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"As
a historian, my daydreams often take characteristic shapes; and often they
return to that fatal day in July, 1863, when Lee faced Longstreet across the
ramparts of the Pennsylvania hills.


"What,
I ask myself, would have happened if that heroic and nearly disastrous charge
of Pickett and Pettigrew had failed? Might not a Southern defeat at Gettysburg
have postponed or even cancelled British recognition in August, the Palmerston
Alliance, and the large-scale Empire aid that later turned the tide? I shudder
at the thought that the South might now be, instead of a proud and solid
Confederacy, merely the downtrodden stepchild of a victorious and vengeful
Union.


"Futile
such daydreams may be . . . but it is fascinating indeed to speculate on what
might have been. . . ." 


 


John
Darden Woodard,


THE
CONFEDERATE EXPERIMENT: THE FIRST CENTURY


Government
Press, Richmond
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"Riot,
looting, arson," murmured
Colonel Earl Sawyer, staring out as the Bentley's tires crunched on shattered
glass. "Even rape—though not white women yet, they say. They've learned
that lesson, at least."


Major
Aubrey Quidley, sitting erect beside him, nodded, without words. He was staring
down at his hands, seeing them, yet not really there. The colonel's words had
illuminated, like a suddenly lit and frozen single frame of film, a horrific
picture within his normally unimaginative mind. An image of Miss Sharon's
slender legs, naked under her torn-open dress, spread wide in his vision to
allow . . . he caught Sawyer staring at him and recalled himself to reality.
"Yes, sir," he said.


"This
is the worst I've seen since the riots in Alabama, back in sixty-eight. Those
were some bad weeks, let me tell you. Took a full division of Regular Army to
pacify Birmingham. There wasn't much left." Sawyer shifted his heavy body
slightly in the seat, bringing his chest up; a small red decoration came into
the edge of Quidley's view, and he knew what the colonel wanted him to ask.


"Is
that where you picked up the wound badge, sir?"


"Only
a scratch," said Sawyer modestly.


Quidley
suppressed his initial urge to gag, murmured something polite, and then the two
officers fell silent, looking out as the gray staff car crept along. The thick
dark smells of smoke and plaster dust, quenched ashes and roasting meat
filtered slowly in past the scents of leather and cologne and good tobacco. A
pall of dark oily smoke rolled across the road as Sergeant Roberts, the darky
driver, slowed at the corner of Hampton and Little Creek, and Quidley caught
his breath and leaned over Sawyer to look.


Their
own neighborhood. Burned, all of it,
the great tract of Richmond-subsidized housing, designed to move Norfolk's
half-million coloreds from squalor to healthy, if spartan, accommodations. The
first of the great Renewed Colored Areas, four years in the building. Destroyed
in one night. He leaned back, feeling sick. Flakes of soot blew across the road
as Roberts accelerated, sounding the siren as they swerved to the right to pass
a squat gray Johnston tank.


"That's
Railroad work, burning those houses," said Sawyer.


"Do
you think so?" said Quidley, looking at him curiously. The colonel, just
in from Richmond, outranked him; but the man's rumpled, obviously off-the-rack
uniform, the cheap cigar he puffed, the shocking way he had run to fat, all
made him conscious of the fact that Sawyer was a social inferior. After all, he
was from Mississippi.


"Hell,
yes, I think so. Who but niggers would've done this? They don't value decent
housing the way whites do. Why, I always said all this fancy new housing was a
waste of good Confederate tax dollars. More police, that's what we need for
those conditionally emancipated loafers—not fancy-ass bathrooms and hot runnin'
water." He waved toward the sky with the cigar. "Hadn't been for this
rain your whole downtown would've gone up."


"We've
got a good fire service, Colonel."


"Loyal?
Or niggers?"


"There
are Negroes, yes, sir, but with white officers. Like the police. They'd have
done just as well." Quidley raised his voice a trifle, though he knew
Roberts, in front, could hear every word they exchanged. "Sergeant, a
little faster? The colonel was delayed at the station, and we'd like to arrive
on time."


"Yes,
sir." The Bentley's motor purred instead of whispering; the Stars and
Bars, fixed at either side of the grille, began to flutter. Shattered
storefronts, broken street signs, burned-out hulks of cars streamed by them.
Most of the stores had been looted, with glass and scattered, dirtied
merchandise littering the sidewalks. Looting—despite curfews, patrols, and
orders to the police to shoot lawbreakers on sight.


Something
out of place (even in that desolation of ruined homes and hopes) caught his eye
and he frowned. Men—white men—lounged in front of a block of broken-in
storefronts. Each carried a weapon—rifle, shotgun, or at the least a length of
pipe. Guards? But they wore no uniforms. "Who are they, I wonder," he
murmured, and felt Sawyer turn his head beside him.


"Who?
Them? Look like patrollers."


"Don't
look like them. And I don't think they patrol out here."


