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  I


  Klaxons hooted the call to battle stations. George Enos sprinted along the deck of the USS Ericsson toward the one-pounder gun near the stern. The destroyer was rolling
  and pitching in the heavy swells of an Atlantic winter storm. Freezing rain made the metal deck slick as a Boston Common ice-skating rink.


  Enos ran as confidently as a mountain goat bounding from crag to crag. Ice and heavy seas were second nature to him. Before the war sucked him into the Navy, hed put to sea in fishing
  boats from Bostons T Wharf at every season of the year, and gone through worse weather in craft a lot smaller than this one. The thick peacoat was warmer than a civilian slicker, too.


  Petty Officer Carl Sturtevant and most of his crew were already at the depth-charge launcher near the one-pounder. The other sailors came rushing up only moments after Enos took his place at the
  antiaircraft gun.


  He stared every which way, though with the weather so bad he would have been hard pressed to spot an aeroplane before it crashed on the Ericssons deck. A frigid gust of wind
  tried to yank off his cap. He grabbed it and jammed it back in place. Navy barbers kept his brown hair trimmed too close for it to hold in any heat on its own.


  Whats up? he shouted to Sturtevant through the wind. Somebody spot a periscope, or think he did? British, French, and Confederate submersibles all prowled the
  Atlantic. For that matter, so did U.S. and German boats. If a friendly skipper made a mistake and launched a spread of fish at the Ericsson, her crew would be in just as much trouble as if
  the Rebs or limeys had attacked.


  Dont know. The petty officer scratched at his dark Kaiser Bill mustache. Shit, you expect em to go and tell us stuff? All I know is, I heard the hooter and I
  ran like hell. He scratched his mustache again. Long as were standing next to each other, George, happy New Year.


  Same to you, Enos answered in surprised tones. It is today, isnt it? I hadnt even thought about it, but youre right. Back when this damn war started,
  who would have thought itd last into 1917?


  Not me, Ill tell you that, Sturtevant said.


  Me, neither, George Enos said. I sailed into Boston harbor with a hold full of haddock the day the Austrian grand duke got himself blown up in Sarajevo. I figured the fight
  would be short and sweet, same as everybody else.


  Yeah, so did I, Sturtevant said. Didnt quite work out that way, though. The Kaisers boys didnt make it into Paris, we didnt make it into Toronto,
  and the goddamn Rebs did make it into Washington, and almost into Philadelphia. Nothin comes easy, not in this fight.


  Aint it the truth? Enos agreed fervently. I was in river monitors on the Mississippi and the Cumberland. I know how tough its been.


  The snapping-turtle fleet, Sturtevant said with the good-natured scorn sailors of the oceanic Navy reserved for their inland counterparts. Having served in both branches, George
  knew the scorn was unjustified. He also knew he had no chance of convincing anyone who hadnt served in a river monitor that that was so.


  Lieutenant Armstrong Crowder came toward the stern, a pocket watch in one hand, a clipboard with some increasingly soggy papers in the other. Seeing him thus made Enos relax inside, though he
  did not ease his vigilant posture. Lieutenant Crowder took notes or checked boxes or did whatever he was supposed to do with those papers.


  After he was done writing, he said, Men, you may stand easy. This was only an exercise. Had the forces of the Entente been foolish enough to try our mettle, I have no doubt we would have
  sunk them or driven them off.


  He set an affectionate hand on the depth-charge launcher. It was a new gadget; until a few months before, ashcans had been launched by rolling them off the stern. Crowder loved new
  gadgets, and depth charges from this one actually had crippled a Confederate submarine. With a fishermans ingrained pessimism, George Enos thought that going from one crippled boat to a sure
  sinking was a long leap of faith.


  Eventually, Lieutenant Crowder shut up and went away. Carl Sturtevant rolled his eyes. He had even less faith in gadgets than Enos did. If that first torpedo nails us, he said,
  odds are were nothing but a whole raft of The Navy Department regrets telegrams waiting to happen.


  Oh, yeah. George nodded. The all-clear sounded. He didnt leave the one-pounder right away even so. As long as he had reason to be here by the rail, he aimed to take a good
  long look at as much of the Atlantic as he could. Just because the call to battle stations had been a drill did not mean no enemy submarines lurked out there looking for a target.


  Quite a few sailors lingered by the rail, despite the rain and sleet riding the wind. Dont know why Im bothering, Carl Sturtevant said. Half the Royal Navy
  could sail by within a quarter-mile of us and wed never be the wiser.


  Yeah, Enos said again. Well, this makes it harder for the submersibles to spot us, too.


  I keep telling myself that, the petty officer answered. Sometimes it makes me feel better, sometimes it doesnt. What it puts me in mind of is playing blind
  mans buff where everybodys got a blindfold on and everybodys carrying a six-shooter. A game like that gets scary in a hurry.


  Cant say youre wrong, Enos replied, riding the deck shifting under his feet with automatic ease. He was a good sailor with a strong stomach, which got him respect
  from his shipmates even though, unlike so many of them, he wasnt a career Navy man. Could be worse, thoughwe could be running guns into Ireland again, or playing hide-and-seek
  with the limeys around the icebergs way up north.
 
  
  Youre rightboth of those would be worse, Sturtevant agreed. Sooner or later, we will cut that
  sea bridge between England and Canada, and then the Canucks will be in the soup.


  Sooner or later, George echoed mournfully. Before the war, the plan had been for the German High Seas Fleet to break out of the North Sea and rendezvous with the U.S. Atlantic
  Fleet, smashing the Royal Navy between them. But the Royal Navy had had plans of its own, and only the couple of squadrons of the High Seas Fleet actually on the high seas when war broke out were
  fighting alongside their American allies. Sooner or later, Enos went on, Ill get some leave and see my wife and kids again, too, but Im not holding my breath
  there, either. Christ, George, Jr., turns seven this year.


  Its hard, Sturtevant said with a sigh that made a young fogbank grow in front of his face. He peered out at the ocean again, then shook his head. Hellfire, Im
  only wasting my time and trying to fool myself into thinking Ill be able to spot anything anyhow.


  That was probably true. George shook his head. No, that was almost certainly true. It didnt keep him from staring at the sea till his eyelashes started icing up. If he saw a
  periscope


  At last, he concluded he wasnt going to see a periscope, not even if a dozen of them were out there. Reluctantly, he headed back toward the bulkhead from which hed been chipping
  paint. One big difference hed discovered between the Navy and a fishing boat was that you had to look busy all the time in the Navy, regardless of whether you were.


  Smoke poured from the Ericssons four stacks. No one had ever claimed beauty for the destroyers design. There were good and cogent reasons why no one had ever claimed
  beauty for it. Some people did claim she looked like a French warship, a claim that would have been vicious enough to start barroom brawls during shore leave if it hadnt held such a large
  measure of truth.


  Enos picked up the chisel hed set down when the exercise began. He went back to workchip, chip, chip. He spotted no rust under the paint he was removing, only bright metal. That
  meant his work was essentially wasted effort, but hed had no way of knowing as much in advance. He went right on chipping. He couldnt get in trouble for doing as he was told.


