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The Amateur Spy 
 

 

 ñLook there!  That's disgusting.  Right here on Grand 

Circus.ò  Trudy grabbed my elbow with one hand and gestured 

ahead with the other.  ñNever thought we'd see nazi flags in 

downtown Detroit.ò 

 Two scarlet flags with black swastikas in white circles 

fluttered lazily in a soft breeze ahead of us. About ten nazis in 

military uniform stood in front of the flags, and a couple dozen 

citizens milled around in front of them. 

 ñNazi flags!   Come on, Jayo, let's cross over Woodward so 

we don't go there.ò 

 ñAnd miss the show?ò  I pulled my elbow from her grasp.  

ñThis might be fun.  What kind of people want to identify with 

history's biggest losers?ò 

 ñThey do it just to attract attention.  We shouldn't 

encourage them.ò 

 ñMy dear sister, I want to see.  How many are there?ò 

 ñStupid.  You going to take them on?  You're just a month 
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out of the hospital and can hardly even walk.ò 

 ñCome on.  I promise not to hurt them.ò  In spite of the 

aches in my bones, I pulled us toward the demonstration.    The 

weirdos scowled at the citizenry around them, with arms folded 

and jaws jutting.  The nazi flags were a backdrop for the speaker, 

as though to protect his back.  The flags flopped lazily in the 

breeze, and several flares spit flames and sparks.  The fat speaker 

wore a high military hat with stiff, shiny visor and an eagle spread 

on the peak.  The others wore helmets with swastikas. 

 ñThe Jewish conspiracy,ò the fat speaker shouted, 

ñthreatens our race, our nation.ò 

 Around the row of nazis were a crowd of amused citizens 

more concerned with mundane issues. Some stood by, munching 

on lunches taken out of brown bags, staring at the demonstration 

as passively as though it were a television show.  Some sat on 

nearby benches, watching apathetically.  Some, like my sister 

Trudy, moved up close to the nazis, so they could glare at the 

speaker.  I sighed; she had wanted to cross the street to avoid 

them, and now she was nose to nose with the ripest nazi. 

 I noticed one fellow, seated on a bench with a brown bag 

on his lap, who was filling a cigaret lighter with one of those old, 

flat, lighter fluid tins with a long spout.  I didn't know they made 

those any more.    

 ñWe must defend ourselves,ò shouted the fat speaker, 

ñagainst the decadent mongrel races.ò  He paused in order to 

cough, but tried to speak anyway.  ñStand up against those who 

would deprive us aryans of what we have earned by our labor, by 

our brains, and by our racial solidarity.ò 

 I sat down next to the man filling his lighter.  ñI'm J.O. 

Dawe," I said.  "I'll give you ten dollars for that can of lighter 

fluid.ò  

 ñI've used about a quarter of it already,ò he said, as though 

apologizing. 

 ñOkay,ò I replied, and I pulled a ten dollar bill from my 

wallet. 
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 ñI only paid three sixty-nine for it, full.ò 

 ñFair enough.ò 

 ñWouldn't want to cheat you.ò  He grinned. 

 I took the can and put the money into his hand.  He 

laughed, nodded, then got up and walked away with his lunch bag 

in his hand.  Probably afraid I'd change my mind, or perhaps turn 

homicidal on him. 

 Meanwhile, Trudy had elbowed her way into the front line 

right in front of the speaker, where everyone was frowning as 

dramatically as possible.  They were all becoming agitated.  A tall, 

skinny man with long hair, with his arm about the shoulders of a 

well rounded woman, began calling the speaker names. 

 ñSuper race bastard!  Go back to Germany!ò 

 The nazi speaker seemed to enjoy being taunted.  Being 

called names made him stand straighter, speak more forcefully. 

 ñYou are a traitor to your own race,ò he said directly to the 

man.  ñIf you won't defend yourself and your own kind, what good 

are you?  Yeah, yeah, bow down to your Jewish masters, you 

worthless slave!ò 

 ñShut up!ò the skinny man roared.  ñShut up, or I'll shut 

you up for good.ò 

 At this point I was working my way around to the back of 

the squad of nazis, where the scarlet flags were flopping back and 

forth lazily in the breeze and flares were blazing.  I wasn't 

particularly interested in the philosophical discussion being held up 

front, but everyone else was attending to it closely.  No one, I was 

sure, was watching me. 

 I held the lighter fluid can with my thumb against its side.  I 

remembered these things from when I was in the infantry, during 

World War II.  Some of the guys living in my hovel during basic 

training used to have fights with them, squeezing a stream of 

lighter fluid out of the long nozzle while they held a lighted cigaret 

lighter in the stream.  You could get a spectacular stream of fire, 

like a miniature flame thrower, spewing out about eight feet, to 

land upon the person of one's contestant in the matter.  Stupid, you 
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say?  Well, of course, but what else can you do for fun when you 

are in infantry basic training? 

 The little can still worked the way these cans used to work 

a half century earlier.  I turned the stream of lighter fluid onto the 

nearest swastika flag, soaked it, then turned toward the next flag, 

which was gently weaving back and forth in the breeze.  I emptied 

the can onto it and ï not wanting to litter ï stuck the can in my 

jacket pocket as I walked back to Trudy. 

 She was just turning her attention from the nazi speaker to 

his skinny critic, who was screaming, ñYou got no right to say 

these things right out here in public like this.ò 

 Trudy raised a finger to admonish him.  ñRight?  

Everybody's got the right to speak their minds, even malignant 

cockroaches like these.ò 

 Now the woman to whom the skinny guy had attached 

himself spoke up.  ñYeah?  Yeah?  Yeah?ò  She shook her fist at 

Trudy, who did not flinch.  I arrived just as the woman upgraded 

her argument from a shaking fist to a swinging punch at Trudy's 

face.  Slipping and dodging, Trudy lost her balance.  I caught her 

and turned her about, effectively removing her from combat.   The 

fat nazi stopped speaking to watch the show.  The skinny man, not 

to be outdone by his companion, brought up another point he 

seemed to consider irrefutable. 

 ñDamn you,ò he said to Trudy.  ñWhat are you?  A nazi like 

these bastards?ò 

 I had some trouble restraining Trudy, who was more than 

willing to continue the discussion on whatever terms might govern 

street debates.  I kept her back with one hand while gesturing for 

peace, as I thought, with the other.  The well-rounded woman may 

not have interpreted my peace signs accurately, for she swung her 

fist again.  I caught her fist in my hand before it could get to my 

chin, and I suspect she may have thought she had slugged a 

concrete wall.  Oh, sure, I'm old, but I'm solid enough still. 

  With poetic timing, one of the flags I had soaked with 

lighter fluid waved close to one of the flares just then.  I heard an 



- 7- 

impressive ñF-f-fwoom-phò as it exploded into flame.  Now 

everyone's attention shifted to the flag, as it swirled about and 

flung itself into the next flag, igniting it also, with a similar sound 

effect.  My assailant was painfully shaking her hand, no longer a 

fist, and grimacing as she eyed the flaring flags.  All the nazis and 

spectators twisted about to stare, many of the nazis knocking over 

their folding chairs and stumbling into one another.  Camera flash 

bulbs went off, and I realized that the Free Press and the News 

were well represented among the spectators.  I pulled Trudy out of 

the line of fire. 

 ñStop tugging at me, Jayo,ò she said.  ñI've got something 

to say.ò 

 ñIt'll keep.ò 

 ñI want to tell these people here about the right of free 

speech.  What?   Jayo, are you running away from a fight?  Do you 

always run?ò 

 ñYes, I do.ò   In spite of my fragile state, induced by a 

month in the hospital, I managed to remove the two of us from the 

scene of combat.  We were soon back in Trudy's apartment in 

Lafayette Park, where she set about putting lunch on the table. 

 ñWhy didn't you let me reason with that couple, Jayo?ò  

Trudy set plates and silverware down on the table vigorously.  ñI 

could have shown them free speech means free speech for 

everyone.ò 

 ñYes, sure you could.ò 

 òI certainly could.  You interfered.  How can we protect 

our civil rights if we don't speak up?ò 

 ñYes, my dear sister, you are right.  As always.ò 

 ñWell, then.ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 She spied my jacket where I had carefully placed it on her 

sofa.  ñYou never hang things up.ò 

 ñI'll do it.ò 

 ñFunny thing about those flags.  What do you suppose?ò  

She picked up my jacket. 
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 ñSelf immolation, perhaps?ò  I suggested. 

 ñSomething must have set them off.ò 

 ñLightning, I suppose, or spontaneous combustion.ò 

 She shook the wrinkles out of my jacket and carried it to 

the front door closet.  ñYou need a new jacket.  Wait ï what ï 

Jayo, there was a tin of lighter fluid in your pocket.ò 

 ñI hate to contradict you, Trudy.  There may have been a 

tin, but I can guarantee there was no lighter fluid in it.  It was 

empty.ò 

 ñYou don't smoke.ò 

 ñIndeed, no, of all my vices I cannot claim that one.  We 

can throw away -- ñ 

 ñJayo, what have you done?ò 

 ñWho, me?ò 

 ñI see all.  You arsonist, you.ò 

 ñNo, no.  Burning flags is part of free speech.  Even the 

Supremes say so.  I was just exercising my right of free speech.ò 

 ñIdiot.ò 

 We enjoyed a good lunch.  Trudy indulged a lifetime habit, 

re-ordering my life. 

  ñI'm so sorry about you losing Marnie, Jayo.  I know how 

you feel.  I was devastated when I lost Higgledy. He's been gone 

seven years now.  Jayo, do you think you'll ever marry again?ò 

 ñWell, Mrs. Higgins, when I see you marry again, perhaps 

I'll consider it myself..ò 

 ñPooh.  It's you who needs a keeper.  You going to stay in 

the same apartment?  You're retired now, so you could buy that 

cabin up north you've always talked about.ò 

 I shrugged.  ñAfter four weeks in the hospital since the car 

wreck, and six weeks sponging off you here, I need to get back in 

my own apartment and think things through.  Wish I had Marnie to 

talk with about all this.ò 

 She nodded.  ñYou could stay here longer.  You need 

looking after.ò 

 ñI can't impose forever.ò 
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 After which I returned to my own apartment, to collapse in 

bed late in the afternoon.  Trudy was right; I was running low.   

When you read ñOne fatalityò in the newspaper, it isn't just one life 

that has ended. 

 The apartment seemed terribly empty.  Sleep was not only 

physical recovery, it was mental escape.  My life was empty.  My 

kid sister was such a comfort, seeing to it I got the right food to 

eat, and that I took my medicines and pain killers.  My life had 

been emptied out, and I was pained by the vacuum my life had 

become. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 

 Nearly a week after that slight scuffle at the nazi 

demonstration, you can imagine my surprise when I answered my 

door and found two of the losers from the demonstration standing 

there, looking as solemn and prosperous as insurance salesmen.  

They came in two shapes, one fat and one skinny.  Both were 

dressed in dark suits, not nazi uniforms, and wore somber ties. 

 The fat one held out his hand and said, ñMr. Dawe, I'm 

Bull Pacelli.  This is my associate, Parker Lee.ò  He gestured 
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toward the man as though establishing thereby the man's 

subordinate status. 

 I nodded and did not take the proffered hand.   ñMr. 

Pacelli,  Mr. Lee.ò  I recognized this fat one as the speaker during 

the demonstration.  

 ñWe want to express our gratitude to you, Sir.ò 

 ñOh?ò  I looked the two men over.  Pacelli was heavy and 

muscular, though his ample belly was certainly not one hundred 

percent muscle.  He had a thick neck and a round face supported 

by several chins.  Training to be a sumo wrestler, perhaps?  Lee, 

on the other hand, was thin, even scrawny.  His face was narrow, 

with predatory eyes and a long eagle's nose.  Was he the more 

dangerous of the two?  Or was I simply prejudiced against these 

two and all too eager to consider them coarse? 

 ñMay we come in for a few moments?ò  Pacelli's smile was 

peculiar, expressing amusement more than the friendly acceptance 

that smiles usually signify.   

 Yeah, I should have slammed the door, I know, I know.  

But I was curious.  What were home-made nazis like when out of 

uniform?  And where had they spent the war?  My war, that is, the 

world class war, Number Two. 

 ñYeah,ò I said, motioning them to come in.  But what if 

they had seen me set fire to their flags?  Nah, they didn't have eyes 

in the backs of their heads. 

 They arranged themselves on my sofa and I sat down in  

my well worn swivel chair.   

 ñWe simply wanted to say, 'Thank you, Mr. Dawe.'  You 

are a man of courage.ò  Pacelli talked as though he were a 

television anchor man, projecting his voice and mouthing his 

words. 

 With anyone else, I'd have offered them coffee or tea.  Not 

with these guys.  In spite of feeling fragile, I had gone to some 

effort to make them look ridiculous on Grand Circus, and I was 

not going to do anything to make them comfortable here.  I was 

the guard dog keeping an eye upon a couple of thieving jackals as 
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they sauntered up to the sheep fold. 

 ñYes, we want to present you with these.ò  Pacelli took 

several 4x6 photographs out of his suit coat pocket.  They were 

photos of me and Trudy, in that brief confrontation on the Grand 

Circus lawn.  I resisted the temptation to say, 'Give me an 8x10 

glossy of this one, and a couple of 5x7s of these.  How much?'  

But I didn't. 

 Judging by the angle of the shots, with the crowd in the 

background, these pictures had been taken from where the nazis 

had stood on their raised platform.  I had seen the photographers 

in the crowd, no doubt from the newspapers, but I hadn't seen any 

of the nazis snapping pictures. 

 ñYou were most skillful in the way you handled yourself,ò 

Pacelli said.  

 ñAh?  Yes.ò 

 ñYou ï and, yes, your sister Gertrude, too ï risked injury, 

to protect our right to speak.ò 

 ñEveryone's right, not just yours.  I was protecting the 

right, everyone's right.ò 

 ñOf course, exactly so.ò  He cleared his throat.  ñI'll leave 

these photos with you, Mr. Dawe.  A token of our appreciation.  

And please convey our compliments to your sister.ò 

 I didn't like the fact that these guys knew anything about 

me.  And about Trudy.  I like to be safely hidden away like a fox in 

his den, anonymous, even invisible, a part of the mass and 

unnoticed.  That's how one stays secure in a risky world.  Being 

singled out, especially by nazis, is not a good thing here.  It's like 

finding a burglar in the house in the middle of the night.  It would 

be unlikely that the burglar came to deposit some thousand dollar 

bills in the cookie jar, as a birthday surprise.  I didn't like it that 

this guy knew Trudy was my sister.  What else did he know about 

me?  I said nothing, but I wished he had another flag for me to 

burn. 

 ñMany people do not believe we have the right to speak 

our minds freely.ò  It was almost a question. 
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 I shrugged.  ñEverybody's got the right.ò  I glared at him.  

ñDoesn't matter what a person's ideas are, everybody's got the 

right to speak up.ò 

 ñOur ideas may not be popular with some people.ò 

 I nodded.  He was right there. 

 ñMr. Dawe, we'd like to thank you by inviting you to visit 

our camp, at your convenience.ò 

 ñUm, you have a camp . . .ò 

 ñIndeed, yes.ò  He handed me a business card and a leaflet, 

each bearing the words in heavy black letters,  Michigan Aryan 

Christocracy.  ñThis leaflet has a map showing where we are.  

Now, we don't necessarily expect you to agree with us, at least not 

until you know more about us.  But you'd be our guest for a 

weekend, or for a few weekdays, if you prefer.  Think of the camp 

as our cathedral.   We'd like you to visit.ò 

 Cathedral?  He startled me.  Because of the uniforms they 

wore during their demonstration, I would have expected a military 

metaphor, not a church metaphor. 

 ñWe have many members, many more than you saw at our 

demonstration.  Many courageous men, and oh, yes, women, too.   

Courageous.  Just like you.ò 

 ñI certainly don't agree with your ideas, you know.ò 

 Pacelli grinned broadly, with a faintly sinister twist.  ñI 

know.  No one does, when they don't know what our ideas are, 

because they don't know what we really stand for.  But when they 

get to know us, it's different.  You may never like what we stand 

for, but then, when you do know us, maybe you will.  Either way, 

you'd be welcome.  Let me say, a defender of the first amendment 

is always welcome.ò 

 ñYou surprise me.ò  I looked at him over the top of my 

glasses.  Nazis defending free speech?  That's a weird 

development. 

 ñThere's a lot about us that may surprise you.  Well, Mr. 

Dawe, we've taken up as much of your time as we should.  We'll 

just say thanks, again, and be on our way.ò  They stood up, and 
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both men stuck out their hands.  Without thinking, I shook hands 

with them.  Oh, I know, I should have been more alert and should 

never have shaken hands with them.  But in my living room they 

seemed almost human, and the instinctive ritual of hospitality is 

strong.  They left, repeating their invitation to visit once more.  I 

closed my door.  I had no opportunity for a second act to follow 

my flag burning. 

 Who was the silent shadow accompanying Pacelli?  Oh, 

yes, I remembered: his name was Parker Lee.  Was he just a 

brainless goon?  Didn't seem quite like that.  All the time he was in 

my apartment, his eyes had never left my face.  He seemed to be 

always calculating something.  About me, dammit.  Oh, well, there 

are weird characters in this world. 

 A couple of hours later my doorbell rang again.  A tall, 

African-American woman, almost as far advanced in age as I was, 

stood there.  She flashed a winning smile at me.  She was a wiry, 

lean woman, with intense brown eyes, and a no-nonsense 

expression.  She had a regal bearing that commanded instant 

respect.  Her graying hair made a salt-and-pepper crown upon her 

head, and her high cheek bones reminded me of the elfin queen in 

Tolkien's Lord of the Rings. 

 ñMr. Dawe, I'm Agent Rebecca Matezewski, of the Federal 

Bureau of Investigation.ò  She held up a silver badge briefly for 

my inspection.  ñMay I speak with you, Sir?ò 

 ñSure,  Come on in.  I'm pretty popular today.ò 

 ñYes, I know.  Thank you.ò 

 As I motioned her to the sofa, I asked, ñWould you like a 

cup of coffee?  Or tea?ò  I had never entertained an FBI agent 

before and wondered if they were forbidden to take beverages 

from people they interrogated, as possibly a precaution against 

being poisoned.  Or being unduly influenced.  That speculation 

proved to be overly melodramatic. 

 ñThank you, Mr. Dawe, that's most gracious of you.  Tea, 

please, if you have it.ò 

 ñOh, yes.ò  I filled the tea kettle with fresh water and set it 
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on the stove.  But how did I know she was who she said she was?  

I set out two cups with tea bags in them. 

 I asked her, ñYou're from the Detroit office, are you?ò  She 

smiled again and nodded.  I have a phone next to my swivel chair 

and, excusing myself, picked it up and dialed.  ñInformation for 

what city?ò 

 ñIn Detroit, please, for a federal government number, the 

office of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.ò  I smiled at Ms. 

