. Sylvia Enos!”




  He always laid the introductions on too thick. He didn’t do it to impress the crowd. He did it because he wanted to impress Sylvia, impress her enough to get her into bed with him. And

  there was his own wife sitting in the front row of the crowd. Was she oblivious or simply resigned? She must have seen him chase—must have seen him catch—plenty of other women by

  now.




  “Thank you, Mr. Kennedy.” Sylvia took her place behind the microphone. “I do think it’s important to reelect Congressman Sanderson in November.” With Boston

  sweltering in August, November was hard to think about. She looked forward to cooler fall weather. “He’ll help President Hoover keep the United States strong. We need that. We need it

  more than ever, with what’s going on down in the Confederate States.”




  Joe Kennedy applauded vigorously. So did his wife. She never showed that anything was wrong between them. The crowd clapped, too. That was what the Democrats needed from Sylvia. That was why,

  when she finished her speech, he gave her a crisp new fifty-dollar bill, with Teddy Roosevelt’s bulldog features and swarm of teeth on one side and a barrel crushing Confederate entrenchments

  on the other.




  “Thank you, Mr. Kennedy,” Sylvia said again—she didn’t want to bite the hand that fed her.




  “My pleasure,” he answered. “May I take you out to get a bite to eat now?” He didn’t mean a bite with him and his wife. Rose would stay wherever Rose stayed while

  Joe did as he pleased. And no, supper wasn’t all he had in mind.




  She wondered what he saw in her. She was in her mid-forties, her brown hair going gray, fine lines not so fine any more, her figure distinctly dumpy. Maybe he didn’t believe anybody could

  say no to him and mean it. Maybe her saying no was what kept him after her. If she ever did give in to him, she was sure he would forget all about her after one encounter.




  “No, thanks, Mr. Kennedy,” she said now, politely but firmly. “I have to get home.” She didn’t. With her son newly married and her daughter working, she had less

  need than ever to go home. But the lie was polite, too. She wanted to make a lot more speeches before Election Day, and she wanted to get paid for each and every one of them.




  Kennedy bared his teeth; he seemed to have almost as many as TR. “Maybe another time,” he said.




  Shrugging, Sylvia got down from the stage. As soon as her back was to him, she let out a long sigh of relief. Every time she got away from Joe Kennedy, she felt like Houdini getting out of the

  handcuffs in the straitjacket in the tub of water.




  She hadn’t gone far before another man fell into step with her. “You made a good speech,” he said. “You told them what they needed to hear. Then, when you were done, you

  shut up. Too many people never know when to shut up.”




  “Ernie!” Sylvia exclaimed. She gave the writer a hug. If Joe Kennedy happened to be watching, too damn bad. “What are you doing back in Boston? Why didn’t you let me know

  you were coming?”




  He shrugged. He had broad shoulders, almost a prizefighter’s shoulders, and dark, ruggedly handsome features. He looked more like a bouncer, a mean bouncer, than the man who’d put

  Sylvia’s words on paper in I Sank Roger Kimball. Considering the wound he’d taken driving an ambulance up in Quebec during the war, he had more right than most men to seem, to

  be, mean.




  When he saw she wouldn’t be content with that shrug, he raised one eyebrow in a world-weary way that made him look older than she was for a moment, though he had to be ten years younger.

  He said, “I am looking for work. Why does anyone go anywhere these days? Maybe I will find something to write about. Maybe I will find something someone will pay me to write about. The first

  is easy. The second is hard these days.”




  “Are you hungry?” Sylvia asked. Ernie didn’t answer. He had more pride than two or three ordinary men. Pride was a luxury Sylvia had long since decided she couldn’t

  afford. She said, “Come on. I’ll buy you supper.” Before he could speak, she held up a hand. “I’ve got the money. Don’t worry about that. And I owe you.”

  She found herself talking as he did, in short, choppy sentences. “Not just for the book. You warned me my bank would fail. I got my money out in time.”




  “Good I could do something,” he said, and scowled. He’d wanted her. She’d wanted him, too, the first time she’d really wanted a man since her husband was killed

  at—after—the end of the Great War. Considering his wound, that surge of desire had been nothing but one more cruel irony.




  “Come on,” she said again.




  Ernie didn’t tell her no, a likely measure of how hard up he was. She took him to an oyster house. He ate with a singleminded voracity she hadn’t seen since her son was growing into

  a man.




  She put money on the table for both of them. He frowned. “I still hate to have a woman pick up the tab for me.”




  “It’s all right,” Sylvia said. “Don’t worry about it. It’s the least I can do. I told you that already. And I bet I can afford it a lot better than you

  can.”




  His pain-filled bark of laughter made people all over the place stare at him. “You are right about that. You must be right about that. I do need to land a writing job. I need to do it

  right away. If I do not, I will wind up in a Blackfordburgh.”




  “You could do something else,” she said.




  “Oh, yes.” Ernie nodded. “I could step into the ring and get my block knocked off. I have done that a couple of times. It pays even worse than writing, and it is not so much

  fun. Or I could carry a hod. I have done that, too. The same objections apply. I am glad to see you doing so well for yourself.”




  “I’ve been lucky,” Sylvia said. “I feel lucky, seeing you again.”




  “Me?” Another sour laugh. “Not likely. I have tried to write books that show how things were in the war. People do not want to read them. No one wants to publish them any more.

  Everyone wants to forget we ever had a war.”




  “They haven’t forgotten down in the Confederate States,” Sylvia said.




  “Sweet Jesus Christ. I am lucky. I have found someone who can see past the end of her nose. Do you know how hard that is to do these days?”




  The praise warmed Sylvia. It wasn’t smarmy, the way Joe Kennedy’s always seemed. Ernie wasn’t one to waste his time with false praise. He said what he meant. Sylvia tried to

  match him: “Jake Featherston hasn’t exactly been hiding what he thinks about us.”




  “No. He is a real son of a bitch, that one, a rattler buzzing in the bushes by the road,” Ernie said. “One of these days, we are going to have to settle his hash.”