"Aren't
they—"


But
he'd seen it too, at the same time Sawyer had. One of the men had turned, and
the white armband with its red flaming-cross symbol came into view.
"Kuklos," he said, finishing Sawyer's sentence. As the speeding car
left the block behind he saw another armbanded man step from the gape of a
broken window, lugging something heavy in both hands.


"How
much longer, Major?" said Sawyer, shooting his cuff to expose a large gold
English watch.


"Half
an hour to the beach. A little more to the fort."


"I
see. Well, let's not waste the ride. Can you go over the local situation for me
again? There was a briefing at the Castle before I left, but I understand
you've been on the scene since it began."


"Yes,
sir, I have." Quidley drew a breath, looking out of the window at
destruction. "The first hint of trouble occurred about nine last night.
The government and most of the private factories had let out for Secesh Day,
and the city had some free entertainment and oratory laid on—the standard sort
of thing. The centerpiece was a speech by the Mayor and a fireworks display
down at Town Point, on the river. That drew a crowd of twenty thousand, mostly
colored, but in good spirits—a holiday crowd. The fireworks started late and
there was some booing, a few fights; nothing the city police weren't handling
well.


"About
nine-fifteen some of the pyrotechnics seemed too loud. People began falling,
and those near them began to scream. Some alert police—Chief Mays' people, not
Army—had been placed atop buildings nearby as security for the Mayor, who was
down below, on an elevated grandstand over the river. They later reported that
they saw figures on the roof of one of the warehouses along Waterfront Drive.
They were armed and were firing on the crowd."


"On
their own people?" Sawyer was incredulous.


"Correct.
The police took them under fire, of course. Meanwhile the crowd panicked and
began to stampede. Squad cars were unable to reach the scene. And then someone
started to rock a parked car."


"Started
that way in Alabam' too. Coloreds seem to hate them cars."


"Maybe
because they can't own them," said Quidley. "The crowd turned ugly.
Several policemen were beaten and their weapons taken."


"What
about the snipers?"


"They
disappeared in the midst of the uproar. And they're still at large. It all
happened very quickly." 


"Anyone
killed? Whites, I mean?"


"No.
Still, there was a lot of damage done in the business district." 


"And
what about all this?" said Sawyer, pointing his cigar out the window.


"Well,
it—the riot seemed to expand. The news came in through Army channels about
ten-thirty. I ordered the Fort patrols out at eleven. All key military points
were defended by midnight, with patrols at the shipyard perimeter, the docks
and ordnance works, Sewell's Point, and—key civilian neighborhoods. This was
coordinated with Commander Channing at the Naval Base. Now, the fires—they
started early that morning. This morning. In widely scattered neighborhoods,
but all colored. I had local radio stations pass the word for all citizens to
stay indoors. The looting peaked before sunrise; after that there was no
organized resistance to police or patrols. General quiet was restored by about
eight. Nevertheless, I thought it best to keep them indoors for the day—"


"Yes,"
Sawyer said, nodding. "You seem to have handled this all pretty well. I'll
relay that to Richmond when I get back." 


"Thank
you, sir," said Quidley.


Presently
the gray car slowed, and flashed its lights twice. Quidley and Sawyer returned
the sentries' salutes as the Bentley purred through gates and barbed wire into
Fort Davis. "Port Control," said Quidley to Roberts. To Sawyer he
said, "You'll want me at this briefing, sir?"


"Sure
do, Major. You won't be directly involved, but I want you to know what's going
on. After all, you're—what is it?" 


"Port
Security Officer," said Quidley.


"Right.
We'll be depending on you to keep this all under wraps. It would definitely
cause . . . problems . . . if even one whisper of Shiloh . . ." Sawyer
glanced significantly forward, at Sergeant Roberts' close-cropped head.


He
nodded, tensing. It was a word, or a name, he'd heard before. As security
officer of Hampton Roads, the Confederacy's largest seaport, he was the center
of a net of operatives and covert police personnel and officials in factories,
military units, and service organizations. Army Intelligence at Castle Thunder
considered it his duty to hear all and know all, at least as far as
southeastern Virginia was concerned. And of recent weeks a strange word, almost
a code, had been reported in use at establishments as diverse as the Marine
Corps Amphibious Planning Office at Little Creek and at the oil-transfer piers
in Portsmouth. The word, his people had reported, occurred only in
conversations between high-ranking managers and officers, and even then was
used with great caution. Quidley had even heard General Norris use it once . .
. overheard it, rather, as he was stepping into the general's office, and had
seen Norris start and lower the phone as he ordered him out to wait.


That
word was Shiloh. Meaningless . . . as the name of one of the first great
battles of the War of Secession, fought on the Tennessee, ending in Johnston's
death and mutual heavy losses. But what did it really mean? In half an hour or
less, he'd know.


The
Bentley braked; he felt Roberts ease off at the last instant so they'd roll
gently to a halt, rather than jerk. Roberts was a good driver, if a little
forgetful in matters of his uniform. Both he and Sawyer sat stiffly as Roberts
opened first the colonel's door and then the major's, and saluted. Quidley
nodded. "Up here, sir."


