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			Author’s Note

			The First Special Service Force was made up of three regiments with the numerical designations: 1st, 2nd, and 3rd  Regiments. Each was made up of two battalions and six  companies.

			Since the companies in each regiment were numbered one  through six, Force men identified them by “company number–  regiment number.” This book employs this system to identify  the FSSF’s various companies. Hence, the three companies  discussed in detail, 1st Company–1st Regiment, 1st Company–  2nd Regiment, and 3rd Company–3rd Regiment—are occasionally mentioned in the following pages as 1-1, 1-2, and   3-3.

		

	
		
			Brave men are courageous from the first strike.

			—PIERRE CORNEILLE, Le Cid

		

	
		
			Prologue

			In June 2004, I traveled to Italy as a journalist to cover the  sixtieth anniversary of the liberation of Rome from the  point of view of a unique band of veterans who had been  among the first Allied soldiers to skirmish their way into the  Eternal City in 1944. They were the survivors of a commando  unit known as the First Special Service Force (FSSF), or, as  their enemies reverentially called them, the Black Devils.

			On the surface, the assignment seemed little more than a  pleasant excuse to visit southern Europe in early summer.  The articles I would be writing would most certainly be ignored when the commemorations marking the Normandy  landings began in France. Even sixty years later there was no  bigger story than D-Day.

			Still, I didn’t really care if any of my articles were published. I was more interested in meeting the men of the FSSF,  and I had been given an extraordinary opportunity to do so.  William Story of Moneta, Virginia, the executive director of  the FSSF association, had arranged for me to join the tour as  the veterans and their families visited old battlefields and  haunts. As it turned out, the Rome trip would be a turning  point for me in my research of the Black Devils, which had  begun almost a year before when I had read a brief, tantalizing reference to the outfit in a Tom Clancy book.

			Just a cursory study made me intrigued by the unit’s accomplishments. Despite being no bigger than a brigade, the  FSSF had played a decisive role in key battles in the Italian  war of 1943 and 1944. Moreover, as a cooperative effort between the United Kingdom and the U.S., the Black Devils   had been a multinational force, and represented the only time  to my knowledge that soldiers of a foreign military (Canadian) had been full-fledged members of the U.S. Army. The  Force, as the men called their unit, had been created from the  best available soldiers in North America, and during an astonishingly violent and intense campaign history, these special men performed feats that still seemed extraordinary  when I first heard them mentioned in the 2003 TV documentary Daring to Die. In a single year of combat, for every  Force man who fell in battle, the unit killed twenty-five of  the enemy; for every Force man taken prisoner, the FSSF  captured two hundred and thirty-five of the enemy.

			FSSF engagements like the siege of Monte la Difensa, and  the defense of the right flank of the Anzio beachhead were  models of strategy, endurance, and field skills. But all these  successes came at a cost. After their first battle alone, the  Force suffered a 30 percent casualty rate; and after their first  six weeks in combat, their casualty rate rose to 60 percent.  According to FSSF historian Joseph Springer, by the time  the unit was disbanded in late 1944, the Black Devils, which  started the war with a fighting echelon of 1,800 men, had lost  2,777 personnel to deaths and wounds.1

			But something else happened during the veterans’ visit to  Italy in 2004 that caught my interest, and ultimately compelled me to turn a fascination for the FSSF into a book.  Among the former soldiers, family members, and assorted  stragglers like myself on the tour, was a powerful-looking  and youngish American who was introduced to me as Captain Lawrence Basha, a current member of the U.S. Special  Forces.

			At a quiet juncture, Larry and I sat down for a beer in the  lobby of the hotel in which the veterans were staying (I had  invited him, but for reasons I can’t remember, he paid), and  Larry admitted he was moved to be part of the FSSF tour. I  understood why early on the morning of June 4 when the old   soldiers solemnly and silently congregated to place a wreath  at the gate of Rome where their unit had entered the city  sixty years before. They would be honoring those comrades  who had fallen in that day’s battle, and all the battles that had  led to, and culminated in, the liberation of this capital.

			That the veterans considered this memorial an intimate  and reverential act was underscored by their decision to do it  alone. Thus far, the old soldiers had allowed friends, family,  and journalists to accompany them everywhere on the tour:  to battlefields, military cemeteries, official receptions, and  excursions. But on that morning, the Force men would be  paying tribute to their fallen friends by themselves. There  was only one exception: Larry, who would participate in the  memorial representing the Special Forces, which considered  the FSSF one of its precursors. In fact, Larry had told me  that the FSSF campaign record was officially considered  part of the Special Forces’ legacy. Moreover, as he stood  among the veterans in a crisp dress uniform, Larry’s presence symbolized—to me anyway—a tangible link between  these WWII commandos and the special operations units of  today that had been playing such a prominent role in America’s current conflicts.

			Until this point, what I knew of the U.S. Special Forces  was restricted to recent events. Dust had barely settled on the  destroyed World Trade Center in 2001 when Special Forces  operators began stealing across the border into Afghanistan.  They helped organize and coordinate the disparate tribes and  factions of the Northern Alliance into a relatively unified  force, directed air strikes, and brought about a collapse of the  Taliban and al Qaeda faster—I suspect—than anyone could  have imagined. On November 9, 2001, Taliban forces retreated from the northern city of Mazar-i-Sharif. Four days  later Kabul fell. In less than two months the U.S. Special  Forces had accomplished what the Red Army had not been  able to do in a decade: defeat its enemies in Afghanistan.

			And so as the survivors of the Black Devils commemorated their march into Rome sixty years before, Larry’s presence was a reminder of the most recent capital that had fallen   to the unit. In this way, the FSSF and the Special Forces represented bookends on a crucial and special branch of military history.

			More than ever, I was determined to learn what this history was, and as I read and questioned the veterans, more details began to emerge that were echoes of the present. The  FSSF, I learned, had been conceived in Britain at the beginning of the Anglo-American alliance that helped end WWII,  a partnership that seemed to presage America’s present-day  partnership with Britain in Iraq. Indeed, the idea for launching the Force grew from meetings—and no less important, a  budding friendship—between General George C. Marshall  and Britain’s reigning commando leader Vice-Admiral Louis  Mountbatten, when the former had visited London in April  1942. Prime Minister Churchill would lend his enthusiastic  support for the plan Mountbatten had introduced, and Marshall brought back to Washington. Fittingly, the plan was  bold and visionary. But just as importantly, it sprung from  desperation. Today, WWII exists in our collective memory as  an epic story with the happiest of endings: the defeat of Nazi  Germany and Imperial Japan.