  A chief petty officer swaggered by. He had less rank than any officer but more authority than most. For a moment, he beamed around his cigar at Georges diligence. Then, as if angry at
  letting himself be seen in a good mood, he growled, You will police up those paint scraps from the deck, sailor. His gravelly voice said hed been smoking cigars for a
  lot of years.


  Oh, yes, Chief, of course, Enos answered, his own voice dripping virtue. Since he really had intended to sweep up the paint chips, he wasnt even acting. Propitiated, the
  petty officer went on his way. George thought about making a face behind his back, then thought better of it. Long tours aboard fishing boats even more cramped than the Ericsson had taught
  him he was always likely to be under somebodys eyes, whether he thought so or not.


  Another strip of gray paint curled against the blade of his chisel and fell to the deck. It crunched under his shoes as he took half a step down the corridor. His hands did their job with
  automatic competence, letting his mind wander where it would.


  It wandered, inevitably, back to his family. He smiled at imagining his son seven years old. That was halfway to man-sized, by God. And Mary Jane would be turning four. He wondered what sort of
  fits she was giving Sylvia these days. Shed hardly been more than a toddler when he went into the Navy.


  And, of course, he thought about Sylvia. Some of his thoughts about his wife were much more interesting than chipping paint. Hed been at sea a long time. But he didnt just imagine
  her naked in the dark with him, making the mattress in their upstairs flat creak. Shed been different, distant, the last time hed got leave in Boston. He knew he never should have got
  drunk enough to tell her about being on the point of going with that colored whore when his monitor got blown out of the water. But it wasnt just that; Sylvia had been different ever since
  shed got a job in the fish-packing plant: more on her own, less his wife.


  He frowned as he tapped the chisel yet again. He wished she hadnt had to go to work, but the allotment she took from his salary wasnt enough to keep body and soul together,
  especially not with the Coal Board and the Ration Board and all the other government bureaus tightening the screws on civilians harder every day to support the war.


  Then he frowned again, in a different way. The throb of the engines changed. He not only heard it, he felt it through his shoes. The Ericsson picked up speed and swung through
  a long, smooth turn.


  A few minutes later, the chief petty officer came back down the corridor. Whyd we change course? Enos asked him. Which way are we heading now?


  Why? Damned if I know. The chief sounded as if the admission pained him. But I know which way were heading, by Jesus. Were heading south.


  Private First Class Jefferson Pinkard sat in the muddy bottom of a trench east of Lubbock, Texas, staring longingly at the tin coffeepot above the little fire burning there.
  The wood that made the fire had been part of somebodys fence or somebodys house not so long before. Pinkard didnt give a damn about that. He just wanted the coffee to boil so
  he could drink it.


  A few hundred yards to the south, a couple of Yankee three-inch field guns opened up and started hitting the Confederate lines opposite them. God damn those sons of bitches to hell and
  gone, Pinkard said to anybody who would listen. What the hell good do they think theyre going to do? Theyll just kill a few of us and maim a few more, and thatll
  be that. Theyre not going to break through. Shitfire, theyre not even trying to break through. Nothin but throwin a little death around for the fun of it, is
  all.


  The nearest soldier happened to be Hipolito Rodriguez. The stocky little farmer from the state of Sonora was darning socks, a useful soldierly skill not taught in basic training. He looked up
  from his work and said, This whole war, it dont make no sense to me. Why you think any one part of it is supposed to make sense when the whole thing dont?


  Damn good question, Hip, Pinkard said. Wish I had me a damn good answer. He overtopped Rodriguez by nearly a head and could have broken him in half; hed been a
  steelworker in Birmingham till conscription pulled him into the Army, and had the frame to prove it. Not only that, he was a white man, while Hip Rodriguez, like other Sonorans and Chihuahuans and
  Cubans, didnt fit neatly into the Confederate States scheme of things. Rodriguez wasnt quite black, but he wasnt quite white, eitherhis skin was just about the
  color of his butternut uniform. What he was, Pinkard had discovered, was a fine soldier.


  The coffee did boil then, and Jeff poured some into his tin cup. He drank. It was hotter than the devils front porch in July and strong enough to grow hair on a little old ladys
  chest, but that suited him fine. Winter in Texas was worse than anything hed known in Alabama, and hed never tried passing an Alabama winter in a soggy trench, either.


  Rodriguez came over and filled his cup, too. Sergeant Albert Cross paused on his way down the trench line. He squatted down by the fire and rolled himself a cigarette. Dont know
  where the dickens this war is getting to, he remarked as he held the cigarette to the flames.


  Pinkard and Rodriguez looked at each other. Sergeant Cross was a veteran, one of the trained cadre around whom the regiment had been formed. He wore the ribbon for the Purple Heart to show
  hed been wounded in action. That was about all that kept the other two men from braining him with the coffeepot. Pinkard couldnt begin to remember how many times over the past few
  weeks Cross had made the same weary joke.


  Wearily, Pinkard pointed north and east. Town of Dickens is over that way, Sarge, he said. Christ, I wish wed run the damnyankees back toward Lubbock a ways, just to
  get us the hell out of Dickens County and make you come up with somethin new to say.


  Godalmightydamn, Cross said. Put a stripe on somebodys sleeve and listen to how big his mouth gets. But he was chuckling as he sipped his coffee. He knew how
  often he said the same thing. He just couldnt stop himself from doing it.


  And then, with flat, harsh, unemphatic bangs, U.S. artillery began shelling the stretch of trench where Pinkard and his comrades sheltered. His coffee went flying as he dove for the nearest
  dugout. The shells screamed in. They burst all around. Blast tried to tear the air out of Pinkards lungs and hammered his ears. Shrapnel balls and fragments of shell casing scythed by.


  Lying next to him in the hole scraped under the forward wall of the trench, Sergeant Cross shouted, Leastways it aint gas.


  Yeah, Pinkard said. He hadnt heard any of the characteristic duller explosions of gas shells, and no one was screaming out warnings or pounding on a shell casing with a
  rifle butt to get men to put on their masks. Aint seen gas but once or twice here.


  Even as they were being shelled, Cross managed a chuckle with real amusement in it. Sonny boy, this front aint important enough to waste a lot of gas on it. And you know what else?
  I aint a bit sorry, neither.


  Before Pinkard could answer, rifles and machine guns opened up all along the line. Captain Connolly, the company commander, shouted, Up! Get up and fight, damn it! Everybody to the firing
  steps, or the damnyankeesll roll right over us.


  Shells were still falling. Fear held Pinkard in what seemed a safer position for a moment. But he knew Connolly was right. If U.S. troops got into the Confederate trenches, theyd do worse
  than field guns could.


  He grabbed his rifle and scrambled out of the dugout. Yankee bullets whined overhead. If he thought about exposing himself to them, his bowels would turn to water. Doing was better than
  thinking. Up to the firing step he went.


  Sure enough, here came the U.S. soldiers across no-mans-land, all of them in the world seemingly headed straight toward him. Their green-gray uniforms were splotched with mud, the same as
  his butternut tunic and trousers. They wore what looked like round pots on their heads, not the British-style iron derbies the Confederates called tin hats. Pinkard reached up to adjust his own
  helmet, not that the damned thing would stop a direct hit from a rifle bullet.