Port
Control, near the center of Fort Davis, was ten stories tall, high enough for
its upper levels to serve as observation posts for seaward firing. The lowest
levels were of heavy concrete, with tall windows barely a foot wide framing a
colonnaded entrance way. Sawyer sighed as the doors swung closed behind them.
"Air conditioned. Thank God."


"Would
the Colonel like to freshen up? We have a few minutes left."


"I
sure would. I've been sweating like a pig ever since I got off the train."


OFFICERS
ONLY, a discreet sign advised. The attendant, old, colored, bowed and brought
towels and a small tray of toiletries. Sawyer disappeared into the black-
Quidley ran a moistened cloth over his face, selected a touch of French
cologne, and turned to check his appearance in the full-length mirror.


Aubrey
Lee Quidley IV, Major, Confederated States Army (CSA), was tall and thin as a
saber. The tailored gray melton army tunic was severely cut save for three
stripes of thin gold braid that intertwined gleaming from cuff to elbow. The
gray jodhpurs were traced along the outer seam by a single inch-wide buff
stripe that disappeared into soft brown knee-height riding boots; their hue was
matched by a polished leather Sam Browne belt that crossed his tunic,
supporting a holstered .455 Leech & Rigdon semiautomatic. A gold needlework
star gleamed at his collar. He nodded in satisfaction; the uniform was right.


So
was the face. High forehead. Sandy-dark hair, beginning to recede and to gray
slightly at thirty-four. Eyes too of cadet gray, steady and, as he thought of
them, forthright; actually they protruded slightly, but this was only visible
in profile. Except for a barely visible auburn moustache he was smoothly
shaven; even without sleep there was time for that. The receding chin alone
(which all the Quidleys, a family old and respected in Raleigh, had) seemed out
of place, almost petulant.


The
old man was back, flicking subserviently at his shoulders with a stiff brush.
"Get that dirty thing away," he said sharply. "Is the Colonel—"


"All
done," said Sawyer, emerging from one of the stalls. He sniffed the air,
looked at Quidley, at the tray, and contented himself with washing his hands.


The
briefing room was on the fifth floor. Several others, officers and civilians,
joined them in the elevator. Quidley recognized Commander Channing, his
opposite number for the Navy; they nodded as their eyes met. A Coast Artillery
colonel from Battery Davis, whom he'd worked for when he was an observer, years
before. Two dark-suited civilians; Confederate Bureau of Investigation. He
didn't know them but they looked like Richmond boys. At the second floor the
elevator stopped for a short square man of middle age in Royal Navy uniform,
with the gold-encrusted sleeve of an admiral. Moving to the rear, Quidley
searched his memory for that weathered face and came up with Sir Leigh Vickery,
the British Empire's liaison with its staunchest ally, and commander of the
Allied Western Atlantic Fleet. If he was here, Shiloh must be . . . important.


The
elevator slowed. Fifth floor. "After you, sir."


"Identification,
please, gentlemen."


"I'm
Colonel Sawyer—"


"Your
ID, sir." The marine was polite but inflexible. Quidley noted that he
carried his sidearm loaded and cocked.


"Here
it is, then," said Sawyer, holding out the gray military ID. 


"Pass,
sir." The table had places for twenty; when they were all seated it was
filled. Quidley glanced around at a quiet green carpet. A lectern. A few prints
on the paneled walls, mostly War of Secession battle scenes: Sumter; Manassas;
Chancellorsville; Gettysburg, the "pivot of victory"; Harrisonville,
the famous Brady photograph of the truce meeting, Lee and Meade shaking hands
warily, an anonymous farmer smirking in the background. Facing north,
floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the Chesapeake. From his seat he could see
all the way to Cape Charles and to the rolling green of the Atlantic to the
east. And to the west, a dark stain on the horizon, the buildings and
battlements of the enemy.


"Attention,"
said someone, and there was a scrape of chairs as everyone rose.


"Seats,
please, gentlemen," said General Norris. He paused on his way to the head
of the table to shake Vickery's hand and say a word of welcome, then sat. He
glanced at the marines, who stepped outside and closed the door.


Short,
white-haired, Norris spoke in a stammering, high-pitched voice. "Pardon
me, gentlemen, but it's been a bad night . . . we've had a bit of trouble
recently, in town . . . but police authorities have assured me it's now under
control. Military involvement will be minimal." He smiled briefly at
Sawyer. "Earl, good to see you. I should get up to Castle Thunder more
often."


"You're
always welcome at the Puzzle Palace, Gen'ral." 


"Gentlemen,
I'd like to introduce Colonel Earl Sawyer, CSA, Military Intelligence, who will
present today's briefing. Earl is a good old boy, but I happen to know that
under all that Mississippi he is damned sharp . . . and cheek by jowl with the
General Staff. Earl." Norris smiled again, looking relieved, and sat back
in the chair as Sawyer heaved himself up, opened the briefcase, and began
laying out papers.


