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			Chapter 1

			As the setting sun disappeared behind the mountains of the Bataan Peninsula, American supervisors barked orders to Filipino workers transferring cargo from truck beds into nearby warehouses. At the same time, the rattle of four-cylinder Ford engines echoed off the centuries-old stone wharf and across Manila Bay.

			“Mack says we’re ready,” voiced the young officer standing in the doorway of the ship’s bridge. “Any sign of our mystery guest, Skipper?”

			“Thanks, Kermit, and not yet. He should be along anytime, though. Also, remind Mack about the Number Two Boiler.”

			Kermit turned his head to look at the four exhaust stacks running the length of the superstructure aft of the bridge, noticing the exhaust from the second stack appeared oilier than the others. “Think the burners will last two months? Till August?”

			“The shop supervisor of the Cavite Shipyard said they should, but a prayer never hurts.”

			“Prayer logged, Skipper,” Kermit replied with a quick salute as he turned to join the two men inside the bridge. The greenish light from the compass behind them illuminated their relaxed forms. The skipper, like the men inside the bridge, lit up a Camel and watched the enlisted men smile as Kermit spoke to them. After taking a draw he returned his attention to the man standing next to him. “Looks like our mystery guest is running on island time just like us.”

			“You ain’t kidding,” Chief Petty Officer Fowler said as he picked a piece of tobacco from his tongue. “I’m still trying to celebrate my thirty-ninth birthday.”

			The captain of the torpedo boat destroyer, Lieutenant Rance Hillary, smiled as he exhaled. “Yet you still had no problem beating the hell out of three doughboys at Fort McKinley last weekend. What the hell were you doing at an army post anyhow? Chasing some gin-drunk woman while her man is on field maneuvers?”

			Fowler answered wryly. “If the colonel is going to take his regiment out for mountain training, why shouldn’t I have a chance at a white woman? ’Sides, we’re supposed to be on our way to Shanghai. How was I to know we had to wait for a stiff-ass ring-knocker?”

			Lieutenant Hillary shook his head. “Boatswain’s Mate Chief Petty Officer Ernst Fowler, I know you know that sleeping with an officer’s wife is a court-martial offense and warrants brig time if found guilty. I should know.”

			“You said the magic words,” Fowler replied as he exhaled. “If found guilty.”

			Lieutenant Hillary shook his head. “Anyway, the skipper before me said that you did nothing but pester him about some fantasy island, and since I took command, every time we head one foot north, you harass me about stopping at every island that fits the description some drunk Chinese fisherman told you about. You’ve done your twenty, plus, so put your papers in. Then, you can get your own boat and look for it yourself. And if you do find your Spanish treasure or pirate gold then you can pay me back that twenty you still owe me, and in gold. The last time you paid me back was in paper, and that turned out to be sour dough.”

			Fowler smiled. “Skipper, if I were to retire now, what would you do without me? Anyway, you learned your lesson just like the gunnery officer did. By the way, how is Mister . . .?”

			The chief petty officer stopped as something on the wharf distracted him. The ship’s captain followed his chief’s eyes. On the wharf, under the lamp posts, and among the unloading, stood a naval officer wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. The man wore a dress white uniform along with a khaki musette bag hanging from his shoulder. A Filipino stood behind him holding the handle of a steamer trunk with both hands. A sheathed officer’s sword was inserted under the brass-buckled leather straps on the side facing them. The uniformed man saw those on the ship looking down at him. He waved back.

			“Told you; just another stiff-ass ring-knocker,” Fowler said. “And I’ll bet he’s only here for sea time, a free trip to Shanghai, and a chance to earn a medal. That chest looks a bit bare. You don’t get medals while on flag-ship junkets.”

			Hillary waved back to the officer while looking at his own ring finger. “Not all Academy graduates are stiff-ass ring-knockers.”

			“Well,” Fowler said as they watched the officer walk to the gangplank, “you only turned out this well because of me. I slipped you that sour dough on purpose.”

			Hillary replied. “And I almost got my head stove in trying to use them.”

			“See, wasn’t that a good lesson?” Fowler said with a nod, “Now, back to pirate gold.”

			“Here we go again,” Hillary scoffed. “You’re about to tell me a tale some toothless waterfront rummy sold you, and you have it for sure this time: an island that looks like a crouching tiger or the breasts of a woman. There are a thousand islands between here and Shanghai.”

			“Skipper,” Fowler replied. “I got square dope this time. I ran into a Chinese sailor who kept repeating an ancient proverb. Something about the sleeping wise ones. Intrigued by the coded message, I did research and found evidence of what I’ve been told. It matched his proverb, and the island exists on our charts, and it’s only two days out of our way. It’s called Isla de la Muerte. ’Sides, didn’t you study codes at Annapolis?”

			“Some, and I also took academy summer cruises which included port visits to Colombia and Pensacola. Places that also have islands named Isla de la Muerte. Seems back in the olden days, seamen had a habit of getting dead bodies off their ships and under an island’s sand as quick as possible. My point is there will always be an Isla de la Muerte somewhere.”

			“Good,” Fowler said, “and as captain, your job is to show the American flag, help stranded seamen, rescue typhoon victims, and look out for the welfare of American citizens and property. It’s your job to use your discretion.”

			Hillary responded. “Chief, you’re ignoring my point. Anyway, I don’t know anything about Spanish treasure, but that rumor of a hijacked shipment of British gold sovereign coins hidden on a secret island has existed since HMS Rangoon disappeared in 1819. A hundred years ago to the year and month. Even if Ching Shih did seize that vessel, I’ll bet they spent those sovereigns faster than it took to capture the ship. The idea of buried pirate treasure exists only in the minds of writers and readers.”

			“Skipper, I know that gold is still there. On Isla de la Muerte; the Island of the Dead.”

			“If you look at a cloud long enough, you’ll always see the image you’re looking for.”

			“No, Skipper. That cache of gold coins still exists, and we can’t wait that long,” Fowler said. “It could be found anytime now. The Far East is full of lousy characters, and you don’t know who else could be searching for it.”

			“I don’t know about any lousy characters north of here,” Lieutenant Hillary said, flicking his butt over the railing, “but I know I’m looking at one right now.”

			Both the men smiled as they looked down at the officer stepping up to the gangway.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			An eruption of silvery bubbles exploded from the black depths. The outburst reflected the moonlight while the sound of the bursting froth chased itself into the surrounding night. After a minute of disruption, a submarine pushed the torrent aside as it bobbed to the surface leaving only the sound of water running off the deck to disturb the night air. Suddenly, the squeaking of metal replaced the sound of running water. A silent thin, red grin turned into a wide yawn as somebody inside pushed the hatch open. Five dark-clothed figures escaped the aurora of blood-red light welling up from the hatch and as one of them quickly closed the hatch, the others briefly saw his face and the ragged scar across his cheek. After standing, he spoke slowly while observing their surroundings. “Nice work, Captain Vostok.”

			The man who spoke went silent as his eyes fell on the nearly invisible horizon. The only light available came from the partial moon, the vivid stars, and the greenish glow of compass lights, which escaped the windows of the two patrol boats protecting the approaches to the crescent-shaped bay.

			The man who complimented Captain Vostok spoke again. “Now all we have to do is land my raiders and walk up that cliff face.”

			The other eyes on the conning tower turned their attention to the cliff a little more than a hundred yards away. At the top, a forest lined the edge, and everybody saw the peaked roofs and upper windows of a dacha. Just like the patrol boats, the only signs of life were the occasional slits of weak light escaping from behind drawn curtains.

			The man continued speaking while raising one arm. “Let’s go over the plan again. Once we unlimber the boats, we will row to those rocks where we will go ashore.”

			Everybody looked at the bumpy row pointing out from the cliff base.

			“We will then run along the base of the cliff to the staircase. According to the information the countess obtained for us, there are four guards and five officers inside the dacha, but they’ve fallen into a routine.”

			The man dropped his arm as he appraised one of the raiders next to him. While the raider gripped a modern weapon in his hand, the man focused on another weapon inserted into the raider’s canvas web belt. “Sergeant Dooley, is that shingle axe worth its weight?”

			Sergeant Dooley answered. “Major Utkin, this 1881 Stanley never failed me, my father, or his father . . .”

			Major Utkin nodded at the statement before continuing. “What about that Thompson?”

			Dooley responded as he looked at the short-barreled submachine gun in his hand. The weapon, now with short strips of canvas dangling from it, was invented as a trench-clearing weapon, however, its production and issue to frontline troops came too late to see combat. “According to its serial number it’s one of the first ones off the production line, but I’ve had the opportunity to break it in. But you know that. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be here.”

			The major nodded again. “Sergeant, you, and your squad, will go up first, and make your way to the barracks. Allow no troops to interfere with our mission.”

