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  They are saying, The generals learned their lesson in the last war. There are going to be no wholesale slaughters. I ask, how is victory possible except by wholesale
  slaughters?


  Evelyn Waugh, 1939
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  1943.


  Three great Axis powers: Germany, Italy, and Japan. Italys Benito Mussolini began as Hitlers mentor, but after failure upon failure it has become clear that
  Mussolinis Italy lacks the resources and the will to fight effectively. The war in Europe will be fought between the Allies and Germany, with Mussolini more a hindrance than a
  help.


  For too long Britain stood alone while the Soviet Unions paranoid dictator, Stalin, purged his own army and worked backroom deals with the Nazis to seize Finland and
  divide Poland. But in one of the great mistakes of history, Hitler attacked Stalin. The Soviet Unions vast size, terrible winter, and the astonishing courage and endurance of its people have
  proven too much, even for the Wehrmacht.


  And now, thanks to the Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor, the United States of America is in the fight, bringing staggering industrial might and a military that will, in
  just a few short years, go from being a negligible force of 334,000 to a 12 million strong juggernaut.


  In the Pacific, the US Marines have survived a protracted living nightmare on Guadalcanal. Japanese expansion is halted. Australia and New Zealand are safe, but China, the
  Philippines, and Southeast Asia still bleed under brutal Japanese occupation.


  In Europe, the Soviet Red Army has fought the German Wehrmacht to a halt at Stalingrad. Hitlers mad order allowing no retreat will lead to the death of a third of a
  million Germans and the surrender of 91,000 more. The greatest tank battle in history will be fought at a place called Kursk, and by dint of sheer numbers and steely determination, the Soviet T-34
  tanks will beat the German panzers back.


  London is still struggling to recover from the Blitz, and now German cities cringe beneath falling bombs. In Poland, the Jews who had been herded into the ghetto to be
  starved to death rise up against their Nazi oppressors and, despite great heroism, are exterminated.


  The Americans, British, British Commonwealth, and Free French forces have pushed the Nazis out of North Africa. Benito Mussolini is weakened and discredited but not yet
  destroyed.


  No one is certain about the next objective, including the Allied leadership.


  The Germans have been bloodied, but Nazi Germany is very far from beaten. And in places called Dachau, Bergen-Belsen, Buchenwald, and Auschwitz, the killing gas still flows
  and the ovens still burn hot.


  



  PROLOGUE


  107TH EVAC HOSPITAL, WRZBURG, GERMANYAPRIL 1945


  Welcome back, Gentle Reader, welcome back to the war.


  Ive got quite a pile of typed pages now, quite a pile, and Im not even a third of the way through. But Ive already got some readers, some of the people
  here in this hospital with me, and, well, theyve stopped complaining about me being up typing at all hours. So I guess Ill keep at it.


  Im still not quite ready to tell you who I am. Im not being coy or cute, I just find it easier to write about all of it, even my own part, as if it happened to
  someone else. And if I put myself forward you might start thinking of me as the hero of the story. I cant allow that because I know better. I know who the heroes are, and who the heroes
  were, and I am neither. Im just a shot-up GI sitting here typing and trying not to itch the wound on my chest which, dammit, feels like Ive got a whole colony of ants in there. I
  suppose this means Ill never be able to wear a bathing suit or a plunging neckline. That will bother me someday, but right now, looking around this ward at my fellow soldier girls, and at
  the soldier boys across the hall, Im not feeling the urge to complain.


  I hear civilians saying were all heroes, heard someone . . . was it Arthur Godfrey on Armed Forces Radio? I cant recall, but its nonsense anyway. If
  everyone is a hero, then no one is. Others say everyone below ground is a hero, but a lot of those were just green kids who spent an hour or a day on the battlefield before standing up when they
  shouldnt have, or stepping where they shouldnt have stepped. If theres something heroic about standing up to scratch your ass and having some Kraut sniper ventilate your head,
  I guess I dont see it.


  If by hero, you mean one of those soldiers who will follow an order to rush a Kraut machine gun or stuff a grenade in a tank hatch, well, thats closer to
  meaning something. But the picture in your imagination, Gentle Reader, may not bear much similarity to reality. I knew a guy who did just thatjumped up on a Tiger tank and dropped a grenade
  (or was it two?) down the hatch. Blew the hell out of it out too. But hed just gotten a Dear John letter from his fiance in the same batch of mail that informed him his brother had
  been killed. So I guess it was right on the line between heroism and suicide.


  Dont take me for a cynic, though; I am not cynical about bravery. There are some real heroes, some gold-plated heroes, here on this ward with me. There are still more
  lined up in rows beneath white crosses and Stars of David in Italy and France, Belgium, Holland . . . And some of them were friends of mine.


  Oh boy, its hard to type once I get teary. Goddammit, Ill just take a minute here. . .


  Anyway, my feeling bad doesnt raise any of those people from the grave.


  They brought some wounded Krauts in today, four of them. Theyre in a separate ward of course, but I saw them through the window, saw the ambulance, dusty olive green
  with a big red cross on its roof. It wasnt easy to tell that they were Germans at firstthey were more bandage than uniformbut even through the dingy window glass I could make
  out that one still had some medals pinned to his tunic. Not our medals. So I guess he was a hero too, just on the wrong side.


  I hope the medals give that Kraut some comfort because he was missing both legs above the knee and his right hand was gone as well. I saw his face. He was a handsome fellow,
  movie star handsome, I thought, with a wide mouth and perfectly straight Aryan nose and dark, sunken eyes. I knew the eyes. I didnt know the Kraut, but yeah, I sure knew that look. I see it
  when I look in the mirror, even now. If you stay too long in the war, its like your eyes try to get away, like theyre sinking down, trying to hide, wary little animals crawling into
  the cave of your eye sockets.


  No, not like animals, like GIs. Theres nothing a soldier knows better than squatting in the bottom of a hole. Cat Preeling wrote a poem about it, which Ill
  probably mangle, but heres what I recall:


  
    
      Dig it deep and in you creep,


      While all around theres the boom-boom sound.


      Mud to your knees while your buddy pees.


      Another hole, like the hole before . . .

    

  


  Yeah, thats all I remember. It goes on for a couple dozen verses.