"Good
mornin', all. I'd like to start out by saying that this briefing is most
secret. As you all understand. Even the name of this project should be
considered vital to the security of the Confed'racy."


Quidley
frowned. Sawyer seemed to change on his feet—the drawl thinned out, the cracker
manner changing to something more rapid, more efficient. But his attention was
not on the man's manner but on his words. Shiloh. At last he would find out
what it was.


"I'm
going to begin quite a ways back," said Sawyer, looking at Vickery,
"For the benefit of the Empire representative. I'll make it as concise as
I rightly can.


"For
the last hundred and thirty-some years, the Confederacy has been face to face
with a powerful foe. Sometimes it's been real war, like it was durin' Secession
and out West in the 1880s; sometimes, just been a face-off. But always we've
been facing a powerful and, in the main, hostile North.


"It
all started during the partition. If Lincoln'd let us out peaceful, we might
have got along better afterwards. If we'd lost the war . . . well, who knows.
But all through the nineteenth century we were neck and neck, expandin'
territorially. The North went west and north, into the midwest, Alaska, West
Canada. We went west—till the Arizona war—then south, Cuba and the Yucatan and
Coahuila. Till today there's seventeen stars in the Stars and Bars."


Norris
coughed impatiently, but Sawyer would not be hurried.


"The
Palmerston Alliance—eighteen and sixty-four—has been the cornerstone of our
security. And we carried our share, too, in the Quadruple Entente, winnin' the
Great War in 1916. This Confederate-Empire friendship has stood like a rock
amid changin' world events—and made the Yankees and the Czar think twice about
attackin' either one of us.


"Today,
however—" his voice dropped, and he leaned forward over the table—"that
alliance, and our security with it, is bein' threatened. Again, from
Philadelphia." Quidley concentrated. He knew the history. But what could
threaten the strongest alliance on the planet?


"As
you all know," Sawyer went on, "the Union has just concluded the
Japanese war. It was a long one—ever since the surprise attack on Los Angeles.
But last January it ended—with the Union usin' a new weapon." 


"The
new shell," murmured someone.


"That's
right. One of them—fired from a battleship sixty miles at sea—completely
destroyed the port city of Yokohama. It's a weapon that is, well, irresistible.
No armor can withstand it. Its explosive power is terrific. But that's not the
worst of it." Sawyer tapped the table for emphasis. "The worst of it
is—the Union's the only country got one." 


"Research
is proceeding at London and Capetown," said Vickery. Heads turned at the
dry Dartmouth accent, and the whispers that had punctuated Sawyer's remarks
ceased. "If you don't mind my making a remark—" 


"Floor's
yours, Sir Leigh." 


"As
to the new shell . . . our, ah, scientists have been able to duplicate some of
the—effects. Others elude us. We might have had our own device by now but two
years ago there was an—accident—at the Lochboisdale facility. It destroyed most
of the equipment and many of the best men in the field.


"What
we badly require at this point is certain information on the internal
construction of the explosive portion of the shell."


Sawyer
nodded. "You're gettin' ahead of me, Sir Leigh, but you're right. So that
brings us to the sensitive part of this briefing." He tapped one of the
papers. "The Castle, of course, has got intelligence people in
Philadelphia. They've been tellin' us some interesting things. For an example—we
thought they had only one shell, the one they fired, and that makin' more was a
lengthy affair. Now we come to find out that there's one bein' made a month—turned
out of a topsecret plant in Thief River, Minnesota. So they've had time to
accumulate a few."


"That's
bad news," said Norris.


"Yes,
sir, it is. Real bad. Get more into that in a minute. But there's another piece
of intelligence bears on it too—a piece we just recently got."


"Go
on," said Vickery. 


"The
Yokohama device was a shell for a naval gun; twenty-four-inch, Yankee
battlewagon caliber. Apparently the first six shells were of this model. But
now our source in Philadelphia is tellin' us a new model's being produced. A
thirty-inch."


"Union
coast artillery," said Quidley.


"Right,
Major. And the first of those thirtyinchers has come off the line—and is
earmarked for shipment to Fort Monroe."


"Damn,"
Norris muttered as Sawyer unfolded a map of the area and laid it in front of
Vickery. To the admiral he said, laying a finger on Old Point Comfort,
"This is Fortress Monroe. By terms of the Treaty of Montreal, 1864, the
Union retained this fortified position in Southern territory to guard the mouth
of the Chesapeake and the Bay cities. Later we built this fort, Davis, across
the channel from it. We swapped shots all through the war of '88 but the
Yankees held. Since then they've continually modernized and strengthened it
with the present thirty-inch disappearing batteries." 


"We
have thirty-eight-inch Tredegar rifles on this side," said Norris.


"Yes,
sir," said Sawyer politely. "And they've been a powerful deterrent to
Yankee adventurism. But the whole picture is changin'. The power balance is
still working. But pretty soon it's going to be overturned—in the North's
favor."