			Not only has the euphoria of these victories clouded some  of the worst aspects of the war (the suffering of civilians and  soldiers alike, and the colossal waste of lives) it tends to  present every year of the war as determined, decisive steps  toward triumph. Today, it is difficult to consider the early  bleak years of WWII in isolation from 1945. But for Marshall, there was no guarantee in 1942 that the war in Europe  could be won. Even contemporary historians like John  Lukacs speak of pivotal moments (the early collapse of the  Soviet Union, for example) when a different course might  have created an outcome where Hitler may “have been unbeatable.”2 For Lukacs, the crucial juncture was May 1940.

			For Marshall, it is difficult to imagine a more desperate  year than 1942. Weeks before its arrival, Pearl Harbor had   thrust America into a global conflict it was not prepared to  fight. Soon after, Japan invaded the U.S. protectorate of the  Philippines, and Germany seemed on the verge of defeating  the Soviet Union. Today, after September 11, 2001, it is difficult to imagine a more fearful time. But if any year in recent history was as unsettling as 2001, it was 1942 when the  First Special Service Force, an innovation in warfare, was  created to meet the challenges of a new and dangerous epoch.

			But of course, despite the FSSF’s compelling history, I still  found the most fascinating aspects of this story to be the men  themselves. Earlier, I had asked the documentary filmmaker  Wayne Abbot, one half of the directing team that had made Daring to Die, if the veterans of the FSSF shared a single  quality. “Yes,” he said after a pause. “They’re tough.” In  Rome, I understood what he meant. All the veterans exuded  confidence, defiance, and a zest for life. Herb Peppard, a  youthful octogenarian who had the health of a fifty-five-year-old, entertained his fellow veterans with old wartime  songs still at the tip of his tongue. William “Sam” Magee, a  Silver Star recipient, devoted his retirement to visiting  schools and educating the young on the WWII experience.  General Ed Thomas, the tour organizer and leader, still conducted himself with a dignified military bearing. Sam Finn  from St. Louis, Missouri, told me a fascinating tale of how  he marked the liberation of Rome by sitting in the chair of  Fascist leader Benito Mussolini and placing a pair of dirty  boots on the dictator’s desk. Despite the grim business they  had returned to commemorate, Lloyd Dunlop, Hector MacInnis, Charlie Mann, Jack Callowhill, Emil Brodofski, Edwin  Edwards, Arthur Pottle, and the Texan Eugene Gutierrez were  conspicuous for their laughter and energy.

			Either the call to the FSSF had attracted men who were inordinately spirited, or the experience had steeled them for a  lifetime. I suspected the former, because what was most impressive about their collective history was the way in which  they had responded during that horrible year of 1942. The  FSSF was a volunteer outfit, and many of the call-up notices  that appeared in mess halls across North America made it   clear that the duty posed inordinately high risks. The notices  asked for single men only, and some bulletins plainly called  the unit a “suicide outfit.”

			Still, thousands volunteered. These were indeed special  men, and my interest was peaked. So the next time I was at  my family home in the West, I gassed up the car, and headed  in the direction of Montana: the place where the FSSF had  been created, and the setting where this story began. When I  reached the state capital of Helena roughly eight hours later,  I immediately searched for two Force veterans: legendary  scouts, legendary friends, and among the last survivors of  some of the unit’s most harrowing battles.

			Of the two friends, I found Joe first. A robust eighty-four-year-old with thick salt-and-pepper hair, Joe kindly indulged  me, and invited me to talk at length about the Force at a bar  he and his wife, Dorothy, tended on weekends. Under dim  tavern lights and the soft blare of country music, Joe Glass  focused his memory and described a mountain in central  Italy, and a small army that crept onto its slopes during a  winter’s night in his youth. All the while, Dorothy Glass busied herself by wiping counters and filling a coffee machine,  and listened. I could tell by the look on Dorothy’s face that  she was part of this story. She knew the tale intimately, because it began here, in her lifelong home of Helena, during  the best and worst times of her life.

		

	
		
			Part One

			
				THE MOUNTAIN

			

		

	
		
			ONE

			The Ascent

			Montana is famous for many things—deep coulees, high  mountains, gold, a spirit of defiance—but in the early  part of the twentieth century visitors to the state often remarked upon the intensity of its quiet—particularly at night.  Towns such as Helena often bustled during the day, but  night, outside the saloons along the rowdy stretch of the  town’s main street, Last Chance Gulch, was a different matter. With vehicles silenced, horses in their stalls, dogs in  houses, and the townsfolk in bed, the stillness of the Montana wilderness enveloped the community with a silence so  rich and deep that the world became hollow, like the cavity  of a dead tree or an abandoned mine shaft on a nearby ridge.

			Helena, Montana
Winter 1943


			For most of her eighteen years Dorothy Glass, born in East  Helena, had considered this silence one of life’s givens. It  was as natural as the yellow hills and the broad canopy of the  Montana sky. But in the summer of 1942, a little more than a  year earlier, the silence had been broken by the soldiers who  filled her town with noise and weekend revelries.

			They had come almost like an invading army. They came  from across America and Canada, the best of them tough  and earthy, and almost every one of them calloused by a life  of labor. Throughout the week they lived in tents on the  nearby army base, Fort William Henry Harrison. During the  weekend they swarmed into Helena and neighboring East  Helena, and frequented such saloons as the Casino Bar,   where Dorothy had worked. Dorothy had tended bar since  she was sixteen, and over those two years she had met a lot  of men. But the men who came in July and August 1942  were different.

			They were special not only in name—the First Special  Service Force (FSSF). Some strutted and boasted that they  were members of a “suicide” outfit, most charmed the local  fathers, courted the daughters, drank, brawled, and during the  week trained relentlessly as warriors—leaping from planes,  floating to earth under chiffon-light parachutes, marching  endlessly across the countryside, blowing up derelict bridges,  scaling mountains, and living in boxcars on the Continental  Divide. The élan of these 1,800 men quickly made them sentimental fixtures in Helena, adopted sons of the community.  But months ago these special soldiers had left, and with  them went one unique man, Joe Glass, the husband she  barely knew. The silence returned and on snowy nights  Dorothy, nursing Charles, the newborn son Joe had never  seen, could not help but wonder: Where was he?

			Monte la Difensa, Italy
December 2, 1943


			As the day passed and a cold darkness settled, an army of six  hundred commandos began to stir from its hiding place in a  narrow copse of trees on an alpine crag in central Italy.

			The men had been hiding the entire day after spending the  previous night slogging through rain, thorny brush, frigid  creek beds, and stretches of knee-deep mud to reach the  cover of trees on the lower slope of the mountain. Unable to  continue their march in daylight without being detected by  the enemy, the commandos—from the 2nd Regiment of the  FSSF—had kept low, warmed themselves in the sunlight  breaking through the clouds, and waited for nightfall to continue their climb to the mountain’s summit, where the Germans were entrenched. Their mission was both simple and  seemingly impossible: scale this mountain’s face in the dead   of the wintry night, steal up to the German positions, and  then drive their foes off of the peak.