			Dooley, like almost everybody else around him, wore a black wool cap. He also wore his US Army uniform, minus badges, or chevrons. Around his waist, Dooley wore a web belt holstering a .45-caliber pistol along with two magazines, and a sheathed hunting knife. He also wore a musette bag containing two hand grenades, three, thirty-round stick magazines for the Thompson along with an extra drum magazine. Dooley glanced at his hand holding the Thompson and at the trench watch strapped to his wrist. The greenish glow highlighted the black hands, which indicated an hour before midnight. He turned his attention back to the cliff and the metal staircase running diagonally up its face. “No problem, Major,” Dooley said as he enjoyed the cool night and relief from oil-tainted air and cabbage farts. He thanked God that nobody smoked on the submarine. It was claustrophobic enough inside that thing without having thick, smoke-filled air to make the closed-in feeling worse. He also shivered slightly. Although it was early June, the Siberian night air reminded Dooley’s bones of the winter he fought through only months ago.

			“Good,” Major Utkin replied as he turned to face another man. “Lieutenant Gorki, you and your men will stay with myself and the countess. We will follow her into the main building. Process everybody else with your knives. Understood?”

			The man addressed as Lieutenant Gorki held a magazine-fed, automatic rifle with strips of canvas hanging off it just like Dooley’s Thompson. He also wore a pistol belt that holstered a revolver and a sheathed Russian trench fighting knife. Dooley knew what Utkin meant by the word “process” as he had seen the young officer, and his men, sharpen the stiletto-bladed knives nightly since he boarded the submarine. He felt sorry for whoever would be on the receiving end of those vicious blades and enclosed jaw-breaking grips.

			Gorki looked at the major’s scarred face as he answered. “Process them. Da.”

			Accepting the response, Utkin turned to the smallest figure among their group. “Countess Tolstoy, your task is to let your cousin know we are here to rescue her. Again, are you sure we can trust your informant, and are you sure she will be hiding where you said she’ll be?”

			The eyes of the men towering over the countess waited for a response. Like most of the men, she wore a black wool watch cap. Although she tried to stuff as much of her blond hair under it as she could, some still leaked out. Her small frame was further diminished by her oversized Russian army blouse and trousers. She reminded Dooley of a Mary Pickford drama where the actress played a tragic character too young to understand her dire circumstances and who only sought some sort of rescue. Like in the drama, the sudden turmoil of the October Coup in 1917, the downfall of the Imperial family, and the subsequent Revolution still eating at the Russian soul betrayed the chaos on her young face. Dooley felt sorry for the countess.

			Countess Tolstoy responded. “Again, I would like to thank you for your efforts to rescue my cousin, Major Utkin. And yes, I believe our informant is trustworthy. Before the Revolution, he was a landed gentleman and my family relied on him, and his father and his father before him, to oversee the property during the non-summer months. Now, he is but a lowly manager of a state-owned farm. Yes, his information can be trusted as he would want to return to the way they used to be. There is no reason to mistrust him.”

			Major Utkin chuckled.

			“I said something amusing, Major?” she asked.

			“No, you didn’t,” he responded. “It is nineteen-nineteen now, and everything in Russia is state owned. Even mistrust is a state-owned commodity.”

			She nodded while continuing. “He was the one who informed me, through the post, that the duchess had been abducted from Shanghai by Reds two months ago and taken to this place for safekeeping, but for what, I do not know. We have all heard the rumors of precious stones cached on the property. A hoard the Reds never had a chance to seize. Perhaps her abduction might have something to do with that.”

			The countess paused as she looked up at the major. “Do you think her presence will help restore Imperial Russia? Will she be accepted by all Russians?”

			“I understand your concerns,” replied Utkin, “and yes. She may not have been part of the inner circle, but she was in line to inherit the throne. Her freedom in Shanghai would allow her to gather an audience, which is why the Reds had to get her away from Shanghai. I and my men will rescue your cousin, along with the means necessary to restore the rightful monarchy. I am thankful you allowed me to convince you of this plan. I hate to think of what would have happened if you ended up relying on that trash in Shanghai. Those men call themselves patriots for the Tsar but are simply rabble with rotten teeth, big mouths, and slack backbones who fight for ignorant Chinese warlords. Only to waste their pay in the bars and brothels of an uncivilized city. We will end this mission on our terms and ensure the duchess is retrieved from what you describe as a fairy-tale house.”

			“This estate was designed many years ago by a Bavarian craftsman,” the countess continued. Together, he and my granduncle built a home with internal mysteries. The duchess and I discovered many of them as children, so if the diamonds were hidden there, she will find them.”

			“Good,” Major Utkin replied. “We don’t want to alert the soldiers by killing the generator. Its silence would be quite deafening. That said, do you still believe there is no electricity provided for the barracks?”

			She answered, “The informant said the only modern fixture is a telephone.”

			Utkin, who returned his attention to the cliff, responded, “Based on your informant’s information, I know the officer in charge, and he truly is a useless dullard. However, even bores know a visible telephone wire leading to the only source of assistance is the first thing an attacker will take care of. So, we can assume that there is a line buried in the ground leaving the exposed line as a decoy. In either case, Sergeant Dooley’s men will take care of that wire and remain ready for any opposition. We will be on our way back to Shanghai before survivors can alarm headquarters in Vladivostok.”

			Utkin paused. “And the patrol boats have no wireless radio? No deck guns?”

			She nodded. “He said that the guards take turns on the boats, and all they have are rifles, a pair of old machine weapons, and flare guns.”

			Countess Tolstoy finished as she turned her eyes up to the American sergeant. Their eyes met and remained on each other for a second.

			“Good,” Utkin said as he turned his eyes back to the submarine officer. “Captain Vostok, once we launch our boats, station a man there with a Lewis gun and extra magazines.”

			“Da,” Captain Vostok replied as he adjusted the bill of his naval officer’s peaked cap.

			“Excellent,” Utkin answered as he bent to the hatch at their feet, cracking it enough to give a quiet order. Dooley again noticed that the dull, red light illuminated the scar on Utkin’s cheek.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			As they practiced during their transit from Shanghai to the Siberian-Russian coast, the raiders inside the submarine climbed out of the fore and aft deck hatches, attacked the lashings securing the upside-down wooden boats to the deck, and flipped them over before easing them into the water. While the tiller in each boat would be manned by a submariner, Major Utkin, Lieutenant Gorki, and six other men, armed with Fedorov Avtomats, with their twenty-five-round box magazines slung over their backs and pistols and knives hanging from web belts, slid into the boats. Countess Tolstoy followed them into the boat.

			Sergeant Dooley, with his squad, slid into their own boat and paddled ashore. While Dooley was armed with his Thompson and his squad carried automatic rifles slung over their backs, one man, Morda, was armed differently. In the bilge, at the man’s feet, lay a Lewis machine gun complete with a mounted bipod and an attached ninety-seven round pan magazine. A Russian army musette bag, filled with more pan magazines, lay next to the Lewis gun. As a veteran infantryman Dooley knew it took more than one soldier to operate and carry the Lewis, while keeping it armed and functioning. Despite its length and weight, Dooley noted throughout their training, Morda had no problem handling the machine gun. The only other weapon Morda carried was a wooden-handled entrenching tool. During their transit north, Morda spent his time, when not reading, sharpening its blade and oiling the short handle.

			In just a few minutes, the prows of the wooden boats ground into the sand on either side of the rocks. Dropping his paddle, Dooley unslung his Thompson and leaped over the gunwales onto the line of rocks. His squad followed as he raced over the rocks to the base of the cliff. Once there, he ran to the wrought iron staircase noting its disrepair. The moonlight revealed missing sections of balusters poking out of the sand like soldiers standing at attention on a winding palace staircase.

			Without missing a stride, Dooley prayed silently as he bounded onto the steps, the barrel of his Thompson leading the way. His men followed. While wearing their old army field uniforms and carrying modern military weapons, they all wore shoes Utkin secured from a sport shop in the British section of Shanghai. Popular with tennis enthusiasts, the athletic shoes were made from canvas and had rubber gum crepe soles. They were a grand replacement for the clunky boots and leg wraps Dooley wore in the army. Dooley listened to the soft padding of feet as his men climbed the metal staircase behind him while feeling the staircase shift under their weight.

			It took a minute to reach the top of the rusting staircase. Spread about in front of them was what had once a splendid yard with manicured hedges and trees surrounding a fine home. Now, the hedges grew in disarray and dead leaves, twigs, and branches littered the grounds. Centered on the lawn behind the hedges, was a multi-story ornate summer home built of stone and topped with curved ceramic tiles. The moonlight glistened on the hedges and fairy-tale-like roof. The setting reminded Dooley of the villages he saw in the story books his mother read to him as a child. All that was missing were patches of snow at the base of chimneys and icicles hanging from windowsills. The droning of a hidden generator wafted over the roof of the structure.

			“Go down that path, Sergeant Dooley,” Countess Tolstoy said, slightly out of breath. She and the others had just arrived. Her extended arm pointed to a path bordering a lengthy hedge. “It will lead you to the corner of the main house where you can access the telephone wire. Follow it to the barracks.”