There
was an uneasy stirring about the table. They knew what an upset of that balance
could mean. A renewal of the perennial confrontation in the divided city of
Washington. Pressure for concessions in Venezuela and Mexico, just as the oil
fields there were reaching peak production under the aegis of Confederate
corporations. And, most dangerous of all, stepped-up Railroad activity among
the coloreds.


"Now,"
said Sawyer, "Shiloh.


"Today
is—" he checked his watch ostentatiously —"The seventeenth of July.
Three days from today, on the twentieth, a Union ammunition ship will depart
the Colts Neck, New Jersey, arsenal for Hampton Roads. The—cargo—will be
aboard. It's scheduled to dock in Phoebus Channel, near Monroe, at 0730, on the
twenty-third of July.


"It
will never make it. During the night, as it approaches the capes, it will be
boarded and sunk by Railroad terrorists. The shell will, presumably, go to the
bottom in well over a thousand fathoms of water."


Quidley
stroked his moustache. The pause grew too long for him and he said, "Will
it, Colonel?" 


"Of
course not. Oh, the ship will. But the shell won't. We'll have it. It'll be
immediately transshipped by rail to the Arsenal and Weapons Laboratory at
Columbus, Georgia. There, a group of Allied"—he glanced at Vickery, who
nodded slightly—"and government experts will disassemble it for
study."


Quidley
frowned. Something was nagging at his mind, some obscure fact.


Sawyer
went on. "That, in brief, will be the project that we've been callin'
Shiloh. The General Staff has approved it—our Allies know about it—and, I might
say too, it has the personal approval of the President."


Something
obscure—a ship, a fort—he struggled with his memory. Meanwhile Sawyer passed
stapled sheaves of paper around the table. Quidley eyed his. It was the
operation order for the project.


There:
He had it. A piece of moldy history, exhumed from wherever it had lain since
his school days. Hadn't it been an ammunition ship—Union, of course, named the Star
of the West—that had tried to reach Fort Sumter, in Charleston harbor, and
been driven off by the South Carolinians....


Starting
the War of Secession.


He
glanced up, opened his mouth, but Sawyer was talking again. "That's the
general idea, then," he was saying. "I'm sure you've got lots of
questions.


"So
now, let's get down to details."
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The
bouillon was ready. Vyry Lewis turned
off the gas and poured the liquid carefully into a cracked china cup. The hot
steam, beef-redolent, curled up into her eyes, and whether for that or some
other reason she blinked back tears as she walked into the bedroom of her flat
and knelt by the man in her bed.


He
looked powerful even in sleep. Great thick muscles bulged smoothly beneath the
tattooed skin of his arms. His massive chest was covered with a thick mat of
coarse curly hair. His neck was thick and sinewy; his jaw broad, and scarred
from numberless waterfront fights; his nose, mashed almost flat by bottle,
fist, or police truncheon. His hair was cut short in the standard
government-worker haircut.


She
set the cup down carefully, trying not to wake him. Sleep, now, that's what my
man needs, she thought. That do him more good than food.


Cautiously,
she lifted the worn sheet that covered his lower body. His chest rose and fell
gently. The bandage, still in place on his thigh, showed only a small stain of
blood. Thank the Lord, she thought. He was naked underneath the sheet, and his
manhood moved and stirred as she watched.... 


"You
rascal," she said, dropping the sheet and smiling into his opened eyes.
"Ain't nothing else ever on your mind?" 


"So
who's stealing looks?" Johnny Turner tried to move his leg and his mouth
tightened. "What time's it gettin' to be?" he said, looking toward
the drawn shades. 


"'Bout
the middle of the afternoon. Near to three. You feel like eating, Johnny?"



"Oh,
yeah."


"I
made you some bouillon." 


"Boy-yon?"
He took the cup and sniffed distrustfully. "Looks like tea. You know I
don't like this English whitey shit, Vy." 


"That
ain't tea, Johnny. It's like beef soup. Go on, try you a little; if you really
hungry, I'll cook you up something more."


Eyes
on hers, he drank the cup down, then looked into it. "Say, that wa'nt
bad." 


"Want
more?" 


"No."



"You
want some real food?" 


"l
want to get up, that's what I want. I shouldn't be here." His eyes moved
around the tiny room. The exposed, rusting radiator; the water-stained ceiling;
the small window, cracks patched with yellowing transparent tape; the few
sticks of scarred second- and third-hand furniture. It was clean, but the
neighborhood was poor and in the night he'd listened to furtive scurryings in
the walls. "I shouldn't be at your place. They catch me here, and—" 


"Hush
your mouth now." She pushed him gently back down on the bed and nailed him
there with a kiss. "You going to stay here with me for a day or two at
least. Till you can walk. And I will admit" —she straightened—"it
sure is nice, having you here all to myself."


She
watched him close his eyes and exhale slowly and then she got up and went back
into the kitchen alcove.