			As the regiment waited for the day to pass, Private Joe  Glass of Sarnia, Ontario, cleaned his M1 rifle and sharpened  his dagger and bayonet. Other men ate cold rations and tried  to rest. Everyone, including Joe, dwelled on whether or not  the night, or the next day, would bring a successful mission.

			Glass, a lean youngster of twenty-three years who had  been a seaman on the Great Lakes in civilian life, was about  to enter combat for the first time. Indeed, the entire unit, the  “Force” as the commandos called it, were virgins in this regard. Sitting under the trees, there were other things Glass  would have preferred to dwell on, but he fought to keep these  thoughts from his mind. To obsess on the wife he hadn’t seen  in months and the son he had never laid eyes on would be the  surest way to lose focus and guarantee that he would never  see either of them again. So he cleared his mind and occasionally chatted with friends in his unit, 3rd Platoon.

			He might have preferred to speak with his best friend,  Lorin Waling of Grande Prairie, Alberta, but Lorin was elsewhere in the trees with his own unit, 1st Platoon. Where  Lorin was and what he was thinking, Joe could only imagine.  Joe and Lorin shared a history that was only as long as  Glass’s fifteen months in the outfit. But their friendship had  been rollicking, marked by clandestine nights spent in the  East Helena lock-up, where the local jailer offered them beds  after evenings spent with their girlfriends, now their wives,  and surreptitious returns to the base in the rear of a milk  truck driven by another local conspirator who always got  them back in time for reveille.

			Glass was distracted from his reveries when he sensed a  slight movement around him. When he looked up, he saw  what the muted excitement was about: the Force’s commander, Robert T. Frederick, had just arrived.

			Glass was both surprised and pleased to have the “Old  Man” visiting their position. It was a surprise because the  regiment was “out in front,” facing an enemy that was proving itself as lethal in defense as it had been in attack, when it   had surprised the world again and again with its ruthless efficiency. And he was pleased because, like so many of the  men, Glass deeply admired Frederick. To Glass he looked  “awful young” for his thirty-six years and high rank. Slight  and wiry, Frederick was not imposing physically, but he carried himself with a posture as straight and soldierly as a bayonet. And there was a quality to Frederick—an ease, a manly  empathy, perhaps—that was set in the officer’s pleasing face  and evident in every decision. Frederick was a commander  who was tough on officers and generous with soldiers, and  his men loved him for it.

			Frederick mingled, greeted his commandos, and wished  them good luck in the attack. And then, standing among the  slim trees, Frederick delivered an impromptu speech. It was  the standard pep talk any commander might impart to his  troops before a battle. “I expect every man to do his best,”  Frederick said. But what set this commander apart from others was that Frederick had deemed it important to see the  commandos off personally.

			The afternoon passed quickly after Frederick left. When  dusk fell, the men hiding in this belt of slender trees and  scrub brush began to stir. To men such as Joe, who had  grown up beside lush, dense Ontario forest, this copse was  almost anemic. But it had provided the only cover on the hillside to hide the soldiers from the heights above, where seasoned and heavily armed German units were entrenched.  Now, with darkness on its way, the men prepared for the last  stage of their mission: leave the trees under the cover of  night and make their way up the mountain’s precariously  steep slope, to their final destination, the mountain’s enemy-occupied summit.

			At approximately 4:30 p.m. the order was given for the  regiment to pack up and move out. Shouldering a rifle, a  pack filled with supplies, and ammunition—while rooted to  the earth with calf-high “jump boots” and warmed with a  fur-lined, hooded parka—Glass headed out near the front of  a thin column that wound from the trees.

			For Glass and the men of FSSF’s 2nd Regiment, the   months of training on the other side of the ocean, the preparations and marching, and the day’s inertia under the trees  were finished. Before the night was up, they would either fail  or succeed in their assignment—an assignment on which  balanced the future of the Allied campaign in Italy.

			In a huddle just before the mission, the big picture had  been explained to Joe and the men. In November 1942, Operation Torch had brought the Allies to North Africa; in June  1943, Sicily; and finally, in September of that year, British,  Canadian, and American armies landed in southern Italy. For  the first time since Dunkirk, Allied armies stood on European soil.

			The Allies began fighting their way up the Italian peninsula, but by November their onslaught had ground to a halt  in the mountains of central Italy, where they ran up against  Hitler’s Winter Line, which the Germans held with determination. The cold and rain of the worst winter in years  quenched Allied morale and stalled their advance. To end the  stalemate, the U.S. Fifth Army attacked a gap in the mountains near a village named Mignano that led to a valley that  in turn carried on to Rome. Their losses had been enormous  against the well-dug-in Wehrmacht.

			A strategic height, Monte la Difensa—the mountain Joe  and the others were now scaling—guarded the way into this  gap. Their orders: take this mountain and the entire German  line will collapse. Take this mountain and Allied armies will  be in the Liri Valley in days, and in Rome in weeks.

			Joe and the others knew this would not be easily achieved.  The entire U.S. Fifth army had been pinned down at Mignano since early November, thwarted by the German defenders occupying the high ground. Repeated assaults by the  Thirty-sixth Infantry Division, the Third Infantry Division,  and the British Fifty-sixth “Black Cat” Division had been  turned back. The Force, a handful of men by comparison,  was attacking defenses that had repelled thousands.

			Joe’s regiment, now making this fourth attempt, comprised only six hundred soldiers. The audacity of this, their  first mission, was lost on none of them. Success, they believed, could change the tide of the war. If they failed, they  would accomplish no more than the transformation of dozens  of young brides like Dorothy Glass into widows.

			Few knew that their journey up this mountain had really  begun two years before, at the start of one of the worst years  anyone could remember.

		

	
		
			TWO

			The Terrible Year

			April 11, 1942. Twenty months before the 2nd Regiment of  the First Special Service Force mounted the dark slopes  of Monte la Difensa in central Italy, an official meeting took  place at Chequers, the draughty Tudor-style mansion in Buckinghamshire, eighty kilometers north of London, that had  been the rural sanctuary of British prime ministers since  1921. The meeting was part of a diplomatic initiative by the  U.S. to influence Britain to change the direction and focus of  the war. This never happened. But the meeting would lead to  an unprecedented military partnership between Canada and  the United States, and like many decisions made by diplomats and bureaucrats and staff officers, these talks would affect the destinies of scores of ordinary men and families  across North America.

			One of history’s great alliances had been cementing over  the previous months and in a sense this meeting was its culmination. A series of conferences known as “Arcadia” had  drawn to a close in Washington in January. Great Britain and  the United States had agreed to defeat Germany before decisively settling their accounts with Japan. Their strategy was  to soften up the Germans with bombing raids and material  support for the USSR and Resistance fighters before attempting a European landing. The Arcadia meetings also  brought into being the Combined Chiefs of Staff (CCS), senior British and American officers well-placed to advise  Churchill and Roosevelt.