  “I say things like that on the stump, and people look at me like I’m crazy,” Sylvia said. “Sometimes I start to wonder myself, you know what I mean?”




  He leaned forward and, with startling gentleness, let his hand rest softly on hers. “You have more sense than anybody I have seen for a hell of a long time, Sylvia,” he said.

  “If anyone tries to tell you any different, belt the silly bastard right in the chops.”




  That had to be the oddest romantic speech Sylvia had ever heard. But, where most of the so-called romantic speeches she’d heard either made her want to laugh or made her want to kill the

  man who was making them, this one filled her with heat. That in itself felt strange and unnatural. She’d known desire only a handful of times since her husband didn’t come back from the

  war.




  “Let’s go to my flat,” she murmured. “My son’s married and on his own, and my daughter works the evening shift.”




  Ernie jerked his hand away as if she were on fire. “Did you forget?” he asked harshly. “I am no good for that. I am no damn good for that at all.”




  He’d told her the same thing once before. It had balked her then. Now . . . “There are other things we could do. If you wanted to.” She looked down at the tabletop. She felt

  the heat of embarrassment, too. She didn’t think she’d ever said anything so risqué.




  “I will be damned,” Ernie muttered, and then, “You will not be disappointed?”




  “Never,” she promised.




  “Christ,” he said again, only this time it sounded more like a prayer than a curse. He got to his feet. “Maybe you are lying to me. Maybe you are lying to yourself. I am asking

  to get wounded again. I know goddamn well I am. But if you do not change your mind in one hell of a hurry—”




  “Not me,” Sylvia said, and she got up, too.




  Closing the door to the apartment behind them, locking it afterwards, seemed oddly final, oddly irrevocable. Going into the bedroom once she’d done that might almost have been anticlimax.

  Sylvia wished it could happen without undressing in front of a near stranger. She knew too well she’d never been anything out of the ordinary for looks or for build.




  Ernie treated her as if she were, though. By the way he touched her and stroked her and kissed her, she might have been a moving-picture actress, not a fisherman’s widow. He did know what

  to do to please a woman when he was no longer equipped to do one thing in particular. Sylvia rediscovered just how lonely taking care of herself was by comparison.




  Only a little at a time did she realize how much courage he’d needed to bare himself for her. His body was hard and well-muscled. His mutilation, though . . . “I’ll do what I

  can,” Sylvia said.




  “I’ll tell you a couple of things that sometimes can help, if you don’t mind,” Ernie said.




  “Why would I mind?” Sylvia said. “This is what we came here for.”




  He told her. She tried them. George had liked one of them. The other was something new for her. It wouldn’t have been high on her list of favorite things to do, but it did seem to help.

  Ernie growled like some large, fierce cat when he finally succeeded.




  “Lord,” he said, and bent down to pull a pack of cigarettes from a pocket of the trousers that lay crumpled by the bed. Lighting one, he went on, “There is nothing like that in

  all the world. Nothing else even comes close. Sometimes I forget, which is a small mercy. Once in a while, everything goes right. That is a large mercy. Thank you, sweetheart.” He kissed her.

  His lips tasted of sweat and tobacco.




  “You’re welcome,” Sylvia said.




  “Damn right I am,” he told her.




  She laughed. Then she said, “Give me a smoke, too, will you?” He did. She leaned close to him to get a light from his. He set a hand companionably on her bare shoulder. She liked the

  solid feel of him. He would have to go before Mary Jane came home. Scandalizing her daughter wouldn’t do. But for now . . . For now, everything was just fine.




  Scipio wasn’t a young man. He’d been a little boy when the Confederate States manumitted their slaves in the aftermath of the Second Mexican War. He’d lived

  in Augusta, Georgia, since not long after the end of the Great War. Everyone here, even Bathsheba, his wife, knew him as Xerxes. For a Negro who’d played a role, however unenthusiastic, in

  the running of one of the Red republics during the wartime revolt, a new name was a better investment than any he could have made on the bourse.




  He’d seen a lot in those mad, hectic weeks before the Congareee Socialist Republic went down in blood and fire. In all the years since, he’d hoped he would never see anything like

  that again. And, up till now, he never had.




  Up till now.




  White rioters roared through the Terry, the colored district in Augusta. Some of them shouted, “Freedom!” Some were too drunk to shout anything that made sense. But they

  weren’t too drunk to burn anything that would burn, to steal anything that wasn’t nailed down, and to smash any Negroes who tried to stop them.




  In the early stages of the riot, what passed for Augusta’s black leaders—a double handful of preachers and merchants—had rushed to the police to get help against the hurricane

  overwhelming their community. Scipio had happened to be looking out the window of his flat when they came back into the Terry. Most of them, by their expressions, might have just scrambled out of a

  derailed train. A couple looked grim but unsurprised. Scipio would have guessed those men had seen some action of their own in 1915 and 1916.




  “What’ll they do for us?” somebody shouted from another window.




  “Won’t do nothin’,” one of the leaders answered. “Nothin’. Said we deserves every bit of it, an’ mo’ besides.”




  After that, a few Negroes had tried to fight back against the rampaging mob. They were outnumbered and outgunned. Dark bodies hung from lamp posts, silhouetted against the roaring, leaping

  flames.




  From behind Scipio, Bathsheba said, “Maybe we ought to run.”




  He shook his head. “Where we run to?” he asked bluntly. “The buckra catch we, we hangs on de lamp posts, too. Dis buildin’ don’ burn, we don’ go

  nowhere.”




  He sounded altogether sure of himself. He had that gift, even using the slurred dialect of a Negro from the swamps of the Congaree. Back in the days when he’d been Anne Colleton’s

  butler, she’d also made him learn to talk like an educated white man: like an educated white man with a poker up his ass, he thought. He’d seemed even more authoritative then. He

  hadn’t always been right. He knew that, as any man must. But he’d always sounded right. That also counted.




  Raucous, baying laughter floated up from the street. Along with those never-ending shouts of, “Freedom!” somebody yelled, “Kill the niggers!” In an instant, as if the

  words crystallized what they’d come into the Terry to do, the rioters took up the cry: “Kill the niggers! Kill the niggers! Kill the niggers!”