			Dooley turned to look at his squad. Like him, they were in their late teens or barely into their twenties, but their faces told him they were ready to fight. Dooley and his men started down the path. Shortly, they reached the lane, which led through the trees to the barracks housing a company of infantry. Dooley slowed and looked at the man next to him. “Corporal Mashka?”

			The young man smiled, revealing sound teeth. “Let’s skedaddle.”

			Skedaddle? That wasn’t exactly what the word meant. Dooley stepped out to run past the row of telephone poles guarding the lane. Time for another English lesson.

			Corporal Mashka turned to the men behind him and signaled with his arm. They all followed Dooley in a double-time gait down the lane.

			As they approached to where the lane pierced the tree line, Dooley watched for any threat ahead as he thought about the man behind him. He also thought back to the last few days aboard that submarine, and his reason for being on the grounds of a dilapidated Russian summer home as a nineteen-year-old ex-soldier.

			Major Utkin assigned Mashka to be Dooley’s interpreter since Mashka spoke some English, but the corporal was much more. Every night, when the submarine surfaced to recharge their batteries, Mashka was always next to Dooley during their raider drills, from swimming to firearm practice. He took delight practicing with Dooley’s Thompson and army-issue pistol, even in disassembling and cleaning the weapons he used. Meanwhile, he used his time with Dooley to improve his English and learn more Brooklyn slang. It was as if the young corporal was trying to be just like Dooley. One last drill, overseen by Utkin, involved close combat. The raiders lunged at each other and parried blows as if they were fit men belonging to a prestigious ludus and overseen by a scarred lanista. One who stood on the sands of the Colosseum.

			While completing their nightly drills, Dooley had taken the time to watch Utkin practice with his 1895-model Nagant revolver and its huge silencer. From his experience, Dooley knew that silencers were a recent invention and did not work with revolvers. Curious as to why this almost one-foot-long, steel tube was able to substantially mute the sound of the Nagant and cancel the muzzle flash, he asked Utkin about it. The Russian officer responded with pride.

			“Even though this handgun is of Belgium design, the Tsar’s military leaders contracted for its construction, and, by accident, incorporated a gas-seal configuration in the revolver’s cylinder allowing for the addition of a silencer. My engineers completed its construction using my designs.”

			Dooley also thought about one of his favorite authors H.G. Wells where Utkin’s combination could have found a place in one of the author’s narratives as a futuristic space weapon. Dooley told himself Major Dmitri Utkin is one character that any person should come to fear.

			That said, the nightly drills were a welcome diversion from the boredom of the transit, as Dooley had no duties. He spent most of his time watching the submarine’s crew operate the vessel, seamen whose stature allowed for easier movement as compared to the bigger, embarked raiders. Watching the seamen, he was amazed at how much had to be done at the same time by so many people to make sure the submarine both surfaced and submerged safely. Having an affinity for fishing Dooley, during their nightly drills, also watched the submarine’s cook troll for fish catching mostly tuna and mackerel. Dooley also appreciated the young cook’s abilities when it came to preparing excellent tuna steaks.

			Bringing his mind back to where the lane cut through the tree line, Dooley saw the forest along the right side. On the left side of the road, occupying an open area and backed by the cliff, was a single-story wooden building with one main entrance on the side facing them. On either side of the double wooden door windows ran the length of the structure. Their panes were shut, and curtains drawn. No lights leaked out. He sniffed at the still night. No harsh Russian tobacco tainted the cool air. Nor did he spot the red glow of a cigarette through the branches.

			The building ran diagonally across the open area and, just as he and his squad planned, the men dispersed to their positions. Only Dooley and Morda, with his Lewis machine gun, remained where they stood. This position allowed a view of the front of the barracks. Dooley watched as the big Russian kneeled to set up his Lewis gun and ready his extra magazines. He put his entrenching tool on the ground next to the machine gun. The automatic weapon was developed to be used against humans running across no-man’s-land or against canvas-covered, wooden-framed airplanes, but with enough pan magazines, those bullets could chew their way through any obstacle, including thick wooden doors of the barracks. Seeing that the front was covered, Dooley turned and ran to the north end of the barracks.

			He followed the edge of the open ground to the corner of the building where the slightly drooping telephone wire connected to the low-pitched roof. Pulling out his shingle axe, he reached up and caught the wire with a v-notch at the bottom of the implement’s blade. It fell noiselessly to the ground, and he moved away from the building to complete the circle around the barracks. With a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree arc of fire, everybody settled in to wait for the next event.

			Taking his weapon off safety, Dooley lay prone on the damp grass and listened. The night was still, and all that could be heard was the soft hum of the generator muffled by the maze of hedges and lines of trees. Thanks to the moonlight Dooley could see the parade area in front of the barracks and behind it, four long wooden tables where the soldiers could relax when off duty. There was a wooden stand with a line of tin washbasins and water pitchers. Lastly, four small wooden structures occupied the space between the washstand and the trees. A stack of firewood reached halfway up the wall of the one closest to Dooley with a tree stump pinching that stack in place. An axe blade was sunk into the flat surface of the stump. Above the stacked wood he saw a half-moon shape cut into the wall. Having been assigned to latrine duty, he knew what those shacks were for.

			As Dooley took in the view with the barrel of his submachine gun pointed at a barracks full of people he did not know, he deliberated his reasons for being on the periphery of the ex-Russian Empire. Though the adventure of the mission thrilled him he hated to think about what he might be forced to do. He also thought about what Utkin had meant by not only rescuing a possible candidate for the imperial throne but also the means necessary to do so. A cache of diamonds? Dooley sighed and focused on the rear double door of the barracks.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			As they watched Dooley’s squad quietly vanish into the darkness, Utkin turned to the countess and told her to lead the way. She nodded and followed a path bordered by ragged hedges that led toward the estate’s main building at the edge of an area once home to a children’s playground and a stage for entertainment. Now, everything was in disrepair. The area was covered in weeds, and broken parts of carousel horses reigned over the playground. Half the stage was missing, probably used for firewood.

			Crossing the open area, they entered through what was once a grand garden doorway, now closed off with army blankets. At the foot of the door, the blank stare of a pony’s head, lying on its side, along with a wide grin revealing a huge set of wooden teeth, greeted them. Countess Tolstoy pushed the blankets aside.

			Inside, Major Utkin and the others found themselves in a large room that was now just a shell of its previous opulence. Now dingy and broken, all that remained were remnants of wood paneling and trim, along with patches of plaster and white paint adhering to the rough-cut stones. Leading away from the spacious room were hallways and a winding staircase that led to the second floor where the duchess was housed. All Utkin’s men unsheathed their knives, and most of them headed down the darkened hallways. Gorki and one of his men took to the winding staircase with the countess and the major following.

			While other blankets covered the windows of the estate, enough celestial light leaked in to welcome their arrival to the second floor. They walked down one of the hallways with the countess in the lead and stopped in front of one room that still had a door. The countess turned to look at Utkin. He nodded as she turned and quietly tapped the door with her knuckles four times in slow succession. After the fourth tap, the countess pushed the door open with her fingers. The door lock and handle once in place were now gone. As with anything else in the house of even the smallest value, the door hardware found a useful home elsewhere.

			Behind her, Utkin pushed aside a hanging blanket and looked at the bed and the two people covered with warm-looking bedding. Letting the blanket fall back into place behind him, Utkin stepped to the side of the bed. Standing over one of the sleeping men, he used his thumb to pull back the pistol’s hammer, rotating the cylinder. The clicking woke a man with a pudgy face and receding hairline. His eyes opened slowly, and his one long eyebrow furrowed as his eyes struggled to adjust to the dim light leaking into the room. “Dmitri? What are you doing here?”

			At the same time, the second form in the bed turned over as well. The young man also looked confused. “Yuri? What is happening? Who is he?”

			“Oh, hello, Yuri,” Utkin said quietly. “Sorry to wake you, chum.”

			Still confused, the man addressed as Yuri brought a hand up to rub his eyes. “I thought you were on your way to . . . Wait. Why are you here? I thought you were with Comintern?”

			The men in the bed now saw the revolver and the attached silencer. The major brought his arm up and pointed the silencer at Yuri’s forehead. “I know you will understand.”

			The man’s eyes widened, and a look of horror took over his face. “Why?”

			Utkin answered with the squeeze of his finger. The hollow thud of the shot was followed by a dull crack as the back of Yuri’s head exploded against his partner’s face. Before the man could scream, Utkin re-aimed and pulled the trigger one more time. The major turned from the bed and saw the countess standing in the doorway holding the blanket out of her way. He saw her shocked look.

			“You said that you knew that man,” she said with a shaking voice. “Yet you shot him like he was nothing?”

			“He always was nothing but a useless Bolshevik. Now, let us call out your cousin,” Utkin said as he calmly lowered his pistol.