			At the meetings were two of America’s most influential  officials: presidential envoy Harry Hopkins and the most   prominent American on the CCS, General George Marshall.  They had come to Britain on April 8, and gone on to  Chequers on the weekend of April 10, to persuade their host,  the rotund, puckish, and resilient Prime Minister Winston  Churchill, to sign on to a plan—two plans really—that Marshall’s office had conceived. The Americans were impatient  to tackle Germany, if only to get it over with, the sooner to  turn their full attention to the Pacific.

			Soon after arriving in London, Hopkins—so frail and  sickly even his friend and mentor President Roosevelt referred to him as “that half-man”—and the older, graver, and  much more robust Marshall paid a visit to the prime minister  at his residence at 10 Downing Street. Churchill, a resident  of Number 10 for two years, greeted the men warmly, particularly Hopkins. “Your visits always have a tonic effect,”  Churchill told him. Churchill wasn’t simply being polite. His  enthusiasm for Hopkins—and for American emissaries in  general—was as enduring as his war. Churchill had spent  much time since becoming prime minister in May 1940  courting the U.S., trying desperately to seduce it into the  conflict against Nazi Germany. “No lover ever studied every  whim of his mistress as I did those of President Roosevelt,”  he admitted.

			Hopkins had been to Britain on two previous occasions as  a presidential agent, and Churchill had laid on the charm  each time. There were whiskey-soaked weekends at Chequers, garden parties with Churchill’s aristocratic crowd, and  private late-night viewings of movies like Night Train to Munichat Churchill’s alternate retreat at Ditchley in Oxford-shire. Hopkins was impressed. As the son of a poor Iowa  harness maker, he was fascinated by moneyed aristocrats  (even broke ones, like Churchill). And perhaps because  of his ailing, fragile constitution, he was attracted to matters  of the flesh, and appreciated beautiful women. But it was  Churchill’s resilience and goodwill that affected him most,  and on his last visit Hopkins had reciprocated by ending a  dinner with a quote from the Book of Ruth: “Whither thou  goest I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge; thy people shall be my people and thy God my God.” And when he  ended with his own declaration “even to the end,” tears filled  Churchill’s eyes.

			Ultimately, it was the Japanese who would persuade  America to join the war, by bombing Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941. America had entered the war reluctantly,  but once in was determined to conclude it—quickly and decisively. Marshall’s aide, Dwight Eisenhower, captured the  American sentiment in a January 22, 1942, diary entry:  “We’ve got to go to Europe and fight.” Indeed, the first  American troops, the Thirty-fourth Infantry Division, were  already arriving in Northern Ireland in early spring.

			The grim-faced Marshall concurred with Eisenhower. A  famously reticent man, Marshall lacked Hopkins’s easy way  and was congenitally incapable of a similar intimacy with  Churchill. But Marshall’s grimness reflected the times: April  1942 represented a particularly bleak chapter in both his life  and American history.

			America had not only found itself at war, it had found itself losing a war—on every front. At that moment in 1942,  Japan was conquering the U.S. dependency of the Philippines. Only two days earlier U.S. forces numbering 79,500  men had surrendered on the Bataan peninsula. In Europe,  Germany had overrun the Continent right up to the English  Channel. The previous summer had seen Hitler’s seemingly  invincible armies sweep across the vastness of the USSR, encircling Soviet troops by the million. The Luftwaffe had utterly shattered the world’s largest air force in a few days.  January had seen a major Russian counteroffensive, which  recaptured lost ground. But by March the offensive had  stalled, and the Germans still seemed to have a stranglehold  in the east. Many wagered the USSR would crumble under  the German hammer-blow sure to fall that summer. And  Churchill knew better than the Americans how bad the war  could get. The Eighth Army was on its heels in North Africa,  the Japanese had been bloodying Commonwealth troops and  seizing British possessions in Asia, and German U-boats   were strangling the U.K. Though the Blitz had ended, the  rubble of Britain still smouldered.

			Shared misfortune and common enemies had made Churchill and Roosevelt fast allies. Now Marshall and Hopkins,  hunkering down to business, presented Churchill with a letter from Roosevelt that explained what they wanted from  their new alliance.

			Dear Winston,

			What Harry & Geo Marshall will tell you has my heart  and mind in it. Your people & mine demand the establishment of a front to draw off pressure on the Russians & these peoples are wise enough to see that the Russians are to-day killing more Germans & destroying more equipment than you & I put together. Even if full success is not attained the big objective will be.

			Go to it!

			Establishment of a European front: this was the essence of  the two military plans—Roundup and Sledgehammer—that  the envoys had brought. Roundup, Marshall explained, was  the code name for an attack on German-occupied France  along the Atlantic Wall, but it would be neither a rehearsal  nor a raid. A full-scale invasion of forty-eight infantry divisions, the attack would be a direct cannon shot, landing between Le Havre and Boulogne at a narrow point of the  Channel, a route that ran straight through Paris and on to  Berlin. Roundup would establish a second front in western  Europe, and it would do it soon: April 1, 1943, one year  from the meeting at Chequers.

			As Churchill digested Roundup, Marshall explained  Sledgehammer, an emergency operation that called for putting a much smaller Allied force on the European continent  as early as September 15, 1942, five months on. Sledgehammer was an expedient to be used in desperation only—a suicide operation to be carried out if the Russian front was  in danger of collapsing. Because the U.S. could not bring  troops to the British Isles before September, British soldiers   would be the ones committing suicide if Sledgehammer  went forward.

			Moreover, Marshall was determined not to wait a year before unleashing Allied wrath on the Germans. He recommended incessant, small-scale attacks across the Channel.  “The enemy in the West must be pinned down,” he had written in a memo to Roosevelt, “and kept in uncertainty by  ruses and raids.”

			When Marshall finished, Churchill tried to sound matter-of-fact. He and his staff too had plans for an invasion of  France, he said. “[We] had them under consideration for  many weeks, and were prepared to go ahead.” But Churchill  admitted he didn’t take these plans as “seriously” as the  Americans. He had misgivings. Weren’t the Germans still  too strong, and the Allies too weak, for any attempted breach  of the Atlantic Wall to succeed within the next two years?  Churchill’s warnings raised the simple question that was at  the heart of Roundup: At what point does a bold step, a full  frontal attack against an awesome enemy, become a reckless  one?