It's
not a bad apartment, she thought, filling a coffeepot; not for a CE. A sitting
room, the bedroom, and then this snug little half-kitchen. Running water and a
flush toilet down the hall. Not bad for West Main, the crowded Colored Area of
the city. It felt right having Johnny in it. If only he weren't hurt—she shoved
the fear, fear of his dying, fear of his or their capture, out of her mind and
took a packaged meal from the shelf. They were insipid and the food was all
starch or fat, but they were issued free to every workcard holder and on her
House salary she was glad to have them. She opened it and poured in water from
the tap and put it in the oven and then began to set the table. Her dishes,
like everything else she owned, were mismatched and cracked, patched together.
Makeshift.


It
wasn't easy being black in this Confederacy. A long time ago, her mother had
told her when she was little, down in South Carolina, when their people had not
been Conditionally Emancipated but slaves, they'd had a legend that someday,
someday, would come the Jubilee.


Ain't
never been no Jubilee, Mama, she thought, opening the stove and checking the
meal with a fork. President Lee "freed" us over a hundred years ago;
but still slaves in all 'cept the name. Free on paper; but we can't vote, can't
go no place without a pass. Can't get a job outside the government factories or
the government farms. Got to carry the green workcards, got to say
"sir" to every white foreman, live in the Colored Areas, be off the
streets ten at night. Got to do what you're told, or you go to the Hospital.


She
shivered. The Hospital. They didn't whip you like they did in the old days. It
was worse, what they did to you there—the machines, the drugs, the
"conditioning."


They'd
caught her in Charleston, out after curfew with a bulge in her blouse. When the
patrollers had torn it off her the pamphlets had fallen to the sidewalk in a
white-and-black cascade. Railroad propaganda, carried for a friend she never
saw again.


That
was a Hospital offense, but she'd been underage, fifteen. First offense;
juvenile; relocate and assign work, said the white judge. She'd never seen
Charleston or her mother again. She'd hoped once to be a nurse, had studied,
she was smart, top of her class in the colored school. But with conspiracy in
her file, her life held only two choices. Take the work they assigned, no
matter how degrading . . . or turn in her workcard.


And
starve.


When
she went back in Johnny had his eyes open again, the sheet off, and his fingers
under the edge of the bandage. "You let that alone," she said, too
sharply. 


"Don't
tell me what to do, woman. I got to see it for myself."


"Here,
then." She forced the anger out of her voice; that only riled him.
"Let me do it."


She
pulled a chair up to the bed and wet the bandage with the dregs of the
bouillon. With careful fingers she pulled at the tape until only the clotted
blood held the cotton to the wound. She stopped then, and looked at him. 


"Go
ahead," he said, closing his eyes.


When
she had it free and had cleaned the dried blood off she helped him sit up.
"Now, don't touch it. It ain't real serious. See, here, the bullet just
like scraped you, came in here and out here. This flap of skin might shrivel
up, come off." 


"Don't
look too bad to me."


"You
go down to the docks like that too soon and you lose your leg. Now I'm going to
pour some this whiskey on it and fix you a new dressing. Then we going to
eat."


His
face tightened when she poured the cheap brown liquor into the gash, but he
made no sound. She taped a fresh cotton pad down over it. "There. Now,
lean on me, and we'll get you to the dinner table."


Meat
loaf, mixed greens, potatoes. He asked her for catsup but there had been none
in the colored store when she last went. She turned on the radio to get his
mind off himself but the first thing that came on was the news. 


"Secession
Day festivities interrupted by shooting! The big news in the Tidewater area
today, and the subject of intense police activity, occurred at Town Point late
last night. A party of terrorists fired at random into a peaceful, biracial
crowd, enjoying Secesh Day fireworks provided by the city and presented by His
Honor Mayor Driver Etheridge.


"The
terrorists—whose identities are as yet unknown, though Police Chief Richard
'Dick' Mays has several suspects—fired from the tops of nearby buildings,
wounding six and killing two, including a thirteen-year-old child, Williams
Burwin Jefferson, of Portsmouth. City officials and community leaders from all
walks of life, including influential colored churchmen, have condemned this act
as a cowardly and—"


She'd
watched him as anger invaded his eyes but she wasn't expecting it when he
lashed out suddenly, knocking the radio to the floor. It tinkled, squealed
briefly, then fell silent.


"Johnny—there's
no call to do that!" 


"That's
lying whitey shit, that's all that is. Their radio. They even jammin' the North
so they can't send the truth through. True Negro got no business even ownin' a
radio in this country." He chewed angrily, eyes distant. She put her hand
over his.


"Johnny-Jo
. . . tell me the truth, then. I ain't asked you up to now. What all did you
and them others do? Did you kill them people last night?" 


"Me?"
He held up a fist, immense, powerful, the knuckles seamed with bluish-black
scars. "You see this? This a Railroad fist. This fist for whitey. It's not
for strikin' against my own people." He took another mouthful, then
continued: "That's a whitey lie we killed them people. Shit, yeah, we had
guns up there, me and Finnick and Sammy—got 'em from a shipment for Turkey. But
we was after that fat Mayor, sittin' up there so sleek on the grandstand above
all his poor devoted grateful niggers, givin' 'em shows and fireworks. We would
have got him, too. Finnick had a clear shot at him."