			Shaken by the killing, the countess turned back to the room with the now open door. She stepped in with Utkin behind her. “Olga, it is me.”

			Both looked into the darkened room. They heard nothing, and all they could see was an unmade bed with a thin mattress, ragged sheet, and an equally shabby army blanket. The only other fixture was an escritoire with a mirror and a wooden chair in front of it. Around the escritoire, on the wooden-planked floor, were scraps of fancy or frill cloth.

			“Olga,” Countess Tolstoy said with a bit more emphasis.

			After a long second, both Utkin and the countess heard the distant click of a metal latch and the sound of a door being slid back revealing the inside of the built-in wardrobe. In the open frame stood a woman who appeared to be a bit older than the countess’s nineteen years and a bit bigger in frame but just as pretty with an innocent face and silky blond hair. The duchess, who seemed to struggle to hold herself straight, wore her hair drawn into a severe bun, a gown that reached to the floor, and an unbuttoned army blouse over the ballroom dress. In each hand, she held leather hatboxes with brass hinges and snap locks. Lastly, she wore what looked like a horse collar around her neck. But as his eyes adjusted, Utkin realized what it really was.

			“Zeta!” sighed Olga. “I can’t believe it’s you!”

			The sound of Olga’s heels striking the planked flooring thundered in the darkness, and the hard sound gave the major pause to think. One nice pair of shoes to wear while trying to make an escape. He then thought about the item wrapped around her neck. He smiled.

			Olga, still carrying her load, nuzzled her head into her cousin’s neck and responded with a relieved sigh. “Oh, Zeta.”

			“I am sorry, but . . .” Utkin spoke as he holstered his pistol. The silencer protruded out the bottom of the leather holster almost reaching his knee. “We must leave now.”

			The two women separated, and the duchess held out the hatboxes.

			Utkin grabbed them, and as he did, Gorki stepped up to the door behind him.

			“We’ve processed everyone on the second and third floors,” Gorki said, as he turned and pushed aside the blanket hanging in the doorway. He looked at the forms in the bed. “He was always a useless pig, but now he and that whore next to him accounts for everybody.”

			The three people in the room joined Gorki in the hallway. It was there when they saw the knife in Gorki’s right hand. They also saw blood splayed across his face.

			“Good work, Lieutenant,” Utkin said. “And you are right. He was always useless alive, but now, he just became unbelievably valuable.”

			Without another word, the four of them stepped down the hallway with Utkin in the lead and Olga and Zeta holding each other’s arms. Olga still wore the horse-collar-looking thing around her neck, and Utkin and Gorki could hear the rustle of her clothing. They also heard the thumping of her heels against the wooden floor.

			They stopped at the balcony overlooking the large room. The men assigned to the first floor gathered below them. Like Gorki, they all carried bloodied knives in their hands. One of them looked up at Utkin. “One of Reds was awake. He got on the telephone, but I took care of him before he said anything.”

			A smile came to Utkin’s face. “Now it is time to see if our American can earn his five hundred dollars and pass muster.”

			Gorki replied as he sheathed his knife. “We shall see.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			The muted ring of a telephone inside the barracks destroyed the silence of the cold night air outside. It rang only once.

			“Shit! There was an underground wire,” Dooley cursed as he tightened his grip. At the same time, he saw weak lights fill the cracks and holes in the curtains. The sound of confused voices followed. Dooley aimed down the barrel of his rag-wrapped submachine gun while thinking about the men inside. He prayed silently. Please Lord, I don’t know those men from Adam.

			It finally came. An explosion of machine gun fire ripped the night apart. Though he could not see the carnage directly, Dooley heard the lead from both Morda’s Lewis gun and two Fedorov rifles tear into flesh, glass, and wood. He envisioned men, half-dressed and carrying bolt-action rifles, spilling out the front door of the barracks and into withering fire. The burst from the Lewis gun outlasted the short bursts from the Fedorov rifles, but both were accompanied by the screams of men being mowed down. Dooley took his eyes from the rear door of the barracks long enough to look over the peaked roof. The orange-yellowish muzzle flashes interrupted the moonlight.

			After what sounded like the death of many men, everything went quiet except for the screams of the wounded who either lay in the grass or made it back inside. Dooley refocused and watched the rear doors which snapped open within two seconds. The feeble lights silhouetted shadows spilling out. Just as Dooley envisioned the distraught men were either half dressed in uniforms or wore long underwear and boots, but all carried bolt-action rifles. Dooley pressed harder on the trigger, lowering the barrel, and the weapon bucked against his shoulder. Rounds tore at the dirt under the mob’s feet. As Dooley finished a short burst, the men scrambled over each other trying to get back through the open doorway. The doors, though, were slammed shut leaving two men outside. The men screamed and hammered at the doors with their fists. Their panic, however, was cut short as bullets from Mashka’s automatic ripped into them from the side. Both died instantly.

			Dooley let go of his Thompson long enough to reach into his musette bag and grab a hand grenade, his second to the last one. He pulled the pin and threw it toward the rear doors. The grenade exploded in a brilliant flash, and fragments lashed at the wooden wall and windowpanes. Seeing someone peeking out the now pane-less window, he grabbed his pistol and fired it six times at the window, emptying the magazine. The man’s face disappeared and the lighting inside the barracks went out, followed by a deathly silence.

			Dooley reloaded his pistol and grabbed his submachine gun. Surprised the old grenade still worked, he hoped it would convince those inside that any attempt to exit the building would be met with gunfire. They stayed put.

			Waiting for Utkin’s signal, the seconds vanished one tick at a time, and, after a good number of ticks, the distant shrill of a whistle ripped away the silence. A burst of gunfire from Mashka’s position replaced the shrill of the whistle, and Dooley heard the rounds tear into the wood walls of the building. Another burst of automatic gunfire also tore into the barracks. It came from the man positioned between Mashka and Morda. Dooley then heard Morda unload his magazine into it as well. One by one, Dooley’s squad emptied the magazines inserted in their weapons as they peeled off to form an organized withdrawal.

			Finally, it was Dooley’s turn. He stood and, with the Thompson at waist level, pulled his trigger, splaying the side of the barracks with forty-five caliber slugs. Once empty, he detached the drum magazine from the weapon, and placed it into the musette bag. He was about to pull one of the stick magazines from his canvas web belt, but the door of the latrine closest to him slammed open. Dooley looked up in time to see a balding man, wearing long underwear and army boots, bolt from it.

			Only three yards away, the man turned and ran straight at Dooley, yanking the axe from the stump as he did. After months of fighting in Russia, instinct controlled Dooley’s next move. Dropping his weapon, he pulled his shingle hammer-axe from his belt and raised it above his head while leaning into the assault. The man saw the shingle axe and did the same with his axe. Unfortunately, he didn’t see Dooley pull his knife from its sheath. As they collided, Dooley drove it into his gut.

			Blood squirted all over Dooley’s hand. The man grunted in response, and Dooley saw the shocked look on his face only inches away. At the same time, Dooley brought the hammer end of the shingle axe down on the man’s skull. Dooley heard the man’s skull crack. He looked into the man’s wide eyes. “Damn you!” he cried. “You should’ve stayed on the crapper!”

			Pulling the blade from the Russian’s guts, Dooley stood back, letting him collapse on his own. Sheathing his bladed weapons, Dooley cursed the body while wiping his hand on his trousers. He turned to collect his Thompson, which he quickly reloaded with a stick magazine as he ran to join his squad and yelling out, “The rest of you better stay put!”

			Dooley rounded the northern end of the barracks and ran to the tree line encircling the summer home. As he did, he saw a dozen bodies strewn about in front of the shredded barracks. Reaching the trees, he saw Mashka kneeling with his Fedorov pointing at the barracks. Dooley ran past him and down the road, passing the rest of his squad who were spaced about ten yards apart and doing the same as Mashka. Once Dooley passed the last man in line, he ran for another ten yards and stopped, kneeled, and raised his weapon pointing it back down the road. The men of his squad repeated the leapfrog retreat. After the last man, Mashka, passed their leader, Dooley stood, but a ragged volley of rifle fire forced him to duck. He heard Mashka grunt as he did. He also heard bullets whistling over his own head. Twirling around with his Thompson held at waist level, he saw figures running down the road. They stopped to work their rifle bolts.

			“Dooley!” The corporal grunted behind him.

			Hearing Mashka’s plea as he struggled to get to his feet, Dooley raised the submachine gun to his shoulder. He peered down the barrel at the men raising their rifles at the same time. They stood twenty yards in front of his muzzle.

			“Bastards!” Dooley cursed loudly as he pulled his trigger. “I told you to stay put!”

			The submachine gun roared, and the muzzle flash blocked out the line of Russians in front of Dooley. He heard the screams of men over the blast of the weapon. After emptying the stick magazine, he cursed his pursuers again while slinging the weapon over his head. Turning around he reached to pull Mashka to his feet and throw him over his shoulder in a firefighter’s carry. At the same time, the others in the squad, still kneeling in their firing positions, allowed Dooley to pass them. The three men waited for any others who might prove to be brave but foolish soldiers. No one followed.