			That question would torment Allied commanders until the  end of the war, British commanders in particular. The memory of the horrific carnage of the First World War haunted all  who had experienced it. Generals were desperate to avoid repeating it. Taken to task by Churchill for his slow advance  into Germany later in the war, General Montgomery defended himself by noting that it had been the prime minister  who had warned him against risking the casualties of the  Somme. And what about the citizen soldiers who would be  doing the fighting and dying? Could the volunteers and conscripts of the U.S. and Commonwealth armies be called upon  to make the fanatical sacrifices that marked the German and  Russian approaches to warfare? Even the most courageous  Allied troops, driven by a sense of honor rather than the desperation and fear of their German and Russian counterparts,  had little enthusiasm for a bloodbath.

			Churchill liked the idea of invading North Africa. In his  last face-to-face meeting with Roosevelt over the New Year,   they had decided that their first decisive counterattack as allies would be Gymnast—the invasion of Algeria, Morocco,  and Tunisia. (The invasion of North Africa would later be  called Super Gymnast, and ultimately Torch.) Churchill had  pushed Gymnast hard, wanting to shore up Britain’s beleaguered forces in both Africa and the Middle East, to control  the Mediterranean, and perhaps to groom the Allied armies  for a winner-take-all fight on the Continent by means of an  introductory campaign on the war’s periphery.

			Still, Marshall and Hopkins wanted to fight the Germans,  and Churchill couldn’t argue with that. “I’m favorably disposed to it,” Churchill declared finally of Roundup.

			After they left the prime minister, Hopkins felt deflated.  He was not encouraged by Churchill’s reception of Roundup.  He believed the prime minister was unduly haunted by the  prospect of turning the English Channel into, as he put it, “a  river of blood.” But Marshall, imbued with a soldier’s pragmatism, saw the day’s skirmish as a victory for the simple  reason that it hadn’t been a defeat. According to Hopkins, he  said, “Churchill went a long way. I expected far more resistance than we got.”

			That evening, Marshall and Hopkins returned to 10 Downing Street for dinner. This time Churchill wasn’t alone. The  dining room included General Alan Brooke, the brooding  Irishman who was Churchill’s Chief of the Imperial General  Staff (CIGS) and Marshall’s opposite number on the CCS;  Clement Attlee, Churchill’s deputy in the War Cabinet; and  Britain’s tall, Errol Flynn look-alike foreign minister, Anthony Eden.

			Marshall had been pleased by Churchill’s relative agreeableness in the afternoon, but would his tune change in the  company of subordinates? The chorus of discontent Marshall braced for never came. Churchill, who loved domineering over a dinner, seized control of the conversation from the  outset, and outflanked the issue of a second front. Imbibing  more wine than it was ever Roosevelt’s habit to consume  over a meal, Churchill steered clear of the current war, delving instead into the American Civil War, a topic close to  Marshall’s heart, and the last war, the Great War, a conflict  the ageless Churchill had helped lead as well, as First Lord  of the Admiralty and then later, after a hiatus as commander  of the Sixth Royal Fusiliers in the field, as minister of munitions.

			Before the evening was up, General Brooke acted as the  prime minister’s conscience. He raised the issue of Roundup,  and expressed his misgivings, the same ones Churchill had  brought up earlier: an assault on “Fortress Europe” was unnecessarily risky when the North African campaign would  succeed in opening a second front without descending into a  disastrous bloodbath. (In his capacity as First Lord of the  Admiralty in the First World War, Churchill had pushed for  the disastrous landings at the tip of the Gallipoli peninsula in  Turkey, where the sea had literally run red with blood;  300,000 of the 500,000 men who landed became casualties.)  As a former soldier, as a prime minister, and as a strategist  husbanding Britain’s strength, Churchill would not countenance another Gallipoli.

			The next day, Marshall rose early and ventured off alone  to meet the British chiefs of staff at the trapezoid-shaped  monolith that served as the British War Office in Whitehall.  Passing through the Ionic columns at the front, Marshall was  ushered to the second floor, where he found the bulk of the  chiefs: Admiral Sir Dudley Pound, the First Sea Lord; Air  Chief Marshal Charles Portal, Chief of the Air Staff; and  Major-General Sir Hastings Ismay, Churchill’s chief of staff.  All these men were as reluctant as Churchill to attack Fortress Europe before the time was right. Except for one.

			At forty-two, Lord Louis Mountbatten, chief of a fledgling branch called Combined Operations, was a generation  younger than Marshall and the other chiefs, and his manner  was markedly different. Great-grandson to Queen Victoria,  he hailed from aristocratic stock. But Mountbatten, who had  left a naval command to become adviser to and later head of   Combined Operations, eschewed snobbery, at least when it  came to influential American officers.

			In Mountbatten, Marshall found a willing partner. Because Combined Operations specialized in unconventional  warfare, such as amphibious landings, securing beachheads,  and the execution of small surgical raids against the enemy,  Mountbatten and Marshall were potential kindred spirits.  Marshall was becoming increasingly convinced that this  type of fighting was essential to the war effort.

			Combined Operations (CO) had been dispatching lethally  trained commandos against German positions in Europe for  over a year. On March 4, 1941, a CO unit cryptically known  as No. 4 Commando raided German positions on the Lofoten Islands, in Norway. They blew up armaments and fishoil factories, seized secret German radio ciphers, and returned  home with over two hundred German prisoners and three  hundred Norwegian volunteers. The only casualty of the operation was an officer who inadvertently shot himself. An attack against Vaargso, Norway, on December 27, 1941, wasn’t  as charmed. Combined Operations lost seventeen commandos. But they captured almost one hundred Germans and  four Norwegian collaborators, and successfully shot up the  local German garrison. As recently as March, 1942, Operation Chariot had successfully raided the French coast at  St.-Nazaire, destroying U-boat pens.

			Seizing on Marshall’s interest, Mountbatten invited him to  visit his headquarters at Richmond Terrace. Marshall agreed,  and later that day toured the Combined Operations offices  and was introduced to a member of Mountbatten’s staff.  Marshall found himself standing before one of the strangest  men he had encountered in forty years of soldiering. Geoffrey  Pyke was a scientist working for Combined Operations. On  the cusp of the nuclear age, Pyke was a forerunner of the  physicists and game theorists who a decade later would  strategize the Cold War. A 1940s Dr. Strangelove, Pyke looked  almost as morbidly comical. When Marshall shook hands  with Pyke, he looked up into a long thin face sharpened at  the chin by a goatee beard and topped by a hopelessly disheveled mop of hair. Tall and lean, as jumbled and angular  as a long math equation, Pyke towered over Marshall, who  was six feet tall.

			But Pyke had one pleasing attribute: a face that blazed and  sometimes charmed. Mountbatten himself had been a victim  of Pyke’s appeal. Pyke had won his current job by appearing  at Combined Operations headquarters and declaring: “Lord  Mountbatten, you need me on your staff because I’m a man  who thinks.” He was indeed. Pyke had spent most of his life  a slave to wide-ranging and galloping ideas that at least one  biographer believes were fueled by undiagnosed epilepsy. In  some cases he rode these ideas to success; in other instances  the wild brutes trampled him to the ground.