  Scipio turned to his wife. “You still wants to run?”




  Biting her lip, she got out the word, “No.” She was a mulatto, her skin several shades lighter than his. She was light enough to go paler still; at the moment, she was almost pale

  enough to pass for white.




  “Why they hate us like that, Pa?” Antoinette, their daughter, was nine: a good age for asking awkward questions.




  In the Confederate States, few questions were more awkward than that one. And the brute fact was so much taken for granted, few people above the age of nine ever bothered asking why. Scipio

  answered, “Dey is white an’ we is black. Dey don’ need no mo’n dat.”




  With the relentless logic of childhood, his son, Cassius, who was six, turned the response on its head: “If we is black an’ they is white, shouldn’t we ought to hate them,

  too?”




  He didn’t know what to say to that. Bathsheba said, “Yes, but it don’t do us no good, sweetheart, on account of they’s stronger’n we is.”




  That yes had led directly to the Red uprisings during the Great War. The rest of her sentence had led just as directly to their failure. What do we do? Scipio wondered. What

  can we do? He’d wondered that ever since he’d seen his first Freedom Party rally, a small thing at a park here in Augusta. He’d hoped he wouldn’t have to worry about

  it. That hope, like so many others, lay shattered tonight.




  “Kill the niggers!” The cry rang out again, louder and fiercer than ever. Screams said the rioters were turning words into deeds, too.




  Gunfire rang out from the building across the street from Scipio’s: a black man emptying a pistol into the mob. Some of the screams that followed burst from white throats. Good!

  Savage exultation blazed through Scipio. See how you like it, you sons of bitches! Wasn’t keeping us cooped up in this poor, miserable place enough for you?




  But the white men didn’t and wouldn’t think that way, of course. Cet animal est méchant. On l’attaque, il se defende. That was how Voltaire had put it, anyhow.

  This animal is treacherous. If it is attacked, it defends itself. Thanks to Miss Anne (though she’d done it for herself, not for him), Scipio knew Voltaire well. How many of the

  rioters did? How many had even heard of him?




  A fusillade of fire, from pistols, rifles, and what sounded like a machine gun, tore into the building from which the Negro had shot. More than a few bullets slammed into the building in which

  Scipio and his family lived, too. Then some whites chucked a whiskey bottle full of gasoline with a burning cloth wick into the entryway of the building across the street. The bottle shattered.

  Fire splashed outward.




  The white men whooped and hollered and slapped one another on the back with glee. “Burn, baby, burn!” one of them shouted. Soon they were all yelling it, along with, “Kill the

  niggers!”




  “Xerxes, they gwine burn this here place next,” Bathsheba said urgently. “We gots to git out while we still kin.”




  He wished he could tell her she was wrong. Instead, he nodded. “We gits de chillun. We gits de money. An’ we gits—out de back way to de alley, on account o’ we

  don’ las’ a minute if we goes out de front.”




  Maybe the building wouldn’t burn. Maybe the white men rampaging through the Terry would go on to some other crime instead. But if the roominghouse did catch fire, his family was doomed.

  Better to take their chances on the streets than to try to get out of a building ablaze.




  Herding Antoinette and Cassius along in front of them, he and Bathsheba raced toward the stairway. A door flew open on the far side of the hall. “You crazy?” a woman in that flat

  said. “We safer in here than we is out there.”




  “Ain’t so,” Scipio answered. “Dey likely fixin’ to burn dis place.” The woman’s eyes opened so wide, he could see white all around the iris. She slammed

  the door, but he didn’t think she’d stay in there long.




  He and his family weren’t the only people going down the stairs as fast as they could. Some of the Negroes trying to escape the roominghouse dashed for the front entrance. Maybe they

  didn’t know about the back way. Maybe, in their blind panic, they forgot it. Or maybe they were just stupid. Blacks suffered from that disease no less than whites. Whatever the reason, they

  paid for their mistake. Gunshots echoed. Screams followed. So did hoarse bellows of triumph from the mob.




  They’ve just shot down people who never did—never could do—them any harm, Scipio thought as he scuttled toward the back door. Why are they so proud of it?

  He’d seen blacks exulting over what they meted out to whites during the Red revolt. But that exultation had 250 years of reasons behind it. This? This made no sense at all to him.




  Out the door. Down the rickety stairs. Pray no white men prowled the alley. The stinks of rotting garbage and smoke and fear filled Scipio’s nostrils. Away, away, away! “Where we run

  to, Pa?” Antoinette asked as he shoved her on ahead of him.




  “Go where it darkest,” Scipio answered. “Whatever you does, don’ let no buckra see you.”




  Easy to say. Hard to do. Most nights in the Terry were black as pitch, black as coal, blacker than the residents. The city fathers of Augusta weren’t about to waste money on street

  lighting for Negroes. But the fires burning here, there, everywhere didn’t just burn people they trapped. They also helped betray others by showing them as they tried to get away.




  Down the alley, into another. Scipio stepped in something nasty. He didn’t know what it was, didn’t care to find out. As long as he and his family got away, nothing else mattered.

  Into a side street that would take them to the edge of town, take them out of the center of the storm.




  The side street was dark—no fires close by. It looked deserted. But as Scipio and his kin ran up it, a sharp challenge came from up ahead: “Who are you? Answer right this second or

  you’re dead, whoever the hell you are.”




  Scipio hadn’t used his white man’s voice since not long after the war ended. He’d sometimes wondered if it still worked. Now it burst from him as if it were his everyday

  speech: “Go on about your business. None of those damned niggers around here.”




  Yes, it still held all the punch he’d ever been able to pack into it. “Thank you, sir,” said the white man who’d challenged him, and then, “Freedom!”




  “Freedom!” Scipio echoed gravely. He dropped back into the dialect of the Congaree to whisper, “Come on!” to Bathsheba and the children. They said not a word. They just

  hurried up the street. No one shot at them.




  Nor did anyone else challenge them before they reached a stand of pine woods on the outskirts of Augusta. Scipio didn’t know what he would do come morning. He would worry about that then.