  Anyway, I still type away at this battered old typewriter, and some of the girls come by and take a few pages to read when theyre tired of the magazines the USO gets
  us. They seldom talk to me about it; mostly they just read, and after a while they bring the pages back and maybe give me a nod. Thats my proof that Im writing the truth because sure
  as hell Id hear about it if I started writing nonsense. We soldier girlssorry, I mean Warrior Women or American Amazons or whatever the hell the newspapers are calling us
  nowweve had about enough of people lying about us. The folks who hate the idea of women soldiers tell one set of lies, the people who like the notion of women at war tell a different
  set of lies. If you believe the one side, were nothing but a drag on the men, and the other side acts like we won the war all by ourselves.


  We could probably get a pretty good debate going here on the womens ward over the question of which set of lies we hate morethe one denies what weve
  done; the other belittles what our brothers have done.


  We wont have either.


  We women are a red flag to the traditionalistswhich is to say 90 percent of the military. But as much as we dont want to be, the truth is were a symbol
  to people who think its about time for women and coloreds too to stand equal. Woody Guthrie wrote that song about us. Count yourself lucky you cant hear me singing it under my breath
  as I type.


  
    
      Our boys are all a-fightin on land, sea, and air,


      But say, some of them boys aint boys at all,


      Why, some of those boys got pretty long hair.


      It may surprise, but I can tell you all,


      When it comes killin Nazis, our girls stand tall,


      And Fascist supermen die every bit as fast,


      From bullets fired by a tough little lass.

    

  


  For our part, we sure as hell did not want to be a symbol of anything, though we did sort of like Woodys song. We wanted exactly what every soldier who has ever fought
  a war in foreign lands wants: we wanted to go home. And if we couldnt go home, then by God we wanted hot food, hot showers, cold beer, and to sleep in an actual bed for about a week
  solid.


  But were just GIs, and no one gives a damn what a GI wants, male or female.


  Tunisia, Sicily, Italy, France, Belgium, Germany. Vicious little firefights youve never heard of and great battles whose names will echo down through history:
  Kasserine. Salerno. Monte Cassino. Anzio. D-Day. The Bulge. About all I missed was Anzio, and thank whatever mad god rules the lives of soldiers for keeping us out of that particular hell.
  Theres a woman here, a patient on the ward, who was a nurse at Anzio. All she ever does is stare at her hands and cry. Though the funny thing is, she can still play a pretty good game of gin
  rummy. Go figure.


  Whatever the newspapers tell you, we women are neither weak sisters nor invincible Amazons. Were just GIs doing our job, which after Kasserine wed begun to
  figure out meant a single thing: killing Germans.


  So, Gentle Reader, we come now to a period of time after Kasserine, when those truths were percolating inside us. We were coming to grips with what we were meant to do, what
  we were meant to be, what we had no choice but to become. We were girls, you see, not even women, just girls, most of us when we started. And the boys were just boys, not men, most of them.
  Wed only just begun to live life, we knew little and understood less. We were unformed, incomplete. Its funny how easy it is to see that now. If youd called me a child three
  years ago when this started Id have been furious. But looking back? We were children just getting ready to figure out what adulthood was all about.


  Its a hell of a thing when a person in that wonderful, trembling moment of readiness is suddenly yanked sharply away from everything theyve ever known and is
  handed over to drill sergeants and platoon sergeants and officers.


  Ah, good, the youngster is learning that her purpose is to kill.


  Yeah, we figured that out, and we knew by then how to be good army privates. We could dig nice deep holes; we could follow orders. We knew how to unjam an M1, we knew to take
  care of our feet, we knew how to walk point on patrol. Mostly we knew what smart privates always figure out: stick close to your sergeant, because thats your mama, your daddy, and your big
  brother all rolled into one.


  But heres one of the nasty little twists that come in war: if you dont manage to get wounded or dead, theyll promote you. And then, before youre
  even close to ready, you are the sergeant. Youre the one the green kids are sticking to, and youre the only thing keeping those fools alive. Right when you start to get good at
  following, they want you to lead.


  Some of us made that leap, some didnt. Not every good private makes a good sergeant.


  But enough of all that; what about the war itself? Shall I remind you where we were in the narrative, Gentle Reader?


  After Kasserine, the army in its wisdom got General Frendendall the hell away from the shooting war, and it turned the mess over to General George Patton, Old
  Blood-and-Guts. He and his British counterpart, General Montgomery, finished off the exhausted remains of the German Afrika Korps and their Italian buddies and sent General Rommel back to
  Hitler to explain his failure.


  Everyone knew North Africa had just been the first round; we knew we were moving on, but we didnt know where to. Back to Britain to prepare for the final invasion? To
  Sardinia? Greece? The South of France? Being soldiers, we lived on scuttlebutt, none of it accurate.


  Turned out the first answer was Sicily.


  Sicily is a big, hot, dusty, stony, hard-hearted island thats been conquered by just about every empire in the history of the Mediterranean: Athenians, Carthaginians,
  Phoenicians, Romans, Normans, you name it, and now it was our turn to conquer it. And damned if we didnt just do it.


  This is the story of three young women who fought in the greatest war in human history: Frangie Marr, an undersized colored girl from Tulsa, Oklahoma who loved animals; time
  after time she ran into the thick of the fight, not to kill but to save lives. Rainy Schulterman, a Jewish girl from New York City with a gift for languages and a ruthless determination to destroy
  Nazis. And Rio Richlin, an underage white farm girl from Northern California who could not manage her love life and never was quite sure why she was in this war, not until we reached the camps
  anyway, but she could sure kill the hell out of Krauts.


  They didnt win the war alone, those three, nor did the rest of us, but we all did our part and we didnt disgrace ourselves or let our brothers and sisters down,
  which is all any soldier can aspire to.


  That and getting home alive.


  



  PART I


  



  1


  RIO RICHLINCAMP ZIGZAG, TUNISIA, NORTH AFRICA


  What was it like? Jenou asks. That first time? What did you feel?


  Rio Richlin sighs wearily.


  Rio and Jenou Castain, best friends for almost their entire lives, lie face up on a moth-eaten green blanket spread over the hood of a burned-out German half-track, heads propped up against the
  slit windows, legs dangling down in front of the armor-covered radiator. The track is sleeker than the American version, lower in profile, normally a very useful vehicle. But this particular German
  half-track had been hit by a passing Spitfire some weeks earlier, so it is riddled with holes you could stick a thumb into. The bogie wheels driving the track are splayed out, and both tracks have
  been dragged off and are now in use as a relatively clean sidewalk leading to the HQ administrative tent.