			Educated in public schools and at Cambridge, Pyke approached a London newspaper at the start of the First World  War and offered to spirit himself into the German capital to  write dispatches. He made it to Berlin, lounged around in  cafés, and was promptly arrested for spying. Incarcerated in  the Ruhleben prison camp, Pyke applied his unconventional  intellect to the goal of escaping. As was his habit, he tackled  the problem backward. Seeing that German guards had foiled  every nightly breakout, Pyke marched out of the camp in  broad daylight, and eventually crossed into the Netherlands  on foot.

			Two decades later, as Europe careened toward another war,  Pyke’s theories took on military applications. During the  Spanish Civil War he fabricated motorcycles with sidecars to  transport hot food to the front. In the run-up to 1939 he tried  to dissuade Hitler from his ambitions by conducting a secret  poll of the Reich’s citizens (the pollsters posed as inquisitive  Brits on golfing holidays). The survey proved that the majority of Germans wanted peace. The Führer invaded Poland  anyway.

			There was a method to Pyke’s eccentricity. Unlike most  academics, Pyke was without a discipline; he was a scientist  without a science. His talent was an ability to question an assumption and approach it from the freshest of angles. Sometimes this was a formula for silliness. Tackling the problem   of how to destroy Nazi oil fields in Romania, Pyke suggested  releasing St. Bernards carrying casks of alcohol against sentries, the assumption being that the guards would get drunk  and leave the oil wells vulnerable to commando attack. If  booze didn’t do the trick, Pyke suggested dispatching beautiful women to distract the lonely men.

			Despite these clunkers, Pyke had come to Combined Operations with a theory that fascinated Mountbatten, a strategy the chief wanted General Marshall to hear. So, as the  American listened, Pyke passionately expounded on a memo  he had written entitled Mastery of the Snows. And within  minutes Marshall found himself persuaded by this strange  man’s reexamination of the obvious: the military viability of  snow. Pyke argued that in winter so much of Europe was  covered in snow that the substance was not merely a factor of  weather, it was a fourth element: “a sea which flows over  most of Europe each year and which usually tends to act as a  brake on military operations. We must obtain mastery of the  snows,” Pyke declared, “as we have of the sea.” And just as  great warships ruled the waves, Pyke argued, snow could be  conquered and exploited if the Allies developed, as he wrote,  “cross-country snow machines . . . [that] would enable us to  move over snow at speeds greater than that of the enemy and  to go where he cannot follow.”

			According to Pyke’s thinking, snow machines, plus the  element of surprise, could enable an impressively small  number of specially trained commandos, schooled in winter  warfare, demolitions, and so on, to do enormous damage.  Moreover, their mobility and specialized training would  allow them to subdue a much larger force of Germans. Pyke  listed Romania’s oil fields as a target. But of even greater  strategic interest to Marshall and Mountbatten was Pyke’s  plan to neutralize Norway as an “economic asset” to the Germans by unleashing snow commandos and their armor  against the fourteen Norwegian electric power stations that  generated 49 percent of the country’s power. This northern  attack, Pyke said, could prepare “the way for an eventual re-occupation of Norway, thereby forming a link with Russia.”

			Pyke may have been reaching a bit, but he was saying  things that Marshall wanted to hear. The plan was Sledgehammer on skis, and it could be launched within the year.

			By the time Marshall and Hopkins arrived in Buckinghamshire for the weekend, Mountbatten had already decided  to give Pyke’s idea to the Americans. Britain lacked the resources to realize the plan, he believed. Only the United  States had the money, men, and talent to make it work. Marshall agreed. The U.S. War Department would plan the raid,  and U.S. defense scientists would design the state-of-the-art  snowmobiles. Both men agreed that Pyke would go to Washington to help and that some British commandos might  serve in the Norway operation.

			The April 11 meeting at Chequers served as the final endorsement of the Pyke plan. Hopkins, who never met the  quirky scientist, showed little interest; he was too preoccupied with Roundup. But Churchill paid attention during  Mountbatten’s briefing, and declared that if the scheme became reality “never in the history of human conflicts would  so many have been immobilized by so few.”

			On April 15, Marshall and Hopkins left for home. Much  had been accomplished. The British had agreed to a proposal, called “Bolero,” for a massive build-up of American  forces in Britain, to be equipped for bombing and air combat  operations over Europe, and in anticipation of an invasion of  the continent. Only a few months later, Major General Eisenhower would arrive to oversee the preparations.

			Roundup and Sledgehammer, however, would never happen. The latter was shelved in the summer of 1942, amid  preparations for a large-scale rehearsal of an amphibious assault on the French coast to be called Rutter, and later renamed Jubilee, which would demonstrate unequivocally the  inadequacy of Allied tactics and planning. The debacle of  this landing would help convince the CCS to postpone  Roundup until 1944, by which time it would be called Overlord. The invasion of Europe would have to wait.

		

	
		
			THREE

			The Staff Officer

			When Marshall returned to his offices on Constitution Avenue in Washington, he still believed that the British  were supporting U.S. strategy to establish a second front in  Europe.

			No one was more relieved by this unanimity than Dwight  Eisenhower, Marshall’s assistant at the War Department. As  head of Operations Division, Eisenhower and his team had  been the authors of Roundup and Sledgehammer. “We are  definitely committed to one concept of fighting,” Eisenhower  confided to his diary. And that concept was to invade Fortress Europe head-on from across the English Channel and  march directly on Berlin. All of Washington seemed to share  Eisenhower’s enthusiasm. Roosevelt dispatched a jubilant  cable to Churchill: “I believe that the results of this decision  will be very disheartening to Hitler.” And the capital operated as if propelled by a new sense of purpose. America was  no longer fighting a rearguard action. The nation was on the  attack.

			It was during this hopeful period that Marshall briefed  Eisenhower and his staff on the eccentric plan to invade Europe with a force of winter commandos. Marshall whipped  off a memo, going over the salient points of Pyke’s plan: how  a specialized “motorsled” that is “armored, carrying adequate  guns” could “be used to considerable effect against critical  points.” Marshall wrote of the vision of Pyke and Mountbatten: “They have in mind establishing a base from the air in  Norway. They have in mind the use of these vehicles in sudden raids so as to force German troop concentrations in a  wasteful manner . . .”

			Now officially dubbed Plough Project, the scheme took on  momentum. In a span of days the wild musings of a British  academic had found their way into Eisenhower’s Operations  Division as a potential mission. At first some officers were  more intrigued by the proposal than impressed. Eisenhower  himself considered the scheme a “curiosity.” But on May 22,  General Crawford, Deputy Assistant Chief of Staff, Operations Division, walked the proposal to one of his officers:  Robert Tryon Frederick, a West Point graduate and former  artilleryman. Already a lieutenant colonel at the tender age  of thirty-five, Frederick was an up-and-comer. Affable and  serious, possessing both a sharp intellect and a diplomat’s  ability to soothe egos, Frederick shared many of the same  traits as his boss, Eisenhower.