She
waited. He continued, sopping up gravy with a piece of dry bread. "But
some cops—they been putting cops on the rooftops now since somebody got that
Clinton fella down in Arkansas—they saw us and started shooting before we
could. They was aiming down at us but every bullet missed us went right down
into the crowd. Well, shit, we haul ass out of there, but them cops kept on
shooting. Even when they could see we gone." Hatred gleamed in his eyes.
"And now they blamin' it on us." 


"Johnny—"


"I
don't know, Vy. Sometimes it seem—they ain't no way to do it—no way to fight
the cops and the Army and the patrollers and all them fuckin' Toms like their
tame Jesus-lovers." He shook his head. "But by Christ I ain't going
to stop trying."


She
felt sick, and crossed her arms over her stomach. She felt his hand, large and
warm, on her neck. "Ain't you hungry?"


"No.
I ate while you were asleep."


The
whole world, she was thinking. Was the whole world crazy? Or was it only this
little corner of it, only the South? The papers said up North it was no better.
But whatever they printed was probably the opposite of the truth.


The
North. Used to be the Underground Railroad was for getting you there. Now the
Wall barred the way—wire, lights, concrete, dogs—and "escape" was a
euphemism for death. If they didn't shoot you as you crossed, as you hung
crucified on the wire, the guards took you back, to be "conditioned"
and returned to work, a zombie, your brain half dead. She'd seen them, able to
follow simple orders often repeated, able to say little more than
"yassuh."


She
looked at Turner, at the ripple of muscle in his arms as he spooned the last
food into his mouth. He was uneducated, a child of the city. By day he was a
common laborer, a longshoring foreman on the Norfolk waterfront. But by night
he was a fighter. And for that—as well as for other things, far more intimate—she
loved him.


"That's
pretty good," he said at last, leaning back till the rickety chair creaked
alarmingly. "I was powerful hungry. Anything to drink round here,
girl?"


"Just
that 'shine."


"Let's
have it." He tried to get up, forgetting his leg, but went rigid and sank
back. "Whee-oo," he whispered. "That hurt."


"I'll
help you. Lean on me."


Together
they tottered back into the bedroom. She handed him the bottle, and he poured
the teacup full and drank it down and sank gratefully back against the patched
pillow.


"Come
over here." Obediently, she slid closer on the bed. His rough big hand
slid inside her dress. She leaned forward and their lips met but when his hands
slid downward she shook them free and stood up. "None of that stuff when
you're hurt. Besides, it's five o'clock. I got to get ready for work." 


"Vy."
She'd expected him to be angry—when Johnny wanted her, he wanted her now—but
instead his voice was serious. "This thing last night. I could have shot
back at them cops. But I didn't want for any of our people down below to get
hurt."


"I
know that, Johnny."


"I'm
going to carry off something big someday, girl. Something that'll make all them
white piss-ants shake when they see a black man."


"I
know, Johnny-Jo." She bent to kiss him a last time, and reached for her
purse.


"I
wish you didn't have to work at that place," he said, eyes following her
to the door.


"Me
too," she said, feeling the familiar numbness begin in her belly, feeling
the cold under her heart. "But I ain't got the choice. I'll be back in the
morning, Johnny. You rest comfortable. And don't answer the door."








THREE





 


 


Quidley,
mind busy with the implications of
what he'd just heard at the briefing, was descending the steps of the Port
Control building when someone gripped his elbow. He turned to shake it off—he'd
never liked men's hands on him—and found himself facing a smiling, excited
Sawyer.


"So,
what you think of that?" the Mississippian said. "General Norris—he's
first rate, ain't he? Smart staff, too. That Brit admiral's no dummy either.
Them damn Yankees'll be mewin' like whipped puppies!"


"I
surely hope so, Colonel." He looked at Sawyer's hand until the other
dropped it, then glanced around for the car. Where the devil had Roberts got
to? "Have they assigned you a vehicle, sir?"


"Don't
think anyone has, come to think on it."


"The
general must have overlooked it. Why don't you take my Bentley? My man will
drive you over to the club, and he'll stay at your disposal for as long as you
need him."


Sawyer
looked startled, then frowned. "Sure grateful, but I—well, I sort of
thought you might be willin' to show me around the town a little. Been a coon's
age since I've seen this part of the country."


Quidley
sighed inside. Sawyer wanted to be entertained. Next—in the crude way of his
class— he'd offer to buy the drinks.


"Why
don't we do the town together, Major? Hoist a few? I'll take care of the
check." 


"To
tell the truth, sir, I'd like to. But I have a previous engagement. Dinner,
with my fiancée—you understand. Any additional time tonight will have to go
into reading this," and he lifted his own briefcase, "—the operation
order. And preparing my own activities to mask our intentions and confuse the
enemy."


"I
see." Sawyer looked disappointed, but only said, "I'll make myself at
home at the club, then." 