  He rested his Tredegar on the dirt of the parapet and started firing. Enemy soldiers dropped, one after another. He couldnt tell for certain whether he was scoring any of the hits. A lot
  of bullets were in the air. Not all the Yankees were falling because theyd been shot, either. A lot of them went down so they could advance at a crawl, taking advantage of the cover shell
  holes and bushes offered.


  Sometimes a few U.S. soldiers would send a fusillade of rifle fire at the nearest stretch of trench line. That would make the Confederates put their heads down and let the Yankees pals
  move forward. Then the pals would bob up out of whatever hiding places theyd found and start blazing away in turn. Firing and moving, the U.S. troops worked their way forward.


  Pinkards rifle clicked harmlessly when he pulled the trigger. He slammed in a new ten-round clip, worked the bolt to bring a cartridge up into the chamber, and aimed at a Yankee trotting
  his way. He pulled the trigger. The man in green-gray crumpled.


  Pinkard felt the same surge of satisfaction he did when controlling a stream of molten steel back at the Sloss Works: hed done something difficult and dangerous and done it well. He
  worked the bolt. The spent cartridge casing leaped out of the Tredegar and fell at his feet. He swung the rifle toward the next target.


  In the fighting that made the headlines, in southern Kentucky or northern Tennessee, on the Roanoke front, or up in Pennsylvania and Maryland, attackers had to work their way through enormous
  belts of barbed wire to close with their foes. It wasnt like that in west Texas, however much Jefferson Pinkard might have wished it were. Hereabouts, not enough men tried to cover too many
  miles of trenches with not enough wire. A few sad, rusty strands ran from pole to pole. They would have been fine for keeping cattle from straying into the trenches. Against a determined enemy,
  they did little good.


  A roar in the air, a long hammering noise, screams running up and down the Confederate line. The U.S. aeroplane zoomed away after strafing the trenches from what would have been treetop height
  had any trees grown within miles. Pinkard sent a bullet after it, sure the round would be wastedand it was.


  That aint fair! he shouted to Sergeant Cross, who had also fired at the aeroplane. Not many flying machines out here, any moren theres a lot of gas. Why
  the hell did this one have to shoot up our stretch of trench?


  Damned if I know, Cross answered. Must be our lucky day.


  Stretcher bearers carried groaning wounded men back toward aid stations behind the line. Another soldier was walking back under his own power. What the devil are you doing, Stinky?
  Pinkard demanded.


  Christ, I hate that nickname, Christopher Salley said with dignity. He was a skinny, precise little pissweed whod been a clerk before the Conscription Bureau sent him his
  induction letter. He was, at the moment, a skinny, precise, wounded little pissweed: he held up his left hand to display a neat bullet hole in the flesh between thumb and forefinger. Blood dripped
  from the wound. I really ought to get this seen to, dont you think?


  Go ahead, go ahead. Pinkard turned most of his attention back to the Yankees. A minute or so later, though, he spoke to Sergeant Cross in tones of barely disguised envy:
  Lucky bastard.


  Aint it the truth? Cross said. Hes hurt bad enough to get out of the fight, but thatll heal clean as a whistle. Shit, they might even ship him home on
  convalescent leave.


  That appalling prospect hadnt occurred to Jeff. He swore. The idea of Stinky Salley getting to go home while he was stuck out here God only knew how far from Emily . . .


  Then he forgot about Salley, for the U.S. soldiers were making their big push toward the trench line. The last hundred yards of savage fire proved more than flesh and blood could bear. Instead
  of storming forward and leaping down in among the Confederates, the soldiers in green-gray broke and ran back toward their own line, dragging along as many of their wounded as they could.


  The firefight couldnt have lasted longer than half an hour. Pinkard felt a year or two older, or maybe like a cat that had just used up one of its lives. He looked around for his tin cup.
  There it was, where hed dropped it when the shelling started. Somebody had stomped on it. For good measure, it had a bullet hole in it, too, probably from the aeroplane. He let out a long
  sigh.


  Amen, Sergeant Cross said.


  Wonder when theyre going to start bringin nigger troops into line, Pinkard said. Wouldnt mind seein it, I tell you. Save some white men from
  getting killed, thats for damn sure.


  You really think so? Cross shook his head to show he didnt. Half o those black bucks aint nothin but the Red rebels who were trying to shoot our
  asses off when they rose up. I think Id sooner trust a damnyankee than a nigger with a rifle in his hands. Damnyankees, you know theyre the enemy.


  Pinkard shrugged. I was one of the last white men conscripted out of the Sloss Works, so I spent a deal of time alongside niggers who were doin the work of whites whod
  already gone into the Army. Treat em decent and they were all right. Besides, we got any hope of winning this war without em?


  Albert Cross didnt answer that at all.


  Iron wheels screaming against steel rails, the train slowed to a halt. The conductor worked his way through the cars, calling out the destination: Philadelphia! All out
  for Philadelphia!


  Flora Hamburgers heart thudded in her chest. Until this train ride, she had never been out of New York Statenever, come to that, been out of New York City. But here she was,
  arriving in the de facto national capital as the newly elected Socialist member of the House of Representatives for her Lower East Side district.


  She wished the train had not come into the Broad Street station at night. Blackout curtains on the windows kept light from leaking out of the carsand kept her from seeing her new home.
  The Confederates night bombers were not hitting Philadelphia so hard as the aeroplanes of the United States were punishing Richmondthey had to fly a long way from Virginiabut
  no one wanted to give them any targets at which they might aim.


  Her lip curled. She had opposed the war from the beginning, and wished her party had been more steadfast in opposing it. After once supporting war loans, the Socialists had been unable to avoid
  doing it again and again.


  No one sharing the car with her knew who she was. Several young officersand a couple of older men in business suitshad tried to strike up a conversation on the way down from New
  York City. As was her way in such situations, shed been polite but resolutely distant. Most of them were likely to be Democrats, and few if any were likely to be Jews. She wondered what
  living outside the crowded and solidly Jewish neighborhood in which shed grown up would be like. So many changes . . .


  She got up, put on the overcoat shed removed as soon as she boarded the car, and filed off with everyone else. Be watching your step, maam, a porter with a face like
  a freckled map of Ireland said as she descended to the platform.


  Broad Street Station was an impressive pile of brick, terra cotta, and granite. It would have been more impressive without the cloth awnings that helped shield the electric lights inside from
  the air. It would also have been more impressive had more of those lights been shining. As things were, walls and doors and windows barely emerged from twilight. Shadows leaped and swooped wildly
  as people hurried by.


  How crowded it is! someone behind her exclaimed. She had to smile. Whoever said that had never seen the Lower East Side.


  A man walked slowly along the platform holding a square of cardboard with a couple of words printed on it in large letters. Peering through the gloom, she finally made them out: CONGRESSWOMAN HAMBURGER. She waved to catch the mans attention, then called, Here I am!


  Youre Miss Hamburger? he asked. At her nod, his eyes widened a little. With a shrug, he tossed the sign into the nearest rubbish barrel. His laugh was on the rueful side.
  I knew you were young. I didnt expect you to be quite so young.


  He was probably twice her age: an erect but portly fellow in his early fifties, with a gray mustache and gray hair peeping out from under a somber black homburg. I dont know what
  you expected, she said, a little more sharply than shed intended. I am Flora Hamburger. She held out her hand, man-fashion.