			Dooley ran hard, but even though he had been a combat soldier for the last year, it felt as if his lungs were on fire, while sweat streamed down his face. Unable to wipe away the stinging wetness, Dooley ran off the road and onto the path that led to the cliff. Without realizing it, he came around the corner of the hedge and faced Utkin and the others grouped at the cliff face.

			“It’s Mashka,” Dooley exhaled while bending to let the man slip off his shoulder.

			Two raiders from Utkin’s squad stepped forward to lay Mashka to the ground. Utkin and Gorki leaned over to look at Mashka’s face and at the blood saturating the uniform blouse.

			The corporal answered Gorki’s look by quietly and painfully pointing at his chest.

			Utkin stood and said something to the two men. They immediately picked up Mashka and walked him toward the staircase.

			Utkin turned to Dooley. “Anybody else in your squad wounded?”

			“They’re fighting a delaying action.”

			Just as Dooley finished his words, his squad suddenly appeared, all out of breath. Morda carried up the rear. The big Russian held his Lewis gun firmly in one hand and his unsheathed entrenching tool in the other. By now, the moon had become brighter, and Dooley noticed the sharpened steel of Morda’s entrenching tool was dulled by a coat of dark liquid.

			While Dooley waited for his men to file down the stairs on the cliff face, he saw the woman they came to rescue. She was a bit bigger than Countess Tolstoy, several years older, and too overdressed for the occasion. He also noticed what looked like a horse collar hanging around her neck. But after a second, he realized what it really was. It was a toilet seat.

			Suddenly, a burst of gunfire erupted from behind a nearby hedge, and the woman screamed as everybody heard bullets thud into her back. She fell forward and the toilet seat around her neck flew over her head. Both thudded heavily against the ground. The countess screamed. “Olga, no!”

			Everybody else dropped to their knees and Gorki’s men emptied their box magazines into the hedge. Once the last shot was fired, two of Gorki’s men threw themselves into the hedge.

			“I thought we accounted for everybody,” Gorki stated. “That slut in Yuri’s bed must have thrown off the tally.”

			“Apparently so,” Utkin responded as he kept his attention on the duchess.

			The countess, bent over the body of the duchess, sobbed and repeated Olga’s name over and over. But the countess stopped when she heard her cousin moan. Like a revenant, Olga pushed herself up from the ground and stood. Falling into the arms of her cousin, everybody was amazed at the woman’s survival.

			The popping sound of a red flare disrupted their stunned silence. Everybody’s eyes followed the rising arch of the flare. It came from one of the patrol boats. The running lights of both patrol boats were now switched on. However, the twinkle of the boat lights was met with a stream of tracer bullets from the Lewis gun on the submarine’s conning tower.

			The men who entered the hedge reappeared with one of them holding his rifle along with an automatic machine pistol. Dooley remembered seeing the type of pistol before. It was more fitting for an officer to wear while sitting for a portrait as its frail construction reduced its combat effectiveness.

			Utkin, still carrying the hatboxes, saw the pistol and turned to his men. “Gorki, collect the toilet seat and take the lead. Morda, stow your entrenching tool and escort the countess. The rest of you follow them. Duchess, you stay with me.”

			The group turned toward the stair landing at the cliff and followed Gorki after he scooped up the toilet seat and looped it around his neck. Utkin and the duchess followed the rest. Dooley was about a quarter of the way down the staircase when he heard a spine-chilling scream and turned to look over his shoulder just as the duchess and her bulky dress dropped past his eyes. She screamed nonstop while clawing at the air. A second later, her body drove itself into the sand.

			The countess screamed unintelligibly, and everybody raced down the steps of the staircase, forgetting about its deteriorated condition. Reaching the beach, they ran to the form. Countess Tolstoy reached out for her cousin, but Morda held her back. Everybody else stood around the duchess, and in the moonlight, they saw she had been impaled by three stair balusters.

			“I do not know what happened,” Utkin stated. “She was standing right next to me, then suddenly fell over the side. It must have been her shoes.”

			Utkin stopped to look at his lieutenant. “Gorki, Collect the duchess. Everybody to the boats. Dooley, give us cover.”

			At sea, the uneven gunfight between the submarine and patrol boats ravaged on.

			Morda, carrying his Lewis machine gun crooked under one arm, forcibly escorted the hysterical young woman toward the boats. The others followed. Meanwhile, Dooley raised the barrel of his Thompson and pointed it at the edge of the cliff while keeping an eye on Gorki. The Russian lieutenant adjusted the toilet seat around his neck before stooping to collect the woman’s body. Before he did though, he saw Gorki inspect one of the balusters sticking through her torso. Dooley thought he saw Gorki pick something off the end of the three-foot pipe, look at it, and throw it on the sand.

			Helluva time to be worried about a piece of gore, Dooley thought.

			Gorki seemed to fidget with the back of the duchess’s dress for a few seconds before inserting his arms under the body to lift it off the balusters. Once free, he folded the body over his shoulder and turned toward the boat where his men waited for him. Dooley remained as the last man on the beach.

			Listening to the firefight between the patrol boats and the submarine behind him, Dooley walked backward while keeping his barrel pointed at the cliff line and his eyes on the sand around him. In doing so, he saw one of the woman’s shoes laying several feet from where she landed. For some reason, he side-stepped over to the shoe. It looked like a type of fashionable, but practical, shoe that he had seen in magazines. He didn’t remember the heel being that big in the photos, though. He stooped to pick it up and secured it in his musette bag, while looking around to see what else might have fallen off her body. As he did, he saw something sparkle in the sand next to where the shoe landed. Just as he bent over to see what it was, rifle fire from the top of the cliff changed his mind. With bullets punching into the sand around his feet, he emptied his magazine into the cliff top. Morda fired a burst over Dooley’s head, and at the cliff, as Dooley ran past him. The other two raiders, with their paddles in hand and the steersman holding onto the tiller, waited for Dooley and Morda. The gunshots from the cliff stopped, Dooley threw his weapon into the boat, and climbed over the gunwale. At the same time, he saw that the other boat was already at the submarine.

			Paddling hard, Dooley and his men backed away from the beach and made quick time to the submarine. It seemed to take only a minute before the steersman turned the tiller landing alongside the submarine’s hull just aft of the conning tower. Morda dropped his paddle and grabbed at the bowline, throwing the other end to a man on the deck. The man held the line so Dooley, and the others who quickly slung their weapons over their shoulders, could pull themselves up to the deck. As his men squeezed themselves into the deck hatch, Dooley reviewed the results of the gun battle between the submarine and the patrol boats. Both boats were burning, and he heard the screams of the survivors as they jumped into the cold water.

			Looking up he saw both Utkin and Vostok standing next to the machine gunner who had ceased firing his weapon but pointed the barrel to the boats rubbing against the hull. The man holding their lines let go and ran to the open the hatchway forward of the conning tower.

			Dooley felt the vibration of the submarine’s diesel engines and heard the swishing of water at the stern. The Lewis gunner fired into the boats and, as bullets chewed into the bilges of the wooden boats, Dooley stepped over to the hatch and started to slide down the ladder but stopped with his head and shoulders still outside the submarine. The shooting stopped as the submarine picked up speed and glided between the two burning patrol boats.

			Dooley felt a warming kiss on both cheeks, while listening to men screaming in the frigid water. He wondered why the gunner did not finish those men off. It would be more humane than letting them drown or freeze to death. Leaving the carnage, he continued down the ladder and thought maybe working at Pop’s wagon repair shop in Brooklyn wouldn’t be such a bad idea.

		

	
		
			Chapter 6

			Dooley landed on the deck plates of the crew’s aft sleeping compartment. Now, that the raiders no longer needed their night vision, the crew switched off the red lights and turned on the white lights. The brilliance stabbed at Dooley’s eyes. Wiping sweat from his eyes, he looked at his surroundings.

			While the submarine was one hundred and fifty feet long, the inside was sixteen feet at its widest point, and that was amidships at the control room. Having never been aboard a submarine before this week, Dooley was amazed at how much machinery, brass piping, copper tubing, valves, gauges, and wiring were shoved into such a narrow tube. That didn’t even include everything needed to house and feed a crew of thirty-five. This compartment, like all the others, was crammed with only the essentials: a place to sleep and stow personal gear, a toilet closet with barely enough room to close the door once occupied by one man, and an office cubicle stuffed with a desk, wireless radio, typewriter, and book-filled shelf.

			Dooley noted the radio turned off and its headset hanging from the mouthpiece. The operator was busy with another mouthpiece, that being the Lewis gun on the conning tower. To one side of the radio was a typewriter and a booklet written by the current American president, Woodrow Wilson. Squeezed between the radio room-slash-office cubical and forward bulkhead was the aft toilet closet. He saw the door ajar, and one raider bent over the sink scrubbing his face. The man’s field blouse hung from a hook, and his build pressed against the sweat-soaked undershirt.