  For now, he was alive, and likely to stay that way till the sun came up.




  “Do Jesus!” All his weariness and strain came out in the two words.




  Then Bathsheba asked him the question he’d known she would: “Where you learn to talk dat way? Ain’t never heard you talk dat way before.”




  “Reckoned I better,” Scipio said: an answer that was not an answer.




  It didn’t distract his wife. He’d hoped it would, but hadn’t expected it to. Bathsheba said, “I never knew you could talk like that. You didn’t jus’ pull it

  out of the air, neither. Ain’t nobody could. You been able to talk dat way all along. You got to’ve been able to talk dat way all along. So where you learn?”




  “Long time gone, when I was livin’ in South Carolina,” he said. That much was true. “Never did like to use it much. Nigger git in bad trouble, he talk like white

  folks.” That was also true.




  True or not, it didn’t satisfy Bathsheba. “You got more ’splainin’ to do than that. What other kind o’ strange stuff you gwine come out with all of a

  sudden?”




  “I dunno,” he answered. Bathsheba put her hands on her hips. Scipio grimaced. Her curiosity promised to be harder to escape than the race riot still wracking the Terry.




  New York City. The Lower East Side. Tall tenements blocking out the sun. Iron fire escapes red with rust. Poor, shabbily dressed people in the crowd, chattering to one another

  in a mixture or English and Yiddish and Russian and Polish and Romanian. Red Socialist posters on the walls and fences, some of them put up where Democratic posters had been torn down. A soapbox

  that wasn’t even a soapbox but a beer barrel.




  Flora Blackford hadn’t felt so much at home for years.




  She’d been a Socialist agitator in the Fourteenth Ward twenty years before, at the outbreak of the Great War. She’d argued against voting the money for the war. Her party had

  disagreed. She still wondered whether they’d made a mistake, whether international proletarian solidarity would have been better. She would never know now. What she did know was that the war

  had cost her brother-in-law his life, that her nephew had become a young man without ever seeing his father, that her brother David had only one leg.




  And she knew she couldn’t talk about the war today, not to this crowd. She’d represented this district for years before marrying Hosea Blackford, before becoming first the vice

  president’s wife and then the First Lady. Now her husband was a private citizen again, trounced by the Democrats when Wall Street collapsed and dragged everything else down with it. Now she

  wanted her old seat back, and hoped she could take it from the reactionary who’d held it for the past four years.




  She pointed out to the crowd, as she had from a different beer barrel twenty years before. “You voted for Democrats because you thought doing nothing was better than doing something. Do

  you still think so?”




  “No!” they shouted, all except for a few heckling Democrats who yelled, “Yes!”




  Hecklers Flora could take in stride. “Herbert Hoover has been president for almost two years now. He’s spent all that time sitting on his hands. Are we better off on account of it?

  Are the lines at the soup kitchens shorter? Are the Hoovervilles any smaller?” She refused to call the shantytowns where down-and-outers lived Blackfordburghs after her husband, though

  everybody else did. “Are there more jobs? Is there less misery? Tell me the truth, comrades!”




  “No!” the crowd shouted again. This time, it drowned out the hecklers.




  “That’s right,” Flora said. “No. You know the truth when you hear it. You’re not blind. You’re not stupid. You’ve got eyes to see and brains to think

  with. If you’re happy with what the Democrats are doing to the United States, vote for my opponent. If you’re not, vote for me. Thank you.”




  “Hamburger! Hamburger! Hamburger!” They remembered her maiden name well enough to chant it. She took that as a good sign. She’d long since learned, though, that you

  couldn’t tell much from crowds. They came out because they wanted to hear you. They were already on your side. The rest of the voters might not be.




  Herman Bruck held up a hand to help her descend from her little platform. “Good speech, Flora,” he said. Did he hang on to her hand a little too long? Back in the old days,

  he’d been sweet on her. He was married himself now, with children of his own. Of course, who could say for sure how much that meant?




  “Thank you,” she answered.




  “My pleasure.” He tipped his fedora. As always, he was perfectly turned out, today in a snappy double-breasted gray pinstripe suit with lapels sharp enough to cut yourself on them.

  “I think you’ll win in three weeks.”




  “I hope so, that’s all,” Flora said. “We’ll find out about how people feel about Hoover—and about Congressman Lipshitz. If I win, I go back to Philadelphia.

  If I lose . . .” She shrugged. “If I lose, I have to find something else to do with the rest of my life.”




  “Come back to Party headquarters,” Bruck urged. “A lot of the old-timers will be glad to see you, and you’re a legend to the people who’ve come in since you

  represented this district.”




  “A legend? Gottenyu! I don’t want to be a legend,” Flora said in real alarm. “A legend is somebody who’s forgotten things she needs to know. I want people to

  think I can do good things for them now, not that I’m somebody who used to do good things for them once upon a time.”




  “All right.” Herman Bruck made a placating gesture. “I should have put it better. I’m sorry. People still want to see you. Can you come?”




  “Tomorrow,” she answered. “Tell everyone I’m sorry, but I don’t think I ought to go over there today. Heaven knows when I’d get home, and I want to go back to

  the flat and see how Hosea is doing. This cold doesn’t seem to want to go away.” She hoped she didn’t show how worried she was. The difference in their ages hadn’t seemed to

  matter when she married him, but now, while she remained in vigorous middle age, he was heading toward his seventy-fourth birthday. Illnesses he would have shrugged off even a few years before hung

  on and on. One of these days . . . Flora resolutely refused to think about that.




  Bruck nodded. “Sure. Everybody will understand that. Give him our best, then, and we hope we’ll see you tomorrow. I’ll drive you back to your block of flats.”




  She eyed him. Would he cause trouble in the auto? No. He had better sense than that. “Thanks,” she said again. He hurried off to get the motorcar from a side street. The De Soto

  bespoke prosperity but not riches.




  New York City traffic was even crazier than Flora remembered: more motorcars and trucks on the street, more drivers seeming not to care whether they lived or died. This in spite of the

  subways, she thought, and shuddered. Earlier in the year, she and Hosea and Joshua had been living in Dakota. New York City had five or six times as many people as the big state, and by all

  appearances had fifty or sixty times as many automobiles.