  That surprised him again. He hesitated a moment before shaking hands. If hed paused any longer, she would have grown angry. His grip, though, proved pleasantly firm. I am pleased
  to meet you, he said, and tipped his hat. Im Hosea Blackford.


  Oh! she said, now surprised in her turn. The congressman from Dakota! She felt foolish. Shed expected the Socialists to have someone waiting to meet her at the
  station, but shed thought the fellow would be a local ward captain or organizer. That a U.S. Representativeanother U.S. Representative, she thought with more than a little
  pridewould come here had never crossed her mind.


  I do have that honor, yes, he said. Shall we collect your baggage? I have a motorcar outside. Ill take you to the flat weve found for you. It happens to be in
  the building where I have my own flat, so there is some method to the madness. Youve got your claim tickets, I trust?


  Yes. Flora knew she sounded dazed. It wasnt just because Congressman Blackford was meeting her here. The idea of having a flat to herself was every bit as astonishing. Back
  in New York, shed shared one with her father and mother, two sisters, a brother (her other brother having gone into the Army not long before), and a nephew. What would she do, with so much
  space to herself? What would she do with so much quiet?


  A porter with a dolly wheeled Floras trunks out to Blackfords automobile, a small, sedate Ford, and heaved them into it. The congressman tipped the fellow, who thanked him in
  Italian-accented English. Despite the chilly breeze, Floras face went hot. She should have tipped the man herself, but she hadnt thought of it till too late. Till now, she
  hadnt been in a lot of situations where she was supposed to tip.


  Blackford cranked the engine into life. It started readily, which meant it hadnt been sitting long. The headlamps had masking tape over most of their surface, so they cast only the
  faintest glow out ahead of the motorcar. Congressman Blackford drove slowly and carefully, so as not to run into anything before he knew it was there.


  Thank you for taking all this trouble over me, Flora said above the Fords grunts and rattles and squeaks.


  Dont make it out to be something bigger than it is, Blackford answered. Im not just taking you home: Im taking myself home, too. And believe me, the
  Socialist Party needs every representative and senator it can lay its hands on. If you have a strong voice, you will be able to make yourself heard, I promise you.


  Yes, but how much good will it do? Flora could not hide her bitterness. The Democrats have such a majority, they can do as they please.


  Blackford shrugged. We do what we can. Lincoln didnt quote the Scripture that says, As your Father in heaven is perfect, be ye also perfect, because he wanted people
  to truly be perfect. He wanted them to do their best.


  Yes, Flora said, and no more. Blackfords comment went over less well than hed no doubt intended. For one thing, the Scripture Lincoln had quoted was not
  Floras. And, for another, while Lincoln had made the Socialist Party in the USA strong by bringing in his wing of the Republicans after the fiasco of the Second Mexican War, Socialism in New
  York City stayed closer to its Marxist roots than was true in most of the country.


  Blackford said, I met Lincoln oncemore than thirty-five years ago, it was.


  Did you? Now Flora put more interest in her voice. Whether or not she agreed with all of Lincolns positions, without him the Socialists likely would have remained a splinter
  group instead of overtaking the Republicans as the chief opposition to the Democratic Party.


  He nodded. It changed my life. Id been mining in Montana, with no better luck than most. I was taking the train back to Dakota to farm with my kin, and I happened to have the seat
  next to his. We talked for hours, till I came to my stop and got off. He opened my eyes, Miss Hamburger. Without him, I never would have thought to read law or go into politics. Id still be
  trying to coax wheat out of the ground out West.


  He inspired a lot of people, Flora said. After losing the War of Secession and having to yield independence to the Confederate States, hed inspired a lot of people to hate
  him, too.


  The Ford stuttered to a stop in front of a four-story brick building. Hosea Blackford pointed west. Liberty Hall is just a couple of blocks over that way. Its an easy walk, unless
  the weather is very bad. Theyll swear you in day after tomorrow, and the new Congress will get down to business.


  A doorman came over to the motorcar. He nodded to Blackford, then spoke to Flora: You must be Congresswoman Hamburger. Very pleased to meet you, maam. Im Hank. Whatever you
  need, you let me know. Right now, I expect youll want your bags taken up to your flat. Dont you worry about a thing. Ill handle it.


  And he did, with efficiency and dispatch. She remembered to tip him, and must have gauged the amount about right, for he touched a forefinger to the patent-leather brim of his cap in salute
  before he vanished. Flora was amazed she remembered anything. The flat was astonishing beyond her wildest flights of fancy. All for herself, she had twice the room her entire family
  enjoyedor sometimes did not enjoyon the Lower East Side.


  Congressman Blackford stood in the doorway. Careful of convention, he did not go into her flat. He said, Im straight across the hall, in 3C. If Hank cant help you with
  something, maybe I can. Good night.


  Good night, Flora said vaguely. She kept staring at all the space she was somehow supposed to occupy by herself. She had thought the Congressional salary of $7,500 a
  yearfar, far more than her entire family madethe most luxurious part of the position. Now she wasnt so sure.


  Opening the trunk in which shed packed her nightgowns, she put on a long wool flannel one and went to bed. Tomorrow, she told herself, she would explore Philadelphia. The day after
  tomorrow, she would go to work. For all her good intentions, she was a long time falling asleep. Not long after she did, she woke up to the distant pounding of antiaircraft guns and the roar of
  aeroplane engines right overhead. No bombs fell nearby, so those engines probably belonged to U.S. pursuit aeroplanes, not Confederate raiders.


  When morning came, she discovered the kitchen was stocked with everything she might want. After coffee and eggs, she found a shirtwaist and black wool skirt that werent impossibly
  wrinkled, put them on along with a floral hat, threw on the coat shed worn the night before, and went downstairs. Hank was already on duty. Ill see that everything is pressed
  for you, maam, he promised when she inquired. Dont you worry about a thing. Ill take care of it. You look like youre going out. Enjoy yourself. I vote
  Socialist, too, you know. I hope you keep coming back to Philadelphia for years and years.


  She nodded her thanks, more than a little dazed. Shed never had so much attention lavished on her. No one in her family had ever had time to lavish so much attention on her. Out she went,
  to see what Philadelphia was like.


  It struck her as being a more serious, more disciplined place than New York City. Big, forthright, foursquare government buildingssome of them showing bomb damage, others being
  repaireddominated downtown. They were all fairly new, having gone up since the Second Mexican War. Not only had the government grown greatly since then, but Philadelphia had taken on more
  and more of the role of capital. Washington, though remaining in law the center of government, was hideously vulnerable to Confederate gunsand had, in fact, been occupied by the CSA since
  the earliest days of the fighting.


  Liberty Hall was another pile of brick and granite, rather less impressive than the Broad Street station. It looked more like the home of an insurance firm than that of a great democracy. Down
  in Washington, the Capitol was splendid . . . or had been, till Confederate cannon damaged it.


  Liberty Hall stood near one of the many buildings through which the War Department sprawled. Men in uniform were everywhere on the street, far more common than in New York. New York at most
  accepted the warreluctantly, sometimes angrily. Philadelphia embraced it. Seeing that sobered Flora. She wondered how parochial her opposition would seem.