Matezewski as the operator gave me the number, which I 

immediately dialed.  I went through a dial one, dial two screen, 

and got someone named Larry who seemed to have some sort of 

authority.  ñMy name is J. O. Dawe,ò I said,  ñA woman who says 

she is an FBI agent named Rebecca Matezewski is here.  If you 

know her, would you describe her, please.ò 

 ñYes, Mr. Dawe.  We knew she had gone to interview you.  

Ms. Matezewski is about five feet eight inches tall, brown eyes, 

black and gray hair she wears up and in tight curls, slender, has 

good posture, high cheek bones, and is ï oh ï about 60 years old 

or so, I'd guess.ò 

 ñHe'd recognize my voice,' Ms. Matezewski said, and 

gestured to take the phone. 

 ñThank you, Larry,ò I said into the phone, ñbut I don't 

think you should describe her as mean looking.  Actually, I find she 

has a very nice smile.ò   I could not let an opportunity like this go 

by. 

 The man stammered, ñBut I said nothing about her being 

mean looking.  I only . . .ò 

 I interrupted.  ñPlease, Larry!  That's enough.  You are 

speaking about a fellow agent, Sir.  I would never use such words 

about any person I worked with.ò  He started to protest, but 

dithered too long. 

 Ms. Matezewski frowned and stood up to take the phone.  

ñJust what is Larry saying?  Here, he'll recognize my voice.  Let 

me have the phone, please.ò 

 ñSir,ò I said, ñI am going to hand this phone over to Ms. 
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Matezewski, and you can explain yourself to her as best you can.ò 

 As soon as she got the phone, Ms. Matezewski said, 

ñLarry, this is Bec.  Just what have you been telling this man? . . .  

Uh, huh? . . . Oh, I see.  . . . I understand now.ò  She leveled a 

fierce gaze in my direction, and I smiled in return.  She handed 

back the phone. 

 ñHey, Larry?ò I said.  ñAre you confident this is actually 

Ms. Matezewski?ò 

 ñYes, yes, yes.  Look, Mr. Dawe, I never . . .ò 

 ñNo?ò 

 ñYes, she is Ms. Matezewski, she's one of our agents.  But 

I never said . . .ò 

 I hung up.  ñYou are who you say you are, Ms. 

Matezewski.  You understand I had to be sure.ò  The tea kettle 

began to whistle, and I got up to answer its summons. 

 ñYes, I understand.  I must say I am impressed.  Have you 

ever performed as a stand-up comic?ò 

  I liked the fact that she could combine a gentle reproach 

with her own way of joining in on the fun.  As I poured the boiling 

water into the cups and set them with some sugar and lemon juice 

on a tray before her, I looked closely at her.  She was scarcely 

much younger than I am, and I wondered if she were close to 

retirement.  We retirees always wonder about that when meeting 

other people.  Her dark skin was like rich walnut, a bit crinkled 

with laugh lines about her eyes.  Her full mouth widened in a most 

enchanting smile. She had a lean face, and I'd bet that she had been 

a tom boy when a child.   

 ñThank you, Mr. Dawe.  Most kind.  Did you check out 

Mr. Pacelli and Mr. Lee as rigorously?ò  She had a wry look in her 

eyes.  ñOr screen their ability to take a joke?ò 

 I shook my head.  ñNo need in their case.  They had 

already identified themselves to my satisfaction as idiots.  Anyway, 

I saw them at their demonstration in Grand Circus.  Certainly no 

one would ever want to be identified as a nazi unless he was 

deranged enough to be one.  But I can see that there could 



- 16- 

possibly be some crazies who might want to identify themselves as 

FBI agents, but who really weren't.ò 

 ñYour logic is unassailable, Mr. Dawe.  We did notice  that 

you were at that demonstration.ò 

  ñAh, then you were there too.  Sorry I didn't notice you.ò 

 ñI try not to be noticed, though I'm sure Mr. Pacelli and 

Mr. Lee noticed me.  However, I did not play quite so public a role 

as you did.  I trust Mrs. Higgins was not actually harmed?ò 

 ñNo, Trudy's okay.  What else do you know about me?ò  I 

had that exposed sensation again, when people know me as 

someone more than just part of the safely anonymous, shielding 

crowd. 

 ñWe know you served in the army with honor, for five 

years, and earned commendations for courage under fire, fighting 

against nazi Germany.  We know you were a respected journalist 

for many years, until you retired a couple of months ago.  I am 

sorry that you lost your wife in that auto accident, Mr. Dawe.  You 

have my sympathy.ò 

 ñThank you, Ma'am.ò  I took a sip and inspected my tea 

cup.  ñI never feel comfortable when people I don't know seem to 

know so much about me.  It's . . . well, it's so intrusive.ò 

 ñI know, Sir, and we would not pry if it weren't necessary ï 

and important.  We need your cooperation.  You are in a unique 

position to help us.  But we had to be satisfied that we could rely 

on you.ò  She sipped her tea with dignity.  She had an appealing 

air of authority about her, rather like some insufferable teachers I'd 

been grateful to in the ancient past. 

 ñAnd you decided you can.ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 ñRely on me, doing what?ò 

 ñHelping us maintain surveillance on the Michigan Aryan 

Christocracy.ò 

 ñThe nazis.ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 I shrugged my shoulders and grimaced.  ñThey're a bunch 
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of silly clowns, a dozen deluded, immature but aging adolescents, 

parading around in uniforms they stitched up for themselves.  

They're of no importance, and so clumsy they're more danger to 

themselves than to anyone else.ò  The image of them stumbling 

over their own feet as their flags burned behind them flitted 

through my mind.  I felt I had sized them up pretty well. 

 ñIf only that were so, Mr. Dawe.  There are several 

thousand of them here in Michigan, actually.  Well financed, and 

we aren't yet sure we know all those who contribute to their 

treasury.  Armed with modern infantry weapons that make the M-

1s and the mortars from your day look like BB guns.  Clever 

enough to stay just barely within the law, they have enough fire 

power that they could overwhelm any police force or sheriff's 

department in Michigan.  And they have connections with 

organizations and celebrities you wouldn't expect.  They are 

dangerous.  We must protect the people of Michigan against 

whatever it is they plan to do with their combat power.  We need 

to watch them.  We need your help to do that.ò 

 I was awed into stunned silence.  Never has anyone's image 

changed more rapidly in my mind.  Clowns?  Yeah, if she were 

right, clowns with automatic assault weapons, even some heavier 

infantry weapons.  If she were right.  Well, she would know, 

wouldn't she?  So:  these dull, common thugs really were the 

arrogant, strutting supermen I'd once wanted revenge against, the 

master race who had killed so many of my buddies during the war.  

Here were my nightmares and maddening memories of war come 

to life again, strutting about my real world, my wide awake world.  

My rousing sense of outrage that had smoldered within me ever 

since World War II began to sting its way back into my 

consciousness. 

 ñMr. Dawe?ò 

 ñUh, oh, sorry, Ms. Matezewski.  I, uh, well, I hadn't been 

looking at these guys that way.  You've given me something to 

think about.  I had thought they were of no consequence. I didn't 

think they were a problem, except for the psychiatric ward.  
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You've put them in a different light.  Now, you want me to watch 

them for you?ò 

 ñExactly, Sir.  They are seriously interested in you, or they 

would not have given you those pictures of yourself.ò 

 ñYou know about those?ò 

 ñWe have an arrangement.  Under a court order, we get 

copies of all photographs developed for them, by any photo 

processing company in Michigan.  When we saw the pictures they 

had taken of you and Mrs. Higgins, we knew they were going to 

try to recruit you, and we expected they'd use the pictures in their 

attempt.ò 

 ñBut I'm certainly not nazi material, Ms. Matezewski.  I 

told them as much.  I don't like their ideas.ò 

 She nodded.  ñYes, Sir.  They are used to hearing that from 

prospects they try to recruit.  That's most people's first response.  

But they know a certain percentage comes around to their point of 

view because they share their hatreds.  Like any salesmen, they 

know they can close only a small percentage of their cold calls.  

But the closed deals pay for all.ò 

 ñBut you know I would never fall for it?ò 

 ñWe know you won't.ò 

 A chilling thought came to me. ñWhat about my sister?  Is 

Trudy in danger?  Are they going to try to recruit Trudy, too?ò 

 ñNo.  She's in no danger, and they won't try to recruit her.ò 

 ñHow can you know that?ò 

 ñBecause I know them.  Women, in their philosophy, are 

required to keep silent and obedient, and to never do anything but 

cook their food, give them sexual solace, bear their babies and 

raise their male offspring to be soldiers.  They don't recruit women 

at all.  They just get the women who follow the men they do 

recruit.ò 

 ñNot exactly modern women, are they?ò 

 ñThey're the women who love the men who hate and 

despise women.ò 

 ñAh, I see.  What is it you want me to do?ò 
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 ñI presume they invited you to visit their camp.  They 

usually do.  Take them up on that invitation.  See what you can 

see.  Report back to me.  Particularly, if they intend to murder 

anyone, to kidnap anyone, to rob a bank or credit union or store, 

or commit any major crime, let me know.  We don't care about 

their ideology.  They can say anything they want, believe anything 

they want, do anything they want ï until they threaten to harm 

someone.  Our only interest is to protect other people from all 

those weapons they've collected.  Otherwise, we don't have any 

interest in anything else about them.ò 

 ñDo I take some kind of training for this?ò  I had doubts 

about my competence in espionage. 

 ñNo.  You already know too much for your own good, 

from what I've told you just now.  If you knew more, they could 

trick you, trap you into revealing some knowledge that a 

legitimate recruit would never know.  You are there only as our 

eyes and ears.  Your eyes are good, your ears are good, and no 

training is going to make them any better.ò 

 ñAnd I report back to you?ò 

 ñRight.  We'll meet from time to time in public places, or 

safe places, never the same public place twice.  Always assume 

they might follow you some times, at least until they trust you as 

one of them.  They know we are trying to get someone inside to 

watch them.  They are suspicious.  You will be wise to always be 

suspicious as well.ò 

 ñHow many people do you have keeping an eye on them?ò 

 ñThink, Mr. Dawe.  Think how dangerous it would be for 

you to know that.  If  you are the only one, or if you are one of 

scores, your knowledge of that information would make you 

vulnerable, not to mention how it might make any others who 

might be there also vulnerable.  Start thinking as though you were 

a genuine recruit, instead of an informant.  You should know only 

what any other recruit would know.ò 

 I nodded.  ñOkay, yeah.  I see that.  How would I 

communicate with you?ò 
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 ñNever from their camp, of course.  I will set up meeting 

places.  Assume they will tap your phone at least part of the time.  

Now, here, take this.ò  She handed me a cell phone. 

 ñCan this one be tapped?ò 

 ñOf course it can, even more easily than a land line phone.  

Use it only for conversations you want them to hear, say, like 

letting your sister know you'll be a little late to dinner.  Here's how 

you use it.  This menu button isn't a menu, it's to record a 

conversation on the micro chip.ò 

 ñAh!  Just like double oh seven.ò  I took the phone and 

flipped the mouthpiece open and closed.  It was light enough and 

small enough to fit in my shirt pocket. 

 ñYou are definitely not James Bond, Mr. Dawe.  You don't 

fight, or sabotage, them.   You only look and listen.  And keep 

yourself out of trouble.ò 

 ñYes, yes.  I'll do it.  I never thought I'd still be fighting 

nazis so many years after my infantry time.ò 

 ñYou're not.  Just seeing and hearing, not fighting.  

Understand?ò 

 ñOh, yes, certainly.  I'm good.ò 

 ñMr. Dawe, your country appreciates your devotion.ò 

 ñI hope the country never finds out about it.  Especially 

Trudy.  She'd kill me for taking such a risk.  Funny.  She told me to 

get a hobby.  Now I've got one, but she won't know.ò 

 ñNo, she won't.  We don't want her to know, either.  This is 

strictly between you and me, no one else.  Your safety and your 

success depend upon the confidentiality and discretion with which 

we operate.  You have a touchy role to play, and you must play it 

skillfully.ò 

 ñRight, right.  Do you have a card?ò 

 ñOh, Mr. Dawe, haven't you been listening?  I don't intend 

to leave any trace of my visit here.  Surely you can understand the 

problem if they found my card either on you or in your 

apartment?ò 

 ñOh.  Yeah.  In my apartment?  They might. . .   Good 
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grief, I didn't think of that.ò 

 Ms. Matezewski got up.  ñYou must start thinking of such 

things.  I'll contact you when you come back from their camp.  I 

want to give you a code word that I can use to identify myself or 

anyone I might send to you, understand?  That code word is 

ñRema.ò  Remember that, please, ñRema.ò  It's the first two letters 

of my first and last names:  Rebecca Matezewski.  Meanwhile, 

take the Christocrats up on their invitation.  Enjoy your visit to 

their camp.  I hear the food is good.ò 

 I walked her to the door.  ñYou know that?  Then you did 

have someone else on the inside, for you to know that.  Did you 

assign him somewhere else?ò 

 She paused as I swung the door open.  ñNo, Mr. Dawe.ò 

 ñThen, Mrs. Matezewski, what happened to him?ò 

 ñWe never found out, Mr. Dawe.  Remember:  'Rema.' 

Goodby.ò 

 I forgot to say goodby, and just watched as she retreated 

down the hall of the apartment building.   Damn, what had I got 

myself into? 
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Chapter 3 

 I could scarcely say to Trudy, ñBy the way, Sis, I've been 

invited out to the camp of those despicable nazi racist fanatic 

dictatorial terrorist heinous kooks.  Think I'll go.  Looks like fun.ò  

So I said nothing at all to her.  That was hard, because we have 

always been buddies, talking about our troubles and triumphs, 

sharing our happinesses and sorrows, gossiping with each other 

about our losses and successes. 

 My weekend visit precluded my going to church this 

Sunday.  I decided my absence would be all right because summer 

was coming on.  We Unitarian Universalists thin out pretty well in 

summer.  Hell doesn't frighten us; we might even take up a petition 

against it, or worse, conduct a discussion about it.  My co-

religionists would assume I was luxuriating at a lake resort or 

rusticating at a rural retreat.  That would be okay.  But wallowing 

in a nazi camp?  No, Unitarian tolerance and understanding has its 

limits, and a nazi camp was pretty well beyond those limits.  As for 

my Humanist e-list buddies, I could log on to the e-list from any 
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computer, whenever I might want.  Tell them about this?  No, no, 

I didn't want to be the subject of the first Humanist 

excommunication in history. 

 Besides, Ms. Matezewski had been adamant about my not 

telling anyone.  I wouldn't put Trudy at risk of any sort.  Besides, 

she wouldn't let me go.  Oh, sure, she doesn't own me, exactly.  

But I didn't need that discussion. 

 Pacelli's leaflet gave directions and a phone number.  I 

pulled out the cell phone Ms. Matezewski had given me, dialed the 

number and asked for Pacelli. 

 ñBull here.ò 

 ñHello, Mr. Pacelli.  This is Jayo Dawe.  Say, I do 

appreciate your invitation.  I thought I'd take you up on it this 

weekend.ò 

 ñFine!  We'll be looking forward to having you here, 

Dawe.ò 

 ñYou understand, I'm not making any commitment.  I 

probably won't ever join your group, but I am curious.ò 

 ñI understand.  At the moment you don't really know if you 

agree with us or not because you don't know what we really stand 

for.  Come on out.  You'll be our guest.  We'll show you around 

the place, answer any questions, introduce you to a few of the 

fellows, let you sample our food, you know, that sort of  thing.ò 

 ñGood.  I'll probably get there, say, around 11 Saturday 

morning.ò 

 ñJust in time for lunch.  This is a good weekend to look 

around because we don't have a whole lot going on this weekend, 

so you and I can talk all you want.  Some other prospective 

recruits will be here, too.ò 

 ñAh.  Yes.  Good.  See you then.ò 

 After I hung up, I sat thinking about it.  From the 

conversation, you'd think I was going out to a service club's camp, 

or a YMCA camp, something innocent, insofar as anything in this 

sad world of ours is innocent.  I didn't really want to do this.  No 

matter how sensible this brief conversation might have sounded, I 
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was talking to a guy who dressed up in silly uniforms and 

displayed the flags of the worst evil I'd ever known.  Wouldn't it be 

easier just to let Ms. Matezewski know I'd changed my mind? 

 I sighed.  Well, I needed something to kill time, such time 

as I might have left at my age.  This would do.  I packed a bag.  

What would I need?  Not a whole lot.  Why was I talking to 

myself?  Schizo. 

 I took I-96 to Lansing, picked up US-127 north to M-20 

and headed west.  Another forty-five minutes and I was in the 

neighborhood of the Aryan Christocracy.  I put their leaflet on my 

dashboard and followed the side roads.  I rolled up at the nazi 

camp a while before noon. 

 Such beautiful rolling country in here, with dense woods 

and grassy meadows strewn with wildflowers.  Lovely green area, 

blooming with life.   The camp itself insulted the cheery 

countryside, offering all the ambiance and decor of a World War II 

prisoner of war camp.  Criminittly.   What did this tell me about 

the mind set of these people?   Putting such a profanity into a 

scene of gentle nature and vigorous good health like this part of 

Michigan was an abomination.   

  As I drove slowly up the long drive toward the camp, the 

most obvious feature was a guard tower by the gate, consisting of 

windows and a peak roof built on a square platform supported by 

ten foot poles.  A concrete block wall topped with barbed wire did 

its best to uglify this part of the world.  I could not see anyone 

inside the guard tower.  The structure would not pass muster as a 

real guard tower anyway, because in case of a fire fight a few shots 

would eliminate anyone inside.  It was too vulnerable to serve any 

purpose but a nauseating decoration, like the entry to a theme park 

devoted to corruption and decay. 

 The gate itself ï barbed wire and two-by-four studs ï was 

propped open.  When closed, it could have stopped a casual 

pedestrian, I suppose, but a determined infantry squad would get it 

down in a moment.  I drove through the gate and parked in a row 

of cars.  Military type vehicles ï Jeeps, Troopers and Rovers ï 
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predominated, and the rest were sport utility vehicles.  

Testosterone levels seemed to be running pretty high in their 

vehicular choices.  My own station wagon seemed out of place, 

like a tuxedo at a mountain-climbing expedition. 

 I sat a moment, looking at the office building before me, a 

wood structure looking much like the buildings in Camp 

Robinson, my infantry training camp of more than a half century 

ago, with white clapboard siding, double hung windows and a 

green shingle roof.  I didn't belong here.  These nuts were playtime 

warriors.  No, no, I told myself, I've got to stop constantly passing 

judgment as though they were real soldiers.  They weren't in a war 

environment, anyway, so why was I judging them as though they 

were?  Oh, okay, I'll just be eyes and ears for Ms. Matezewski.  

Tha-tha-that's all, folks.  I'm not here to pass judgment on the 

competence of some actual enemy army, only to look and listen.  I 

got out, locked the car and entered the office building. 