  She let out a sigh of relief at escaping the De Soto. The doorman tipped his cap when she went into the block of flats. The building where she’d lived with her parents and brothers and

  sisters hadn’t boasted a doorman. It hadn’t boasted an elevator operator—or an elevator—either. Not having to walk up four flights of stairs whenever she went to the flat

  was pleasant.




  Hosea Blackford greeted her with a sneeze. His nose was red. His face, always bony, had lost more flesh. His white hair lay thin and dry across his skull. This wasn’t death’s

  door—little by little, he was getting well—but the way he looked still alarmed her. After another sneeze, he peered at her over the tops of his reading glasses and brandished the New

  York Times like a weapon. “Another round of riots down in the Confederate States,” he said. “If that’s not reactionary madness on the march down there, I’ve

  never seen nor heard of it.”




  “Has anyone protested yet?” Flora asked.




  Her husband shook his head. “Not a word. The Confederates are saying it’s an internal matter, and our State Department is taking the same line.”




  She sighed. “We’d sing a different song if the Freedom Party were going after white men and not Negroes. The injustice, the hypocrisy, are so obvious—but nobody seems to

  care.”




  “A lot of whites in the Confederate States despise Negroes and come right out and say so,” Hosea Blackford said. “A lot of whites in the United States despise Negroes, too.

  They keep their mouths shut about it, and so they seem tolerant when you look at them alongside the Confederates. They seem tolerant—but they aren’t.”




  “I know. I saw that when we were both still in Congress,” Flora said. “It’s not just Democrats, either. Too many Socialists wouldn’t cross the street to do anything

  for a black man. I don’t know what to do about it. I don’t know if we can do anything about it.”




  Hosea nodded. “Even Lincoln said the War of Secession was about trying to preserve the Union, not about the Negro or about slavery. He couldn’t have made anybody march behind his

  banner if he’d said the other—and even as things were, he failed.” He coughed again. “I wish I would have asked him about that when I met him on the train. I wish we would

  have talked about all kinds of things we never got to touch.”




  “I know,” Flora said. That chance meeting had changed his life. He talked about it often, and ever more so as he got older.




  Now he laughed a bitter laugh. “We’re two peas in a pod, Lincoln and I: the two biggest failures as president of the United States.”




  “Don’t talk like that!” Flora said.




  “Why not? It’s the truth. I’m not a blind man, Flora, and I hope I’m not a fool,” Hosea Blackford said, words that might have come right from her speech. “I

  had my chance. I didn’t deliver. The voters chose Coolidge instead—and then got Hoover when Cal dropped dead. I don’t know what we did to deserve that. God must have a

  nasty sense of humor.”




  Flora didn’t think of God as having a sense of humor at all. She also didn’t care to be sidetracked. “We can’t just turn our backs on the Negroes in the CSA,” she

  said.




  “That’s true,” Hosea said. “But you’d be a fool if you said so in your next speech, because sure as anything it would make people vote for Lipshitz.”




  She winced. That was bound to be true, no matter how little she liked it. Turning away from him, she said, “I’d better get to work on that next speech. The election’s another

  day closer.”




  The speech went as well as such things could. After it was done, she went to the Socialist Party headquarters across the street from the Centre Market and above Fleischmann’s kosher

  butcher shop (now run by the son of the original proprietor). Some of the workers in the headquarters looked implausibly young. Others were implausibly familiar. There sat Maria Tresca, typing away

  as if the past ten years hadn’t happened. She almost certainly spoke better Yiddish than any other Italian woman in New York City. She was also as thoroughgoing a Socialist as anyone in the

  Party, and had paid a heavy price for holding on to her beliefs: her sister had been killed by police in the Remembrance Day riots of 1915. Flora had been with them when it happened. The bullet

  could have struck her as easily as Angelina Tresca.




  “How does it feel to come back?” Maria asked.




  “Coming back here feels wonderful,” Flora said, which brought smiles all around. “I hope I can come back to Congress in November. With you people helping me, I’m sure I

  can.” That brought more smiles.




  On the night of November 6, she and Hosea and Joshua came back to Party headquarters to find out if she had won. Her husband was still coughing and sneezing, but he had got better. Her parents

  were there, too, and her brothers and sisters and their families. Yossel Reisen, her sister Sophie’s son, was nineteen years old and six feet tall. In the next election, he’d be able to

  vote himself. That seemed impossible.




  These days, a blaring wireless set brought results faster than telegrams had the last time she’d waited out a Congressional election. The more returns that came in, the better things

  looked, not just here in the Fourteenth Ward but all across the country. Hoover remained in office, of course, but he would have to deal with a Socialist Congress for the next two years.




  At a quarter past eleven, the telephone rang. Herman Bruck answered it. A big grin on his face, he ceremoniously held out the mouthpiece to Flora. “It’s Lipshitz,” he said.




  “Hello, Congressman,” Flora said.




  “Hello, Congresswoman.” The Democrat sounded worn, weary, wounded. “Congratulations on a fine campaign. May you serve the district well.”




  “Thank you. Thank you very much.” Politely, Flora tried to hold excitement from her voice. She was going back to Philadelphia!




  The tinny ring of a cheap alarm clock bounced Jefferson Pinkard out of bed. He lurched into the bathroom and took a long leak to get rid of the homebrew he’d poured down

  the night before. Alabama was a dry state, but a man who wanted a beer or three could find what he was looking for.




  Bloodshot eyes stared at Jeff from the mirror over the sink. He was a ruddy, beefy man in his early forties, his light brown hair pulling back at the temples, his chin a forward-thrusting rock

  whose strong outline extra flesh was starting to obscure. “Do I need a shave?” he asked out loud. He lived alone—he was divorced—and had fallen into the habit of talking to

  himself.




  Deciding he did, he lathered up, then scraped his face with a formidable straight razor. He muttered curses when he nicked himself just under his lower lip. A styptic pencil stopped the

  bleeding, but stung like fire. He didn’t mutter the next set of curses.