  She stayed out all day. When she got back, she found her clothes unpacked, pressed as promised, and set neatly in closets and drawers. Nothing was missingshe checked. Seven cents in
  change lay on the nightstand. It must have been in one of her trunks.


  She dressed in her best tailored suit, a black and white plaid, for her first trip to the House. Despite her businesslike appearance, a functionary in semimilitary uniform tried to keep her out
  of the House chamber, saying, The stairs to the visitors gallery are on your right, maam.


  I am Congresswoman Flora Hamburger, she said in a wintry voice, and had the satisfaction of seeing him turn pale. Another uniformed aide took her down to her desk.


  She looked around the immense chamber, which was filling rapidly. The only other woman in the House was a Democrat, an elderly widow from outside of Pittsburgh whose husband had held the
  district for decades till he died a few days before the war broke out. Flora didnt expect to have much in common with her. She didnt expect to have much in common with the plump,
  prosperous men who were the majority here, either, though she did wave back when Hosea Blackford waved to her.


  Then she was on her feet with her right hand raised in a different fashion. I, Flora Hamburger, do solemnly swear that I will faithfully execute the office of Representative of the United
  States, and will to the best of my ability preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the United States.


  When she sat down again, her face bore an enormous smile. She belonged here. It was official. Now to set this place to rights, she muttered under her breath.


  Winter nights up in southern Manitoba were long. Arthur McGregor wished they were longer still. If he lay in bed asleep, he would not have to think of his son Alexander,
  executed by the U.S. occupiers for sabotagesabotage he had not committed, sabotage McGregor was convinced he had not even planned.


  He stirred in bed, wishing he could sleep: a big, strong, hard-faced Scots farmer in his early forties, his dark hair grayer than it had been before the war started, grayer than it would have
  been had the Yankees stayed on their own side of the border. Damn them. His mouth silently shaped the words.


  Maude stirred beside him. You cant bring him back, Arthur, she murmured, as if hed shouted instead of soundlessly whispering. All you can do is make yourself
  feel worse. Rest if you can.


  I want to, he answered. The harder I chase after sleep, though, the faster it runs away. It didnt used to be like this.


  Maude lay quiet. Its because Im right, McGregor thought. Before the Americans came, hed fallen asleep every night as if he were a blown-out
  lantern. Farm work did that to a man. It did that to a woman, too; Maude hadnt lain awake beside him. Now worry and anguish fought their exhaustion to a standstill.


  We have to go on, Maude said. We have to go on for the sake of the girls.


  Julias turning into a woman, he said in dull wonder. Thirteen. God, where does the time go? And Mary . . . He didnt go on. What hed started to
  say was, Mary would kill every American in Manitoba if she could. That wasnt the sort of thing you should say about an eight-year-old girl, even if it was truemaybe
  especially if it was true.


  Arthur Maude began. She fell silent again, and then spoke once more: Whatever you do, Arthur, be careful. I dont know what youre talking
  about, he answered stolidly. Been a goodish while since I let the horse kick me.


  Thats not what I meant. Maude rolled over, turning her back on him. She was angry. She would have been angrier if she hadnt had to tell him that, though. He was sure
  of it.


  Eventually, he slept. When he went downstairs the next morning, Julia had oatmeal ready and fried a couple of eggs while he ate it. The oatmeal and the eggs came straight from what the farm
  produced. The coffee Julia poured, however, hed bought in Rosenfeld, the nearest town. He made a face when he drank it. Im sorry, Father. Didnt I make it right?
  Julia asked anxiously.


  Its as good as it can be, he answered. Its about one part coffee to ten parts burnt roots and grain, is all. I expect the Americans think theyre
  good-hearted for letting us have any of the real bean at all.


  Are you sure its all right? Julia said. McGregor was a serious man in a practical way, as farmers have to be. Julia was serious, too, but more thoughtfully so; shed
  been outraged at the lies the Yankees were having the schools teach, and even more outraged because some of her classmates accepted those lies for truth. Now she seemed to wonder if her father was
  trying to deceive her about the coffee.


  Im sure, he told her. Your mother couldnt have made it any better. That did reassure her. McGregor went on, And no matter what else, its
  hot. The Yanks cant take that from usunless they rob us of fuel, too, that is.


  I wouldnt put it past them, Julia said darkly.


  McGregor wouldnt have put it past them, either. As far as he was concerned, the Americans were nothing but locusts eating their way through everything he and the rest of the Canadians
  whose land they occupied had spent yearssometimes generationsbuilding up. Whatever fragments they happened to leave behind, the Canadians could keep. His mouth twisted in what was not
  a smile. He hoped such generosity wouldnt bankrupt them.


  After finishing breakfast, he put on his coat, mittens, earmuffs, and a stout felt hat. He was already wearing two undershirts under a wool shirt and two pairs of long johns under jeans. Thus
  fortified against the weather, he opened the door, slamming it behind him as fast as he could.


  As always, the first breath of outside air made him feel as if hed inhaled a lungful of knives and saws. His work boots crunched in the snow as he made his slow way toward the barn. The
  second breath wasnt so bad; by the third, the air was just cold. Hed felt it much colder; he doubted it was any more than ten below. This sort of winter weather came with living in
  Manitoba.


  A north-south dirt road marked the eastern boundary of his farm. Most winters, it would have been all but empty of traffic. Not this one, nor the two previous. Big snorting White trucks painted
  green-gray growled over the frozen ground, hauling men and supplies toward the front south of Winnipeg.


  Not far enough south of Winnipeg, McGregor said under his steaming breath. Canadian and British troops still held the United States out of the link between the west and the more
  densely populated provinces to the east, but the sound of artillery from the front was no more than a low mutter on the horizon, not the thunder it had been the summer before, when for a while
  hed hoped the Yanks would be driven from his land.


  Horse-drawn wagons and columns of marching men supplemented the trucks. McGregor hoped the marching soldiers would all come down with frostbite. Some of them surely would; the United States did
  not have winters to match these.


  Other trucks carried soldiers south, away from the fighting. Ambulances with red crosses painted on their green-gray side panels carried soldiers away from the fighting, too, probably for good.
  Any man hurt badly enough to need treatment so far away from the front was likely to be in bad shape. McGregor hoped so.


  He went into the barn and tended to the livestock. He didnt have so much livestock to tend as hed had before the war started; U.S. requisitions had made sure of that. He milked the
  cow and fed it and the horse and the pigs. He shoveled dung. When spring came, hed manure his acres as best he could. He gathered eggs from under the chickens, who squawked and tried to
  peck. He put corn in a trough for them, glad he still had corn to give.


  Before too long, the work with the animals was done. He could have gone back to the house and its warmth. But it wasnt so cold in here; the enclosed space and the body heat of the
  livestock brought the temperature up a good deal. He took off his mittens and stuffed them into a coat pocket.


  Along with the animals, he kept all sorts of tools and supplies in the barn. Most of those tools were openly displayed, hung on pegs above his workbench. Near the workbench lay an old wagon
  wheel, a couple of wooden spokes broken, the iron tire streaked with rust the color of old blood. It looked as if it had lain there for a long time. It was supposed to look as if it had lain there
  for a long time.