			Turning to look through the hatch piercing the aft bulkhead, he saw two young men wearing clean coveralls, one lubricating an exposed rocker arm moving up and down with the pistons inside the cylinder. The angled pieces reminded Dooley of the crabs he saw at Coney Island. The other man watched a gauge panel in front of one the engines. Both engineers, small in stature and with close haircuts, reminded Dooley of technicians he saw on the cover of motorcar magazines.

			Turning his attention from the engineers, Dooley pulled the sling of his Thompson over his head and stooped through the hatch leading into the crowded control room. A wooden chart table ran the length of the portside of the compartment. Rolled-up charts were stacked like firewood underneath, and a shelf stuffed with books, manuals, and atlases above, a few of which Dooley perused through during their transit north. The man who held the bowlines of the boats stood next to the table in front of an open logbook, with a pencil in his hand. Other men, including the submarine’s only other officer, either stood or sat at their stations, watching over the myriad of gauges, valves, and equipment needed to control the submarine. Taking up the center of the packed room was the periscope, in its lowered position and a ladder leading to the conning tower above them. Dooley squeezed around both and stood next to the officer who was about the same age as Gorki. This officer, though, wore dungarees and a naval officer’s cap.

			All the submariners were waiting for their next order, and Dooley waited just like them. After a few seconds of listening to the marine diesels behind him, he looked up and into the hatch next to his head. Just as he did, Vostok’s face filled the open hatch and barked out new orders in Russian.

			The submarine officer responded with what sounded like a repeat of the order while looking at the flush-mounted gyrocompass in front of the helmsman. The helmsman responded by turning the large wheel slightly while keeping his eyes on the white-faced dial. The long, black needle settled on one-eight-zero degrees.

			We’re heading due south, Dooley told himself as he pictured an atlas map of the Sea of Japan in his head. The Siberian coast would soon be behind them leaving the submarine pinched between Japan and the Korean Peninsula. His picturing of the Sea of Japan was disturbed by a metal clanking sound. Dooley turned in time to see the Lewis gun being lowered into the compartment by a length of rope. The man standing next to the ballast tank valves reached out to collect the weapon. Untying it, he cradled in in one arm while opening the door to a locker. At the same time, Utkin, then Vostok, slid down the ladder.

			Vostok said something in Russian to the officer before turning to Dooley. Like most of the crew and raiders, the other officer did not speak or understand English. Only Utkin, Vostok, Gorki, Mashka, and Countess Tolstoy understood and spoke at least some English.

			“Well, Sergeant,” Vostok said with a smile. “I see the legionnaire’s fire in your eyes. Are you glad that the Major sought you out in Shanghai?”

			Dooley looked at the captain while pulling the watch cap from his head and feeling a diminishing knot as he did. To Dooley, the sixty-year-old officer with his white peaked cap and manicured beard reminded him of Captain Nemo of the Nautilus. Dooley wiped the sweat from his forehead with the watch cap. “Nothing wrong with a little adventure, but he still owes me the south half of five hundred bucks, which I assume will be waiting for me in Shanghai.”

			Dooley paused before speaking again. “What about Mashka?”

			Vostok was about to speak again but Utkin interrupted.

			“Sergeant, you will get your money, but meanwhile, go wash up, have a cup of wine, and get some sleep. Do not worry about the corporal. He is of sound body, and Lieutenant Gorki is not your simple barrack doctor capable of only doling out expectorants and lancing boils.”

			Before Dooley could respond, Utkin turned to Vostok. “What is our plan of action?”

			Vostok answered quickly. “We will remain on the surface until dawn so our diesels can get us out of this area as fast as possible. At dawn we will submerge and continue south on battery power. We should be out of the Sea of Japan before noon and, barring any encounters with the Japanese Navy, we will change course and head southwest for Shanghai.”

			“I agree,” Utkin said. “It is assumed that the company guarding the duchess will send out a radiotelegraph message concerning this submarine. It can also be assumed that the Japanese will intercept such a message and will not be happy about an unflagged submarine operating in the Sea of Japan. Even the United States Navy is not allowed to operate a lowly destroyer in these waters without their permission.”

			Vostok chimed in while looking at both men, “Since we do not have to conduct our raider drills, the transit back to Shanghai will be quicker. Dooley, do as the major says.”

			Realizing how thirsty he was, Dooley dropped his shoulders while saluting with the muzzle of his Thompson. Lowering the barrel, he stooped to enter the hatch leading into the forward compartments. Careful to not hit his head on a valve again, he straightened up on the other side and looked at his trench watch. It was just past midnight.

			Looking forward to cleaning up a bit, he looked to his sides. Next to his left shoulder was the captain’s stateroom, now closed off with blue curtains. Dooley listened to the quiet sobbing on the other side. During their transit, it was where the countess stayed, leaving only for the toilet, to get food or tea from the cook, or to enjoy fresh air while watching the nightly drills. She was back in that room again and still alone. Next to his right shoulder was the other stateroom, but this one, with its curtain drawn back, revealed the officers’ quarters where Vostok, Utkin, Gorki, and the other submarine officer took turns sleeping. Although tiny, warm blankets softened the austere metal of the stateroom. Just forward of the captain’s stateroom was an alcove with padded bench seating wrapped around a table. Able to seat four people, Dooley spent hours occupying the space while drinking wine or coffee and reading. Against the piping-lined bulkhead behind the bench seating was another bookshelf stuffed with books.

			Opposite the wardroom, squeezed between the officers’ quarters and the forward bulkhead was the forward toilet with its door ajar. Looking around the ladder leading down from the forward deck hatch, he saw Morda rubbing oil into his wet, foppish blond hair while inspecting his teeth. Morda reminded Dooley of American college football stars with women hanging off their shoulders and advertising companies chasing in their footsteps. But this athlete did not look like he needed to bully anybody into doing his homework. While Dooley’s eyes paused on him for a second, he thought about the other submarine raiders. Although the submarine crewmen tended to be small in stature, every submarine raider could’ve been the handsome sons of millionaires making up the elite squad of Harvard’s football team or star gladiators belonging to a wealthy Roman’s ludus.

			Dooley stepped around the ladder and stooped through the round hatchway into the crew’s mess. To his left was an enclosed pantry. To his right was the galley. Not much larger than the two water closets put together, it was equipped with everything needed to feed a crew of thirty-five men. However, the crew was reduced to make room for the raiders. The only item that stood out in the galley was a framed photo of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel in New York City. Hanging from the seasoning rack, it could not be missed.

			Although Dooley walked past the hotel’s grand façade occasionally, he was more familiar with the service entrance, which is where he helped his father or brother off-load produce. Some of the kitchen staff were nice folk, but others tended to be snooty. He did, however, have a friend who worked there as a busboy. Jose, barely five-feet tall, told Dooley more than once of conversations he overheard. Being a diminutive Puerto Rican, Jose was amazed at what wealthy patrons would openly say while he picked up after them, especially the half-drunk politicians with their mistresses. Dooley heard a voice come from around the corner. Stepping past the galley and pantry he entered the relative expanse of the crew’s mess. On either side of the compartment was a long table with bookshelves, piping and valves running the length of the curved bulkhead behind the bench seating. It was here where the crew ate and relaxed. Tonight, though, it served as both a morgue and a hospital.

			On one side Dooley saw a white sheet covering the duchess. Her feet, covered with pink stockings, poked out from under it, but she still only wore that one shoe. Nowhere did he see the toilet seat. Dooley patted his musette bag and was about to lift the flap but was interrupted. To his right he saw bright red blood run down Mashka’s torso and pool on the table’s surface. The vibrations of the diesels powering the submarine though the sea shook the blood over the edge where it dripped onto the steel deck at Gorki’s feet. While Mashka lay unconscious on the table in only blood-soaked undershorts, Gorki and the cook worked to save his life.

			The cook, a petite red-haired nineteen year old, said something in Russian as he flipped the pages of the book in his hands. It was a hardcover medical book with images and printed in English. Gorki still wore his field uniform but with his sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Dooley stepped to get a closer look at his teammate. Mashka’s eyes were half open, and his mouth was agape. With a vacant, drug-induced stare, his glassy blue eyes seemed to thank Dooley.

			Dooley returned the gaze but only for a second. He looked to see what Gorki was doing. Wearing a pair of blood-saturated cloth surgical gloves, Gorki just picked up a pair of bloodied forceps along with retractors from the bloodstained towel spread across Mashka’s abdomen. He reached into one of the bullet holes with the retractors to pull the wound open a bit more so that he could insert the forceps.