  When he put on his gray jailer’s uniform, the high, stiff collar bit into his neck and made his face redder than ever. After two cups of snarling coffee and three eggs fried harder than he

  cared for—he’d always been a lousy cook—he left his apartment and started for the Birmingham jail.




  Newsboys hawked the Birmingham Confederate and the Register-Herald at almost every street corner. No matter which paper they waved, they shouted the same thing: “Supreme

  Court turns thumbs down on damming our rivers! Read all about it!”




  “Screw the Supreme Court,” Pinkard muttered as he paid five cents for a copy of the Confederate. That was the Freedom Party paper in Birmingham. He wouldn’t waste his

  money on the Register-Herald. One of these days before too long, he suspected something unfortunate would happen to the building where it was written and printed.




  The Confederate quoted President Featherston as saying, “Those seven old fools in black robes think they can stop us from doing what the Confederate people elected us to do. This is

  a slap in the face at every honest, hard-working citizen of our country. If the Supreme Court wants to play politics, they’ll find out that floods can wash away more than towns.”




  “Damn right,” Jeff said, and chucked the paper into an ashcan. He didn’t know what the president could do about the Supreme Court, but he figured Jake Featherston would come up

  with something. He always did.




  Two cops on the steps of the Birmingham city jail nodded to him as he climbed those steps and went into the building. One of them wore a Party pin on his lapel. The other one, though, was the

  one who said, “Freedom!”




  “Freedom!” Pinkard echoed. He had a Party pin on his lapel, too. Not long after the war ended, he’d heard Jake Featherston speak in a Birmingham park. He’d been a Freedom

  Party man ever since.




  In the jail, he had a desk in a cramped office he shared with several other jailers. The one he was following onto duty looked up from his own desk, where he was filling out some of the nine

  million forms without which the jail could not have survived a day. “Mornin’, Jeff,” Stubby Winthrop said. “Freedom!”




  “Freedom!” Pinkard said again. “What’s new?”




  “Not a hell of a lot,” Winthrop answered. As his nickname implied, he looked like a fireplug with hairy ears. “Couple-three niggers in the drunk tank, white kid in a cell for

  stabbing his lady friend when he found out she was this other fella’s lady friend, too. Oh, I almost forgot—they finally caught that bastard who’s been stealing everything that

  ain’t nailed down on the south side of town.”




  “Yeah? Swell!” Pinkard said, adding, “About time, goddammit.” Like a lot of jailers, he was convinced the police who hunted down criminals couldn’t find a skunk if

  it was spraying their leg. Unlike a lot of men in his line of work, he wasn’t shy about saying so. His years at the Sloss Foundry had left him with the strength to back up talk with action if

  he ever had to. He asked the question Stubby Winthrop hadn’t answered: “What about the politicals?”




  “Well, of course.” Winthrop looked at him as if at an idiot. “They drug in another twelve, fifteen o’ them bastards, too.” He poked at the papers with a short,

  blunt finger. “I can tell you exactly how many if you want to know.”




  “Don’t worry about it now,” Jeff said. “I can find out myself before I do my morning walk-through—long as the paperwork’s there.”




  “It is, it is,” Stubby assured him. “Think I want the warden reaming out my ass on account of messed-up papers? Not likely!”




  “Cool down. I didn’t mean anything by it. Twelve or fifteen, you say?” Jeff asked. Winthrop nodded. Jeff let out a pleased grunt. “We are starting to clean up this

  town, aren’t we?”




  “Bet your butt,” Winthrop said. “Anybody forgets who won the goddamn election, we teach the fucker a little lesson. Ain’t no such thing as a fit night out for Whigs or

  Radical Republicans, not any more there ain’t.”




  Belonging to a political party other than the Freedom Party wasn’t against the law. Pinkard thought it ought to be, but it wasn’t. But anybody who raised his voice against the Party

  regretted it, and in a hurry. Disturbing the peace, resisting arrest, criminal trespass, inciting to riot, and possession of alcoholic beverages were plenty to get a man into jail. And, once he was

  in, he might be—he probably would be—a long time coming out again. Most judges, like anybody else, knew which side their bread was buttered on and went along with Freedom Party

  instructions. A couple of holdouts in Birmingham had already suffered mysterious and most deplorable accidents. Their replacements were more cooperative. So were the other judges. A few mysterious

  and most deplorable accidents could make anybody thoughtful.




  Pinkard said, “Hell with me if I know what we’re going to do with all these stinking politicals. We’ve stuffed so many of ’em into cells, we don’t hardly have room

  for real crooks any more.”




  “Ain’t my worry,” Stubby said. “And you know somethin’ else? There’s a fuck of a lot of worse problems to have.” Pinkard nodded again. He couldn’t

  very well argue with that. Winthrop went on, “Matter of fact, this whole goddamn jail is your baby for the next eight hours. I’m gonna get outa here, grab myself some shuteye.

  Freedom!” He headed out the door.




  “Freedom!” Jeff called after him. Among Party men—and more and more widely through the CSA these days—the word replaced hello and good-bye.




  The heavy armored door crashed shut behind Stubby Winthrop. Pinkard looked at the clock on the wall. The prisoners would just be getting breakfast. He had time to find out precisely what he

  needed to know about changes since yesterday before making his first walk-through of the day. He didn’t love paperwork, but he did recognize the need for it. He was conscientious about

  keeping up with it, too, which put him a jump ahead of several of his fellow jailers.




  He’d just finished seeing what was what when the door to the office opened. The prisoner who came in had a trustie’s green armband on the left sleeve of his striped shirt.

  “What’s up, Mike?” Pinkard asked, frowning; this wasn’t a scheduled time for a trustie to show up.




  But Mike had an answer for him: “Warden wants to see you, sir, right away.” His voice, like those of a lot of trusties, held a particular kind of whine. It put Pinkard in mind of the

  yelp of a dog that had been kicked too many times.




  Whine or not, though, a summons from the warden was like a summons from God. Pinkard did his best not to evade but to delay, saying, “Can’t I take my morning walk-through first,

  anyways?”