 A young man with a butch haircut and in a black nazi 

uniform with white piping sat at a desk behind a counter, looking 

like an exotic tropical bird of prey that had lost all its interesting 

colors.  He greeted me without a smile, looking down his nose as 

he asked, ñName?ò 

 ñHi, there.  I'm Jayo Dawe.  Mr. Pacelli invited me for the 

weekend.ò 

 ñYes.  Commander Pacelli put your name on the list.  

Welcome to Berchtesgaden.ò 

 ñYou call your camp Berchtesgaden?ò  I knew at once I 

didn't like this kid.  I didn't like his face.  I didn't like his manner. I 

didn't like his uniform.   

 ñYes.  You have unit four in section D.ò  He handed me a 

key.  ñYou will find it down the Alley straight ahead.  When you 

are settled in, come to the Wodenhof, that is, the day room.ò    

 He handed me a plan of the camp and pointed to the 

Wodenhof.  He also handed me a sheet of paper with the caption, 

ñOrders of the Day and Services.ò  I found it was a schedule of 

meals, events and the Sunday morning chapel.  I bid him goodby 
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and walked out the door with my overnight bag in my hand. 

 Unit 4-D turned out to be a small, spare motel room, 

without a television set or even a phone.  The floor was painted 

concrete, the walls were painted boards.  I was glad I had Ms. 

Matezewski's cell phone; I hate to be out of touch with the world.  

Though no one had this cell phone's number yet, to call me. 

 The room had a shower and a narrow, hard bed fashioned 

of angle iron bars painted dull green, probably army surplus.  The 

bed had a pad instead of a mattress and no coil springs, just a wire 

web with very little give to it attached to the frame with finger-

sized springs.  There was also a small desk with one drawer and a 

straight back wooden chair, both also painted dull green.  I usually 

like the color green, the color of lush growing things, the color of 

grass when prospering, the color of tree leaves and the color under 

the bark of any tree engaged in successful business.  But not this 

green, for it was a sickly, dull green, like something that had just 

died, something rancid.  It wasn't a cheerful optimistic American 

color.  It was an army color. 

 The Wodenhof ï wasn't Woden some sort of pagan god? -- 

occupied another wood building with white clapboard siding and a 

row of double hung windows.  It took me back fifty years and 

more, against my will.  At Camp Robinson, in Arkansas, the day 

room there had been primarily useful for playing ping pong, an 

activity destitute of any intellectual content.  It also had a small 

library of paperback books, printed half the size of regular books, 

for reasons that had seemed good to the army.  The army always 

had its reasons, though no one ever knew what they were.  No 

one.  Anywhere. 

 As I walked up to the door of the day room, I clicked on 

the recording button on my counterfeit cell phone.  I hoped it 

could pick up conversations while it sat in my jacket pocket.  That 

bit of spy work gave me a feeling of being almost serious.  But 

how could I possibly take this game as anything serious? 

 It was more than a day room, for it contained a mess hall 

as well.  Pacelli and seven young men were seated at a table. 
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 ñHello, Dawe!  Glad to see you.ò  He waved me to an 

empty chair.  ñMen, this is Jayo Dawe, who spoke up in support of 

our sacred right to speak freely of our mission in Detroit.  Dawe, 

this is Hawthornton, Wayne, Anglin, Horst, Schmidt, Ware, and 

Daniels,ò pointing to one after the other.  They were all young, 

trying to look as serious and self-important as they could manage.   

My mature age seemed to set me apart from them. 

 Each one solemnly offered a hand to shake, and I worked 

my way around the table.  I made a point of smiling at these 

somber faces, establishing myself as a less than serious soul, I 

supposed.  Each one wore blue jeans and plaid shirts, though 

Pacelli wore camouflage fatigues, less obnoxious than his dress 

uniform.  It was, at least, more familiar.  Satan himself  would 

seem less threatening in camouflage rather than in his scarlet dress 

robes.  But unlike Pacelli, no doubt Satan would want to dress 

formally when on duty as a business consultant.   

 Pacelli was in an expansive mood.  ñWe have a lesson this 

afternoon about the new light mortar adopted by NATO troops.  

Very interesting, and more effective!  Lord, yes, truly effective, 

especially in close quarter combat.ò 

 I could not think of anything I was less interested in than a 

new mortar, especially if it was in close quarter combat, but I 

made myself attend to his chatter.  I was here to listen to whatever 

was here to be heard, like a sponge thrown into the ocean.   

Several of the other potential recruits seemed fascinated to hear 

about improved methods of killing people.  It takes all kinds. 

 The man who had accompanied Pacelli when visiting my 

apartment ï Parker Lee ï joined the group, and I shook his hand 

too.  He said little, but as each of these men spoke, he fastened his 

eyes upon that man intently.  That got a little spooky after a while.  

What was he trying to fathom?  I wondered if Parker were a family 

name wrenched into service as a given name.  These days people 

seemed to use family names as first names, instead of the more 

common first names.  In the good old days, every Tom, Dick and 

Harry was named John.  Ah, ha, ha.  Oh, well, I've got to stop 
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telling myself stale jokes. 

 A plump middle aged woman came into the room and 

spotted me as a new arrival.  ñWould you like some coffee?ò 

 ñYes, Ma'am, please.ò  Indeed, I was lusting after hot, 

black coffee at that exact moment, and my  base cravings may 

have shown in my face. 

 Without a word, she turned and went back into what I 

supposed was the kitchen. In a moment she returned with the 

coffee, and I thanked her.  Her sudden appearance and hasty 

disappearance jogged my mind: this group sitting around the table 

and talking consisted only of men.  There were no women in the 

camp except those comprising the kitchen  crew.  Ms. Matezewski 

had said they would not try to recruit Trudy.  Women were not 

suitable raw material from which to fashion pure Aryan soldiers. 

 After a while, several women opened large hatches in the 

kitchen wall, hooking them up to eye bolts in the ceiling, to reveal 

a cafeteria line.  Pacelli announced it was time to eat.  We lined up 

and each took a noisy, clattering metal tray ï more army surplus ï 

and got our lunches.  Pacelli talked on through lunch, and I 

dutifully recorded every boring word.  This spy business wasn't as 

entertaining in real life as it appeared in the Bond movies. 

 After lunch Pacelli announced, ñTomorrow we will hold a 

Christocracy service.  You will find it a little different from your 

home church service because we believe in following the words of 

Jesus.  No other so-called Christian churches do as we do.  Now, 

don't take offense.  You'll see what we mean.  And I'll answer your 

questions following the morning's service, questions about our 

doctrines and our pure form of Christianity.  Now, let me take you 

on a quick tour of the camp, so you know your way around.ò 

 We followed Pacelli into the main road that ran down the 

middle of the camp, what he called the Alley.  At the end of the 

Alley was a larger building with a steeple.  Behind this building 

was another guard tower at a gate similar to the one I had entered 

in front.  The concrete block wall that encompassed all the 

buildings, with its decoration of barbed wire, had no paint to 



- 29- 

brighten it, no shrubs to soften it, and no capstones to give it a 

finished look.   The bare, unfinished look of it seemed to be a close 

match for the psyches of losers like these nazi Christocrats. 

 ñThis is our armory,ò Pacelli said, motioning to another of 

the buildings.  ñWe store our weapons and our ammunition here.  

We hold our weapons maintenance details here, and you can be 

sure everything is kept in proper order.ò 

 We were not invited to look inside. 

 ñYou've each seen your own room,ò again gesturing 

toward a group of buildings, ñand they're all pretty much alike, 

except we do have a couple dozen family units, each with two 

bedrooms.  Permanent staff live in the buildings you see there in 

the corner of the compound.  Quite modest, as you can see.ò 

 I didn't think they looked quite modest.  They were larger 

than the other buildings and I thought could well have been 

comfortable inside.  Okay, so what?  If they wanted to be 

comfortable and still claim to be spartan, that was nothing to me. 

 ñHere are our parade grounds, where we drill and where 

we conduct ceremonies on days when we hold memorial 

observances.ò  On the other side of the wide grassy area, I could 

see a wooden reviewing stand that would accommodate a couple 

dozen observers.  At the highest level of the reviewing stand, 

behind the benches, was a row of flagstaffs.  A single swastika flag 

hung limply from the central staff.  The parade ground itself was 

large enough for hundreds of people, if they were in ranks and 

files.  The grass showed wear in the area before the reviewing 

stand. 

 ñHere is the heart and the soul of our camp,ò Pacelli said.  

He took us to the main entry of the larger building standing at the 

end of the Alley, the building with a steeple.  Clearly, the money 

they had saved by scrimping on the other buildings they had used 

to give this one a few fancy details.  High, narrow stained glass 

windows reached to the eaves of the roof.  The peak of the roof 

must have been fifty feet high, well above all the other buildings.  

The double doors were large, heavy and decorated with 
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ornamental wrought iron hinges.  In spite of the elegant details, 

the building was still much like the more common buildings in the 

rest of the camp, with white clapboard siding, a green shingle roof 

and so lightly built that it seemed to be waiting for a chance to fly 

away with a tornado.  Pacelli swung the door open and motioned 

us in. 

 The other guests were impressed, looking about them in 

awe.  Daylight came slanting through the high, tall windows and 

created warm pools of light that illuminated the interior with a 

welcoming mellow radiance.  Actually, it wasn't a bad little chapel.  

Wooden pews filled most of the space, allowing for aisles that ran 

along each side wall.  A row of wood panels about seven feet high 

and each about two and a half feet wide decorated the walls from 

front to back beneath the windows.  At the front, on the right side, 

was a raised pulpit.  Behind that was a second lectern, set on a 

podium raised a couple of feet higher than the pulpit.  Most of the 

apse in the front was taken up by a stage, with a choir loft on the 

left and above the stage.  The windows allowed light to enter on 

each side of the apse to illuminate a huge painting which I had to 

suppose was Jesus in a white robe, though not with his customary 

placid, sickly sweet expression, with eyes focused somewhere off 

in the blank space above his head.  This Jesus figure was twenty 

five feet high, with his eyes glaring right at you, no matter where 

you sat.  He held in his right hand a long shining sword, swung 

above his head, ready to slash down on you.  His expression was 

angry, malevolent and his mouth was open as though he were 

shouting ï and I sensed he was shouting at me, as I supposed each 

of the others also sensed.  There was blood on the edge of the 

sword.  It had to be fresh blood, for it had dripped, brilliant red, 

down the blade  toward Jesus' sword hand.  How vivid, I thought.  

I noticed the inscription in gold letters: Matthew X,34-37.  

Someday I must look that up. 

 Where we all stood in the main entry, I could see a cloak 

room or dressing room off to the right.  To the left of the main 

entrance a narrow stair led up; I soon discovered that it went to a 
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balcony ï for the overflow crowd, I supposed at the time, but I 

found out eventually I was mistaken in that.  It was, in fact, the 

gyneconitis, the female ghetto, as I discovered later.  Only the men 

were allowed on the main floor.  Women were isolated in the 

balcony.   Protecting the guys against distractions, I supposed. 

 It was a pleasant, cozy church house, and I figured it could 

accommodate a couple hundred people comfortably enough. 

 ñYou'll join us here tomorrow morning,ò Pacelli said.  ñI 

think you'll be pleased.  You'll see what real Christians do.ò  

Pacelli's avuncular style seemed to imply that we prospective 

recruits were visitors from junior high school and he was 

introducing us to the real world. 

 We wandered about at a leisurely pace, and I tried to think 

of questions to ask.  I have to admit I wasn't as curious a spy as I 

would have expected of myself.  There was so little here that was 

unusual I had no questions to ask.  I resolved I would have to do 

better.  Maybe I could ask about that picture of Jesus, with the 

bloody sword in his hand.  Not your generic Savior. 

 Supper was, indeed, hearty, as Ms. Matezewski had 

predicted, consisting of sausage, sauerkraut, mashed potatoes and 

green beans.  I did wish we didn't have to eat off metal trays, for I 

think they affected the flavor of the food just as they had when I 

was in the infantry.  I would have preferred china.  But clearly 

these nazis wanted to imitate the infantry in as many ways as they 

could.  Not their fault I did not share that ambition. 

 The rest of the evening was dull, even boring, mostly the 

small talk of male yahoos: conversation about sports teams and 

their exploits and their abuses of human growth hormones and 

steroids.   And their salaries.  Eventually I excused myself and 

retired early.  I picked up a worn book from the shelves and sat in 

my room at the desk, reading it.  When I went to bed, I slept 

fitfully, with a dream about crouching in the cold, watching clouds 

clear away and seeing our own planes flying past to strafe and 

bomb German troops a comfortable distance up ahead.  I was 

grateful for a good dream this time, for a change, filled with such 
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sweetness and happiness, in which something was being done right 

for once, and not my usual trembling nightmares. 

 In the morning, I shaved in the common latrine shared with 

a dozen other guys.  I examined my face in  the mirror.  How long 

had I been looking this old?  My hairline had receded and what 

gray hair remained on the top of my skull seemed ready to give up 

for lack of enthusiasm.  Those lines on my face were smile lines, I 

told myself, though the non-smiling lines seemed ready to crowd 

those out.  So, this is who I am, huh?  An aged wretch shriveling 

in the sun like a slice of apple, juices dried out, with decay and 

petrifaction competing for my remains?  No, not quite ready for 

the crematorium just yet, I reassured myself. 

 Breakfast was simple: oatmeal with raisins, bacon, toast 

and jelly, coffee and orange juice.  Seconds for those who wanted 

them.  The mess hall was fitted with large picnic tables with fixed 

benches, not chairs.  Above the clock a large swastika flag was 

nailed to the wall.  That was the only thing unusual about the hall.  

Boring.  Should I have expected them to dine upon bats and 

vultures?  Should there be flames dancing around the edge of the 

room?  Evil ought to be at least exciting, but it seemed to be 

disappointingly banal, other than the nazi costumes. 

 We prospectively recruitable guests were joined for 

breakfast by about thirty-five regulars, dressed now in their 

Sunday best:  black leather boots, black shirts and pants, black 

jackets with white piping on the lapels and medals by the bushel.  

Medals for what daring feats?  Calling on prospects at their 

apartments?   The scenic effect was as impressive as sharks 

circling about a puppy in the water.  The prospective recruits were 

uniformly youthful, some surely only teenagers, and none looked 

to be over thirty. I was the oldest man in the room by far.  Each of 

the costumed regulars wore a belt crossing his breast, with 

epaulets on their military jackets decorated with what I assumed 

were symbols of different ranks.  Many wore colorful ribbons on 

their breasts, glowing like gems against the black cloth of their 

uniforms. 
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 All of them doffed military hats upon entering the mess 

hall, and placed them on racks in careful rows.  There seemed to 

be preferred positions for the hats, and the placing of each hat 

seemed to indicate the relative prestige of its owner.  I reminded 

myself not to laugh. 

 I searched the faces of these youngsters.  What brought 

them here?   My generation had fought and bled to keep nazis 

from ruling the world, and here were Americans who eagerly 

embraced the symbols of what we had fought against.  Why?  

What did they get from all this?  Why run from success, the 

brotherhood and the triumph of America and our allies, into the 

ranks of despised losers and self-isolated haters?  I saw no answers 

in these young faces.  Something must have happened in the life of 

each to incite this surrender of their freedom, independence and 

dignity.  What could it possibly be?  There must be smoldering 

embers of self-loathing sunk deep within each of these young men. 

 Of course, I realized, I was sitting here, too, just like each 

of them.  But in my case it was all right because I was not sincere 

about it. 

 We all rose about the same time and marched off to the 

chapel, in a casual swarm.  As we entered the church, one of the 

uniformed soldiers directed us prospects toward the front pews, 

and the regulars filled in behind us.  Just like the previous night, 

only males were in our group.  I looked around, however, and 

discovered there were indeed women in church.  They were in the 

balcony dutifully awaiting the arrival of the men.  And they were 

absolutely silent.  That was when I learned what the balcony was 

for:  it was for women, trapped by traditions of sexual 

discrimination several thousand years old.   

 Pacelli walked to the pulpit.  To my surprise, a tall, skinny, 

old woman dressed in a long white robe followed him and took a 

position at the second lectern above and behind Pacelli.   She 

apparently occupied a position of unusual privilege for a woman in 

this place.  Even in their warped traditions, they were inconsistent.  

I was grateful for this small violation of the loathsome rules which 
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restricted women to the  balcony of silence. 

 Pacelli announced that we would open the service by 

singing hymn 17.  I found a hymnal, of sorts, in the rack in front of 

me.  This hymnal contained twenty hymns, the efforts, it appeared, 

of one of their members and reproduced by an office copier.  It 

was fairly ragged, having no hard covers.  I decided to take one of 

those back with me.  Maybe the lyrics would reveal some 

desperate scheme for a massacre or a Harper's Ferry type of raid. 

 The crowd sang without accompaniment.  The hymn had a 

thumping rhythm, but no melody I could discern.  The words 

focused mostly on ñtriumph,ò ñmissionò and ñwill.ò  I could not 

make sense of it, but the nazis grimly plowed through to the end. 

 Pacelli spoke for about ten minutes, mostly about ñpurity,ò 

ñChristian love,ò and ñdevotion.ò   The purity he spoke about was 

racial purity, primarily northern European; he had doubts about all 

others.  His Christian love was intended only for Christians, by 

which he meant only his flavor of Christian.  All others were 

despised threats to good Christian civilization.  He also did not 

much like homosexuals, and offered cures  to any who might be 

within hearing.  The chief virtue he praised was obedience, 

primarily obedience to god but also to those representing god, 

such as, mainly, himself.  And he made a passing comment 

criticizing married men.  Did I hear that right?  He did not want 

men to marry?  Then, who were all these women at the camp?  He 

must have been referring to married homosexuals, I supposed. 

 The man was hard for me to understand.  He seemed to 

speak in code, not in direct words, and I had not yet learned the 

code.  He implied more than he declared, insinuated more then he 

implied and alluded to more than he insinuated.  I guessed you had 

to know his views of the world, of races, of manipulators of power 

in order to catch his meaning.  He had particularly harsh words for 

Atheists; hey, brother, you're in dangerous territory there.  Watch 

what you say; I'm listening to you.  I guessed as an Atheist I'd 

better remain in my closet to avoid being drummed out of camp.   

 It was a wonder to me that there was anyone left in the 
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world sufficiently acceptable for him to want to recruit into his 

fraternity. 

 I recorded his whole, long speech, even when my mind 

wandered.  I forced myself to focus my attention on him again 

when he spoke of Jesus' second coming.   

 ñWhen he comes, he will rule as a dictator  He will not ask 

for your opinion, for he knows better than you do what you need.  

He does not care what you think.  He will speak and we will obey.  