  The road might once have been indifferently paved, but has now been chewed to gravel by passing tanks, the ubiquitous deuce-and-a-half trucks, jeeps, half-tracks, bulldozers, and tanker trucks.
  It runs beside a vast field of reddish sand and loose gravel that now seems to have become something like a farm field with olive drab tents as its crop. The tents extend in long, neat rows made
  untidy by the way the tent sides have all been rolled up, revealing cots and sprawled GIs in sweat-soaked T-shirts and boxer shorts. Here and there are extinguished campfires, oil drums filled with
  debris, other oil drums shot full of holes and mounted on rickety platforms to make field showers, stacks of jerry cans, wooden crates, and palletssome broken up to feed the fires.


  The air smells of sweat, oil, smoke, cordite, and cigarettes, with just a hint of fried Spam. There are the constant rumbles and coughing roars of passing vehicles, and the multitude of sounds
  made by any large group of people, plus the outraged shouts of NCOs, curses and blasphemies, and more laughter than one might expect.


  At the edge of the camp some men and one or two women are playing softball with bats, balls, and gloves assembled from family care packages. Its possible that the rules of this game are
  not quite those of games played at Yankee Stadium, since there is some tripping and tackling going on.


  Both Rio and Jenou wear their uniform trousers rolled up to above the knee, and sleeveless olive drab T-shirts. Cat Preeling, fifty feet away and playing a game of horseshoes with Tilo Suarez,
  is the only female GI with the nerve to strip down to bra and boxers. Shes a beefy girl with a cigarette hanging from her downturned mouth. Tilo, like many of the off-duty men, wears only
  his boxers and boots, showing off a taut, olive-complected body that Jenou would be watching much more closely if only Tilo were six inches taller.


  The bra and boxers look is a bit too daring for Rio and Jenou, but Cat seems to have a way of deflecting unwanted male attention, like shes wearing a sign that reads: Dont bother.
  Even the ever-amorous Tilo is content to toss horseshoes with her, though the shoes in question are actually brass rings roughly cut from discarded 155 brass and the peg is a bayonet.


  Rio and Jenou both have brown-tanned faces, necks, and forearms, but the rest of them blazes a lurid white with just a tinge of pink where the skin is beginning to burn.


  What was what like? Rio repeats the question slowly. She has a wet sock laid over her eyes to afford some shade. There is a half-empty bottle of Coca-Cola beside her. It was almost
  cold once and now is the temperature of hot tea. Jenou has a book held up to block the sun, The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter, in a paperback edition.


  It is the summer of 1943 in Tunisia, and it is hot. Desert hot. Completely immobileexcept when they swat at a flyboth young women are still sweating.


  You know, Jenou insists. The first time. Im just trying to get an idea.


  What are you, writing a book? Rio says sharply. Suddenly youre reading books and now youre trying to plumb the depths of my soul?


  My usual appetite for fashion and Hollywood gossip isnt being satisfied, Jenou says, adopting a light, bantering lilt before restating her question in a more serious
  tone.


  Rio sighs. I dont know, Jen. She pronounces the name with a soft j, like zh. Jenous name is inspired by the word ingenue, a perfectly
  inappropriate reference point for Jenou, who is far from being the innocent the name suggests.


  Jenou is blond, with hair cut short to just below the ear. General Patton has decreed that all female soldiers will have hair cut to above the bottom of their earlobe. The general is
  improvisingarmy regulations have not quite caught up with the realities of female soldiers. In addition to being blond, Jenou is quite pretty, just shy of beautiful, and has a pinups
  body.


  Jenou remains silent, knowing the pressure will build on Rio to say something. And of course shes right.


  It was . . . Rio searches for a word picture, a metaphor, something that will convey enough meaning that Jenou will not feel the need to ask anymore. Thinking about it takes her
  back to that moment. To the sound of Sergeant Coles voice yelling, Shoot!


  Richlin! Suarez! Lay down some fugging fire!


  Rio remembers it in detail. It had been as cold then as it is hot now. Her breathing had become irregular: a panicky burst followed by a leaden thud-thud-thud.


  She remembers lining up the sights of her M1 Garand. She remembers the Italian soldier. And the pressure of her finger on the trigger. And the way she slowed her breathing, the way she shut out
  everything, every extraneous sound, every irrelevant emotion. The way she saw the target, a man in a tan uniform lined up perfectly on the sights.


  The way her lungs and heart seemed to freeze along with time itself.


  The moment when her right index finger applied the necessary seven-point-five pounds of pressure and the stock kicked back against her shoulder.


  Bang.


  The way she had first thought that he had just tripped. The way the Italian had seemed to be frozen in time, on his knees, maybe just tripped, maybe just caught his toe on a rock and . . . And
  then the way the man fell back.


  Dead.


  Like it wasnt me, Rio says at last. Like someone else was moving me. Like I was a puppet, Jen. Like I was a puppet.


  This is the third time, not the first, that Jenou has asked about that first killing. Rio is vaguely aware that it has become important to Jenou that Rio remain Rio. She understands that Jenou
  does not have the sort of home you get sentimental over, and that as a result Rio is home to Jenou. Sometimes she intercepts a look from Jenou, a passing betrayal of inner doubts. Jenou, who
  Rio would never have thought capable of any sort of reflection, has developed a sidelong, contemplative gaze. A judging gaze tinged with worry. And sometimes Rio looks for ways to reassure Jenou,
  but at this particular moment it is just too damned hot.


  Doing my job, Rio says with a hint of wry humor. Rio Richlin, Private, US Army, sir! Shootin Krauts, sir! She executes a lazy salute.


  A truck rattles by, and a dozen male GIs whistle and yell encouragement along the lines of Hey, sweetheart! and Oh baby! and Bring those tatas here to
  papa!


  Rio and Jenou ignore the catcalls as just another bit of background noise, like the coughing engine of a Sherman tank lurching toward the motor pool, or the insect buzz of the army spotter plane
  overhead.


  Hey, I got a letter from Strand, Rio says, wanting to change the subject and dispel her own lingering resentment.


  A dozen soldiers, mostly men, march wearily past, coming in from a patrol. Which of you broads want me between your legs?


  Jenou raises a middle finger without bothering to look and hears a chorus of shouts and laughs, some angry, most amused.


  Well, dish, sweetie. How is tall, dark, and handsome doing? Jenou asks.


  He says hes fine. And hes looking for a way to get here.


  From Algiers? Kind of a long walk.


  I think he was hoping for a train. Or a truck. Or a plane.