  “You’re a jailer—you can do whatever you please,” Mike said, which only proved he’d never been a jailer. Then he added, “But I don’t reckon the

  warden’d be mighty pleased,” which proved he had a good idea of how things worked anyhow. Pinkard grunted and decided the walk-through would have to wait.




  Warden Ewell McDonald was a heavyset man with a mustache that looked like a gray moth on his upper lip. He was close to retirement age, and didn’t much care whose cage he rattled.

  “Come in, Pinkard,” he said, staring at Jeff over the tops of the half-glasses he used for reading.




  “What’s up, sir?” Jeff asked warily.




  “Come in,” the warden repeated. “Sit down. You ain’t in trouble—swear to God you ain’t.” Still cautious, Pinkard obeyed. McDonald went on, “That

  stuff on your record, how you set up that prisoner-of-war camp down in Mexico during their last civil war, that’s the straight goods?”




  “Hell, yes,” Pinkard answered without hesitation. He was telling the truth, too, and knew other Confederate veterans—Freedom Party men—who’d gone down to the Empire

  of Mexico to fight for Maximilian III against the Yankee-backed republican rebels and could back him up. “Anybody says I didn’t, tell me who he is and I’ll kill the son of a

  bitch.”




  “Keep your shirt on,” McDonald said. “I just wanted to make sure, is all. Reason I’m asking is, we’ve got more politicals in jail these days than you can shake a

  stick at.”




  “That’s a fact,” Jeff agreed. “Stubby and me, we were just talking about that a little while ago, matter of fact.”




  “It’s not just Birmingham, either—it’s all over Alabama. All over the country, too, but Alabama’s what counts for you and me. We’ve got to keep those bastards

  locked up, but they’re a big pain in the ass here in town,” McDonald said. “So what we’ve got orders to do is, we’ve got orders to make a camp out in the country and

  stow the politicals in it. We save the jail for the real bad guys, you know what I mean?”




  Jefferson Pinkard nodded. “Sure do. Sounds like a good idea, anybody wants to know what I think.”




  McDonald inked an old-fashioned dip pen and wrote something on the sheet of paper in front of him. “Good. I was hoping you were going to say that, on account of I aim to send you out there

  to help get it rolling. Your rank will be assistant warden. That’s good for another forty-five dollars a month in your pocket.”




  It wasn’t the sort of promotion Jeff had expected, but a promotion it definitely was. “Thank you, sir,” he said, gathering himself. “You don’t mind my asking,

  though, why me? You got a bunch of guys with more seniority than I have.”




  “More seniority in the jail, yeah,” McDonald answered. “But a camp out in the open? That’s a different business. Only fellow here who’s done anything like

  that is you. You’ll be there from the start, like I said, and you’ll have a lot of say about how it goes. We’ll get the barbed wire, we’ll get the lumber for the barracks,

  we’ll get the ordinary guards, and you help set it up so it works. . . . What’s so goddamn funny?”




  “Down in Mexico, I had to scrounge every damn thing I used,” Pinkard answered. “I cut enough corners to build me a whole new street. You get me everything I need like that,

  it’s almost too easy to stand.” He held up his hand. “Not that I’m complaining, mind you.” In Mexico, he’d been glad to land that job riding herd on prisoners

  because it meant nobody was shooting at him any more. He’d never dreamt then how much good it would do him once he came home to the CSA.




  Without a doubt, Sam Carsten was the oldest lieutenant, junior grade, on the USS Remembrance. That was what he got for being a mustang. He’d spent close to twenty

  years in the Navy before making officer’s rank. No one could tell if he had gray hair, though, not when it had started out platinum blond. He was the next thing to an albino, with blue eyes

  and transparent pink skin that would sunburn in the light of a candle flame.




  The North Pacific in December wasn’t a bad place for a man with a complexion like that. Even here, he’d smeared zinc-oxide ointment on his nose and the backs of his hands before

  coming out onto the ship’s flight deck. It wouldn’t help much. Nothing ever helped much.




  He shifted his weight to the motion of the aeroplane carrier without noticing he was doing it. Most of the crew stood on the deck with him. Only the black gang down in the engine room and the

  men at the antiaircraft guns weren’t drawn up at attention, all in neat ranks, to hear what Captain Stein had to say.




  “Gentlemen, it is official at last,” the captain said into a microphone that not only amplified his words for the sailors on deck but also carried them to the crewmen still at their

  posts. “We have received word by wireless from Philadelphia that the United States of American and the Empire of Japan are at peace once more.”




  Sam kicked at the flight deck. He was standing only a few feet from a big patch in the deck, a patch that repaired the damage a Japanese bomb had done. He couldn’t help wondering whether

  the fight had been worthwhile.




  Captain Stein went on, “The terms of the peace are simple. Everything goes back to what the diplomats call the status quo ante bellum. That just means the way things were before the

  shooting started. We don’t give anything to the Japs, and they don’t give us anything, either.”




  Behind Carsten, a sailor muttered, “Why’d we fight the goddamn war, then?”




  In one way, the answer to that was obvious. The Japanese had been feeding men and money into British Columbia, trying to touch off another Canadian uprising against the USA, and the

  Remembrance had caught them at it. That was when the shooting started. If a torpedo from one of their submersibles hadn’t been a dud, the carrier might not have come through it.




  In another sense, though, the sailor had a point. The U.S. and Japanese navies had slugged at each other in the Pacific. The Japanese had tried to attack the American Navy base in the Sandwich

  Islands (more than twenty years ago now, Sam had been in the fleet that took Pearl Harbor away from the British Empire and brought it under U.S. control). Aeroplanes from a couple of their carriers

  had bombed Los Angeles. All in all, though, Japan had lost more ships than the USA had—or Sam thought SQ, anyhow.




  He’d missed a few words of Stein’s speech. The captain was saying, “—at battle stations for the next few days, to make sure this message has also reached ships of the

  Imperial Japanese Navy. We will continue flying combat air patrol, but we will not fire unless fired upon, or unless attack against the Remembrance is clearly intended.”