He will bring a new order to the world, and we shall be as little 

children before him, knowing only that he loves us, that he 

chastises us when we need to be chastised, that he rewards us 

when we deserve to be rewarded, and that he has a lifetime plan 

for each of us.  He will ask us for the greatest sacrifice: to live 

entirely by his will, not our own, to spend our lives as he 

determines, not as our childish whims might mislead us.ò   

 He stopped speaking to glare across the chapel silently 

fixing each soldier in a fierce gaze, and each seemed to find 

satisfaction to be singled out, one by one, for his attention.  Each 

one straightened up and pulled his shoulders back. 

 ñNow,ò he declared in a pontifical tone, ñit is time for our 

prayers.  Clonian, tell us Jesus' words about how we shall pray.ò 

 The woman who had stood behind him still and silent all 

this time now came alive.  The woman's soft white robe touched 

the floor and made a sharp contrast to the black uniforms which 

filled the chapel.  The robe draped her body in long straight folds, 

so that she looked like a candle with wax drippings.  Her head was 

bare, and her stark white hair seemed to shine in the light from the 

windows, emphasizing her resemblance to a burning candle.  She 

held a white-bound book ï the Bible, I presumed ï in both hands, 

the sleeves of her gown falling in long loops from her wrists.  She 

spoke in a deep voice, a voice both compelling and seductive. 

 ñHear the words of Jesus, the Christ Messiah.  'And when 

you pray, you must not be like the hypocrites; for they love to 

stand and pray in the synagogues and at the street corners, that 

they may be seen by men.  Truly, I say to you, they have received 
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their reward.  But when you pray, go into your room and shut the 

door and pray to your Father who is in secret; and your Father 

who sees in secret will reward you.ò   She finished, raised her 

white head, folded her white book and stood silently staring off 

into the distance. 

 Pacelli spoke again.  ñWe are Christians.  We are not 

hypocrites.  We pray as Christians. And we pray for that which our 

Father already knows we need:  Purity of purpose!  Devotion to 

our Order!  And fulfillment of our Mission!  So, now.  Go and 

pray.ò 

 All the black uniformed regulars rose to their feet, 

apparently accustomed to this part of the service.  They began 

shuffling into the aisles at the ends of the pews.  To my surprise, 

they each walked to one or another of the panels along the side 

aisles of the church.  But they weren't panels.  They were narrow 

doors.  Each door led into a small closet with room enough for 

just one person.  It was as though dozens of telephone booths had 

been installed along the walls.  There was room in each for only 

one person, and that person had to stand, for there was no room 

to sit.  Each booth had a slanted shelf, for prayer crib sheets, I 

supposed.  This wall of booths swallowed all the regulars, 

including Pacelli, for he disappeared into a similar booth near his 

pulpit.  Only we eight guests were left on the main floor, craning 

our necks and looking around to try to figure out this odd 

maneuver. 

 I glanced at the women, sitting silently in the balcony.  

They did not seem to notice us.  The affairs in the main chapel 

were not their concern.  They did not participate.  They had no 

prayer closets in their balcony.  They only sat and waited and kept 

silent, while many of them were occupied with sewing, knitting, 

quilting or making hook rugs.  Yet, clearly they were required to 

be present in the affairs of the men.  Pitiful. 

 Before long, the doors opened again, one by one, and the 

nazis came back out to take their seats again. They walked stiffly, 

as though they all had arthritis. 
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 We sang again, this time a more upbeat number about ñusò 

taking over the nation and the world to build a truly Aryan 

Christian civilization, the Christocracy, as we prepared for Jesus' 

looming return.  I laughed to myself, thinking of Christians waiting 

two thousand years for Jesus' return, which he had promised 

would take place before the generation of  his listeners had passed 

away.  You'd think they might have decided by now it just wasn't 

going to happen. 

 We all walked in small groups back to the mess hall.  After 

we filled our trays ï with pork chops, peas, mashed potatoes, a 

salad ï we guests filled a table around Pacelli.  He obviously 

enjoyed being at the center of things.  One of the guests said, ñI 

found your way of praying interesting.ò 

 Pacelli beamed.  ñYes, just as Jesus tells us we should do it.  

The other churches all do it wrong.  We're right.ò 

 I recalled that back home in my own church, no one prayed 

in public, not out of obedience to Jesus but more from skepticism.   

Pointless activity, we felt.   

 The guest pressed further.  ñIf that's the way Jesus says we 

should pray, why do you suppose other churches don't?ò 

 Pacelli laughed.  ñMaybe they haven't read their Bibles.ò 

 ñNo, really.  Why do you suppose?ò 

 Pacelli's expression turned grave.  ñTell me how you feel,ò 

he said, ñwhen you're in a group and someone starts a prayer in 

public, like the Christ tells us the hypocrites do?  Aren't you under 

some pressure to go along?  Do you ever stand up and say, 'I 

disagree with your third sentence,' do you?  You don't say, 'I'd pray 

for something different.'  It isn't really your prayer.  It isn't from 

your heart to God's heart, is it?  Someone else has taken over what 

ought to be your own prayer, from your own heart.  You are 

violated in the most sacred activity a person ever engages in, 

right?  That's what they're trying to do to you.  These preachers 

who pray in public, even get people to recite prescribed prayers, in 

spite of Jesus warning us against that.  They're bullying you.  And 

you, you spineless clam, you let them do it.ò 
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 The guest was startled to be identified as an invertebrate 

mollusk.  He bristled, half opening his mouth.  Then Pacelli burst 

into laughter, and the guest nervously followed suit. 

 ñIf you learn nothing else from your visit with us,ò Pacelli 

said in a gracious, offhand manner, ñlearn to stand up for what you 

believe in your own mind and heart.  If you can't do that, you're 

worthless to us.  If you can't stand on your own feet, we don't 

want you.  We demand a great deal from people who come our 

way, and that's the most important thing we ask:  think it through 

yourself.ò 

 I was amazed to hear this from a nazi.  I couldn't restrain 

myself from asking, ñBut you have ceremonies in which everyone 

participating conforms to exactly the same ideas, the same rituals 

and oaths.ò 

 ñYes.  Right,ò Pacelli said in a low, rumbling voice, ñand 

every person in those ceremonies has come to hold those ideas by 

his own path, and performs the rituals and subscribes to those 

oaths because the oaths are what he has come to believe himself, 

individually.  No one is there who doesn't absolutely believe it all 

after thinking it through himself.ò 

 The intensity of his words brought a moment's silence in 

the group.  I searched the faces of the other guests.  Pacelli had 

clearly scored a coup.  Damn, I thought, how is it that someone 

with a dictator's mind set could be telling these fools he advocates 

independent thinking?  Especially after declaring that Jesus would 

rule as a dictator?  Did no one but me see the idiocy of all this?  Or 

was I just witnessing a perverse style of leadership? 

 No, no, I figured it out later.  While he was in such a small 

minority, and he had to inoculate them against outside influences, 

Pacelli would talk about independent thinking.  But let his type 

take control, then see how long your independent thinkers would 

last.  I thought again about the nazis I'd fought a half century ago, 

and their fanatic beliefs, and their conformity to Hitler's words.  

Was I now seeing here how such zombies were forged? 

 As we were finishing lunch, Pacelli said to the group, 
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ñYou've all come here to find out what we think.  But I'm 

interested in what you think.  Okay, so far, what do you think?ò 

 One short young fellow with a stub nose ï Wayne, I think ï 

said, ñI didn't know all those things about the Jews.  I was totally 

unaware.ò 

 Pacelli grinned,  ñAnd now you understand the threat.  And 

you, Hawthorne?ò 

 The fellow cleared his throat.  ñI never understood the 

importance of maintaining the right relation between the sexes 

before.  I figured, what the heck, I'll do what I want, women and 

everyone else can do what they want.  Now I know better.  I 

understand what evils same sex marriage would let loose in our 

society. ò 

 Pacelli nodded, delighted.  ñHow about you, Dawe?ò  I 

wished he had not called on me, because I was having difficultly 

keeping a straight face.  These jokers needed to be laughed at. 

 I tried to look as serious as I could, under the 

circumstances.  ñI feel that I --  No!  No, I know I have been sent 

here by a Higher Power to learn about Christocracy, to learn about 

the momentous changes the Christocracy has planned to come to 

our nation.  I have learned I have enemies threatening my people, 

and the enemies have power, surprising power.ò  At this point I 

had to struggle to avoid giggling, and the effort tended to choke 

me up.  ñI ï I want to learn all I can.  I am obedient to that higher 

power, which I admit is something new for me.  Formerly, I did 

not feel these responsibilities, which now I feel acutely.ò 

 With all those sober, even grim, faces surrounding me, 

listening to me babble, I should have been able to avoid laughing.  

But I could not.  I covered my mouth with my hand. 

 ñIt isn't just my own whims ï ah, hee-ee-ee-ulp ï which 

concern me now, but these commandments I must obey.  Ah, hee, 

oork.ò  I could not help myself.  With my elbows on the table, I 

put both my hands to my face and fought unsuccessfully to stop 

laughing, my shoulders shaking uncontrollably.   

 ñIt is as though,ò I said, ñI am not just myself any more but 
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have become a different person, a new identity-ee-ee-ee.ò 

 Oh, damn, I thought, I've done it now. My career as a spy 

is coming to an abrupt end.  What, are they going to burn me at 

the stake now?  Even that thought made me laugh, hysterically.   

 ñOh, sorry, sorry-ee-ee-ee,ò I gasped. 

 Through my fingers, I saw Pacelli rise from his chair and 

advance toward me.  Oh, damn, he's going to slit my throat right 

now, I thought, but even that thought could not stop my struggling 

with my maniacal laughter. 

 Pacelli put his hand on my shoulder, and I could not twist 

away from his grip.  This is the end, I thought. 

 ñDawe,ò he said solemnly, as though he were a judge 

issuing a death sentence, ñthese are honest, manly tears.  When the 

epiphany descends suddenly upon a true man, like heaven's light 

descending upon Saul, transforming him into Paul, the new light is 

blinding.   This is the most intense emotion any human can 

experience.  Welcome, Dawe, welcome.ò 

 I was in.  And the horror of that thought completely 

crushed my laughs. 

 The rest of the afternoon was spent in what Pacelli related 

as the history of the Aryan Christians, and what I saw was a mere 

myth manufactured out of falsehoods and just so stories.  He 

portrayed us Christian Aryans as victims of conspiracies, 

oppressed and deprived of our rightful place as the rulers of the 

world on the behalf of Jesus.  I was tempted to turn off the cell 

phone recorder it annoyed me so.  Here were simple lies, 

despicable pie-in-the-sky lies,  scheming conscious lies and most 

shameful of all, pious lies. 

 After the mythical history lesson, I had a chance to talk 

with Pacelli alone.  He seemed to take a particular interest in me.  

At first I thought this was the way he treated every potential 

recruit, but as we talked, he observed me shrewdly.  ñA blooded 

veteran, aren't you, Dawe?  You've been through the worst of it, 

and you survived.  And won.ò 

 I talked a little about the campaign in northern France and 
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into Germany.  I wondered if he might resent the fact that I had 

been killing Hitler's teen-age boys, but what was more important 

was just that I had been out in the freezing winds in hand to hand 

combat.  I had done the things he only talked about, and that fact 

seemed to give me a special place in his esteem. 

 ñYou know, Dawe, we get mostly youngsters in their 

twenties, as you can see.  We want more combat veterans, older 

guys like you who know the reality of combat.  I hope you can 

help us recruit more combat veterans, especially from the real war, 

World War II.  That experience is precious to us.ò 

 At mid-afternoon, I said goodby to Pacelli, shook hands 

with the other guests, who all seemed about ready to leave, too, 

and got my bag out of my room.  As I closed the door behind me 

to walk back to the parking lot, Parker Lee walked up to me.  I 

turned my recorder back on. 

 ñLeaving, I see.  We'll be glad to see you come again, 

Dawe.ò 

 ñThanks, Lee.  I learned a lot.  Appreciate it.ò 

 He leaned closer and whispered, ñGive my regards to 

Rebecca Matezewski.  I'm a mole for her, too, like yourself.  We'll 

work together in the future.  We'll fill in the FBI on everything 

they need to know.ò  He smiled blandly, his eyes squinting and 

fixed on my eyes. 

 I stammered, ñTa-who?  Zoo ski?  What are you talking 

about?ò 

 ñCome on, Dawe, quit pretending.  I know you're working 

for the FBI.  I know Matezewski is your control.  Relax.  I'm the 

same.  I report to her every week.  Nobody else knows, of course, 

or I'd be in big trouble here.  Your secret is safe with me, just as 

my secret is safe with you.  We'll protect each other.  As I said, 

we'll work with each other from now on.ò   

 I'll never forget the image of the man's face, twisted into a 

malicious smile, his eyes probing into mine, as though he were a 

dinosaur trying to decide whether to eat me or sell me a ticket in 

the dinosaurian lottery. 
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 My head whirling, I said, ñLook, Lee, or whatever your 

name is, I don't know if I want to be a member of this place or not.  

Some of what you do is okay, I guess, but I've got friends among 

the mud people you all seem to despise.  I don't know if I'll be 

back or not.ò 

 Lee gestured broadly, palms up.  ñI've got friends, too, 

who are Jews, or Asians, or Eskimos or Africans, or whatever.  I 

don't mind.  Look, Dawe, I'm working for the FBI, like you are.  

Don't get your drawers in a bunch.  I'm sorry I spoke to you about 

this.ò  

 ñGoodby.ò  I walked off, without hurrying, without looking 

back.  Damnation, I was in big trouble here.  Why the hell didn't 

Ms. Matezewski tell me Parker Lee was one of her spies, like me?  

I felt she had let me walk into a dangerous swamp here.  As fast as 

I could drive back to Detroit, I was sure going to talk to her about 

this. 
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Chapter 4 

 "How'd it go?"  Ms. Matezewski asked as she slipped into 

a restaurant booth. 

 "Pretty rotten,"  I said.  "You could have told me Parker 

Lee was one of your spies." 

 "Oh?"  She would have been good at poker. 

 "Parker caught up with me just as I was leaving.  He told 

me he was working for you, just like I am.  Even said we could 

work together.  Gave me an awful turn, but really, Ms. 
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Matezewski, I can use a friendly collaborator.  You could have 

told me about him, at least." 

 "Did you record your conversation with him?"  Her voice 

was flat calm. 

 "Sure.  Yeah.  Here.  Last thing, right at the end.  But how 

could he have found out about me?  Lucky thing he's on our side.  

Right?" 

 She took the cell phone from me, pushed a couple of 

buttons with the tip of her ball point pen. 

 "Okay.  Here it is.  Let me listen." 

 We sat uncomfortably.  The waitress came with two cups 

of coffee and said she'd be back for our orders. 

 Finally, Ms. Matezewski flipped the phone off.  "When the 

hell were you born, Dawe?"  The pity in her voice put me on edge. 

 "What." 

 "Well, you haven't done too much damage.  Parker Lee 

doesn't work for me, you idiot.  He was trying to trap you.  You're 

so naive.  I feel guilty for sending such an innocent into that den of 

wolves.  Listen to me:  cynic up.  Assume people are lying until 

you know for sure they aren't.  You could get yourself killed.  Why 

on earth would you think the second in command there was a 

spy?" 

 "Trap me?" 

 She shrugged.  "Not that you did too badly, taken by 

surprise that way.  But you could have done better.  Why didn't 

you scold him for lack of loyalty to the Christocracy?" 

 "Me?  Scold him?" 

 "Yes you.  You're the eager new almost-recruit, remember?  

You are almost becoming convinced they have the truth.  So one 

of the leaders reveals himself to you as a traitor?  And you fall for 

that?  You worry me, Dawe." 

 "Oh." 

 "You've got a role to play.  Your own safety depends on 

how well you play that role.  Play it right." 

 "Ah.  I see."  I didn't like this one bit.  This thing had more 
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twists and turns than a roller coaster. 

 "But it's not too late."  She handed the cell phone back.  

"Call Pacelli.   Rat out his buddy Lee.  Tell him exactly what he 

said to you.  You're outraged, got it?  Do it now." 

 "Uh, oh, okay, I guess.  But what would have happened if 

I'd agreed that I was working for you?" 

 "Please.  I'm about to eat supper.  Don't spoil my appetite." 

 "You said I shouldn't use the cell phone for important 

calls." 

 "Oh, good lord, look, yes, they can eavesdrop on the cell 

phone, so you must not use it to call me, or for anything else you 

don't want them to hear.  In this case, you're calling Pacelli himself.  

Got the concept?" 

 She made me feel like a fifth grader confronted by a stern 

teacher.  I sighed and pulled out the card Pacelli had given me 

during his visit, and dialed the number.  She didn't have to be so 

mean to me.  I'm new to this cloak and dagger stuff. 

 "Is Mr. Pacelli there?" 

 "That's me." 

 "Hi, Mr. Pacelli.  This is J.O. Dawe.  I was out to your 

camp today.  Maybe you . . ." 

 "Sure, sure, I remember you, Dawe, of course.  Just said 

goodby to you a little while ago.  Glad you called me.  Will you be 

coming out to the camp this coming weekend? We'll have an 

induction ceremony for several of the guests who've decided to 

join up." 

 "Uh, well, yeah.  But that's not why I'm calling.  Listen, I 

feel funny telling you this.  I'm new, you know, but well, I think 

you ought to know about something that happened just as I was 

leaving camp." 

 "Yes?  Is there a problem?" 

 "Yeah, I think so.  Anyway, Parker Lee came up to me 

when I was going to my car." 

 "Parker?  Said goodby and come again, I suppose?" 

 "That wasn't it.  What he said was, well, he said he works 
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for the FBI.  He said he thought I was an FBI agent.  Said we'd 

work together.  You know, Mr. Pacelli, this is pretty upsetting.  I 

don't want anything to do with the government, or anything.  What 

is going on here?" 

 "FBI, huh?  This is a serious charge, Dawe.  Are you sure 

he said that?" 

 "Yeah.  Yeah, I'm sure he said that.  I wouldn't make a 

mistake on something like this.  He said he was an FBI agent 

himself and thought I was one, too.  Now, listen, Mr. Pacelli, I . . 

." 

 "You can be sure I'm going to check this out very carefully.  

We can't have anyone like that spying on us, can we?  Say, I really 

appreciate your letting me know about this." 

 "Well, with all this, I don't know I want to come out next 

weekend.  What am I getting myself mixed up in?" 

 "Dawe, don't worry about it.  I'll take care of the whole 

thing.  We've got a high level of security here.  And you certainly 

are perfectly safe here.  Do come out this coming weekend.  You'll 

find it interesting." 

 "I don't know.  Well, listen, I'll call you in a couple days 

and let you know." 

 "Special treat, Dawe.  Usually after the first visit we expect 

guests to pay their own way.  But I can understand your being 

upset by this business.  So.  We'll pay your lodging and meals this 

coming weekend, too." 

 "Oh.  That's nice.  I really will think about it, Mr. Pacelli.  I 

-- I'll call you soon and let you know." 