  Hed fly his own plane over here if he really loved you.


  Does he? Does he still? Am I still the girl he fell for?


  Rio reaches blindly to give Jenou a shove. I dont think the army just lets you borrow a B-17 whenever you want one.


  He could offer to pay for the gas.


  Lets roll over. This sides parboiled.


  They roll over, Rio recoiling as bare flesh touches the metal skin of the vehicle.


  Suddenly a siren begins its windup and both girls sit up fast, shield their eyes, and scan the horizon.


  Aw, hell, Jenou says, pointing at two black dots rushing toward them from the direction of the sea.


  The cry goes up from a dozen voices. Plane! Plane! Take cover!


  They climb down quicklymuch more quickly than they climbed up.


  Under the track? Rio wonders aloud, looking toward the nearest ditch, which is already filling up with scrambling GIs.


  The Kraut will aim for the track! Jenou yells.


  Hell see its one of his own and burned out besides, Rio counters in a calmer tone. They crawl madly for the shelter of all that steel and lie facedown, breathing
  dust, almost grateful for the shade. Antiaircraft guns at the four corners of the camp open up, firing tracer rounds at the dots, which have now assumed the shape of Me 109 fighters with single
  bomb racks.


  Bap-bap-bap-bap-bap! The antiaircraft guns blaze, joined by small arms fire from various soldiers firing futilely with rifles and Thompsons.


  The Messerschmitts come in fast and low, and starbursts twinkle on their wings and cowling. Machine gun bullets and cannon shells rip lines across the road and into the tents. A voice yells,
  Goddamn Kraut shot my goddamn coffee!


  The planes release one bomb each, one a dud that plows into the dirt between two tents and sticks up like a fireplug, smoking a little. The second bomb is not a dud.


  Ka-BOOM!


  The front end of a deuce-and-a-half truck, clear at the far end of the camp, explodes upward, rises off the ground on a jet of flame before falling to earth, a smoking steel skeleton. The engine
  block, knocked free by the power of the bomb, twirls through the air, rising twenty feet before falling like an anvil out of a Bugs Bunny cartoon as GIs scurry out of the way. Rio does not see
  where it lands.


  The planes take a tight turn and come roaring back overhead, machine guns stitching the ground like some mad sewing machine.


  And then they head off, unscathed, racing away to the relative safety of their base in Sicily.


  Rio and Jenou crawl out from beneath the half-track and gaze, disgusted, at the caked-on dirt that covers their fronts from toes to knees to face.


  They could have waited till we toweled off, Jenou says.


  We best go tell Sarge were still alive, Rio says.


  The air raids are fewer lately, as the Royal Air Force planes with some help from the Americans have claimed control of the North African skies. But now Rio hears a distant shriek of pain and
  thinks what every soldier thinks: Thank God it isnt me, followed by, At least some poor bastard is going home.


  A term has become common: million-dollar wound. The million-dollar wound is the one that doesnt kill or completely cripple you but is enough to send you home to cold beer and cool
  sheets and hot showers.


  A team of medics, three of them, rush past, with only one taking the time to turn and run backward while yelling, I have some training in gynecology; I am happy to do an
  examination! as he grabs his crotch.


  He trips and falls on his back, and Rio and Jenou share a satisfied nod.


  The US Army, Tunisia, in the summer of 1943.


  



  2


  FRANGIE MARRCAMP MEMPHIS, TUNISIA, NORTH AFRICA


  Several miles away there is a different scream. This scream comes and goes, rises, falls, lapses into silence, then starts up again.


  Its a battlefield sound, but they are not on the battlefield, they are in a camp very much like Rios. Tents stretch away toward the west in long green lines across the dried mud
  and gravel. Austere, lifeless hills rise in the far distance, like red waves rushing toward a shore, but frozen in time. The only immediately noticeable difference between this encampment and the
  one where Rio and Jenou sunbathe is that here all the soldiersexcept for the officersare black. It is a colored artillery battalion, its 105 and 155 howitzers parked in a well-spaced,
  random arrangement so as to make air attack a bit more difficult for the Krauts.


  There is a Sherman tank ahead. It weighs 66,800 pounds.


  Corporal Frangie Marr, army medic, does not know this fact, but it doesnt matter much because shes spent some time in close proximity to tanks and she does not need to be convinced
  that they are large and terrifying and very, very substantial.


  The Sherman, the 66,800-pound Sherman, is oddly perched with its nose pointed up at about a seventy-degree angle, which aims its 75-millimeter main gun almost straight up in the air, as if
  someone has decided to use the tank to shoot at airplanes.


  Gotta help him, Doc, get him some happy juice. Poor bastard, hes in a bad way! The staff sergeant takes Frangies armnot bullying, just urgentas he pulls
  her along, practically lifting her off her feet as they leap over a half-dug latrine ditch.


  What happened? Frangie asks, panting a little. She is mentally inventorying the medical supplies she has in her bag and the extras stuffed into the ammo pouches in a belt hastily
  slung over her shoulder.


  Green kid sacked out in a bomb crater beside the road, and the Sherman pulled off to check something, a bad bearing, or maybe the driver just needed a piss. The sergeant takes a
  beat and says, Sorry, I meant maybe he had to answer natures call. Anyway, side of the crater collapses, tank slips, and thats all she wrote.


  As they hustle along the scream grows louder and the tank larger. Several dozen men are gathered around, including the tankers, distinguished by their leather helmets and white faces. The
  tankers stand a little apart and smoke and ignore the angry muttering of the gathered troops, who naturally blame them for crashing their tank.


  Make a hole, make a hole, the sergeant says. He releases Frangies arm and uses both hands to pry men apart. At last Frangiefar and away the smallest person of either
  racesees the tank up close and has the distinct impression that it is in a very precarious, certainly temporary, position. All 66,800 pounds of it is held in place only by the bite of the
  treads into soft, crumbling earth. With a good firm push it could even topple onto its back like an upended turtle. But the more likely scenario is that it will slide down onto the still-unseen
  screaming man.


  Frangie squats beneath the shade of the tanks sky-tilted prow and tilts her head sideways, but she cannot see the man trapped beneath. She goes counterclockwise around the tank to the
  back, and the once-muffled moans of pain are now more clearly audible. She has to lower herself onto her belly and stick her head over the lip of the crater to see a mans helmeted head a few
  feet away. He is facedown with his head and shoulders free but is pinned at the bottom of his shoulder blades by somebut surely not allof that massive weight.