			Frederick had been one of the youngest in his class when  he graduated from Command and General Staff School at  Fort Leavenworth in 1938. He joined the War Department in  1941 from a posting at Fort Shafter, Hawaii, after a report he  had filed caught the attention of General Marshall. By the  spring of 1942, Frederick was serving in Eisenhower’s Operations Division, where he spent twelve days poring over  Plough. Weighing it as a military operation, Frederick was  less concerned about the loftier aspects of the plan (how the  state-of-the-art armored snowmobiles would be designed)  than the practical questions. Was it logistically feasible for  the raiders and machines to perform the tasks Combined Operations had set out?

			At the end of twelve days Frederick submitted his report.  Eisenhower read it after he returned from his own factfinding trip to London on June 3. London had been a revelation for the American general. On the positive side, the Brits  had generally impressed Eisenhower despite their interference in his four-pack-a-day smoking habit. Eisenhower  found General Bernard Law Montgomery “energetic” and  “able,” even though Monty refused to let Eisenhower smoke  in his office. Eisenhower struck up “an immediate and lifelong friendship” with Lord Mountbatten. But he was less impressed by the Britons’ appetite for a fight. The realization  was beginning to dawn on him that British officers had no  stomach to invade Europe that year by way of Sledgehammer or in 1943 with Roundup. What is more, U.S. forces already on the ground there were in disarray, and a new leader  for the European Theater of Operations (ETO) was needed.

			With London a vivid memory, Eisenhower read Frederick’s  report, and was surprised. Frederick had declared Plough  Project militarily unworkable. It was, he contended, a suicide  mission. Once the commandos were in Norway, there was no  conceivable way of getting them out. But that wasn’t the only  problem. As far as Frederick knew, there was no easy way of  getting the raiders in. The obvious route, of course, was an  airdrop, but there were no planes available to carry the parachutists. And even if the problems of getting the men in and  out were solved, Frederick wasn’t convinced that a small  force could do sufficient damage to justify the risk and resources. “Plough was a beautiful paper concept but a strategic farce,” he wrote.

			Neither Eisenhower nor anyone else could argue with  Frederick’s reasoning. Militarily speaking, the young lieutenant colonel’s analysis was flawless. But there was one  problem: the Allied leadership supported the plan. It may  have been flawed, but for political reasons it had to go forward. “General Eisenhower . . . was very much disturbed  over the unfavorable report on the project,” Frederick later  wrote, “and said that in view of the fact that both General  Marshall and he had assured both the Prime Minister and  Lord Mountbatten that the United States was going ahead on  the project there was nothing to do but proceed in an energetic manner.”

			Eisenhower may have had his own reasons for not wanting  to see Plough die, particularly given the apparent demise of  Roundup in London. Plough envisioned taking the fight to  Europe—in Norway, in Romania, in Italy. And in the bleak  spring of 1942, Eisenhower had hardened himself to the fact  that the Allies had to start fighting in Europe and men would   have to die. Already he was using a great balance sheet to rationalize the loss of lives. He admitted as much when he confessed in a memo that the trade-off for losing every man in  the suicidal Sledgehammer operation, “would be to keep  8,000,000 Russians in the war.”

			Like it or not, Plough would be reality, and Frederick was  asked to help get the project off the ground. Frederick went  with Eisenhower to the Soviet embassy for a meeting that included Lord Mountbatten, who was in Washington on business. The Soviets expressed keen interest in the snowmobile  the project envisioned. After all, during Russia’s endless winter the Great Steppe was transformed into an immense, flat  inland sea of snow. The Soviets had already developed their  own snow craft to navigate this expanse. (Pyke had studied  and was fascinated by the Archimedean screw-powered  propulsion system of at least one Soviet snow machine.) The  cruel efficiency of the eastern winter had destroyed Napoleon’s Grand Army and taught subsequent generations of  Russian generals that snow and cold were their best allies.  Finnish soldiers, who had fought off an invading Soviet army  in 1939 with technology no greater than skis, white camouflage, and honed winter combat skills, were the most recent  reminder that in wars in the North the snows always choose  the victor.

			Days later, when it was announced that Plough would get  a full-time officer to breathe life into it, Frederick asked his  direct superior, General Crawford, if he could detach himself  from the issue and get back to his other work. Crawford  said no.

			Then Plough began to speed out of control. On June 6,  an American army officer was selected for Plough: Lieutenant Colonel H. R. Johnson. Two days later Johnson met  with Plough’s creator, the British scientist Pyke, then in  Washington to assist in the project, and conflict erupted immediately. Pyke made Johnson’s skin crawl. Mountbatten  met with Johnson and seems to have been no more impressed by the American than was Pyke, particularly when  Johnson told the vice admiral that he would take part in   Plough only “if the project was really going to amount to  something and be carried out . . . but if it is just another  idea that might come to no real operation, he was not anxious to have anything to do with it.” Johnson had also said  the same thing to Eisenhower. It was strike three for him. By  June 9, he was banished from Plough.

			Late that same evening, a British officer from the Combined Chiefs of Staff called on Frederick and dropped a  grenade: Frederick had been selected to lead Plough. Lord  Mountbatten, he would learn, had lobbied hard for him.  Clearly, Mountbatten had been watching Frederick closely  and was impressed by the young officer.

			Frederick was “stunned.” He was delighted to have earned  the trust of a man of Mountbatten’s stature and he had been  given a fascinating assignment. But he knew better than anyone that the command was a death sentence. “Every man  will be sacrificed,” he wrote in his diary. “I’m hard pressed to  find anything welcome in [it].”

			A weary Lieutenant Colonel Frederick strode into his house  and was greeted in the living room by his wife of fourteen  years, Ruth. For Frederick, it was no exaggeration to say that  his marriage and the army shared equal weight in his life.  For many soldiers, then and now, duty supersedes family.  Frederick was no less responsive to duty, but it was not for  nothing that his lives as soldier and husband began synchronously: Frederick had married Ruth Adelaide Harloe on his  graduation day from West Point in 1928. He had met her  during his second year at a West Point dance, and must have  been desperate to marry her, unable as he was to wait a single day after his release from school.