			Dooley, like all soldiers in his regiment, received first aid training before being shipped out, but that instruction was nothing compared to what he experienced in Russia. After his first action, Dooley helped transport the dead and wounded to the field hospital where one surgeon stood out. The surgeon was respected by everybody in the regiment, even while he inspected the off-limits establishments outside of camp.

			Unfortunately, that surgeon, who left a New York City practice and volunteered to serve in France before America entered the war, was killed by mortar fire in Russia while tending to a platoon of soldiers out in the field. It was at those times, as he stood at attention while watching a comrade being buried in the dark Russian soil, when Dooley questioned their mission to Russia and the waste of men like the surgeon. War took no favorites as both oafs and prodigies alike were just desserts for the Grim Reaper, he thought as he watched Gorki working to save the young raider’s life. It was if Gorki was that surgeon back in New York where fellow doctors gathered to watch him work, and nurses swooned at his wavy black hair and good looks.

			Seeing Mashka was in good hands, Dooley reached down to retrieve the shoe, but his throat reminded him of the wine. Patting the utility bag, he bent and stepped through the forward hatch entering the crew’s forward quarters, which was also the compartment that housed the main purpose of any submarine: torpedoes. However, there were no torpedoes locked into their deck-mounted carriages under the folding bunks. Because of this mission, the eight, fifteen-foot-long torpedoes that the submarine could carry were removed along with all the equipment needed to house, lift, and move the torpedoes into the four brass-capped tubes. The result was more room for the submarine raiders and reduced crew. Even still, the stature of the embarked submarine raider force, along with their field equipment and the rectangular table Vostok had installed in the compartment, seemed to overwhelm whatever space the removed torpedoes offered up. Especially since all the weapons, gear, and clothing the men carried or wore in the raid were spread about the compartment, including Morda’s entrenching tool. Wiped clean, it leaned against a wooden folding chair now occupied by a raider. It was if the entrenching tool was recovering from the mission just like the raiders. Waiting for their turn at either one of the toilets, the men sat half-dressed while enjoying wine and conversation.

			They stopped talking as Dooley entered the compartment and turned to flash toothy smiles at him, while lifting their tin cups. After the salute, one of them pointed with his cup at the two metal soup tubs on the table. One was full of fresh water with a couple of pinkish-smeared towels next to it. The other tub contained five open bottles of red wine with several empty pint-sized tin cups around it. Dooley was astonished at how much red wine these men consumed but was even more astonished at the fact that none of them smoked.

			The same man reached for a bottle in the tub and filled a cup. Putting the bottle back, he nodded at the cup. The sergeant smiled at the Russians and stepped up to the cup. But first, he laid his Thompson against the chair nearest him and dunked both hands into the tub of water. After rubbing them together several times, he withdrew them and grabbed the cleanest of the two towels. Thinking about the man he stabbed through the gut and the raiders in front of his Thompson, he dropped the towel back on the table and reached for the cup of wine. He took a long, thoughtful swallow.

			After a couple winks, and a few more smiles, the men returned to their talking, leaving Dooley to place his gear on his bunk. It was one of the bottom ones, and under Mashka’s bunk. Dooley put his cup on Mashka’s blanket-covered bunk long enough to lay his Thompson on his own bunk along with his musette bag, axe hammer, and pistol belt. With a sigh of relief, he reached to unbutton and remove his uniform jacket, which he threw over his weapons before picking up his wine. He almost emptied the cup in that second swallow. With his eyes closed he had no idea how thirsty he was.

			Dooley noticed the smell of his armpit and looked forward to Shanghai where he could take a proper bath in his hotel’s hallway toilet. He also thought about the last two hours. Sighing again, he told himself that all those men had to do was to stay put.

			He took a second to look at Mashka’s bunk. Like the others, it had a thin mattress and striped pillow, covered with a white sheet and rough wool blanket. Dooley used the cup to smooth out a wrinkle on the blanket, and, as he did, spied the corner of a book under the pillow. Thinking about Mashka’s companionship over the week, Dooley reached for the volume. It was thick, like the medical book the cook held for Gorki, but this volume was a chemistry book. Dooley noticed a blank piece of paper sticking out from the top. He put the book down on the blanket and opened it to the marked page. The images were complex, but he could read the text, which had something to do with a chemical called fluorine. Suddenly, Dooley realized the book was in English. Just like the medical book.

			A push against his shoulder drew him from the book. Morda, cleaned up and wearing athletic sweater and civilian trousers, stood next to him. His combed blond hair held in place by hair oil highlighted his grin. He held a bottle. “Mashka. Good.”

			Sighing again, Dooley grabbed his wine cup and held it out. He looked at the men at the table. Their eyes invited him to sit. He nodded and stepped to the table where he put his full cup down and washed his hands again, but more thoroughly this time. Before drying his hands on a fresh towel Morda brought in, Dooley ran his wet fingers through his black hair. He took a second cup of wine and said, “For Countess Tolstoy,” and left through the hatchway.

		

	
		
			Chapter 7

			With a cup of wine in each hand, Dooley stepped back into the crew’s mess in time to see Gorki wiping his hands on a towel while studying his sutures in the corporal’s chest. Dooley also saw that Mashka’s eyes were closed, and the cook was sopping up blood from the deck plates with another towel.

			The black-haired officer turned and winked at Dooley. “He will be fine, Dooley.”

			Relieved, Dooley winked in return and stepped behind Gorki, who returned his attention to his patient. Dooley glanced to his right at the still-covered body of the duchess. He saw that the shoe she did wear was now gone.

			No sense putting the other shoe back now, Dooley told himself as he entered the officer’s quarters. Stopping in front of Vostok’s stateroom, Dooley noticed, through the open hatch leading into the control room, that the hatch leading to the aft crew’s quarters was closed, shutting out the noise of the diesels. He also noticed the sobbing he heard before had stopped. Behind him though, the curtain for the officer’s stateroom was drawn as well, but he heard murmuring in Russian.

			Dooley was about to call out her name, but the submarine surged, causing him to spill some wine. After cursing quietly, he spoke, “Countess?”

			The murmuring behind him stopped and, after a second, he saw the woman’s fingers curl at the edge of the curtain and push it aside. The brass curtain rings scraped across the brass rod as she did. Dooley looked down and into her eyes. Normally, they were large, innocent, and bright blue. Now, they were red, puffy, and melancholy. She still wore the overly large army uniform with the blouse buttoned to the collar. Dooley noted smeared snot on her right sleeve. She had, however, taken the time to remove her watch cap and brush her long blond hair behind the ears. Before tonight, at nineteen, she looked so sweet and angelic. Now, she looked desperate and lost.

			Not knowing what else to say, Dooley held up the wine. “I thought you would like tea, but the cook was helping Gorki. Hope wine is satisfactory?”

			She lifted the damp cuff and wiped her nose. “The cook’s stingy when it comes to his sugar, so drinking tea without sugar is a moot point. Please, come in.”

			Still holding the curtain back, she stood aside, allowing him to slip into the small stateroom. While Captain Vostok presented a distinguished appearance with his neat uniform and trimmed beard, so did the stateroom. It was like all the attributes of a nobleman’s country estate found themselves neatly reassembled inside a children’s playhouse. The sparse furnishings were made from varnished red oak and appeared to be custom fitted into the tiny space.

			Dooley noted the bookshelf above the bunk and its contents right away. Most of the books, mostly bound in fine leather, were printed in either Russian, French, German, or English. Those written in English covered many different interests from aviation, marine salvage, armored war machines to diving birds and Latin American history. There was even a copy of Woodrow Wilson’s book On Being Human, just like in the aft compartment. Bottles of wine took up the remaining shelf space. Squeezed against the forward bulkhead was a toiletry cabinet. Installed against the aft bulkhead was a rolltop desk with was a glass-covered wooden shadow box mounted above it. One that could be found in any science classroom, and one that contained desiccated winged insects pinned to a white backing.

			“I hope I’m not intruding?” he asked.

			“No,” Countess Tolstoy said as she squeezed around Dooley and sat on the bunk. She looked at Dooley’s face, then at the wine. “Please close the curtain while you are up. I know it will not stop our voices, but it seems more civilized.”

			Dooley placed the cups on the desk and turned to close the curtain. As he did, he saw her reach for one of the cups. Pulling out the chair and turning it around, he sat. “Mind you, that isn’t the same wine you nipped off your father’s glass,” he told the countess.

			Sitting straighter, she retorted. “I may be a nineteen-year-old girl, but I’m still Russian. Also, the way my life is going, I’m going to have to get used to drinking the roughest of alcohol.”

			Dooley nodded in surrender while he picked up the other cup. He watched the woman as they both took long sips. Her eyes slammed shut when she took that first swallow. Waiting for her to speak first, he pulled the cup away from his lips.

			She swallowed the wine in her mouth and took a deep breath before speaking. “I think this year needs a proper decanting,” she said as she investigated the cup’s contents.

			“I’ll have to trust you on this one,” Dooley answered, “since most of the stuff my father ever brought home was bottled in Geppetto’s backyard. Never had much of the good stuff.”