  The sergeant squats beside her and says, Hang on, Williams, Docs here. Then more quietly he says to Frangie, We were going to dig him out, but were worried the
  damned thing could slip back farther. We called for a tractor but that could take a while, nearest engineers are twenty miles away.


  He could go into shock, Frangie says through gritted teeth. Hey, Williams, are you bleeding?


  The answer is a scream of pain that rises, rises, and then stops. Followed by a twisted, barely comprehensible voice saying, I dont know. Give me a shot, Doc. I cant . . .
  Oh, Jesus!


  Im going to help you, Frangie says, and twists her head sideways to see the sergeant looking at her skeptically. She understands his skepticism. In fact, she is pretty sure
  she has just told a lie.


  Cant you run chains or rope to the front of the tank and pull it forward?


  That could make it settle deeper.


  What am I supposed to do, crawl down there? Its a rhetorical question that the sergeant answers with a blank look.


  Why am I doing this? I could be killed.


  Several curses come to Frangies mind, but as the words form she sees her mothers face, and worse still, Pastor MDales disappointed look, and she swallows the curses.
  She tosses the belt with the medicine-stuffed cartridge pockets aside. Then she buttons her uniform to the top button hoping to avoid pushing ten pounds of Tunisian red dirt down her front. She
  pulls a morphine ampule from her breast pocket and clutches it in her left hand.


  There are many ways Frangie does not want to die, and being crushed face-first in the dirt by a tank rates high on her list. But its too late now to say, This is not my
  problem.


  Keep me strong, Lord.


  Grab my ankles, Frangie says.


  The sergeant summons two beefy soldiers and each takes a leg.


  Using her elbows, Frangie moves like a half-crippled insect down the slope of the crater. The tank blocks the sun, and she can feel its mass poised above her, inch-thick steel plates,
  mud-clogged treads to left and right. The rear of the tank is a louvered grille that radiates the stifling heat of the engine, which, added to the hundred-degree air temperature makes the crater a
  place where you could bake a biscuit.


  Frangie imagines her body being squeezed through those louvers, like so much meat in a sausage grinder, cooking even as she . . .


  Fear. Its been creeping in, little by little, tingling and twisting her stomach, but now it is beginning to seem that she is actually going to do this, and at that point the fear sets
  aside all subtlety and comes rushing up within her.


  Lord, help me to help this man.


  And dont let that tank slip!


  She should add a prudent and humble Thy will be done, but if Gods will is to crush her with a tank, she doesnt want to make it any easier on Him.


  Frangie has known fear in her life. Fear of destitution when her father was injured and lost his job. Fear of hostile whites, a fear made very real by the history of her home state and city.
  Just twenty-two years have passed since white rioters burned down all of the Greenwood district, once known as the black Wall Street, blocks from her home in Tulsa, Oklahoma.


  And since enlisting she has felt fear (mixed with anger) as she endured various threats by white men who hated the very idea of a black soldier. Then, too, there were the dark mutterings of many
  of her fellow colored soldiers, who equally despised the idea of a woman in uniform.


  But right now her fear is focused on the fact that her head and now shoulders too are right in line to be crushed if the tank slips.


  Im a roach beneath a shoe.


  She is far enough down that Williams can look at her and she can see his face, though it is so transformed by pain and terror that she doubts his own mother would recognize him.


  Dont cry, dont cry or it will scare him.


  But I want to cry.


  I think we best get him out of here, Frangie calls back to the men holding her ankles. She tries to keep panic out of her voiceWilliams doesnt need to be reminded
  that hes in dangerbut fear raises her tone an octave and she sounds like a child. A scared child.


  Just give me the shot, Doc! Oh God!


  Just hang on, Williams, hang on.


  The problem is clear and insoluble. If she can dig out enough dirt beneath Williams she may be able to pull him free, or at least do so with some help. But with every spadeful she will increase
  the odds of the tank sliding.


  The tractor will get here sooner or later, the sergeant says. Its the later thats a problem, Frangie says. Her voice is strained, she is very nearly
  talking upside down, and grit has already found its way to her mouth, sucked in with each breath. She tries to spit, but her mouth is as dry as the dust she inhales. I can scoop the dirt
  thats just right under him.


  Theres a moments pause as the sergeant confers in low tones with someone else, perhaps an officer.


  Give it a try, Doc, comes the verdict.


  Pass me an entrenching tool, she says. She is fully, blazingly aware of the possibilities. Shes always had a good imagination, and imagination is not a help at times like
  this. She can imagine the sounds. She can imagine the cries of warning from the men watching her. She can imagine them yanking her back, but too slowly, too slowly to stop that hot louvered grill
  from turning her head into thick, sizzling slices of salami.


  An entrenching toola foldable shovelis passed down to her, blade open and locked in place by its adjustable nut. She is head down, hardly the best position for digging.


  Williams lets loose another scream.


  Listen, Williams, I cant have you unconscious or flaking out. So you can either die in a morphine haze or maybe get out of here. Hang on. Just hang on.


  She draws the shovel to her, turns it awkwardly, and stabs it weakly into the dirt beneath Williamss face. It is immediately apparent that this will never do because she has nowhere to
  put the dirt she digs out. It will pile up but then tumble right back down.


  The sergeant, looking down from what feels like a very distant height, sees the problem and says, Get me a poncho. Now!


  In less than a minute the sergeant has flapped the poncho down, like a housewife making a bed, to cover the ground to Frangies left.


  Frangie digs out another spadeful, and Williams screams.


  Another spadeful, and another, and Williams screams as the sergeant carefully draws the poncho and the dirt up the slope. He empties it and returns the poncho.


  This process is repeated a dozen times. The blood is rushing to Frangies head and hands, making her eyes tear up and her nose run and causing her legs to go numb. The heat is appalling,
  and she can smell her own hair singeing. After twenty minutes Frangie has herself pulled back up just long enough to clear her head.


  Water, she gasps. She upends a proffered canteen and some sensible fellow drains a second canteen over her head. Then she slithers back down and the slow, slow digging proceeds
  anew.


  Finally she notices that Williams is screaming less. She asks for and is passed a flashlight. In the light she can peer ahead and see that a small gap has opened between Williamss back
  and the bottom of the tank. His shirt is soaked red.


  With infinite care despite the trembling in her hand she walks her fingers down his back until she finds the place where a shattered rib sticks out. She feels around the hole, there
  shouldnt be an artery there, but she has to be sure. Has he lost so much blood hell go into shock?