			This relationship influenced his career in many ways.  Frederick immediately signed up for the coastal artillery to  get himself back home to California, but most of all to obtain  access to some of the best family housing in the army. That  Frederick had found something—marriage—to equal the  army in his life is telling, since the army was all he had ever  wanted. Born and raised in San Francisco, a short distance   from the Presidio, Frederick had gravitated toward a soldier’s  life at an early age. Fit and agile, he possessed a physique  that would have excelled at baseball or track and field. But  while Frederick was never known to take any interest in team  sports, he did have a hunger for adventure. At fourteen years  of age, perhaps inspired by the travels and writings of another wild son of San Francisco, Jack London, Frederick  served as a deck boy on a steamship bound for the South Pacific. But the sea never hooked Frederick. He returned home  and single-mindedly pursued his passion to be a soldier.  Having already joined the Reserve Officers Training Corps  at thirteen, he later lied about his age and joined the National  Guard. After that he enlisted in the reserves, and was an officer by the time he was admitted to West Point.

			After West Point, Frederick spent a dozen seemingly quiet  years in the coastal artillery. While by most accounts he was  not dissatisfied with his military career, he suffered frustration when his incisive intelligence collided with the will  of less perceptive superiors. When posted at Fort Shafter,  Hawaii, the vulnerability of U.S. forces was as clear to him  as the Pacific moon, and he wrote a six-page report citing  precautions that he considered elementary. He recommended  emptying Pearl Harbor, the clear target of any attack, of its  warships, and having them remain scattered offshore, where  they could be supplied and fueled by barges. He also suggested flying barrage balloons to help the islands’ “meager”  antiaircraft system ward off a Japanese air attack. “Raiding  forces will steam toward Oahu during the night,” he predicted, “releasing planes about daylight.”

			Frederick hoped his insights would be passed up the line.  Instead, they were returned to him with the response: “Maj.  Frederick, we are not much impressed with your ideas.”  About six months later Frederick won an assignment to the  War Department; four months after that, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor in much the way he had foreseen.

			Now it was 1942, the world was at war, and Frederick  seemingly had everything he had wanted. Or did he? A posting in the War Department was an accomplishment, but staff   work did not ignite a fire of ambition in him as it did in others. Eisenhower, for example, had nominally been a colonel  when he joined the War Department on December 15, 1941,  and now, barely six months later, was a major general on his  way to command the European Theater of Operations.

			Nor did Frederick necessarily yearn for the field. As his  daughter would say sixty-two years later, “He wasn’t looking  for anything unusual or unique.” But he had been offered  Plough, arguably the most “unusual” command in the U.S.  Army. Frederick didn’t tell his wife what the assignment  was. He simply told her calmly that he had taken an assignment and, in an aside that made the enigmatic mission even  more perplexing, added: “I’ve got to go to Canada.”

			If Bob Frederick had reservations about Plough, he didn’t  show them. The muted weariness he had displayed to his  family contained more doubt than he ever revealed to the rest  of the world. Once he had accepted Plough, he moved like a  bulldozer. He left for Canada on June 11 with Mountbatten  and Pyke to feel out Ottawa for possible participation in  Plough. Mountbatten was now certain that Britain would not  be able to assist Frederick with Plough in any substantial  way; it just didn’t have the resources. Plough needed partners, and Mountbatten decided that Canada could represent  Britain and the Commonwealth in the unit.

			In many ways Canada was the perfect choice as an ally.  Mountbatten knew that its soldiers were acquainted with snow  and cold, and most—presumably—could ski. And he also  knew they were willing to fight. Canada had declared war  on Nazi Germany on September 10, 1939—a week after  Britain, France, Australia, and New Zealand had declared  war, and five days after the U.S. had announced its neutrality.  If Canada had entered the conflict after greater deliberation  than some of its allies, it was because of the lessons of the  First World War—a conflict that had claimed 65,000 Canadian lives, and extinguished all naïveté about the meaning  and costs of warfare in the twentieth century. Canada’s reputation in the First World War was proof to Mountbatten and  other British leaders of its tenacity under arms. That 58,000   Canadian men and women (out of a total population of 11  million) volunteered to join the war before the end of September 1939 proved that the people were as determined as  their leaders to fight this war as well.

			On the technical side, the nation’s wintry climes could be  useful for testing the snow machine that was currently being  developed by the U.S. Office of Scientific Research and Development and the War Production Board, all under the  watchful eye of Brigadier General Raymond Moses, formerly with the Army’s Fifth Engineer Regiment. Canadian  scientists might also be able to expedite the research.

			With Mountbatten smoothing the way, Plough’s three leaders, Frederick, Mountbatten, and Pyke, lunched with Canada’s  governor general and met with the Canadian Army Chief of  Staff, Lieutenant General Kenneth Stuart, as well as top officers who might have something to contribute. Frederick exchanged ideas with Tom Gilday, a young captain who was in  charge of the Canadian army’s winter warfare school. The  meetings proved more constructive than anyone in Plough  had hoped and the only tensions that arose surrounded Pyke,  whose quirky, deeply unmilitary behavior was clearly grating on the nerves of some of the soldiers. During a meeting  on June 12, Pyke was extrapolating on his vision for the  project when a Canadian officer passed Frederick a note that  read: “What the hell does he want?” Pyke also irritated Frederick. Back in Washington, he had regularly phoned at all  hours of the night, and talked endlessly. In Canada, he fussed,  insisting that their hotel-room doors be double-locked, and  wanted to be part of every meeting that Frederick attended.  But Frederick, perhaps by exerting simple soldierly discipline, treated Pyke with patience and courtesy.

			On June 13, 1942, Frederick’s discipline in this and other  matters paid an important dividend: Canada and its northern  warriors joined the mission to invade Norway. General Stuart and his staff had discussed Plough and its inherent problems, and decided they liked the project. Wrote Frederick  later: “They assured me that Canada was willing to enter the  project 100 percent in cooperation with the United States.”   They also agreed that Plough should have its headquarters  in the U.S., and that the U.S. Army should carry out the  planning and intelligence. A Canadian would be second-in-command; half the officers would be Canadian, as would  one-third of the enlisted men. Scientists from the National  Research Council of Canada would help in snowmobile research. Frederick returned to Washington on June 14 a satisfied man. The project had moved one full step closer to  completion.

			At home, Frederick needed a mandate, so Eisenhower asked  him to write up his orders. The young lieutenant colonel sat  down and wrote himself a blank check. To keep himself free  of War Department politicking and office disputes, Frederick  put Plough under the aegis of the deputy chief of staff. Frederick specified that he, and only he, was responsible for creating the unit. (He would not be sharing decisions with  eccentric British professors or well-meaning officers in  Combined Operations.) In paragraph four he gave himself  the power to get what he wanted from where he wanted.  (“The facilities of other agencies of the United States will be  utilized as fully as is practicable . . .,” he wrote.) Paragraph  five allowed him to hire foreigners as advisers, trainers, and  instructors. Paragraph six allowed him to place Canadian,  British, or Norwegian officers in command of Americans.  (He was determined to put the best men at the top, regardless  of nationality.) Paragraph seven enabled him to liaise directly with foreign governments
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