  With a grunt, he picked it up and leaned it against the wall. A rake swept away the dirt under it, the dirt that concealed a board which he heaved up and leaned against the wagon wheel. Under
  the board was a hole in which sat a wooden crate about half full of sticks of dynamite, a couple of medium-sized wooden boxes, and a small cardboard box of blasting caps, a long coil of fuse, and,
  carefully greased against rust, a fuse cutter and crimper.


  McGregor looked down into the hole with considerable satisfaction. If Captain Hannebrink ever finds out Ive got this stuff, he puts me against a wall, the same as he did
  Alexander, he said. He whistled a couple of bars of God Save the King, to which the Americans had written their own asinine lyrics. Well, one fine day Captain Hannebrink
  will find outand wont he be surprised?


  He laughed then. Contemplating revenge on the U.S. officer who had arrested his son and later ordered the youths execution was one of the few things that could take the scowl off his face
  these days.


  He picked up a blasting cap, a couple of sticks of dynamite, and the crimper and carried them over to the workbench. A case waited for them there, one more box made from scrap lumber and
  carefully varnished and smeared with petroleum jelly to keep moisture from getting in. Before he got to work on loading the explosives into it, he blew on his hands till his fingers were as warm
  and supple as they could be.


  When he was done working, he set the bomb in the hole along with the crimper. He put the board over the top of the hole, then raked and swept dirt and straw onto it till it looked no different
  from the surrounding ground. With another grunt, he put the old wagon wheel back where it had been. While it was there, no searcher would step on the board and hear the hollow sound a footfall
  made.


  He put on his mittens again, then left the barn. The tracks in the snow he had made coming from the house were still unchanged. He grimaced as he started back. As long as snow lay quiet, he
  couldnt go out and use any of his toys, not without leaving a trail that would lead Captain Hannebrink and his chums straight back to the farmhouse.


  A blizzard, he whispered hoarsely. Give me a blizzard, God. If the snow was falling fast and blowing hard, it would hide his tracks almost as soon as he made them.
  And, if he did come across a Yankee sentry then, he would have bet on himself in the snow against any Yankee ever born. Hed known Canadian winters all his lifeand hed served
  his hitch as a conscript soldier, too, half a lifetime before. He knew the tricks of the business.


  Business . . . Instead of going straight back to the house, he made a detour to the outhouse. He did his business there as fast as he could. During winter, a man thanked God if he was
  constipated; the fewer trips you made, the better. The only advantage to winter was that it held down the stink.


  He set his clothes to rights in jig time, then started back to the farmhouse. He was halfway there when he realized hed forgotten the milk in the barn. Cursing under his breath, he went
  back and retrieved it. When he went into the farmhouse, the first breath of warm air inside was almost as shocking as going the other way had been. What took you so long, Pa? Mary
  asked.


  I was working, he told his youngest daughter. Marys gingery eyebrows rose; she knew how long his chores should have taken. He didnt care, not at the moment. Turning
  to his wife, he asked, What smells so good?


  Blackberry pieour own berries from down by the creek. Maude asked him no questions about why hed worked so long in the barn. She never asked him any questions about
  things like that. He didnt think she wanted to know. But she never told him to stop, either.


  Along with a good part of Greenville, South Carolinas, populationboth white and blackScipio spent a Sunday afternoon in City Park watching Negro recruits
  for the Confederate Army practice marching and countermarching over the broad expanse of grass.


  Ho there, Jeroboam! called one of the colored men who worked at the same textile mill as did Scipio. How you is?


  Is middlin, he answered. How you is, Titus? Jeroboam was a safer name than his own. As Scipio, he had a price on his head. The
  government of the Confederate States and the government of South Carolina would both hang him if they caught him. Hed been a leader in the revolutionary Congaree Socialist Republic, one of
  the many black Socialist republics that had flared to life in the great uprising at the end of 1915and been crushed, one after another, the following year.


  Bayonets glittered on the black recruits Tredegars. Scipio wondered how many of those soldiers who now wore butternut had worn the red armband of revolution a year earlier. Without a
  doubt, some had. Why were they serving the government they had tried to overthrow? To learn what they had not known before, what they would need to know to make their next uprising succeed?
  Or


  Titus came up alongside Scipio. Like Scipios, his hair had some gray in it. He said, Wish I was young enough to jine up my own self. Them sojers, when they gets out, they be as
  good as white in the eyes of the law.


  De gummint say so, Scipio answered dubiously. De gummint need we niggers now. De gummint don need we no mo, what happen den? His accent was thicker and
  richer than Titus: the accent of the swamp country down by the Congaree River, south and east of Greenville.


  When he chose, he could also speak like an educated white. Before he unwillingly became a revolutionary, hed been the butler at Anne Colletons Marshlands plantation. If God was
  kind, he would never have to talk like a white man again. If God was very kind, he would never see Anne Colleton again.


  Titus said, They git to vote, dont they, once theys done bein sojers? They git to sit on juries, dont they, once theys out o the Army?


  De gummint say so, Scipio repeated. I hopes de gummint tell de truth. But it de gummint.


  That got through to Titus. Maybe so, Jeroboam. Maybe so. They make a law today say one thing, they make another one tomorrow, say somethin else. He pointed. But the
  law they make today, it give em niggers with guns. Niggers with guns, they aint so easy to trifle with.


  Scipio nodded. Titus couldnt read and signed his name with an X, but he wasnt stupid. Black men whod carried rifles and shown they could fight would be harder to cheat after
  the war was over. Maybe it was only because the Negro had shown he could fight in the Red uprisings that the Confederate government had decided to put him into the line against the United States.
  If the USA crushed the CSA, the Confederate way of life was wrecked forever. If the Negro helped save the CSA, change would also come, but perhaps less of it.


  A white drill sergeant put the black troops through their paces. By the right flank . . . harch! he barked, and they went as one man to the right. To the rear . . .
  harch! The recruits turned back on themselves. By the left flank . . . harch! They changed direction once more. Eyes . . . right! Their heads
  swung so that they looked into the crowd as they marched past Scipio and Titus. Count cadencecount!


  One! . . . Two! . . . Three! . . . Four! the Negro soldiers shouted in unison, calling out a number at every other step. Then they doubled the pace of the count: One two
  three four! One two three four!


  Companeeehalt! the drill sergeant shouted. His men might suddenly have turned to stone. He nodded, then looked angry at himself for betraying the slightest hint of approval.
  Presentarms! The Tredegars that had been on the Negroes shoulders leaped in front of their faces, held by both hands. Shoulderarms! The rifles
  returned to the mens shoulders. Forard . . . harch! Like a well-oiled machine, the company went back into motion.


  After a few minutes, Scipio said, Is goin on home. See you in de mornin. Titus nodded absently. The soldiers seemed to entrance him.


  The room Scipio rented was large and cheap. He kept it scrupulously clean. That was a leftover from his days at Marshlands, though he didnt think of it as such. All he knew was, dirt
  annoyed him. He bathed more often than most of his fellow boarders, too. He wished he had a bathtub in his own room. The one down at the end of the hall would have to do, though.


  He read under the gaslight till six oclock, then went downstairs to supper. It was a stew of rice and carrots and turnips and okra and a little chicken. A cook at Marshlands who turned
  out such a stingy supper would have been looking for a new situation the next morning. Scipio ate a big plateful and said not a word. Since the ill-fated black revolt broke out, hed learned
  a full belly, however obtained, was nothing at which to sneer.