  Pass me a rope. Put a loop in it! Frangie calls, spitting dirt. All right, Williams, Im giving you the shot now. She stabs down into his shoulder and squeezes
  the blessed pain relief into him. Before you flake out, try to raise your hands together.


  This brings a fresh cry of agony, but Williams can sense the possibility of life now, and he does it. He has big hands, the calloused hands of a man who has picked cotton since the age of five.
  Frangie passes the rope over them and tugs to tighten the knot.


  Okay, Sarge, pull me up first, she yells.


  She is yanked up like a cork popping from a bottle of champagne.


  The sergeant takes over. Okay, boys, on the rope and pull, but slow and easy.


  They pull and Williams slides up the side of the ditch and is dragged several feet away to cries of relief from his comrades, followed quickly by relieved insults and hectoring. Frangie leaps to
  kneel beside him. She tries not to think about the fact that within five seconds the tank slips with a muffled but earth-rumbling sound to crush the narrow gap beneath its thirty tons of steel.


  Thank you, Lord.


  She uses scissors to cut Williamss shirt from tail to collar and examines his broad back. The rib is a mess and the exit wound is gruesome, but that alone wont kill him. But that
  says nothing about internal bleeding and possibly fatal damage to internal organs. And she counts at least three other broken ribs, though not extruding.


  Turn him over, gently, she instructs the attentive soldiers around her.


  This time Williams scream of agony is cut off abruptly as he faints. Morphine only does so much.


  She pulls away the cut uniform and sees that a piece of root or perhaps a branch has been shoved into his belly. The wood is still in place, a bung in a barrel, limiting the bleeding.


  We have to get him to a field hospital right now, Frangie snaps.


  Shouldnt you pull out that stick? the sergeant asks, much more deferential than he had been earlier.


  No. It may be acting as a plug, in which case wed need whole blood and plasma and an operating theater.


  Right, the sergeant admits.


  And a surgeon, Frangie adds. Move him to a jeep while hes outhes better off not feeling it.


  In less than five minutes Williams is on a stretcher tied to the hood of a jeep.


  That was good work, Doc, the sergeant says. You okay?


  Im going to throw up.


  The sergeant grins. You go right ahead, honey, you deserve a good puke. Hell, you deserve a damn Silver Star, although they arent handing those out to colored soldiers
  much.


  Frangie vomits into a shallow depression, and a soldier solicitously shovels dirt over the mess as the sergeant hands her a hip flask.


  Its some French brandy we liberated from an A-rab shop.


  Frangie has never before tasted any form of alcohol. Her church does not approve, not at all, and she has sat through many of Pastor MDales sermons on the subject of demon rum. But
  it would be rude not to accept, and she wants something more than water to wash away the vile taste of her own bile. Maybe it will stop the trembling in her hands. She takes a careful swig and
  gasps.


  The brandy burns its way down her throat to form a small ball of liquid fire in her stomach. Shes a small person and inexperienced at drinking, so even this small draught is enough to
  spread a strange but comforting warmth out through her limbs.


  Thanks, she says.


  You saved that boys life.


  She has no answer to that. Shes broken the prohibition against alcohol, but shes not ready to abandon the humility shes been taught. Its my job, I
  suppose, Frangie says.


  She walks away on legs shaking from the aftereffects of adrenaline and notices that the alcohol has done its job of pushing fear back just a little. Just a little, but enough for now.
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  RAINY SCHULTERMANNEW YORK CITY, NEW YORK, USA


  Sergeant Schulterman, sir.


  At ease. Please take a seat, Sergeant; we are not very big on formality around here.


  Rainy removes her coverher capand sits in a well-worn wooden chair, the kind with arms that come around and are too high for her to prop her elbows on comfortably. She places her
  hands flat, palms down, on her neatly ironed olive drab uniform slacks, keeps her mirror-polished shoes flat on the linoleum floor, and trains her eyes on the lieutenant colonel. Rainy is on leave
  in New York, having returned from a successful mission in North Africa.


  Colonel Corelli is middle-aged, with steel-gray hair cut a bit too long, a pale face, and thoughtful brown eyes sunk deep beneath bushy brows. The brass on his uniform says colonel, but his
  look, his demeanor, says professor.


  No sooner is she seated than there is a brief knock and they are joined by a very different sort of creature. He is a civilian in a passable dark-gray suit, starched white shirt, conservative
  tie, and expensive and properly shinedbut not military-polishedshoes.


  The colonel performs the introductions. Sergeant Schulterman, Special Agent Bayswater, FBI.


  Rainys heart sinks. She knows immediately what this is about. The end of her career in the US Army may be only minutes away. Her expression turns from curious to deliberately blank.


  Agent Bayswater.


  Sergeant Schulterman.


  They do not shake hands, and she does not rise from her seat.


  She doesnt like him. Its a snap judgment, in part a reaction to what she expects he will be saying next. But beyond that, theres something smug and condescending in the way
  he looks her up and down, like hes trying to decide whether shes a crook or a piece of meat. He has a bent nose, broken while boxing perhaps, and that prominent twist in his nose has
  given his mouth a permanent sneer.


  I dont suppose you know why youre here, Sergeant, Colonel Corelli says.


  No, sir.


  Oh, I bet shes got some idea, the FBI man says. Dont you, honey?


  Colonel Corelli winces, the way refined people do when they hear someone being rude or unpleasant.


  Rainy turns slightly toward Bayswater. Sergeant. Its Sergeant Schulterman.


  Is that so? Well, Sergeant, youre supposed to be a very bright girl, so Im betting you have a pretty clear notion of why the FBI is here. Am I right? Or have I been
  misled and youre not so bright after all?


  When my superior officer informs me as to his reasons for bringing me here, then I will know, Rainy says frostily. She places the emphasis on his reasons. She is a
  soldier, not a civilian, and she does not take orders from the FBI.


  The colonel takes the opportunity to lean forward, his body language favoring Rainy. There may be a mission. A mission you may be able to carry out better than anyone else.


  Rainy is intrigued and ready to feel relieved, but she keeps her face guarded and neutral. Rainy Schulterman is of medium height and medium weight with frizzled, medium-brown hair that has been
  pinned down to stop its tendency to spring up and out. Her eyes are brown and distinctly skeptical, even judgmental. She gives the impression of being closed up tight, self-contained; not quite
  hostile, but not one to suffer fools gladly either. For a person of the female sex, neither large nor powerful, possessing neither rank nor title, and young besides, she is unsettlingly
  intimidating.