			The countess leaned forward slightly while wrapping both hands around the cup. She lifted her eyes from the wine and place them on Dooley’s eyes. “Sergeant Thomas Dooley, I think there are a number of things you did not do before this week, but I’ve watched you. You are a good soldier, and I know you are a good man. What are you doing here?”

			“Just giving you wine,” Dooley responded while returning her gaze.

			“No,” she retorted. “What are you doing here? An American? On a Russian submarine? In the Sea of Japan? Off the coast of Siberian Russia? Trying to rescue my cousin who is a member of the Tsarist’s inner circle? Why are you here? You’re young and handsome. With teeth such as yours, you should be home with a wife starting a large family. Not here risking your life for a worthless cause or money.”

			Using his tongue to feel grit on his teeth Dooley searched his wine for an answer. “I asked the same thing myself when I drove my blade into a man’s guts tonight.” He looked up at her. “Do you really want to know?”

			“Yes, I do. Please start from the beginning. And my name is Zeta.”

			“Well, Zeta,” Dooley said after taking another sip of his wine, “I grew up in Brooklyn, New York, and when I wasn’t going to school, I helped my father fix wagons that hauled beer barrels, milk cans, and sacks of coal and potatoes. And delivered the same on occasion.”

			“Is that where your tomahawk axe came from?” she asked.

			“I grew up on a good street, but we often made deliveries to areas not so nice. My father and his father always kept the axe under the seat, and I’ve seen both use it more than once. My older brother worked for my father full time, and it would have been passed to him, however, soldiers were writing home requesting roofing axes and ballpeen hammers. You know, for the trench fighting. Since my brother was married and with kids, he couldn’t be drafted, so my father thought it would be put to better use with me. That is once he found out I was in the Army.”

			“You didn’t want to help carry on the family business,” Zeta asked, “as a good man should?”

			“I did help for a while but got tired of the constant arguments between my brother and dad. If it wasn’t about the future of the shop, it was about politics, socialism, unions, and Pinkertons. My thoughts, though, were always about other places and other times, so I ran away from home and lied about my age and joined the Army. I was only seventeen at the time and ended up on a training camp in Michigan. After our training, my regiment shipped out to France in late summer of 1918. President Wilson, at the request of the British and French governments, ordered my regiment, the 339th Infantry, to Russia to guard supplies while the Limeys and Frogs did the real fighting. However, we ended up in combat, against Wilson’s wishes. After months of fighting alongside White Russians, my regiment was ordered home, but were shipped out unit by unit in late spring and the units that saw the hardest fighting were shipped out first, including my company. We docked in England for resupply before heading back to my father’s repair shop.”

			“But after serving abroad,” Zeta said interrupting him, “the Brooklyn skyline had lost its appeal?”

			Dooley smiled. “I mustered out in England, and with money in my pocket. I thought that a slow boat back to the States would be just the cure. Then, it would be time for me start a family and help with the shop. So, I left most of my army-issue with a friend on the ship and bought a beat-up suitcase, one big enough to hold my Thompson, and filled it with used civies and what other weapons I could keep without the Army’s knowledge. I made my way from England, halfway around the world, and ended up in Shanghai, which is where Major Utkin found me.”

			“Brooklyn,” Zeta repeated. “Home of the Brooklyn Dodgers.”

			“You follow baseball?” Dooley asked but then paused for a second. “Your English is pretty good. Have you been to the States? And are you related that famous author, Tolstoy?”

			“No, I just share the last name with a famous Russian author whose writings, if found with them in Russia, would have you sent to a labor camp. But, as far as my English, no. My father said the States was no place for a lady as it was full of illiterate street toughs and rowdy adventurers.” She paused as she looked at Dooley with a sly grin. “I have the feeling that you are part of what my father warned me about.”

			Dooley’s eyes twinkled. “Keep going.”

			“We usually went to England to visit relatives, and I attended an international girl’s school in Berlin. That was before the war, of course, and when I could have access to American novels. I am fond of mystery and detective stories.”

			“You’re an educated woman?” Dooley asked.

			“It depends on what you call an education. Being fluent in other languages, learning about every major artist since Leonardo Di Vinci, how to discuss classic literature, dance like a lady while listening to men brag about themselves with a smile, and, playing tennis, badminton, and . . .” Zeta paused for a second. “And learning how to tickle the ivories?”

			“Learning how to play the piano,” Dooley answered as he looked at the row of books above her head. “Any valid works of literature up there?”

			Zeta turned her eyes to look at the bottom of the shelf. “They’re mostly about marine salvage, engineering, and diving birds. Although that philosophical essay by your president was a bit enlightening especially on what it takes to embrace human behavior. But, to my ‘education,’” Zeta answered as she removed one hand from her cup and brought it to her collar, “you can have it. As females, we couldn’t discuss or learn anything about politics, which is why that essay provides one redeeming quality aboard this submarine.”

			She dropped her eyes to look at Dooley as her shaking fingers fumbled with the top button of her army blouse.

			Dooley watched her trembling fingers push the fat, wooden button through the buttonhole.

			“My mother was an ‘educated’ woman,” Zeta continued, “and ended up marrying my father, who dealt with precious stones and metals in St. Petersburg.”

			“The basis of the rumors for a cache of gems hidden on the estate?” Dooley asked.

			“Yes,” Zeta answered. “I found this all out after the Bolsheviks toppled the Tsar’s throne. My father was tasked with amassing the wealth for his master who saw the clouds of the Revolution building on the horizon years ago. Ideally, when it came, my father’s employer would have time to escape Russia with enough wealth to live on. He hid the diamonds my father accrued for him, but my father’s employer faced a firing squad before anybody took the time to ask him where the diamonds were hidden.”

			“How close were you to the duchess? Familywise.”

			“The reasons why Olga’s father allowed my father to work for him was not only because he was a renowned gemologist and jeweler. My father’s employer was also attracted to my mother, who ended up becoming his mistress. An arrangement my father tolerated. Some say that I and Olga are, or were, stepsisters.”

			“So,” Dooley asked, “you’re next in line?”

			“No,” Zeta answered. “I am nothing more than the illegitimate offspring of a mistress. No true Tsarist Russian would have me anywhere near the throne.”

			Zeta paused to sip some more wine.

			“Where are your parents now?” Dooley asked.

			“They’re in Shanghai, which is where Major Utkin found me as well,” she answered, looking up at Dooley. “Like many Russians who supported the Tsar and had some money, my father immigrated us to Shanghai with the idea of starting over. During his employment, he was able to . . . how do you say . . . ‘skim a little off the top.’ He secretly posted his ‘earnings’ to various financial institutions around Shanghai for safekeeping. Unfortunately, he trusted the wrong men. When we arrived, most of his secret postings had been stolen. He used what little he did recover to open a shop where he still deals with precious stones and jewelry. It is a small shop, and to survive fiscally, he learned to deal with less than a reputable clientele who also insulted my mother’s sense of status. Instead, she used her ‘education’ to remind herself that she is a woman who men still want. However, most of those men have worthless family names and little wealth in hand. That’s why she is normally seen in the company of other Europeans.

			“My father tolerated my mother being his employer’s mistress back in Russia, but he could not accept her living in the past by being a whore. While they are still together, it is not a home anymore. All he does is shuffle about his store and complain about the men who stole from him. We live above the store, and I helped with the business when I wasn’t earning crumbs giving music lesson to snotty kids. My mother, on the other hand, spends his paltry income living a life that no longer exists.”

			Listening, Dooley could not help but think of Mary Pickford dramas.

			“Like my home, Shanghai is not a hospitable city,” Zeta continued. “It is a home for ex-soldiers looking for employment that suits their education. Is that why you ended up there?”

			Dooley sipped his wine before answering. “Partly. I did end up running into some White Russians I knew in Archangel, but I guess it was the idea of visiting an Oriental city of mystery that intrigued me. Maybe I read too much.”

			Zeta listened as she took another sip of wine. While doing so, she reached to undo a second button. Her hand still shook. “My mother was no saint, but she did want me to maintain my ‘honesty’ at least until a man with prospects presented himself. However, I now feel any effort to maintain my ‘honesty’ is a useless endeavor.”

			Dooley now saw that her cheeks were flushed. He also saw fear and uncertainty in her eyes, along with anticipation. Like her, he too was a young adult, although he’d had a number of sexual encounters including the months he spent in Russia. When his regiment was in garrison outside Arkhangelsk, or Archangel, Russians, including women, would hang around off-post offering shoe repair, laundry, and haircutting services. Other women offered sex for money and other commodities that were in great demand. While the regimental canteen did sell basic items, the commander ordered the rationing of those same items. Therefore, mail call was important for care packages sent from home filling in their needs. But along with them came books and notes sent by religious and charity organizations, admonishing the soldiers to avoid immoral women and strong drink, and to focus on living virtuously while keeping up with their reading.
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