  Somewhere out here in the Pacific, a Japanese skipper was probably reading a similar announcement to his crew. Wonder what the Japs think of it, went through Carsten’s mind. He

  didn’t know what to think of it himself. There was a lingering sense of . . . unfinished business.




  “That’s the story from Philadelphia,” Captain Stein said. “Before I turn you boys loose, I have a few words of my own. Here’s what I have to say: we did everything

  we could to teach the Japs a lesson, and I suppose they did all they could to teach us one. I don’t believe anybody learned a hell of a lot. This war is over. My guess is, the fight

  isn’t. From now on, we stay extra alert in these waters, because you never can tell when it’s going to boil over again. Remember the surprise attack they used against Spain when they

  took away the Philippines.” He looked out over the crew. So did Carsten. Here and there, heads bobbed up and down as men nodded. Stein’s point had got home. Seeing as much, the skipper

  gave one brisk nod himself. “That’s all. Dismissed.”




  Chattering among themselves, the sailors hurried back to their stations. Sam didn’t much want to go to his. His post was in damage control, deep down in the bowels of the ship. He’d

  done good work there, good enough to win promotion from ensign to j.g. All the same, it wasn’t what he wanted to do. He’d come aboard the carrier as a petty officer when she was new

  because he thought aviation was the coming thing. He’d wanted to serve with the ship’s fighting scouts or, that failing, in his old specialty, gunnery.




  As often happened, what he wanted and what the Navy wanted were two different beasts. As always happened, what the Navy wanted prevailed. Down into the bowels of the Remembrance he

  went.




  Lieutenant Commander Hiram Pottinger, his nominal boss, got to their station at the same time he did, coming down the passageway he was coming up. In fact, Sam knew a lot more about the way

  damage control worked aboard the Remembrance than Pottinger did. His superior, who’d replaced a wounded officer, had spent his whole career up till the past few months in cruisers.

  Sam, on the other hand, had had two long tours on the carrier. He automatically thought of things like protecting the aeroplanes’ fuel supply. Pottinger thought of such things, too, but he

  took longer to do it. In combat, a few seconds could mean the difference between safety and a fireball.




  Quite a few of the sailors in the damage-control party wore the ribbon for the Purple Heart above their left breast pockets. Several of them had won other decorations, too. The

  Remembrance had seen a lot of hard action—and taken more damage than Carsten would have wished.




  A rat-faced Irishman named Fitzpatrick asked, “Sir, you really think them goddamn Japs is gonna leave us alone from now on?”




  He’d aimed the question at Sam. Instead of answering, Sam looked to Lieutenant Commander Pottinger. The senior officer had first call. That was how things worked. Pottinger said,

  “Well, I expect we’re all right for now.”




  Several sailors stirred. Carsten didn’t much like the answer himself. He didn’t and wouldn’t trust the Japanese. So far, their trials of strength with the USA had been

  inconclusive: both in the Great War, where they’d been the only Entente power that hadn’t got whipped, and in this latest fight, which had been anything but great.




  But then Pottinger went on, “Of course, God only knows how long the quiet will last. The Japs keep bargains for as long as they think it’s a good idea, and not thirty seconds longer.

  The skipper said as much—remember the Philippines.”




  Sam relaxed. So did the ordinary sailors. Lieutenant Commander Pottinger wasn’t altogether naive after all.




  Everybody stared at corridors painted in Navy gray, at bulkheads and hatchways, at hoses that shot high-pressure salt water, at the overhead pipes that meant a tall man had to crouch when he ran

  unless he wanted to bang the top of his head, at bare light bulbs inside steel cages: the world in which they operated. Most of the Remembrance lay above them. They might have been moles

  scurrying through underground tunnels. Every once in a while, a claustrophobe got assigned to damage control. Such men didn’t last long. They started feeling the whole weight of the ship

  pressing down on their heads.




  Not without pride, one of the sailors said, “We could do our job in the dark.”




  “Could, my nuts,” Fitzpatrick said. “We’ve fuckin’ well done our job in the dark. You don’t need to see to know where you’re at. The way noise

  comes back at you, where you bump up against fittings, the smells . . . Difference between us and the rest of the poor sorry bastards on this floating madhouse is, we really know what we’re

  doing.”




  Almost in unison, the other men from the damage-control party nodded. The fighting had given them a fierce esprit de corps. Carsten’s head wanted to go up and down, too. And it

  would have, had he not known that every other unit on the ship was just as proud of itself and just as convinced the Remembrance would instantly founder if it didn’t do what it was

  supposed to. Nothing wrong with that. It was good for morale.




  Pottinger said, “Here’s hoping we don’t have to do what we do for a hell of a long time.”




  More nods. Sam said, “Long as we’re hoping, let’s hope we head back to Seattle and get some leave.”




  That drew not only nods but laughter. Pottinger gave Carsten a hard look, but he ended up laughing, too. Sam had always been able to get away with saying things that would have landed someone

  who said them in a different tone of voice in a lot of trouble. He could smile his way out of bar scenes that usually would have brought out broken bottles.




  Seaman Fitzpatrick, on the other hand, was deadly serious. “How long before we need to start worrying about Confederate submersibles again?” he asked.




  “We’ve already worried about Confederate subs,” Sam said. “Remember that passage between Florida and Cuba we took on the way to Costa Rica? We didn’t spot anything,

  but God only knows what those bastards had laying for us there.”




  “That’s their own waters, though,” Fitzpatrick protested. “That isn’t what I meant. What I did mean was, how long before we have to worry about them out here in the

  Pacific? And out in the Atlantic, too—don’t want to leave out the other ocean.”




  This time, Carsten didn’t answer. He looked to Lieutenant Commander Pottinger again. The commander of the damage-control party said, “We’ve already got Jap subs here in the

  Pacific, and maybe British boats coming up from Australia and New Zealand toward the Sandwich Islands. We’ve got British boats and German boats and French ones, too, in the Atlantic. Enough

  of those sons of bitches running around loose already. What the hell difference do a few Confederate subs make?”
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