  Yes, sir, Rainy says.


  Your old mans a crook, Agent Bayswater says.


  Rainy shoots to her feet. Colonel, do I have permission to return to my duties?


  The colonel smothers a grin and waves her down. Sit, sit. You dont have any duties, Sergeant, youre on leave. He pulls a slim manila folder from atop a pile of
  folders, opens it, and reads. In fact, you are on thirty days leave in recognition of your actions in Tunisia, where you parachutedand with only the most minimal
  traininginto the middle of a retreat, joined a lost platoon, and managed by the end of it to come away with a Waffen SS colonel in your custody. I understand youve been recommended
  for a Silver Star.


  I have that honor, sir, though it was the GIs in that platoon who did the real work.


  Well, it was a hell of a thing, Colonel Corelli says, shaking his head in admiration. Ive read the reports from your colonel and from a Sergeant Garaman who was in
  command of the patrol after both the officers were killed.


  Bayswater isnt having it. Which doesnt change the fact that your father, Shmuel Schulterman, is a numbers runner for Abe Vidor, who works in turn for the Genovese crime
  family. And that could mean hard time in Dannemora prison for your old man.


  Rainy turns a cold glare on the FBI man. Agent Bayswater, you want something from me. Threatening me is not the way to get it. There are times, she reflects, when her own chutzpah
  amazes her.


  On the contrary, honey, I dont want a damn thing. Its your people, Army Intelligence, who want something from us. Im just making sure you understand whos in
  charge, and it aint you.


  The colonel sighs and raises pacifying hands. He has no patience for this posturing, but neither does he have the force to end it. Maybe we should get to the point. Schulterman, the US
  Army is planning an actionI wont say where or whenbut there is a person in the . . . lets say, target area . . . who may be of some use to Army Intelligence. Agent
  Bayswater, perhaps youd like to explain your end of it.


  Bayswater stares at Rainy. It is a hard, aggressive stare, an intimidating stare, no doubt a stare he has used to cow many a criminal suspect. Rainy is worried, but she is not intimidated by
  Agent Bayswater, and she lets him know it by returning his gaze with a blank, emotionless expression.


  Finally, the FBI man sighs, shrugs his shoulders, and mutters, Broads in the army. You can keep em. Itll never happen in the FBI; I can promise you that.


  A woman might have gotten to the point by now, rather than playing games, Rainy snaps.


  Bayswater snorts a derisive laugh. A real woman would still be gossiping; I dont know what you are, honey. But okay, Ive got things to do, and maybe you do too. So
  here it is. Weve tried working out deals to get help from the crime bosses. A lot of em have connections overseas, and in addition to that they could help with labor troubles on the
  docks. But all any of them wants is for Lucky to be let out of jail, and that aint gonna happen.


  He means Lucky Luciano, Corelli explains unnecessarily. Charles Lucky Luciano is the boss of all bosses in New York crime. He is in prison for pandering
  which is a polite way of saying he ran a prostitution ring, along with gambling, protection rackets, union rackets and assorted other profitable enterprises.


  Luciano is in a hole in Dannemora and he aint getting out, but thats all the mob wants, all it says it wants anyway. Give us Luciano and well be good, patriotic
  Americans and help out the war effort. Thats their demand, and they wont budge.


  Corelli picks up the narrative. The target area is a place where certain members of New York criminal gangs have useful contacts. Contacts who may provide us with intelligence on German
  positions.


  I see, Rainy says, and she does. Obviously the target is Italy or perhaps one of its islands, Sicily or Sardinia. It was not hard to look at a map and see that the next move for US
  and Allied forces in Tunisia might be some portion of Italy. Knocking Italy out of the war would be very helpful.


  I doubt very much that you do see, honey, Bayswater says.


  Rainys pride flares and she very nearly becomes indiscreet, but she reins it in. Barely. You believe my father has connections to organized crime. You believe he can introduce me
  to someone in the organization who wants something other than freedom for Lucky Luciano. You believe this person has connections in Sicily or Sardinia or wherever in Italy that would be
  helpful. You want my father to make a connection and for me to approach this person with a suggestion or at least pave the way for someone more senior to have that conversation.


  This leaves the FBI man open-mouthed and temporarily flummoxed. His mouth closes with an audible click. But he recovers quickly. We dont want a damned thing, the army wants it, and
  we are just making sure you dont say or do something you shouldnt. And we want a full report on whatever goes on.


  I dont take orders from the FBI.


  You damn well will take orders from me, sister.


  Hes moved from honey to sister. Progress, of a sort. No. And I will not be threatened either.


  How about if I arrange to put your old man in the clink?


  Then youll report back to your superiors that you jailed a small-time numbers runner and blew the assignment, which I would guess was to render support to Colonel
  Corelli.


  Jesus! the FBI agent explodes in disgust. He can no longer remain seated but jumps up, nearly knocking his chair over. Who the hell do you think you are?


  Rainy is about to tell him when Corelli intervenes. Shes a soldier and under military law, not civilian law, so how about we all calm down? What do you say? He shakes his
  head in irritation mixed with amusement. Sergeant, I am not going to order you to take this on. But as I understand it, theres a lesser boss, theres a term for
  it


  A capo, Agent Bayswater says, still glaring at Rainy. Or underboss.


  Underboss. Le mot juste. An underboss named Vito Camporeale. Hes got family connections in . . . the target area. And he has a son named FranciscoCisco they call
  himright here in New York. Cisco has gotten himself into a heap of trouble.


  Bayswater says, Racketeering, pandering, pornography, and loansharking. Only, Cisco screwed up and got overly ambitious. He tried to take over a block that belongs to a colored gang up in
  Harlem. But see, theres a peace deal between the Wops and the coons, and the Five Families dont want a war with the coons right now, what with making money hand over fist on the docks
  and off drunk soldiers. Cisco shot a colored boy who was connected, see, and now its blood for blood.


  The full truth begins to dawn on Rainy. Youre going to offer to get Cisco to . . . to a safe place. And you want me to get my father to introduce me to Camporeale
  and


  Vito the Sack, they call him. Bayswater now comes close. He puts his hands on the back of Rainys chair, leans down so she can feel his breath on the side of her neck.
  Because when a fellow displeases him, see, he likes to take a razor and swipe, swipe, the mans not a man anymore, if you take my meaning.