  His cheap alarm clock jangled far too early the next morning. He shaved in cold water at the sink in his room, put on wool pants and a collarless cotton shirt, threw a cotton jacket over the
  shirt, and plopped a flat cap on his head. Coffee and rolls were waiting downstairs. The coffee was brewed from about as much chicory as the real bean, but it made his eyes come open, which counted
  for more. The only word he had for the rolls was delicious.


  Thus fortified, he made his way to the mill where he worked. The morning was brisk, but not so chilly as to make walking unpleasant. He fell in with a couple of other Negro men who worked at the
  same mill. One of his friends told a lewd, improbable, and highly entertaining story about his exploits with several womenjust how many kept changing from one minute to another.


  Black faces streamed in at the entry gate. Only a few whites put salt among the pepper. Most of the white faces belonged to women, the rest to men either unfit for service or too badly injured
  to go back into the military.


  Befo the war, one of Scipios friends said, niggers couldnt get these here jobs, cept maybe the dirtiest ones an the hardest ones. They was
  all fo the buckra, but nowadays the buckra all off fightin the Yankees. If us niggers dont do the work, the work dont get did.


  Thats a fac, Scipio said. He never expressed an opinion of that sort on his own. To have done so might have drawn attention to him. The more nearly invisible he was,
  the better. Agreeing with what someone else said, though, seemed safe enough.


  He punched the time clock and went to work: throwing heavy bolts of butternut cloth onto a low cart with tiny wheels and pushing the cart from the enormous room where the cloth was woven to the
  equally enormous one where it was cut into uniforms. He got three dollars a day, up from the $2.50 the mill had paid when he first hired on. Part of the increase was because wages were rising along
  with prices, though not so fast. The rest came simply from his staying on the job. A lot of men started, lasted a couple of days or a couple of weeks, and quit. Some got better work elsewhere,
  while others left the factory for the service.


  At forty-fourgive or take a yearScipio was too old to join the service. He wasnt particularly interested in better work, either. The job he had was hard, but not too hard.
  He had better wind and a slimmer waistline than hed owned back at Marshlands. He also had work that he did and did well, without anyone giving him orders every other minute.


  He hadnt learned what a luxury that was till his first factory job in Columbia, after hed managed to escape the collapsing Congaree Socialist Republic. Before then, all hed
  ever known were Anne Colletons endless commands, and those of her brothers, and, in earlier days, those of her father.


  Now all he had to do was shove this cart across fifty feet of bumpy floor, unload the bolts of cloth, and then pull the cart back and fill it up again. He had plenty of time to think while he
  worked, and his natural pace was fast enough to keep the foreman happy. Had the foreman pushed him, he could easily have worked half again as hard; the fellow never would have lasted as an overseer
  in the Marshlands cotton fields.


  At noon, the lunch whistle blew. Scipio clocked out, hurried to one of the many little greasy spoons across the street from the mill, and bought a ham sandwich on fresh-baked bread, with
  homemade mustard sharp enough to bring tears to his eyes. Then it was back to the mill, and an afternoon just like the morning.


  His replacement on the evening shift, a fellow about half his age named Midas, got there a couple of minutes before the shift whistle blew. Scipio was pleasantly surprised; this was the first
  time in several days Midas had been early. They gossiped till the whistle screeched. Then Scipio said, See you in de mornin, and headed for the boardinghouse.


  Supper that evening was another starchy, watery stew, this one eked out with bits of salt pork. Scipio wolfed it down as if he never expected to eat again, then took the stairs to his room two
  at a time. That got him into the bathtub ahead of any of the other four people on his floor. Feeling clean and contented, he went back to his room to read and relax for an hour or two before he had
  to go to bed.


  About half past eight, someone knocked on the door. When he got up and opened it, he found two large white men outside. They did not look friendly. One of them pointed a large, heavy revolver at
  his chest, which seemed anything but friendly. In a flat voice, the other one said, You are a nigger named Scipio.


  Had Scipio been white, he would have turned pale. No, suh. He shook his head violently. Is Jeroboam. Is had de name all my born days.


  Passbook, the white man holding the revolver said.


  Now, were Scipio white, he would have flushed. Aint got none, he admitted. He put the best face on it he could: Hell of a lot of niggers aint got no passbook
  no mo. De war, de nasty uprisin Frantically, he wondered who had recognized him and turned him in. Titus? One of the soldiers whod marched past him in the park?
  He doubted he would ever know.


  Liar, the white man with the pistol said. His comrade whispered something to him. Reluctantly, he nodded. When he spoke again, his tone was grudging: We do want to make sure
  you really are Scipio the Red, so we know were killin the right nigger and not letting him run loose to make more mischief. So I aint gonna get rid of you now, not unless you
  do somethin stupid like try and run. So well take you to somebody who damn well knows who you are. Once were certain sure, then we stretch your goddamn
  neck.


  Whoever say I aint Jeroboam, he a liar, Scipio declared.


  Anne Colleton aint no he, the white man without the gun said. Scipio had the presence of mind not to betray that he knew the name. That helped now. It
  wouldnt help for long. The tough guy with the gun gestured. Come on, the other one growled. Numbly, Scipio came.


  Sergeant Chester Martin wrinkled his long, rather beaky nose as he made his way up the muddy zigzag of the communications trench toward the front line. Hed lived with
  mud and the stink of rotting meat and shit and garbage from the U.S. invasion of the Roanoke valley when the war was new till he got wounded the autumn before. Convalescing in Toledo, hed
  almost managed to forget the nature of the stench, but it came back in a hurry.


  He rubbed his chin, which was as pointed as his nose. Now the United States were getting ready to invade Virginia again, this time from the north rather than the west. In the early days of the
  fighting, the CSA had overrun Maryland and southern Pennsylvania before being halted on the line of the Susquehanna. The grinding war since then had driven the Rebels back toward their own border.
  Now


  Now the United States had bridgeheads south of the Potomac, on Confederate soil. Martin trudged past a wrecked barrela Confederate model, with treads all around the hullfrom which
  Army engineers were scavenging whatever they could.


  A shell burst a couple of hundred yards to Martins left. He didnt bother ducking; going home to heal hadnt made him lose the knack for knowing when an incoming round was
  dangerous and when it wasnt. Rifle and machine-gun fire told him he was getting very close to the front. The shooting was sporadic, almost desultory. Neither side was pushing hard here, not
  right this second.


  A grimy, tired-looking fellow with several days growth of beard was leaning against the wall of the trench while he smoked a cigarette. Martin paused. The soldier studied him. He could
  read the fellows thoughts. Nearly clean uniforma point against. New Purple Heart ribbona point for, maybe even a point and a half, because it explained the clean uniform.
  Sergeants stripesthree points against, without a doubt.


  But the stripes also meant the fellow couldnt safely ignore him. Sure enough, after another drag on the hand-rolled cigarette, the soldier asked, You lookin for somebody in
  particular, Sergeant?


  B Company, 91st Regiment, Martin answered. They told me back at division HQ it was up this way.


  They gave you the straight goods, the soldier said with a nod. Matter of fact, Im in B Company myself. Names Tilden Russell.