 "Nice talking to you, Dawe.  See you later." 

 We said goodby and hung up. 

 Ms. Matezewski nodded solemnly.  "Nicely done.  

Beautiful portrayal of a timid, dim witted, uninformed boob.  The 

only thing that frightens me is you might not have been putting on 

an act.  If you really are as callow and credulous as you sounded 

just now, we're in trouble." 

 I laughed.  "Over did it, you think?"  I liked the idea that I 
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was learning to play the game. 

 "No, no.  It was okay.  Just don't underestimate these 

people.  The worst thing you could do is think that because they 

have such weird ideas they must be dumb.  They're not dumb.  

Treat them as smarter than they seem.  Keep always in mind, they 

too may be putting on a dumb act for your benefit." 

 I wished she did not treat me like a junior high school boy. 

 Ms. Matezewski gave me a fresh cell phone in exchange 

for the one I'd been using.  "I want to confer with you after I've 

had a chance to study what you've recorded.  I'll have questions.  

How about Thursday?" 

 "Sure.  Where?" 

 "This time, how about Schweitzer's, you know, near the 

riverfront?" 

 I pressed my fingers to my forehead.  "Yeah.  Yeah.  

Marnie and I used to go there fairly often, with Trudy and her 

husband.  Before . . ." 

 "Oh, I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to . . ." 

 "No, no, that's okay.  If I tried to avoid all the places 

Marnie and I went to, I'd have to move out of Detroit.  

Schweitzer's is fine.  Thursday about six?" 

 She nodded.  "See you there." 
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Chapter 5 

 Tuesday morning Trudy phoned.  "What are you doing this 

evening?" 

 "Good morning to you, too, Sis.  Nothing.  I'm doing 

nothing, just lazing around in a decadent fashion.  Maybe I'll read 

the paper, if I feel I'm up to it." 

 "No, you're not.  You're coming with me to the Audubon 

Nature Center meeting.  We're starting a fund raising campaign." 

 "Why don't I just write you a check?   Saves time, energy, 

stress . . ." 

 "Funny you should say energy.  That's what it's about.  

Don't you know the country is in an energy crisis?" 

 "I'm doing my part.  I try not to expend any energy at all.  

I'm perfectly horizontal most of the time." 

 "Not funny.  Come over at six.  I'll feed you, probably the 

first good meal you've had since you moved into your own 

apartment.  Then we'll go to the meeting." 

 You know how fond I am of my kid sister.  I dutifully 

reported at six, ready to be bludgeoned into some sort of civic 

responsibility. 

 "What are you doing with yourself lately?"  Trudy 

demanded.  "I haven't seen you for -- how long? -- three weeks?  

Four?" 

 Not so long as that.  And I wasn't going to say I was 

flirting with Nazis, working for the FBI, making secret recordings, 

spying on suspected murderers and who knows what else?  None 

of that would reassure my sister of my sanity and probity.  So I 

replied, "I've watched television, some." 

 "Oh, good for you.  Always important to probe deeply into 

the vital issues facing our world." 

 "Thank you.  I've also been contemplating the theory of 

relativity, looking for holes in the reasoning behind it.  I don't 

believe space bends; light does bend, however.  Photons turn 

corners." 

 "Are you getting enough exercise?" 
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 "More than I care for, so it must be enough." 

 "We haven't gone for a walk lately." 

 "You get me into trouble when we do" 

 "Well, there is that." 

 She was silent for a bit.  I picked up her copy of the 

Detroit Free Press, read the headlines and turned to the comics. 

 "We're having swiss steak,"  Trudy said. 

 "Ah!  Like Mom used to serve it?" 

 "Yes, like Mom's.  Of course, everybody serves swiss steak 

the way Mom did." 

 "Nice.  Shows they can learn." 

 It was delicious, and supper was over too soon.  Now it 

was time to pay for my supper, and I drove Trudy to her meeting 

at the Audubon Nature Center, where she serves on the board of 

directors.  The meeting was about the need to develop what they 

called "clean, green power."  The burning of fossil fuels would, 

they said, raise earth's temperature to that of Venus. 

 Driving home, Trudy asked, "Convinced?" 

 "Yep." 

 "What are you going to do about it?" 

 "My clever plan is to die before summer temperatures hit 

900 degrees Fahrenheit." 

 "Doesn't count.  We're all going to do that." 

 "Oh.  Well, what do you want me to do about it?" 

 "Now listen, Jayo, I'm serious.  You hear me?  You're 

retired now.  You've recovered well enough from your injuries.  

You've got plenty of time on your hands.  It's time you took up 

some socially redeeming activities to warrant your continued 

existence." 

 "Like?" 

 "Green renewable energy.  Recycling.  Plant an organic 

garden.  For heaven's sake, do something worthwhile with your 

remaining years.  Don't be a worthless wretch." 

 I sighed.  "I thought a lifetime laboring in the mines gave 

me the right to indolence in my senility." 
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 "You call writing newspaper stories labor?  Pooh.  Now's 

your chance to actually make something of yourself, now you are 

eating bread you no longer earn with your own sweat." 

 "I'll think about it." 

 "Do that.  Think green," she said as she got out of my car 

and went into her apartment building. 

 Worthless wretch?   I supposed I was.  Trudy said so, and 

she never lies.  So it must be so. 

 

 

 Thursday evening, I got to Schweitzer's before Ms. 

Matezewski did and chose a spot where I could watch the entry 

from the dimly lit interior.  Before long she bustled in, looking 

around the room.  I waved, and she came over, smiling.  She had a 

very pretty smile, if I am any judge.  And I am, you know. 

 We ordered, got a pot of coffee -- decaf; it was evening. 

 "Interesting insights into their recruiting techniques," she 

said. 

 "Oh.  Ah, yes."  That about covered it, I thought. 

 "Notice what scripture they quoted before their prayers?" 

 "You mean about how Jesus says Christians should pray?  

Unusual, Mrs. Matezewski?" 

 "Think about it, Mr. Dawe.  For the regulars, the uniforms, 

they already knew all that.  That scripture reading was for the 

benefit of you guests, part of  their scheme to recruit you.  What 

happened after the reading?  There was a long silence just then." 

 "Oh, that.  The chapel has dozens of little booths, like 

phone booths, or closets, built into both walls along the side aisles.  

After the reading, all the regulars got up, each one went into one 

of the booths, and they stayed there for a bit.  Each one was 

praying, I guess.  We guests just waited, just sat there, until they 

came back out, and we sang again." 

 "Clever, clever.  They're saying they are more Christian 

than whatever kinds of Christians you recruits might happen to be.   

They want to pry each of you out of one church to drag you into 
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another." 

 I nodded.  "I'd like to hear some other clergy defend group 

prayers; they all do it.  The scripture is clear.  They're hypocrites."   

I wondered what church Ms. Matezewski went to, if any.  My own 

Unitarian fellowship doesn't pray in church, but I never supposed 

it was because of what Jesus had ordered. 

 "Someone asked about other churches praying in public." 

she said.  "You can bet Pacelli arranged for that question to be 

asked.  Cunning." 

 "Is this a big deal, really?" 

 "Depends.  What church do you go to, Mr. Dawe?" 

 "Unitarian Universalist.  I'm a secular Humanist." 

 "Then it isn't a big deal for you, is it.  It is for some." 

 "I'll check them out next weekend, see if some of the other 

recruits think it's a big deal." 

 "Next weekend, get me more pictures.  I'd like to see some 

of their faces.  I'll be interested in chapter two of their recruiting 

program." 

 Our meals arrived, and the conversation drifted into other 

channels.  I talked about Trudy's trying to recruit me for her green, 

clean energy project.  Ms. Matezewski thought that was a good 

idea.  I talked about my life as a journalist and the odd stuff we 

journalists run across. 

 "We journalists," I said, "are the only profession held in 

lower public esteem than are you government bureaucrats, Ms. 

Matezewski." 

 She seemed to enjoy that and laughed.  "Look, we're 

working together.  Call me Rebecca." 

 "Thank you.  I will.  I'm Jayo, which is really my initials, 

not my name.  I never reveal my name, Rebecca, not to anyone, 

not even my closest associates.  And especially not to a 

government bureaucrat." 

 "It isn't necessary for you to reveal your true name to me, 

Jules Oz Dawe.  I'm from the FBI." 

She gave me a confidential smile. 
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 "Oh.  Ah. Well.  We're playing oneupmanship here.  Then 

you know what my mother did to me, when I was utterly 

defenseless." 

 "I know what, Jayo, but I don't know why." 

 "My dear mother was a sweet ditzy dame who loved to 

read fantasy and science fiction.  She particularly loved the Jules 

Verne stories and the Oz stories, and she read them to me and 

Trudy.  They are my earliest, dearest memories.  So: she named me 

Jules Oz:  child abuse.   I've tried to hide the scars ever since." 

 "Jayo!"  It was unnerving to have someone call my name 

from the door of that dimly lit room.  I looked up to see Trudy 

closing in on us. 

 As Trudy gazed in fascination at Rebecca, I hastily 

introduced them.  "Rebecca, this is my kid sister Trudy, Trudy 

Dawe Higgins.  Trudy, dear, this is Rebecca Matezewski." 

 "Hello, Rebecca, how nice to meet you."  Trudy  smirked 

rather too much, I thought. 

 "Good to meet you, too, Trudy.  Won't you join us?"  

Rebecca gestured toward an empty chair. 

 "Don't want to intrude."  But Trudy had already put one 

hand on the back of the chair. 

 "No, no, you're not intruding.  We'd be delighted to have 

you join us, wouldn't we, Jayo?" 

 "Hmn?  Oh, sure.  What the hell." 

 "Thank you, Rebecca."  Trudy sat down and wagged a 

finger at the waitress.  She ordered at once from the menu, saying 

to the waitress she was in something of a hurry.  Then she focused 

on Rebecca. 

 The two women acted like old friends.  I've seen women 

do that before.  Women often seem to trust one another at once, 

when men in the same situation would circle about one another 

like alley dogs with back hair bristling, sizing each other up, 

sniffing out each other's station in life, and warily deciding whether 

or not they could risk entering into a conversation with such a 

sharp-toothed alien entity.  The two women explored each other's 
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backgrounds:  schools, marriages and widowhoods, children -- 

one for each -- hobbies.  They talked about everything but careers, 

which would have  been the first topic men would have talked 

about.  In just a few minutes, Trudy had learned more about 

Rebecca than I had dared to seek out. 

 After they'd talked for a while, Rebecca stopped, looked at 

me and said, "Oh, dear, we seem to have left Jayo out in the cold." 

 "First: married," I said, holding up one finger after another. 

"Second: recently widowered, third: one child living in England, 

fourth: graduated from Cass Tech High School and Wayne State 

U., fifth: sculpture and oil portrait painting.  There, I'm caught up 

with the two of you." 

 "Yes," Trudy said, "and sixth: retired, with absolutely 

nothing to do, refuses to join the nature center, or the little theater 

group, or any socially redeeming worthwhile activity. Living a 

drone's life of total torpor and apathy." 

 "Guilty, your honor." 

 Rebecca's eyes flashed as she grinned broadly.  "Pitiful.  We 

must activate the poor thing." 

 The two of them disposed of me rather more quickly than I 

would have preferred, and moved on to discuss the city's mayor, 

the new housing being built in the central city, the newspaper 

strike, the auto industry and the declining water levels of the Great 

Lakes.  I managed to stick my oar into the conversational flow 

from time to time, sufficiently to establish that I was still hanging 

on to life for the moment.  Both of them expressed their affection 

for poor, old Detroit, the sad and abused metropolis with its 

thoroughfares like Gratiot, Woodward and Michigan lined with 

closed, boarded-up stores.  I considered an opportunity to 

brighten my dialog with a quote from my guru, Mark Twain. 

 "Still, we can live the ideal life here in Detroit," I said. "We 

have good friends, good books, and . . ." 

 ". . . and a sleepy conscience," Rebecca broke in.  "Mark 

Twain.  I know him." 

 I stared at her.  "You know that one.  So few people know 
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it.  I'm amazed." 

 "He's one author I read and re-read.  Some Blacks have 

mistaken him for a bigot, but I take him for a friend of my 

community." 

 Trudy pushed her now empty plate back.  "I've had such a 

good time, but I have a committee meeting at the nature center.  

Forgive me for eating and running." 

 Rebecca took Trudy's hand in both her own as Trudy 

stood.  "I'm so pleased to meet Jayo's sister." 

 "Perfectly delighted to meet you, Rebecca."  Then Trudy 

was gone, bustling over to the cashier and out the door. 

 "Well, Mr. Jayo," Rebecca said, "you've been 

uncharacteristically silent." 

 "Just trying to turn myself into a cynical, suspicious, wary, 

distrustful and apprehensive spy." 

 "Hmn, progress." 

 "What if it had been Pacelli, instead of Trudy, who found 

us here?  Or any of the several dozen men who saw me at 

Berchtesgaden?   Damn, that's hard to pronounce." 

 "Yes." 

 "Did you drive the same car here that you drove to my 

apartment building, when I came back from the camp?" 

 She nodded. 

 "Those nazis know you," I said.  "I'm sure they know your 

car, too.  For all we know, one of the people in this room could be 

observing us right now and will report to Pacelli later tonight.  

Besides, I've got another problem." 

 "What?" 

 "Trudy.  I can't tell her I'm working for you.  She's going to 

bug me to tell her more about you.  Trudy and I have been close 

for about seven decades, and now I have to keep secrets from her.  

She'll know something's up.  She has this sixth sense about me.  I 

don't know how to handle this." 

 Rebecca considered my words for a long moment, then 

seemed to make up her mind.  "How tough is Trudy?  How 
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motivated?" 

 "She's tough.  And you just saw how motivated she is.  She 

gets involved in every do-good program in the city.  Remember 

how she was scolding the people in the crowd at the nazi 

demonstration, in favor of free speech?  Even free speech for the 

unspeakable." 

 "Yes, I remember.  Pretty sassy gal, if I do say so.  Okay, 

let's look at an option here.  Suppose you tell her who I really am 

and what you and I are doing.  Let her know there are some risks, 

but our purposes are worth whatever risks there may be.  

Understand me?" 

 "Yeah.  Go on." 

 "Then, ask her if we can use her apartment when we need 

to confer." 

 "Right.  She'll love it." 

 "Let her think it over a while.  You're right about my car.  I 

can get other agents to bring me to her apartment, then I'll take a 

taxi home." 

 "Taxi?   Too vulnerable.  The taxi driver might be a nazi, 

wanting to kidnap you.  I'll take you home." 

 "You sure?" 

 "Of course, of course." 

 We sat chatting for quite a while, not about business, but 

small talk.   I complimented her about recognizing an obscure 

Twain quote, and being able to complete it.  The waitress set the 

bill on the table, and I reached for my wallet. 

 "Don't give me any argument," Rebecca said, pulling her 

wallet from her purse.  "This is business expense.  I'll let the 

company pay it." 

 "Fringe benefits!  Well, thank you." 

 She left first because she didn't want us going out to the 

parking lot together.  I had never before thought of myself going 

into the spy trade.  This clandestine meeting kind of thing 

promised to be fun, sort of.   My mother would have been amused 

by all this.  She would have compared me to Dorothy, gone to 
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melt the Wicked Witch of the West.   Oh, yes, I suppose all this 

does risk a certain amount of danger, but that helps keep the old 

heart pumping away.  We humans evolved amongst perils, pitfalls 

and pratfalls, too, I suppose.  But what the heck, I'm in my 

seventies.  How much time is left, in any event?   I won't live life 

swaddled in bubble wrap.  

 After a few minutes, I finished my decaf and left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 

 Early next morning . . .  Oh, well, it was about 10 o'clock, 

okay?  Trudy pounded on my door.  Luckily, I was already up, 

brushed, clothed and fixing breakfast, thus avoiding a lecture 

concerning the evils of slothfulness.   I didn't need to hear about 

the ant and the grasshopper again.  Anyway, what time did the ant 

get up.  Has anybody checked? 

 Trudy grabbed my coffee pot and poured herself a cup.  

"She's delightful.  Such an absolute charmer.  Wherever did you 

find her?" 

 "She reciprocates your appreciation.  She finds you sassy, I 

believe the word was.  The government provided her to me." 

 "Come on.  You didn't meet her in class.  You aren't taking 

any classes, anyway, you oaf.  You didn't meet her in the course of 

your work because you don't have any work." 

 "Rub salt in my wounds, that's right.  Have you no 

compassion for my sensitive feelings?" 

 "I'm waiting.  How long have you been seeing this 

girlfriend?" 
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 "Not a girlfriend, exactly."  I tried to be serious, sober, 

rational, logical. 

 "Being correct today, are we?  Okay, your woman friend." 

 "Aren't you afraid of plunging into unwarranted 

conclusions?" 

 "I assume nothing.  I find you in a dark, secluded corner of 

a posh restaurant with an attractive, exciting woman, exchanging 

confidences and amorous glances.  The evidence is clear.  And she 

knows Mark Twain by heart.  Mark would know what to think 

about this evidence." 

 "Actually, Sis, she's my control." 

 "What." 

 "My control.  That's what an official of an espionage 

agency is called who directs a spy going into enemy territory.  

She's my control."  There.  Now she would understand. 

 Trudy gave me a long, meditative look.  "I've been worried 

about you, sweet brother.  Your delicate psyche has been 

wrenched by your misfortunes.  I've been concerned about you 

slipping into a fantasy world, like our dear, deranged mother.   

Probably a genetic predisposition.  Perhaps you moved back into 

your own apartment too soon, before you were ready to cope with 

sweeping the floor and carrying out the garbage.  Why don't you 

come back to my place, so I can take care of you?" 

 "Trudy, I'm not nuts.   Well, even if I am, what I mean is, I 

haven't lost my grip on reality as you believe." 

 "I see.  So, you're a spy going into enemy territory, guided 

by a beautiful, mysterious woman from some government 

espionage agency.  Tell me, Jayo, on behalf of which government 

does she conduct her espionage?  Russia?  Paraguay?   Narnia?  

Or, is she really an extraterrestrial alien fighting a Klingon 

invasion?" 

 "Our own government.  She works for the Federal Bureau 

of Investigation."  There, now she had the whole story and would 

understand. 

 Trudy considered this thought, though it was obvious she 
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was having some difficulty grasping what I had put before her so 

clearly and succinctly. 

 "And she recruited you to be a spy?" 

 "Right.  Now you're getting it." 

 "You are conducting your espionage for her right here in 

Detroit?" 

 "No, a bit north of here, actually" 

 "But still here in Michigan." 

 "Right." 

 "Are we expecting the Oakland County army to invade us?  

Or are the Canadian hordes swarming across the Blue Water 

Bridge?" 

 I made one more effort to communicate the grim, solemn 

reality I was facing.  "Trudy, remember the nazi demonstration?" 

 She sobered and frowned.  "I'd rather not." 