  Without turning to face him, Rainy repeats, You want me to get my father to introduce me to Vito the Sack and get him to help us in . . . the target area. In exchange, well save
  his son.


  Bayswater is taken aback by her calm. She feels him release his grip on her seat back. Of course her calm is mostly an act because Rainys mind is screaming with complications and personal
  fears, the foremost of which is confronting her father with this. She wrote to him months earlier to let him know that she knows about his other activities. But since coming home on leave she and
  her father have never mentioned it. Forcing him to face it? To face the fact that his activities have now ensnared his daughter? That feels very, very hard to Rainy.


  On the other hand, part of Rainy is excited. The part of her that wants to contribute something to destroying the monster Hitler. She is a mere buck sergeant, one of hundreds of thousands of
  such in the US Army, but shes being offered an assignment that could really amount to something. She could help to save the lives of GIs like those she met in Tunisia. She has fond memories
  of solid, reliable Dain Sticklin and charming Jack Stafford, and she was amazedand just a little scaredby Rio Richlin.


  Since the desperate combat in the desert, that young woman, Rio, has insinuated herself into Rainys mind. The mix of freckle-faced naivet and savage Amazon brutality has affected
  Rainys worldview, has shown her a glimpse of a future in which ideas of masculinity and femininity could be utterly transformed. There is a revolution in Rio Richlin (who would no doubt
  snort derisively at such a notion). All over the country women are going into factories and doing jobs previously reserved for men only. All over the world clever womenand Rainy knows
  herself to be in this categoryare contributing their intelligence and insight to the war effort. But women have always worked, if not as shipfitters and aircraft mechanics, then as maids and
  nurses and teachers. And there are examples going back to the time of the Romans of women bright and determined enough to wield real power, though often it was from behind the scenes.


  But Rio, and women like her, are intruding in an area that has always been reserved to men: Rio is a warrior. She and others like her have shown that girlswomencould do more than
  work; women could be brave and aggressive. Women could kill. And Rainy is sure that reality will change the world.


  Shes sure it will have no effect on the minds of men like Agent Bayswater, but for Rainy it feels like a challenge.


  Colonel Corelli takes charge again as the FBI man seems to have run out of steam. You will be required to give us a full report of the contact. You must attempt to convince them to speak
  with me directly, but if you find yourself dealing with Vito Camporeale, you will prepare a full report on him and on anyone else associated with him.


  Of course, Rainy says.


  And on your father, Bayswater adds.


  No, Rainy says without hesitation.


  Thats not a request, thats an order, Bayswater snaps.


  Rainy turns in her chair to look the agent in the face. Theres a confident sneer on his thin lips. His head is cocked to one side, a parody of some movie tough guy. Agent
  Bayswater, Im not an informer. I will not betray my father.


  Well, you uppity little skirt, Bayswater snaps. He seems to think insults will move her. Or . . .


  Or hes deliberately trying to goad her. Is he testing her? Or is he just a deeply unpleasant man?


  Youll report to me, Sergeant Schulterman, Corelli says with strained calm, glaring at Bayswater. And I have no interest in your conversation with your father.
  Youll find a connection. You may even meet with Camporeale yourself. But you will only report back, you will make no commitments. Is that understood?


  Perfectly, sir.


  Ill have your orders cut, Corelli says. You are dismissed.


  She is out on the crowded sidewalk and heading toward the subway station when Special Agent Bayswater catches up to her.


  A moment, Sergeant, he says.


  Yes?


  They are in the middle of the sidewalk, and Bayswater draws her into the relative calm of a department store doorway. The FBI mans arrogance is undiminished, but the smug offensiveness is
  toned down now.


  You dont like me much, Bayswater says.


  Several answers pass through Rainys quick mind. I dont like you at all. And, Dont be so modest, I actively despise you. But Rainy is a tightly controlled
  person when in performance of her duty. So she says nothing.


  Youre a smart broad, Bayswater says. And I dont want to have to bring your old man in to identify your body. So a word to the wise: we got Naval Intelligence,
  we got this new OSS spy service, and we got us, the FBI. Everybody and their aunt Tilly is playing spy all of a sudden. Bunch of amateurs mostly.


  I freely confess I am an amateur, Rainy says, impatient now, not interested in another futile go-round with the annoying agent.


  Not talking about you, sister. He jerks his thumb back toward the door through which they have both just emerged. You know what Corelli did before the war?


  Colonel Corelli? She pointedly emphasizes his rank.


  Professor of Oriental Languages at some college up in Vermont.


  He lets that sink in, and it does. Rainys guard comes down just a little.


  Bayswater continues. We have professors too, all kinds of professors working for the Bureau. Very helpful, some of them. But we dont let them plan or run operations. Guy like that
  is way smarter than me, but hes never done this work before. His whole outfityour outfityoure supposed to be counting tanks and deciding where some bunch of
  Krauts will be. This is not your bailiwick.


  That sinks in as well.


  Word to the wise, Bayswater says. Do this, this meet, but no more. Amateurs get people hurt. And your colonel is the textbook definition of an amateur. I know you
  dont want to hear it, but that man is going to get you killed. He touches the brim of his fedora, nods, and walks briskly away.
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  RIO RICHLINCAMP ZIGZAG, TUNISIA, NORTH AFRICA


  You know what I want to do today? Luther Geer says, stifling a yawn and using the heel of his hand to grind the sleep from his eyes. I want to go sit in a
  damn LC and invade that same damn beach all over again. At least I get cool and clean wading through the waves.


  His kitten, the former Miss Pat, now renamed Miss Lion of the Sahara, blinks owlishly from her position on his chest.


  Rio Richlin has not warmed up to Luther Geer. She thinks he is a bully and not very bright to boot, but she nevertheless agrees.


  Since the fighting wound down in Tunisia, the 119th Division has trained and practiced and trained some more. There has been renewed effort to improve soldiers effectiveness with the
  bazooka. There have been lectures on the necessity of actually firing ones rifle and not just carrying it around like some family heirloom. There have been the inevitable marches around the
  desertmarches that had started off unpleasantly cold and then moved without seeming transition to being fiercely hot. And there have been amphibious assaults.


  They have assaulted the same beach three times already, and the weary consensus among the deeply bored GIs of Second Squad, Fifth Platoon, Company A of the 119th, was that today heralded yet
  another phony invasion.


  Jenou rolls upright in her canvas cot and upends her boots before putting them on. There are scorpions and snakes and things that have no name in the
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