  Chester Martin, Martin said.


  Russell looked him over again, this time with more interest. You dont mind me askin, Sarge, whered you pick up your grape-jelly ribbon there?


  What kind of soldier are you? the question meant. What kind of action have you seen? Roanoke front, Martin answered crisply. Spent two years there, till I
  took one in the arm in the Rebs big counterattack last fall.


  Two years on the Roanoke front? Russells eyebrows rose toward the brim of his helmet. Come on. Ill take you up to the line myself. God damn, you can play on my
  team any day of the week.


  Thanks. Martin hid a smile. If hed come from Arkansas or, say, Sequoyah, Tilden Russell wouldnt have wanted to give him the time of day, let alone escort him up to
  the forward trenches. Compared to this front, the fighting out west wasnt anything to speak of. The fighting in the Roanoke valley, though, didnt take a back seat to anything.


  Captain Cremony! Russell called as he came into the front-line trenches, and then, to a soldier in a green-gray uniform, You seen the captain, Eddie? This heres our
  new sergeantspent two years on the Roanoke front. He sounded as proud of that as if hed done the fighting himself.


  Yeah? Eddie looked impressed, too. He pointed to the nearest vertical jog in the horizontal trench. He ducked into that traverse there, last I saw him.


  Thanks. Come on, Sergeant. Russell led Martin down the firebay toward the traverse. Some of the trench floor was corduroyed with wood. Some was just mud, into which Martins
  boots sank with wet, squelching noises. He rounded the corner on Tilden Russells heels. Russell let out a pleased grunt and said, Hey, Captain, I found our new sergeant comin
  up to the line. His names Martin, sirhe was on the Roanoke front before he got wounded.


  In spite of a fearsomely waxed, upthrusting Kaiser Bill mustache, Captain Cremony couldnt have seen his twenty-fifth birthday. He was skinny and swarthy and looked more like a clerk than
  a soldier, but clerks didnt commonly have two oak-leaf clusters under their Purple Heart ribbons. Roanoke, eh? he said. Youll know what its all about,
  then.


  I hope so, sir, Martin answered.


  You ought to fit in well, the company commander said. You mark my words, Sergeantwhen the weather clears up, this front will see movement like nothing since the early
  days.


  I hope so, sir, Martin said again. In the early days, the Confederates had been doing all the moving on this front. He was willing to assume that wasnt what Captain Cremony
  meant.


  About time, too, Cremony said. Weve owed these bastards for two wars and fifty years. Now were going to get our own back.


  Yes, sir! Martins voice took on real warmth. My grandfather lost a leg in the War of Secession. He died before we got to pay the Rebs back for that and for everything
  else. Next to what he got, thishe waggled his armisnt anything worth talking about.


  He listened to himself in something close to amazement. After two and a half years of what surely came closer to hell than anything else man had managed to build on earth, he could still sound
  like a patriot. If that didnt mean he was crazy, it did mean the United States had owed a hell of a big debt for a hell of a long time: a debt of pain, a debt of humiliation. And if they won
  this time, they would pay it back in the same coin. Martin didnt look forward to the fighting that lay ahead. But the repayment . . . oh, yes, he looked forward to the repayment.


  Captain Cremony said, Russell, take him down the line to the section hell be leading. The sooner he fits himself into the scheme of things, the better for everybody.


  Yes, sir, Tilden Russell said. You come with me, Sergeant. Its not far. As soon as he and Martin were out of earshot of Captain Cremony, he added, The
  one youre going to have to watch out for, Sarge, is Corporal Reinholdt. Hes been running the section since Sergeant Kelly stopped a Tredegar round with his ear, and he was steamed
  when they didnt give him his third stripe.


  Ill take care of that, Martin said. He didnt blame Reinholdt for being steamed. If you were doing a three-stripers job, you deserved a third stripe. A file
  card with Martins name on it must have popped up in the War Department at just the wrong moment for Reinholdt.


  Either that, Martin thought, or the guy doesnt deserve two stripes, let alone three. Hed have to see about that, too.


  Quietly, Russell said, Here we are, Sarge. Then he raised his voice: Heads up, you lugs. This here is Sergeant Martin. Hes off convalescent leavespent the
  whole damn war till now on the Roanoke front.


  One of the men Martin would be leading was stirring a kettle of stew. A couple were on the firing step, though they werent shooting at the Rebels. One was dealing from a battered deck of
  cards for himself and three friends. A couple were cleaning their rifles. One was repairing a tunic, using a needle and thread with what Martin could see at a glance was extraordinary skill. A few
  were asleep, rolled in blankets.


  Everybody who was awake gave Martin a once-over. He was a stranger here, and so an object of suspicion, and in a clean uniform, and so doubly an object of suspicion. He looked the men over, too.
  The tailor, or whatever he was in civilian life, was a kid. So were one of the fellows on the firing step, a cardplayer, and one of the men working with gun oil and cleaning rod. The rest, Martin
  guessed, had been in the fight longer.


  He looked around for Corporal Reinholdt, and found him glowering at the cards he was holding. Reinholdt looked like somebody who spent a lot of time glowering. Martin decided to try it the
  smooth way first: Corporal, I hope youll give me a hand getting to know people.


  By way of answer, Reinholdt only grunted. His eyes went back to his hand, but kept flicking toward Martins face. Martin sighed. The smooth way wasnt going to work. Sooner or later,
  hed have trouble with the disgruntled corporal. He resolved to make it sooner, and to pick the time himself.


  Holding in his temper, Martin spoke to the men of the section: Tell me who you are. Ill get it wrong for a while, but not for long.


  Names washed over him: Willie and Parker and Zeb and Cal and two guys named Joe and one, the fellow with needle and thread, who seemed to be called Hamburger. That a first name or a last
  name? Martin asked, and got a laugh from everybody except Corporal Reinholdt.


  Hey, dont get him mad at you, one of the Joes said. His sisters a congressmancongressladywhatever the hell they call her.


  Yeah, and Im Queen of the May, Martin said.


  That got more laughter, but the soldiers said things like, Were not shitting you, Sarge. She really is. We aint lyin.


  Martin still didnt believe it. Pointing at the kid named HamburgerDavid, his first name turned out to behe asked, Listen, if your sisters in Congress, what the
  hell are you doin here? She dont like you or somethin?


  She likes me fine, Hamburger said through more laughter. His swarthy face flushed. She just doesnt think its right to use her job to make things soft for her
  family. Thats not why the working people elected her.


  Socialist, Martin thought from the way the kid said working people. It didnt faze him; about one soldier in three voted that way. New York City? he
  asked.


  Yeah. Hamburger nodded. You can tell from the way I talk, I bet.


  Right the first time, Martin said. He would have tagged the kid for a dago from his looks, but with that last name he was likelier to be a Jew. Your old man a
  peddler?


  Nohe sews for a living, same as me, same as my other two sisters. That explained the deft hand with a needle. How about you, Sarge?


  I was a steelworker in Toledo before the war, like my pa still is, Martin answered. He makes the stuff, and we throw it at the Rebs. That works out pretty good, hey?
  David Hamburger nodded again. Martin thought hed get on here well enoughexcept he didnt like Corporal Reinholdts eyes.
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