 "They noticed us when I stepped in and protected you 

from the consequences of your foolishly scolding the crowd for 

denying the nazis their right to free speech." 

 "They, the nazis?" 

 "Right on.  They came calling, here.  They sat in my living 

room, here, and talked."  I watched the expression on her face 

change as the concept took hold. 

 "Right here?  In this living room?  You're saying here?" 

 "Here.  The fat slob who'd done most of the talking sat in 

that chair and his scrawny partner sat there.  They invited me to 

join them.  To come visit their camp and look them over, learn 

more about their ideas." 

 "Well!  The idea!  I guess you told them where to go.  The 

very idea!" 

 "I explained I had little interest in their agenda.  However, 

an hour or so later, Rebecca knocked at my door, identified herself 

as an agent of the FBI and asked me to help her maintain a 

surveillance of what they do at their camp." 

 "But, Jayo, these buffoons are jokes, bad jokes, no, 

obscene jokes.  Why would she think you would want to waste 
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your time watching them?" 

 "Because they have several thousand members and enough 

assault weapons that they could attack, seize and kill any police 

department in the state any time they wanted to." 

 "Oh, fooey.  We both saw them:  a half dozen dim-witted 

morons." 

 "'Dim-witted morons' is redundant." 

 "Don't you dare correct my English." 

 "I've been to their camp, Trudy.  They call it 

Berchtesgaden.  It's big enough to house hundreds of their 

soldiers.  I've seen their weapons, some of them.  No guessing 

what they intend to do with them, but whatever they decide to do, 

they are likely going to be able to do it." 

 "Jayo, you're frightening me." 

 "You should be frightened.  I'm frightened.  But I'm in this 

thing.  With Rebecca.  I'm going back this weekend.  Whatever I 

learn, I'll let Rebecca know." 

 Trudy sat solemnly at my kitchen table, glowering at her 

coffee cup.  I hated having to press on to the next topic.   

 "Listen, Trudy dear.  It's not smart for Rebecca and me to 

meet in restaurants, at least not here in the city.  We might be 

recognized by one of them.  We can't meet in our own homes.  We 

need a place where the nazis won't think of looking for us where 

we can meet." 

 "A safe house.  I guess I know the jargon." 

 "Yes." 

 "Okay.  It's okay with me." 

 "Umn, you mean . . ." 

 "Sure.  Use my apartment.  That's what you want.  Do it." 

 "You have to understand, there is some risk.  We don't 

think it's much, but you understand why we can't use my 

apartment -- because the nazis know where I live.  They're not 

paying any attention to you, so your risk isn't significant.  We 

think." 

 "I understand." 
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 "Thanks, Trudy.  Thanks." 

 "At least you're doing something worthwhile." 

 "When I finish with this, I'll plant a vegetable garden." 

 "I thought she was your girl friend.  I thought you were 

recovering from your grief over losing Marnie." 

 "Not likely.  Not ever." 

 Trudy pointed her finger at my nose.  "You will.  I did.  

Finally." 

 "Yeah?  Introduce me to your new boyfriend." 

 She did not reply, merely sticking out her tongue at me. 

 The dreams that night were terrifying.  This time I was in a 

bomb blasted French village in a howling blizzard, with nazi 

soldiers closing in through the snow drifts.  Both Rebecca and 

Trudy were there with me, and I was panic stricken that I was not 

going to be able to protect them. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 

 On my way back to Berchtesgaden, I stopped by a 

bookstore for reading material.  The dreary motel cells at the 

camp, with no television, were boring.  I wanted a good novel to 

read myself to sleep with.  Nothing much appealed to me.  I read 

the first paragraphs of a dozen novels, but put each one back in 

the rack.  I wandered over to the magazines, looking for 

something fresh I hadn't seen before.  The magazine rack ran the 

length of the bookstore, and before anything caught my eye, I 

found myself at the rack's end where an ominous black sign read 
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"Adults Only -- YOU must be eighteen."  I was, and then some.  

Here I found comic books, imitations of the comic books of my 

youth, something you didn't see much any more.  Perhaps 

television drove them out of business.  A second look showed me I 

was wrong.  This one wasn't like the comic books of my youth.  

This was a pornographic comic book, apparently an effective 

competitor with television.  Out of curiosity, I picked it up.  Good 

grief, it was strange.  It was hilarious, but I didn't think the 

illustrators had intended it to be funny.  All sixty-four pages 

seemed earnest in their revolting depictions, concocted totally 

without any sense of humor.  Sex can be really funny, especially 

when you think about the real thing, but these comic pictures had 

squeezed all the real joy and zest out of sex.  I decided to buy one 

and have a little fun with it.  Then, when I began walking back 

toward the display of novels, a thought occurred to me.  I went 

back and picked up five more copies of the comic book.  I'd find 

some ignoble use or other for them. 

 For myself, I finally settled on a copy of James Alexander 

Thom's "Follow the River," because I had enjoyed his "From Sea 

To Shining Sea."  I needed a little excitement in my life. 

 When I checked everything out, the woman at the cash 

register looked at the comic books.  "Six of them?" she asked. 

 "Oh, yes," I said, "I use them as prizes in my seventh grade 

Sunday school class for the lads who memorize the most Bible 

verses.  you should see how hard the little buggers work for these 

things.  Makes me proud.  Does my heart good." 

 She clamped her mouth shut, her lips pressed so tightly I 

feared for her front teeth.  As I walked back to my car, I wondered 

if my comments might have inspired her to retire from the 

business. 

 I enjoyed the drive through the summer morning, past fresh 

green trees, fields, burgeoning meadows and occasional creeks.  I 

arrived at Berchtesgaden just in time for lunch.  I carried my 

overnight bag --  with Thom and the comic books in it -- with me 

into the mess hall, as I turned on my cell phone recorder in my 
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jacket pocket.  Pacelli took charge of me at once, and seated me 

with a group of three other guests.  A woman emerged from the 

kitchen with a plate of food for me.  The others had already begun 

eating. 

 "Last week," Bull Pacelli said, "we had eight of our guests 

with us.  Four we did not invite back.  You four, we did invite.  We 

think you each have what it takes.": 

 Good ploy, I thought, to hide the fact that the other four 

didn't find it worth their while to come back.  Always good to 

make your club highly exclusive and discriminating; the boobs 

always like to be told they have what it takes. 

 Pacelli looked around the table at us recruits in a 

proprietary manner.  He handed each of us leaflets, less brightly 

colored than the one he'd left in my apartment.   "You need to 

know there are four levels of membership in the Michigan Aryan 

Christocracy.  First level, where you each will start, is the 

Supporting Membership.  Discipline is light and you wear the 

uniform with the wolf's head patch.   You wear it only at 

Berchtesgaden.  You leave it here when you go home." 

 The four of us nodded solemnly.  I hadn't checked into my 

room yet and hoped I'd have time for doing that.  The pork chops, 

I found, were quite good.  I poured myself some more coffee as I 

listened.  And recorded what I heard. 

 "Next level above Supporting Membership is Gauleiter, the 

leader closest to the people.  Study of aryan leadership principles 

is required, and the first level of discipline hones the abilities of the 

gauleiter to empower him to achieve success."  Bull Pacelli looked 

around at the four of us, who stared back without speaking.  Well, 

we did have our mouths full.   Instead of describing that first level 

of discipline, Pacelli discussed uniforms. 

 "Gauleiters are authorized to wear the jagged lightning pins 

and patches on their uniforms.  Only gauleiters and above are 

permitted to take their uniforms with them or to wear them in 

public.  The lightning symbol means much to us, for it conveys the 

significance of the fast strike in battle,  with overwhelming power, 
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with precision, and most of all, with justice and idealism." 

 Still none of the putative recruits spoke up.  I was 

beginning to wish I had stopped by the men's room before sitting 

down to the table.  I was of the age when one never passed by a 

men's room without conducting business. 

 "The next level of membership," Pacelli droned on, "is the 

Unter-fuehrer.  No one can become an Unter-fuehrer without first 

proving himself as a gauleiter.  Both knowledge and skill must be 

demonstrated in crucial events requiring great personal courage.  

An unter-fuehrer wears a uniform with the death head symbol, 

showing he controls matters of life and death." 

 I wondered idly just what incidents requiring great personal 

courage might be taking place on a regular enough basis to permit 

the anointment of new unter-fuehrers.  Perhaps dodging a flaming 

swastika flag qualifies.  And just which matters of life and death 

were within the purview of the unter-fuehrers?  In peaceful 

Michigan? 

 "Unter-fuehrers take charge in demonstrations and in 

military actions.  Additional training is required, examination in the 

ideology of the Michigan Aryan Christocracy is rigorous, and 

more demanding personal discipline is required.  The entire life of 

an unter-fuehrer is devoted to the Christocratic cause.  You will 

see an example of that devotion this evening." 

 As he finished this declaration, Pacelli scowled so that I 

expected the devotion to be demonstrated for us must have its 

'good-news-bad-news' aspects.  Creepy. 

 "Then, of course," Pacelli added, "there is myself, the uber-

fuehrer, the commander.  There can be only one uber-fuehrer, of 

course.  When I am ready to retire, to lay down my burdens and 

relinquish my responsibilities, someone will be chosen from among 

the unter-fuehrers to become the new uber-fuehrer.  Perhaps . . ."  

He leaned forward to peer into the eyes of each of us guests in 

succession.  ". . . perhaps one of you may achieve that honor.  If 

you have the right stuff." 

 A large belly, I presumed, was the dominant right stuff 
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required for this apotheosis. 

 Pacelli invited questions.  Among others, I asked how 

many supporting members there were, but Pacelli dodged the 

question.  He discussed the subscription price of a supporting 

membership, which actually, at $50 a year was less than I had 

feared.  Still, if he really did have a thousand supporting members, 

that was $50,000 a year, plus what Berchtesgaden earned from 

selling meals, renting austere motel rooms, providing uniforms and 

other miscellaneous items to the eager members at ruinous prices.  

Not a bad business he had going here. 

 "We'll ask each of you this evening to make your decision," 

Pacelli said.  "We'll discuss the importance of committing your 

soul to the mission of the Michigan Aryan Christocracy this 

evening.  We'll take a break for now and gather again at 16:00 for 

target practice." 

 Plenty of time to look around, get settled in my motel 

room, and chat with some of the others.  My room this time was 

further back in the camp, and my search took me past the chapel at 

the end of the alley.   On an impulse, I tried the big double front 

doors.  They were not locked, and I went in.  Empty now, it 

reminded me of the severe, plain churches I'd seen on army posts 

decades ago.  It was better built  than the other buildings, with a 

little more decoration and fancy stained glass windows.   

 I was alone in the chapel, alone except for that portrait of 

Jesus, glaring malevolently, gore covered sword in hand, 

threatening all the empty pews.  I liked the way the afternoon sun 

lit up the stained glass windows, and the way vary-colored shafts 

of light played across the pews and walls.  Then I knew what I 

would do with the porno comic books; I opened one of the prayer 

booths and found just enough space for a man to stand.  There 

was no seat, so apparently all the time one spent in a booth was 

spent standing, doubtless inducing brevity in prayer, for which god 

must surely be grateful.  There was a slanting board where, I 

presumed, a bible or other reading material could be placed.  I left 

one of the comic books on the book rest in each of the first six 
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prayer booths closest to the front of the chapel, by the pulpit.  I 

had been right about finding a good use for these silly, tasteless 

comics. 

 I started to leave but noticed the narrow steps going up to 

the balcony.  I was curious and went up to find myself in a 

different sort of place.  It was not for an overflow crowd.  It was 

set up with quilting frames, rug frames and knitting equipment.  

There were big tubs of dye, and I realized it was used on cloth to 

be incorporated into hook rugs, quilts, millinery, various articles of 

clothing -- both women's and men's -- including uniform patches 

and decorations.  This was the women's place, the gyneconitis, out 

of men's way, hidden from the serious business that went on down 

stairs.  Something to keep the girls silent and out of the way.  The 

balcony had three levels, designed to give the women a view of the 

pulpit, I supposed, and the dyeing sinks and cutting tables were at 

the highest level.  Folding chairs were scattered around, a few of 

them lined up by the knee-wall at the edge of the balcony, but 

most scattered according to interests other than the pulpit, often 

paired so the women would be whispering together instead of 

listening to Bull Pacelli. 

 Tubs of red, white and black dye seemed to be the limit of 

color choices.  Oh, yes, for their flags, of course, and several large 

flags were drying on a clothes line across the back wall.  Were they 

replacements for my free-speech arson?  Each of the three sinks 

had its own faucets, and socks tied were tied to each faucet.  I 

fingered those socks, but could not figure them out as being part 

of any dyeing process.  I turned on the water, which flowed 

noiselessly into the sink.  Ah!  The women had been told not to 

make noise.  Now I understood.  Women must keep silent in the 

temple. 

 One of the hook rugs was being done in very fine detail.  It 

took me a moment to realize that it was a portrait of Adolf Hitler, 

surrounded by a bright red border. 

 I left the place as I found it, with a new understanding of 

the role of women here in Berchtesgaden.  When I got into my 
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motel cell R-17, I decided to rest.  I am of that age when a post 

prandial nap was a most welcome luxury.  I slept soundly for a full 

hour and then woke, as though I'd set myself like an alarm clock. 

 I found a dozen or so uniformed nazis in the mess hall, 

with wolves' heads.  I had to remind myself  they were the lowest 

rank, though the splendor of their uniforms might make you think 

them more evil than they claimed.   Three were guests like myself 

in civilian clothes.  After we chatted amiably for half an hour on 

insignificant topics -- dutifully recorded for Rebecca -- Pacelli 

emerged from a back room to shout, "Fall in, men." 

 We lined up, marched down the Alley and out a gate at the 

far end past an empty guard tower.  We carried little equipment 

compared to my army days. In those days, we always carried a 

rifle, ammunition, and parts of a mortar or machine gun.  The rifle 

range was in a shallow dale, and the targets were lined up against a 

low hill.  It was all boringly familiar for an aging infantryman. 

 Pacelli and the skull head patches fired first, picking up 

rifles from a rack on wheels.   When my turn came I found the 

ways I had learned a half century earlier about firing a rifle were 

still with me:  I wrapped the sling around my left arm, placed my 

left arm directly under the rifle to serve as a solid foundation, held 

steady by the wrapped sling, pressed the stock tightly against my 

right shoulder, and kept my right hand loose to delicately squeeze 

-- not pull -- the trigger without disturbing the aim.  Though I had 

not fired any sort of gun for decades, I put five bullets right into 

the bullseye, and must confess, to my shame, I was pleased when 

Pacelli and the others cheered.   Applause is always a joy, even the 

admiration of the very demons of hell themselves. 

 After supper -- barbecued spareribs -- I learned something 

about the sort of discipline practiced among these savages. A 

special meeting had been called in the chapel.  Not a religious 

service but, rather, a religious prosecution.  About fifty uniforms 

and we four guests filed into the chapel to take places in the pews.  

Uber Fuehrer Bull Pacelli took his place in the pulpit, wearing his 

full regalia, like a sailing ship trying to catch every bit of wind.  
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Cronian again proceeded up the steps to stand at the lectern 

behind and above him, ready to deliver Biblical pronouncements 

upon demand. 

 "I have brought you all here this evening," Pacelli intoned, 

"because we have two summons to discipline, to be presented 

before the members of the Christocracy here present." 

 I noted the 'here present' qualification, implying there were 

plenty more not present here now. 

 Pacelli growled, "I call to judgment, first -- "  a long pause 

" -- Harold Morgentag." 

 Everyone craned their necks to look at a young man in the 

third row wearing a death head patch and lapel insignia, an unter-

fuehrer.  He was clearly startled to be summoned this way, his jaw 

dropping and his eyes squeezed half shut involuntarily.  He 

stiffened, looked around at the others, then slowly rose.  He 

picked his way to the aisle and walked stiffly up toward Pacelli, 

who pointed to a spot before the altar where Morgentag was to 

stand facing the congregation.  Pacelli frowned at him for a long 

moment, then spoke slowly. 

 "Unter-Fuehrer Morgentag, a report has been brought 

before the General Staff that you have made plans to marry.  How 

say you?" 

 Morgentag again looked around at the others, then came to 

attention, looking fixedly at a spot on the blank wall above the 

main doors.   Softly, he said, "It is true, Uber-fuehrer Pacelli." 

 "I see.  Cronian, what are the words of Jesus, our Lord the 

Christ Messiah?" 

 With graceful, deliberate motions, Cronian opened the 

large white Bible sitting on her own lectern before her.  She said, 

in that remarkably beguiling husky voice of hers, "These are the 

words of our lord Jesus, the Christ Messiah:  'The sons of this age 

marry and are given in marriage; but those who are accounted 

worthy to attain to that age and to the resurrection from the dead 

neither marry nor are given in marriage.'  Thus did our lord declare 

that in heaven no one marries." 
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 The effect of these words on Morgentag was startling.  

Though he remained at attention and tried to control himself, his 

face began twisting in distress.  He obviously understood what 

was coming. 

 Commander Uber-fuehrer Pacelli fixed a gloomy stare 

upon Morgentag, who evidently would have preferred to become 

invisible.  "And for those who come to the Lord already married, 

and perhaps even with children, Cronian, what are the words of 

our Lord Jesus?" 

 Cronian had already turned to the second reading.  "These 

are the very words of our Lord Jesus, the Christ and the Messiah:  

"And every one who has left houses or brothers or sisters or father 

or mother or wife or children or lands, for my name's sake, will 

receive a hundredfold, and inherit eternal life." 

 Without saying anything, Pacelli let Morgentag stand for a 

long moment.  Finally he spoke, "Unter-fuehrer Morgentag, did 

you hear the words of our Lord Jesus?" 

 Weakly, as though half conscious, Morgentag said, "Yes, 

Uber-fuehrer Pacelli." 

 "What did our Lord Jesus say?" 

 Morgentag swallowed painfully, stammered a bit and said, 

"Not to marry, to be worthy of resurrection.  If married, to leave 

wife and children, in order to inherit eternal life." 

 "You did hear right.  Yet, you confessed that you now plan 

to marry.  Is it the case, Unter-fuehrer Morgentag, that you have 

now abandoned all hope of resurrection and eternal life?  That for 

a few fleeting years of concupiscence and lust here on earth, you 

surrender your only chance of an eternity of bliss?" 

 "N-no, Uber-fuehrer."  Morgentag's face quivered and his 

eyes grew large. 

 "You have a choice before you, Morgentag.  Marriage, 

which is fleeting and problematic, or a sure and certain eternity 

with Jesus, a future which is eternal and perfect.  What do you 

choose?" 

 Morgentag was silent, unable to speak, his shoulders 
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shaking and his face twisted in agony, his tears working their way 

down his face. 

 "Choose!"  Pacelli's voice was a rumbling roar that filled 

the chapel. 

 "I -- I choose eternity with our Lord Jesus, Uber-fuehrer."  

With that, he collapsed, falling against the altar and sprawled 

across the steps in front of it. 