"Again,
sir, I'm sorry." 


"That's
all right, Major, that's all right."


The
Bentley appeared at last. Roberts, in the front seat, was hatless. Quidley
motioned for him to stay inside and opened the door for Sawyer himself, then
leaned in the driver's window. 


"Take
the colonel to the Officer's Club, Sergeant. Remain at his disposal tonight.
Pick me up at eight A.M. tomorrow, at home."


"Yes,
sir," said Roberts, smiling. Quidley ignored the grin and fixed the top of
his head with a look of distaste and disapproval until the sergeant understood
and groped for his cap on the seat beside him and jammed it on. He saluted
quickly, but Quidley was already turning away, stepping up to the curb.


He
saluted Sawyer as the car pulled away, then wheeled and walked briskly toward
the motor pool. He'd get a small car, one of the Tredegars or a Dallas. As he
was waited on and scurried after his annoyance with Sawyer and the colored
driver dissipated. A gentleman coped with minor annoyances without showing
strain. He was assigned a new white Dixie Traveller two-door. As he tossed
swagger stick, briefcase, and cap inside and slid in after them his spirits
rose even more.


Sharon
had been twenty-three, he thirty-three, when they'd met a year before at the
club. As he slowed for the gate he smiled, remembering his first sight of her.
The clinging black silk sheath had made her blonde hair seem to glow, and the
pearls had seemed darker than her skin, and she'd been surrounded by young
officers eager to dance.


Hurtling
east toward the beach, he remembered how proud he'd been when she left with
him. She'd been fascinated by his poise, his obvious breeding (the Quidleys,
orginally of Raleigh, on his father's side; the Lees and the Dardens, of
Virginia, on his mother's), by the importance of his responsibilities as a
security officer.


Fascinated
. . . there were some things about Sharon Sue Hunt he didn't understand, and
some that frustrated him . . . but she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever
met, and she was in love with him.


At
precisely six he pulled the car onto the twisting shell road that led back to
her house. Like most of the homes in Lynnhaven—an expensive and, of course,
exclusively white area of Virginia Beach—it was isolated, set far back from the
approach road in a vast stretch of near-virgin forest. He parked in his usual
spot, halfway off the drive, directly in front of the house.


It
was a house that he always had to stop for a moment and admire. Tall, brick,
two-story in the colonial style, it stood near the banks of a picturesque inlet
of Hampton Roads, surrounded by shrubbery and by an immense lawn that demanded
two Negroes to keep up. She'd bought it just before they had met. He began to
lock the car, then shrugged, picked up the briefcase, and took it with him up
the brick walk. The door opened as he lifted his hand to knock and he smiled;
but it was only the maid.


"Miss
Shar'n be down directly, Mist' Quidley. You please to come in?" 


"Yes,
thank you, Ella. How are you?" He took great care to be nice to Ella. One
never knew when or how the goodwill of a domestic could be useful.


"Take
your hat, sir? An' that bag?"


"I'll
keep this."


"Jus'
put it in the hall closet here, get it out of your way."


"Oh,
all right." The briefcase disappeared behind a door. Well, it was locked.


"Get
you a drink, Mist' Quidley?" 


"Perhaps
a small one before dinner. Sherry?"


"Yes,
sir. Why don't you sit yourself down in your favorite chair there and just wait
for Miss Shar'n to come down."


He
sank gratefully into the deep soft leather. It had been a long day. He'd been
on the move since the emergency call the night before, investigating the riot,
getting patrols out to protect government property, reporting hourly to Norris,
who was nervous as a cat in heat. Then having to pick up Sawyer on ten minutes'
notice. And then the briefing . . . Ella came back with sherry in a cut-crystal
glass and he thanked her absently, thinking again now about Shiloh.


His
first impression of the plan had been that it was incredibly dangerous. Seizing
a Union ship was nothing less than an act of war. But that could well be a
hidden advantage. Certainly it was risky, but the very Confederacy had been
born in risk and incredible danger. What if R. E. Lee had played it safe at
Gettysburg? What if Wilson had decided to watch and wait, and stayed out of the
war in 1914? It would have dragged on . . . would have ended years later in
some draggled bloodied stalemate, leaving Europe exhausted. And then what might
have happened, to Germany, to Russia? And McAdoo, and Dixie socialism in the
thirties.... 


"Daydreaming
again, Aubrey?"


He
rose. She was poised on the stair, smiling mischievously, in a long dinner
dress of dark green satin, subtly interwoven with a pattern of silver.


"You're
lovely," he said, and moved across the carpet to catch her in his arms. 


"Oh.
Careful, my makeup—you're so strong." His chin brushed her cheek as
she turned her head from his lips. He'd meant to embrace her but somehow found
himself walking toward the dining room instead, holding her hand, and she was
calling, "Jesse! Serve, please. The Major's hungry!"


Over
a candle flame, over glowing old silver and damask and marinated steak with sautéed
mushrooms and wild rice and Hopping John and
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