 "Heil!"  Pacelli cried out, and the uniformed nazis 

scrambled to their feet, calling out, "Heil!  Heil!"  They all raised 

their arms in the nazi salute. 

 I looked at the other three guests, who seemed dazed, 

nervously licking their lips and watching all the uniforms.  Finally 

they, too, also called out, "Heil!  Heil!"   I stayed silent.  Damn the 

risk. 

 That was all there was to it for Morgentag.  Pacelli said, 

"This discipline is concluded."  Morgentag was still lying against 

the altar, hands over his face, his shoulders heaving in 

uncontrollable spasms.  Paying no attention to him now, Pacelli 

doggedly went on.   

 "Next we have the case of Christopher Lee, eldest son of 

Parker Lee.  Christopher Lee, stand before the troops for 

judgment." 

 Now two of the nazis hustled Morgentag back on his feet 

and supported his painful walk to a seat in the pews,  while young 

Christopher Lee sullenly trudged into place before the altar, his 

shoulders down, face averted and his eyes furtively glancing at 

Pacelli.  He was a skinny lad of about sixteen, who did not seem to 

know what to do with his hands. 

 "Cronian, tell us the words of our Lord God." 

 Cronian once again opened her large white-bound Bible 

and pronounced, "The Lord said to Moses, saying:  Take the 

blasphemer outside the camp; and let all who were within hearing 

lay their hands on his head, and let the whole congregation stone 

him."  Pacelli fixed a glowering frown on the lad.  "Have you 

raised your voice against your father?  Have you blasphemed your 
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Lord God?" 

 The boy said nothing, staring at the carpet. 

 "Speak!" 

 The boy managed to squeak, "Y-y-yes, sir." 

 "Speak up!" 

 "Yes, sir, I have." 

 "Have what?" 

 "I have disputed my father's words, sir, and I have profaned 

the name of God.  I admit it.  There." The boy showed both fright 

and a measure of defiance. 

 "Boy, do you know the punishment called for in the Bible 

when a son blasphemes his God and curses his father?" 

 The boy shook his head. 

 "Speak!" 

 "I don't know, sir." 

 "I will tell you.  When a son disputes his father, and 

blasphemes, the son shall be stoned." 

 The lad's eyes grew wider, and he looked around for his 

dad.  I -- and many others -- stole a glance at Parker Lee, who sat 

silent, frozen faced and absolutely still. 

 "You do not deny the charge?" 

 "N-no. sir." 

 "Then your punishment is set.  You shall be stoned, as the 

Bible commands us.  Because our Lord Jesus the Christ teaches us 

mercy, you will not be stoned to death.  Not for a first offense.  

But you shall suffer the stoning of the first stones: each member of 

this company shall hurl one stone upon you, and may Jesus salve 

your agonies.  Go now, beyond the gate outside the camp, and 

await this company of true aryan Christian soldiers, who shall 

stone you." 

 Indeed, the boy did go outside the camp, accompanied by 

two of the uniforms wearing death head patches.  I trailed after, 

wanting to record it all.  He waited outside the gate, trembling and 

with tears dripping down his face, all defiance now drained from 

him.  Only a few of the soldiers seemed to have much stomach for 
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all this, but all of them lined up anyway regardless of any lack of 

enthusiasm.  A wheelbarrow full of stones the size of eggs was 

waiting for everyone.  Each took a single stone, many of them 

handling it from one hand to the other, as though it were sizzling 

hot.  The long waiting must have been at least as painful for the 

lad as the stones promised to be. 

 Finally, Pacelli came out, picked up one of the stones, and -

- standing twenty feet from the boy -- threw it at him.  The stone 

struck the boy on the shoulder, though he spun around trying to 

dodge it.  Harold Morgentag came next, juggling his stone in his 

right hand.  Morgentag was apparently anxious to redeem his 

good name.  He hurled his stone with force, catching the lad on his 

forearm, and it was obvious the boy was in pain and panic.   

 To my astonishment, a kind of lust swept through the 

crowd of uniformed nazis.   In savage enthusiasm, they all reached 

into the wheelbarrow for stones and cheered as each one threw his 

stone.  Flying now in rapid bunches, the stones hit the boy, and he 

was not even able to try to dodge.  One stone caught him on his 

head.  He stumbled backward, turning and then falling to the 

ground, with blood streaming from his scalp.   

 I wondered if I should try to stop it, but no effort of mine 

would protect him.  My attempt would only end my usefulness 

here.  However, I did not pick up a stone.  No matter what it 

might cost me, I simply could not do it. 

 Each nazi stepped back after throwing his stone, to clap 

and cheer on those still throwing.  I tried to see if some were 

throwing second or third stones, caught up in the blood hunt 

instincts of the crowd.  The boy lay on the ground, his hands 

covering his face, quivering as each stone hit him. 

 After all the nazis had done their duty upon the lad, the 

crowd fell silent, peering curiously at the sobbing, shaking body 

lying in the dirt before them.  They walked away. 

 Parker Lee went to the boy, saying nothing to him, and 

picked him up.  I don't believe the lad was still conscious.  Parker 

gathered his limp body into his arms and walked away with him. 
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 This was normal punishment?  They not only believed in 

not sparing the rod, they didn't spare the stoning either.  No one 

made any reference about Jesus' words that the person without sin 

should throw the first stone.  They picked the words that they 

wanted, that suited them for the moment, according to harsh 

sentiments I will never understand. 

 As evening fell, I returned to the mess hall, which was 

packed with uniforms.  Parker Lee was there, bustling about, 

listening to what the soldiers said, watching them through narrow 

eyes.  I thought I might record something of interest and moved 

close to him 

 When Lee noticed me, he turned and leaned close.  "Well, 

Dawe, welcome back." 

 "Thank you, Unter-fuehrer Lee." 

 "Good, you are getting used to using our titles.  That's 

good.  Say, Dawe, you must have misunderstood me when we 

were saying goodby at your last visit." 

 "Did I?" 

 "Yes, you phoned Uber-fuehrer Pacelli to report that I said 

I was an agent for the FBI.  You simply misunderstood me.  I was 

trying to warn you against possible FBI agents.  We know they are 

bound to make efforts to penetrate Berchtesgaden.  What we are 

doing is too important for them to leave us alone.  I just wanted to 

alert you to a minor concern.  It's a simple matter of being 

prudent." 

 "Glad to hear that." 

 "Well, well, have you made a decision to join the Michigan 

Aryan Christocracy yet?" 

 "I've been thinking very hard about it.  You know, I don't 

agree with everything you stand for.  I do have a couple of friends 

who, I believe, are Jews.  And several who are African-

Americans." 

 Lee smiled ingratiatingly.  "Among the supporting 

members there are many who have some reservations about some 

of our doctrines.  We have a big tent.  If you agree that we white 
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aryans have the right to protect the purity of our blood, that's the 

main thing.  Perhaps the Jews wish to protect the so-called purity 

of their blood, too, ha! ha!  Ye-e-e-s, I suppose they do.  Come to 

think of it, I've heard that they certainly do and most of them 

condemn any Jew who marries outside the Jewish race.  All right, 

then.  That's certainly all right.  Here, we're just talking about our 

own race.  Besides, you haven't heard all of the aryan history yet.  

There is always a possibility you may change your mind when you 

do.  You will keep an open mind, won't you, Dawe?" 

 "Open mind?  Oh, yes, of course." 

 What an idiot, I thought.  The best defense he can come up 

with for his weird philosophy of hatred is that he isn't a whole lot 

worse than the image he has of the people he despises.  I tried to 

smile. 

 "We'll have the induction ceremony this evening for those 

who have made their decision for Jesus and the aryan race in a few 

minutes.  Perhaps this is the time for you to make your decision, to 

join your aryan brothers, to build the aryan Christocratic 

community bigger, stronger." 

 I smiled again.  "Guess so.  I'll decide soon."  No point in 

seeming too eager.  I thought about what Ms. Matezewski -- I 

mean Rebecca -- would want me to do.  After a bit, I told Pacelli I 

was ready to be inducted into the Michigan Aryan Christocracy. 

 The ceremony itself was an anti-climax.  All four of us 

guests did enroll in the Michigan Aryan Christocracy.  The 

induction consisted only of Pacelli reading several pledges to 

maintain the purity of the white race, to remain forever devoted to 

one another as aryan brothers in arms, and to support one another 

in battle.   What battle might be anticipated, he did not say.  We 

were expected to protect all aryan men against the mud people.  

We stood with our right arms raised straight up and our right 

hands flat, almost but not quite like the Hitler salute of old.  

Afterward, all the uniformed guys shook our hands and smiled 

fiercely at us.   The Unter-fuehrers, however, grabbed our 

forearms close to our elbows, and we were expected to do the 
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same in return.  Everyone mumbled, "Welcome, welcome."  I had 

expected something a little more dramatic in the ceremony.  Oh, 

well. 

 Pacelli no longer paid much attention to us new recruits.  

Instead, Parker Lee sat among us, watching each of us in turn, 

speaking only occasionally.  I watched him for signs of some sort 

of emotional reaction to his son's stoning, but I neither saw nor 

heard any expression of concern or sympathy for the boy. 

 Pacelli planted himself next to Harold Morgentag, who 

looked as if he had just been declared bankrupt, deported and 

orphaned.  He seemed to be asking himself, "What have I done?" 

 Pacelli put his arm around Morgentag's shoulders.  "Well, 

young fellow, you have made a major commitment in your life, and 

you'll benefit from it, I know.  Jesus has promised you your reward 

for giving up married life and family.  A hundred-fold reward he 

promised you!  You believe Jesus, don't you, Unter-fuehrer?" 

 Morgentag turned pained eyes toward Pacelli.  After a long 

moment, he nodded. 

 "Good!"  Pacelli roared, and laughed.  "Yes, we believe 

Jesus' promises here.  A hundred-fold reward, and eternal life.  

Now, Morgentag, what would a hundred-fold reward look like, do 

you suppose?" 

 Morgentag opened his mouth, his eyes still on Pacelli, but 

after a confused moment, he shut his mouth without saying a 

word. 

 "You have given up a wife," Pacelli said.  "You have turned 

away from the carnal comforts a wife could give.  But what of 

your reward?  We don't want you to enter into your eternal life just 

yet, but that hundred-fold reward, that could start any moment, 

don't you suppose?  Jesus promised you that." 

 Morgentag's face began to twist into pathos, his sweat 

rimmed eyes peering resolutely at the floor. 

 "Yes, indeed, your reward starts right now, Morgentag.  

Here is the first installment on your hundred-fold reward." 

 Pacelli gestured toward the back of the mess hall, and 
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through the kitchen door burst four bare-foot girls dressed in filmy 

gowns.  In an instant they gathered about Morgentag, pawing and 

caressing him, tugging off his tie and kissing his ears.  A wild 

expression on his face, Morgentag stared at each of the girls in 

turn as they pressed against him, touching, feeling, rubbing and 

tugging at him.  By pulling at his clothes, the girls got him to his 

feet and disentangled him from the bench he had been sitting on.  

One of them faced him, took his hand and guided it within her 

gown, then pressed herself tightly against his body, her arms 

locked about his waist.  The four girls began pushing him back 

toward the kitchen, giggling and whispering, while he looked 

wildly about at the rest of us with dumbfounded eyes.  They all 

disappeared into the back of the building, and I presume they did 

not stop in the kitchen.  I could have sworn that two of these girls 

were minors, maybe only about fifteen. 

 "He's one of us now," Parker Lee said.  When I looked at 

him, he smiled at me.  Was this a routine?  I didn't think it could be 

very common, because the other uniforms seemed to be startled. 

 "Does this sort of thing happen to supporting members, 

too?"  I asked. 

 Parker Lee laughed.  "Certainly not, for you have not made 

the sacrificial promises to Jesus that Morgentag has made, so you 

have not earned the hundred-fold reward Jesus promises if you 

do."  After a pause, he added, "All in good time, Dawe.  If you do 

everything according to your obligation." 

 "I'm trying to digest all this," I said.  "Are you sure Jesus 

intended this sort of reward for giving up marriage and family?" 

 Parker was amused.  "When you sacrifice dollars to an 

investment, what sort of reward are you looking for?" 

 "Dividends." 

 "Right:  in dollars returned.  Maybe not a hundred-fold, but 

when you give up dollars to an investment, you expect dollars in 

return.  Rewards must be in the same kind you have given up.  

When you plant a few seeds of corn, what do you get back in 

season?" 
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 "More corn." 

 "A hundred-fold of corn!  Yes, you get back what you gave 

away.  What you deny yourself, you receive back a hundred-fold.  

Rewards are in the same kind as what you have sacrificed.  Giving 

up marriage and family gives you back what you have surrendered 

a hundred-fold, in kind, in exactly what you have given up.  You 

already have seen that Morgentag, having given up one woman, 

has his first payment on his reward, and no doubt is finding at this 

very instant that the bargain he made with Jesus was a good one, 

just as Jesus promised.  What else could Jesus have possibly meant 

when he said he promised a hundred-fold reward?" 

 Parker turned his attention to the other recruits, smiling, 

listening, speaking insistently to one and to another, watching the 

expressions on the recruits' faces.  I wondered just what was going 

on inside that skull of his.  What all could he rationalize; indeed, 

what could he not?  His jesuitical skills showed a sly cunning I 

have never before encountered in any person.  I began to fear this 

man, for I could not read him well, certainly not so well as I 

calculated he could read others.  How much did he read of my 

mind?  How much did he suspect?  His formidable intuition could 

be a danger to me.  I wanted to escape his scrutiny. 

 As soon as I could, I retired for the evening.  As I left the 

mess hall and started toward my room, I was surprised to find one 

of the women from the kitchen waiting close by.  She came over to 

me and put her arm through mine.  "You're the one they call Jayo, 

aren't you?" 

 I owned up as much. 

 "I could give you comfort, if you wish."  She crooked her 

neck to look up into my face.  "I've been watching you through the 

window in the kitchen door." 

 "Really?   You're not allowed to come into the mess hall?" 

 "Of course not, not where the men are."  She ran her hand 

up my arm. 

 "How old are you?  Eighteen?" 

 "Sixteen.  But it doesn't matter.  I'm developed.  I can 
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comfort you." 

 "And I'm seventy-six." 

 "I don't care.  That's not so old.  You don't look it.  I bet 

you are just as vigorous as any other trooper here, right?"" 

 A thought occurred to me, since I had just seen Pacelli 

assign this young woman and three others to comfort -- if you 

want to call it that -- Harold Morgentag.  "Did the Uber-Fuehrer 

tell you to service me?" I asked severely. 

 The question did not daunt her.  "Commander Pacelli 

respects you.  He wants you to feel right at home here." 

 "So you are headed for my bed?" 

 She giggled.  "If that is what you want."  She ran her hand 

across my chest and stepped closer.  "Do you?" 

 I stood quite still for a long moment, looking into this 

waif's eyes.  Sixteen.  She was on the menu as well as the pork 

chops and pineapple.  Was it necessary for me to copulate with this 

fairy creature to keep my identity a secret?  Oh, stop it, Jayo; 

you're actually looking for an excuse so you can molest this 

gullible wisp of  humanity.   Child molestation is child molestation, 

regardless of circumstances.  Shame. 

 I was curious about these misused women.  "What is your 

name?" I asked her. 

 "Here they call me Ann Athema."  She said this with a 

straight face, so I struggled not to laugh. 

 "What do they call you elsewhere?" 

 She shook her head.  "No, I have left that pagan name 

behind me forever.  Call me Ann for short." She guided her hand 

down my belly. 

 "Ann, your offer is most generous, but not tonight." 

 She seemed vaguely disappointed, surely not for being 

denied access to the bed of a graying, wrinkled, dried out old man, 

but rather for being unable to fulfill her Christian duty.  She briefly 

touched my cheek and backed toward the kitchen steps.  

"Whenever, then, Mr. Dawe."  She went back into the kitchen. 

 I walked toward my room.  Strange.  Bizarre.  Though 
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molesting this child was not an appealing thought, I was curious 

enough to wonder if I might learn more about Christocracy if I 

could speak with her at length, interview her about her 

motivations for being here. 

 What a peculiar day this had been!  Surely Pacelli and the 

other leaders knew about those Bible verses forbidding casual sex.  

Um, well, that is -- there were such verses, weren't there?  There 

must be.  I could not bring any such verses to mind, but then I'm 

no expert on the Bible.  Pacelli was just ignoring any verses that 

might forbid promiscuous sex.  Despicable.  But, what the heck, I 

knew a lot of pastors in other churches who did the same.  They 

just chose different verses than the ones Pacelli chose.  Of course, 

I preferred the more usual choices most pastors made, rather than 

Pacelli's choices.  Still, how would they rationalize their choices, 

compared to his choices?   Someday I must remember to ask 

someone who might explain to me how anyone could reject some 

verses but regard other verses as commands from god. 

 I read Thom for a while, then set it aside to think about my 

dead wife Marnie as I fell asleep.  How she would have laughed 

about my encounter with Ann Athema, and the poor girl's self-

despising cult name. 
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Chapter 8 

 Breakfast was pretty good, I must admit, with scrambled 

eggs, sausage, choice of juices, toast or cinnamon roll.  Such bold 

and forceful aromas!  Nazis enjoy eating about as much as we 

humans do.  I watched the women who staffed the cafeteria steam 

tables, seeing if I could determine which of them were the ones 
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who had carried off the compromised Morgentag.  I thought I 

identified a couple, though they seemed less winsome this morning 

than they had last night, with their hair up, their figures disguised 

now by large aprons and sweat shirts.  What had passed through 

their minds last night as they serviced Morgentag?  What were 

they thinking about all that this morning?   I understood these nazi 

women even less than I understood the men.  What did they get 

out of the Christocracy?  Other than utter domination by the males 

who used them and who bestowed them upon other men.  These 

women clearly loathed themselves.  Was that what they really 

wanted?  Did they despise themselves so much for being women 

that they had no wishes of their own?  They could run away, if  

they chose.  Or, working together, they could go on strike for 

better treatment, if they chose.  But they did not so choose.  Why? 

 We trooped into the chapel for the morning service, again 

conducted by Pacelli.  He called for Jesus' words from Cronian.  

Or was that really her name?  I had not actually seen her name 

spelled out anywhere.  She recited in her golden voice. 

 "Hear the words of our Lord Jesus, the Christ and the 

Messiah:  'Beware of false prophets, who come to you in sheep's 

clothing but inwardly are ravenous wolves.  You will know them 

by their fruits.  Are grapes gathered from thorns, or figs from 

thistles?  So, every sound tree bears good fruit, but the bad tree 

bears evil fruit.  A sound tree cannot bear evil fruit, nor can a bad 

tree bear good fruit.  Every tree that does not bear good fruit is 

cut down and thrown into the fire.  Thus you will  know them by 

their fruits." 

 What Cronian's words had to do with what follows I don't 

know.  But she made a nice performance of them, and I suppose 

the believers would assume themselves to blame for their own lack 

of understanding what connection these words might have to 

Pacelli's words. 

 I record here Pacelli's remarks as I took them from the 

recording machine, in order to be accurate and complete.  I found 

these remarks boring and contemptible, and had trouble keeping 
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my mind from wandering; but then, I often have that trouble 

during sermons, I'm afraid.  To me, Pacelli seemed to wander, 

dropping one thought before finishing it and starting another, 

pursuing his ideas like a puppy with a short attention span chasing 

rabbits.   

 Frowning and lowering his voice for effect, Pacelli said, 

"Oh, my brothers in the struggle, we face a time when we shall be 

called upon for heroic efforts to preserve the purity of our blood.  

There is a secret espionage agency operating with impunity in 

communities across the United States, spying and maintaining files 

on thousands of ordinary Americans, an organization which is not 

even a part of the U.S. government.  This organization is actually 

an agent of a foreign government, the government of" -- dramatic 

pause -- "Is-ra-el." 

 Damn, I thought, here it comes.  Pacelli looked like a fat 

thug, but his words kept the assembled nazis enthralled.  I had 

thought him dull-witted, even deranged, but when he talked he 

showed a charismatic power over these nazis I had not suspected. 

 "This anti-American espionage agency for a foreign 

government is officially known as the Anti-Defamation League of 

B'nai B'rith, or ADLBB for short." -- which he pronounced 

'Addlebub' --  "It was founded in 1913, just in time for World War 

I.  While posing as a public-spirited so-called 'civil rights' group, 

they have been working for decades to disarm law-abiding 

Americans, to control our sources of news and other information, 

and enslave us under a totalitarian world government.  They do 

this through covert propaganda, the creation of humanitarian-

sounding front groups secretly controlled by the ADLBB, by the 

conducting of brainwashing sessions called 'sensitivity-training' for 

members of our police forces, by the production and introduction 

into the public schools of  ADLBB propaganda as 'textbooks' or 

'resource materials for teachers,' and by their cozy relationship 

with the controlled media, which routinely print and broadcast 

ADLBB propaganda releases as so-called 'news'. 

 "The forces behind his Anti-Defamation League go far 
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beyond the terms 'Left' or 'Right.'  Though the ADLBB is 

undoubtedly a foreign agent on behalf of the government of Israel, 

it is also yet more.  It is nothing less than the organizational 

outcropping of a vast network of influence and control working 

ceaselessly to bring about the end of American freedom and 

sovereignty -- and, in fact, an end to the freedom and sovereignty 

of every nation -- and to bring into existence a world government 

controlled by the forces behind the ADLBB.  They don't care 

about socialism, communism, or capitalism.  They have used all of 

these ideologies and more to advance their aims, and have quickly 

discarded them when they no longer suited their purposes." 

 I glanced around the room at the faces surrounding me.  

They were buying this stuff.  Why do people accept uncritically the 

notion of a malicious conspiracy?  Why are they so anxious to buy 

hatred? If it isn't one group, it's another.  Is our species genetically 

paranoid?  People want to hate, want to share their hatreds, rub up 

against people with the same hatreds as their own.  How does one 

resign from ones species? 

 "They advocate 'One World,'" Pacelli continued, "and also 

accelerate the process of genetic decline by the importation and 

acceptance of inferior stocks into our gene pool.  Many of these 

things are done in the name of 'justice' and 'compassion.'  But 

those who promote the pernicious doctrine of 'equality' are doing 

vicious, cruel harm to helpless generations of the future. 

 "Our population is being degraded and contaminated with 

inferior genes, in a recurring cycle of immigration, miscegenation 

and so-called 'diversity.'  How can this genetic decay and 

degradation be stopped?  Only by arranging our society so that the 

normal, and the best and the brightest among us have the most 

children, and those unfortunates who cannot or will not pull their 

own weight, the habitual criminals, the racially impure, the 

hereditary parasites, and the mental defectives, have the least 

number of children.  This would be the greatest gift we could ever 

give the next generation and the next after that:  the gift of a better 

race, brighter, stronger children.  A world of excellence, a world 
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made better by the genetically superior men -- and yes, even the 

women, too -- who will inhabit it.  Because we now have the 

knowledge we need to create that world, it is our responsibility to 

bring it into being. 

 "Our aim must be to create a white nation, pure, racially 

unadulterated, with a Christian faith based upon this racial 

knowledge we now have.  Each aryan Christian man must produce 

a quiverful of arrows, racially superior boys to improve the race. 

 "Immediately following World War II, Russian soldiers 

made sex slaves of German women and girls, many as young as 

eight years of age, repeatedly raped over and over again.  Most of 

those soldiers were Asians or Slavs, not Aryans.  The sad result?  

Hundreds of thousands of unfortunate, racially contaminated 

babies born, their blood hopelessly debased and corrupted.  Their 

blood can never be purified.  It is too late for them. 

 "Imagine an orgy of rape like this happening here in our 

own country, in your neighborhood, in your family, to your wife, 

your sister, your daughter.  Unless we wake up, we will find that 

someday the political situation in America will not be to the liking 

of the international elitists, and we will find foreign troops in blue 

UN helmets on our shores, to 'correct' the situation.  They will of 

course be called 'peace-keeping' troops in the macabre Newspeak 

that our would-be masters have created, but their bombs and 

bullets, I assure you, will kill your family quite as dead as any 

other bombs and bullets.  The Jewish lords of the media will 

preach doctrines against those of us who strive for racial purity, 

just as once they taught everyone to hate the Germans, though 

German blood was pure. 

 "You must soon pray upon this, each of you." 

 Pacelli's words had a powerful effect upon the crowd.  He 

seemed to me to be a fat, babbling slob, but to them he spoke with 

the authority of a great mind, a charismatic leader.  Their eyes 

were all fixed upon him.  Their faces were flushed. They glowered 

at the world as though they were already under attack.  They ate 

this gibberish up.  What seemed so absurd to me clearly seemed to 
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be a momentous truth to them. 

 "Cronian," Pacelli commanded, "what are the words of our 

leader?" 

 Cronian's white robe and long white hair glowed in the 

warm rays of the sun coming through the colored glass windows, 

and her huge white Bible seemed specially illuminated by the shaft 

of sunlight. 

 "Adolf Hitler, Fuehrer of the Aryans, says 'The national 

government will maintain and defend the foundations on which the 

power of our nation rests.  The national government will offer 

strong protection to Christianity as the very basis of our collective 

morality.  We want to fill our culture again with the Christian 

spirit.  We want to burn out all the recent immoral developments, 

burn out the poison of immorality." 

 Pacelli stood with bowed head for a long, long moment, 

then looked up and said in an awed, hoarse whisper, "Let us pray." 

 I went into one of the prayer booths, stayed a while, as 

long as I could stand it, and came back out.  Damn, I was the first 

one out.  I worried about that.  Would my efficiency raise a 

suspicion about my sincerity?  But soon a couple of others came 

back out and sat in the pews, followed by several others.  Soon all 

of them had issued from the booths -- except those six booths 

where I had left the pornographic comic books the previous 

afternoon.  The doors of these six remained closed.  The minutes 

dragged on.  Pacelli began to fidget, then look at his watch.  He 

sighed, glanced around the chapel, shifted from one foot to the 

other and looked at his watch again. 

 Finally Pacelli gestured to Parker Lee, who arose and 

discreetly went down the row of the six booths and gently tapped 

on each door.  Lee sat down again, shrugged at Pacelli.  The doors 

remained closed. 

 Pacelli exploded, "What the hell?" and marched down to 

the prayer booths himself.  He pushed the doors open and tapped 

each of the soldiers on their shoulders.  Finally they emerged, each 

one red in the face and looking only down at the floor.  They took 
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their places again in the pews. 

 Now I was worried.  Pacelli was really angry because my 

comic books had interrupted his service.  Would he find the comics 

and decide someone had sabotaged him?  I was stupid to play that 

joke.  If I had known what raging emotions the comics would 

trigger, I would never have done it.  Was I in serious trouble now?  

I'd made Pacelli look ridiculous.  Suppose one or two of the 

comics turned up.  Could he know it was I who had placed them 

there? 

 But I worried for nothing.  The comics had all disappeared.  

None were left in sight.  It had to be that each of the soldiers had 

tucked his comic book into his jacket.  There was no evidence of 

my subversion left behind.  I was safe. 

 Church services concluded with communion.  Women 

brought wine and wafers to the door of the chapel, where men met 

them and took the comestibles down to the altar.  The red wine 

was poured into a large glass bowl and the wafers set out on trays.  

"Do this in remembrance of me," Pacelli announced.  We were left 

to figure out each of us for ourself which 'me' he meant. 

 At this point, Pacelli stood over the glass bowl of wine.  

He rolled up his right sleeve and Parker Lee ascended the center 

stage to hand Pacelli a knife that glistened in the light of the 

stained glass windows.  Pacelli held the knife aloft a moment, 

saying, "This wine is my blood."  He slashed his right wrist and 

allowed a few spurts of his blood to pour from his wrist into the 

wine.  I was stunned.  These people have such a weird thing about 

blood. 

 Lee bandaged Pacelli's arm.  I glanced around at the other 

soldiers, who seemed to find this ceremony pretty much routine.  I 

decided I was not going to drink any of these Eucharisticized 

refreshments.  It was a sure way to share Pacelli's infections.  

Small shot glasses of the bloodied wine were passed along the 

pews by the soldiers.  I pretended to drink, but took my 

handkerchief from my pocket, wiped my mouth with it and poured 

the shot glass into it.  I secreted the wafer, which had been 
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distributed hand to hand -- had they washed their hands? -- a 

moment later by slipping it into my shirt pocket.  What might they 

have put in the wafers? 

 Final benedictions were uttered, and the solemn crowd of 

nazis rose and slowly left the chapel.  I'd had enough.  I was 

exhausted, psychologically if not physically.  I got in my car and 

drove home.  I didn't even say goodby to anyone.  
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Chapter 9 

 Rebecca was waiting at Trudy's place when I got back to 

town.  I handed her the cell phone recorder.  "Really nasty stuff, 

hateful and sick," I said.  "They are beginning to show their 

claws." 

 Rebecca nodded.  "Thought that might be the case.  They 

are easing you into the abyss." 

 Trudy had supper ready for the three of us, and we enjoyed 

simply exchanging small talk.  During dessert, I asked Rebecca, 

"What religion are you?" 

 Immediately, Trudy said, "You are certainly nosy, Jayo.  

You don't have to tell him anything, Rebecca."  I feared I might 

have offended Trudy's sense of privacy rights. 

 "Well, now," I said, "Rebecca asked me what religion I 

professed, if you remember." 

 "Ah, yes, I did, didn't I?" Rebecca said.  "Of course, that 

was so I might gauge your reaction to the Christocracy's religious 

dogma.  I didn't mean anything personal by it." 

 "In my case," I said, "I mean my question entirely 

personally.  I consider us associates now, and I always like to 

know where my associates have gone astray." 

 "Jayo!" Trudy said. "You leave Rebecca alone.  You never 

asked about the religious views of your associates at the 

newspaper. What do you think you are doing?" 

 Rebecca laughed.  "I don't mind, Trudy.  It's complicated.  

My mother was Jewish, my father Baptist, and my husband was 
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Catholic.  Catholic and Polish, if you must know.  Now I go to the 

Congregational Church." 

 "A prudent choice," I said.  "You have anchored in a 

relatively safe harbor." 

 "Glad you approve." 

 "Oh, I'm not sure I entirely approve of any religion, but the 

Congregationalists have generally been fairly restrained in burning 

people at the stake." 

 "We do try to avoid such rituals," Rebecca said, "insofar as 

we are able." 

 "Admirable."  I smiled to show my approval. 

 "Of course," Rebecca said, "churches in the Black 

community are different from churches in the White community.  A 

White church thinks of itself as being embedded within its people's 

larger community.  A Black church is the community for its people.  

Oh, I know I simplify.  Times are changing, but sometimes I am 

surprised by how much things have not changed." 

 Trudy nodded.  "We may need another bunch of funerals 

before times can really change."   Her grim expression seemed to 

indicate that she was willing to countenance any number of such 

socially redeeming funerals and, if pressed, was ready to nominate 

candidates. 

 "I try to be patient."  Rebecca rubbed her chin.  "Most 

people are okay these days.  Some are not.  The history of my 

community is a sad one.  We've put up with a lot of abuse.  Black 

people are the  most forgiving bunch of people on earth." 

 "You said you have one child," Trudy asked. 

 "A boy.  A most remarkable young man.  Even I say so.  

Teaches kindergarten on the west coast.    You each have single 

children, too, don't you?" 

  "Singular indeed," I said.  "Mine's a girl, Marjorie, 

working with British Broadcasting in London, so I can't really say 

we're close." 

 "Marjorie Dawe?" Rebecca laughed.  "I can't believe this.  

You actually named your daughter Marjorie Dawe?  How could 
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you do such a thing?"  She rocked as she laughed, then put her 

elbow on the table and her hand to her head. 

 "All perfectly logical," I said.  "Marnie and I felt at the time 

it was appropriate." 

 "Don't blame me," Trudy said.  "I told them not to do it.  

No wonder the poor girl moved across the ocean." 

 "You're both quite wrong, you know," I said.  "Her name 

gave her a useful reputation instantaneously and made her popular.  

I'd do it again." 

 "You mean, for your next daughter?" Trudy said.  

"Marjorie One and Marjorie Two?" 

 "I'm being made the butt of raillery, a source of merriment 

and waggishness," I complained, but had difficulty keeping a 

straight face.  The three of us could not stop laughing, and we 

infected each other. 

 "You started to say about your son," Rebecca said to 

Trudy.  "How old is he?" 

 "The rascal is forty-five," Trudy said.  "Lives in Atlanta 

with a wife and one son.  Married a real charmer, purely out of 

luck, for he didn't deserve her.  But I give him credit for trying, 

and she luckily has a weird sense of humor." 

 I nodded.  "Like our mother." 

 When it came time to take Rebecca home, it was only a 

short distance to drive to her co-op.  When I parked in the visitors' 

space, I said, "I'll take you to your door." 

 "No.  You won't.  I don't want to have to explain you to 

my neighbors." 

 "I understand.  Listen, Rebecca, I really enjoyed this 

evening.  You're fun." 

 "Mutual, Jayo."  She got out of the car, smiled gloriously 

and disappeared into the building. 

 On the way home, I thought about the evening.  I'm the 

sort who needs all the friends I can get, and I was glad I had found 

this one.  Even if she were the one who got me mixed up with the 

nazis.  Funny, how life worked sometimes.  
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 On my way back to Berchtesgaden I stopped by Ed's 

Warehouse Club for a bottle of laxative.  Ordinarily, out of a 

delicate sense of propriety, I would not report such a purchase in 

these chronicles, but in this case I must because this purchase 

came to play a role in the historic developments of the weekend. 

 Ed's is a huge, barren spectacle off at one end of an oddly 

sinister-looking shopping center, with high desolate walls, blank 

looking entrances and mindless decor.  I would have preferred a 

different store, but no reasonable alternative presented itself.  I 

walked, it seems, a mile or so down Ed's aisles before coming to 

the racks where dusty bottles of nonprescription medicines were 

stored against the passing of the centuries.  Aspirin, antacids and 

the like were sitting in bundles, or packs I guess they are called, 

and the laxatives were similarly offered in packs of six, shrouded in 

clear plastic film. The price label, besides announcing the price, 

also claimed the product could not be purchased this side of the 

moon at such a low price.  I found a speaker phone on a post 

nearby with a call button, and I punched it.  

 "Yeah?" 

 "I want to buy one bottle of Laxolot," I said.  "You've got 

them wrapped up in packs of six." 

 "Yeah.  Cheaper by the half dozen." 

 "I  won't use a half dozen bottles in a half dozen years." 

 "You're saving money." 

 "I am not.  One bottle at a higher price per bottle is less 

than six cheap bottles." 

 "No, it isn't." 

 "How about if I break open he pack and buy just one 

bottle?" 

 "We don't sell Laxolot that way.  We'd have to charge you 

a re-wrap fee." 

 "What am I going to do with the five extra bottles?" 

 "I don't know.  Give them to a friend?" 

 "I'm not cognizant of the conditions of my friends' 
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intestines.  And I don't have time to find another store." 

 "Sorry." 

 "No, you're not." 

 "Yes.  I'm deeply sorry.  Is there anything else?" 

 "Maybe I could find a constipated elephant somewhere to 

give them to." 

 "Great idea.  Good luck in that.  Have a nice day." 

 "I'll decide for myself what kind of day I'll have."   Well, he 

deserved that; I meant it to sting.  Store clerks are always giving 

me trouble.  I hung up the phone. 

 When I showed up at Berchtesgaden for the third weekend 

in a row, Pacelli showed special interest in me.  He doubtless felt 

he'd caught a live one.  A live one with actual combat experience, 

raising my prestige well above that of the teenagers and twenty-

somethings he usually caught.  After we'd filled our trays with 

lunch, he sat next to me.  I noticed that he no longer offered to pay 

for my lunch.  That must mean that I was really accepted as one of 

them.  Ugh. 

 "You're a journalist.  Let me pick your brains."  He 

attacked his sausage vigorously.   

 "Ex-journalist.  Burned out journalist.  A spent force." 

 "Now, now, you can help.  We've got a conference coming 

up.  I want to send a press release out, to invite others of the 

public who might be interested.  Can you help?" 

 "What do you need?" 

 "We haven't picked a title for the conference yet.  It will 

cover the history of our aryan race, our connection with Jesus and 

the early Christians and the conquest of northern Europe by the 

aryans, in obedience to God's orders." 

 "Ah, yes, I see."   Hoo, boy. 

 "Naturally we want to make all aryans everywhere more 

conscious of their moral superiority, their right to rule, and the 

aryan innovations that have created modern civilization." 

 "Generally," I pontificated, "people do like to be told they 

are better than anyone else: bigger, stronger, better looking, 
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smarter, more muscular, richer, sexier, more perceptive, slimmer, 

smoother skin, well above average, flawless, whatever."  I watched 

Pacelli's eyes as I spoke.  Was this fat, ugly, demented man totally 

incapable of discerning irony or even sarcasm?  But I reminded 

myself of Rebecca's warning not to underestimate him.  Nothing 

more dangerous than to underestimate an opponent, she had said. 

 But Pacelli simply, even modestly, said, "Exactly.  How do 

we draw such men to the conference?" 

 "The marines already have a lock on the phrase, 'Looking 

for a few good men.'  We'll need something else." 

 I pondered how I could appear to him to be helping 

without -- good grief -- actually being of any use to him. 

 "Lee and I kicked around a few ideas:  'The Total Man,' 

'The Exceptional Man,' 'The Race of Superb Mankind.'  I don't find 

those good enough." 

 I nodded.  "Right, right.  Not quite good enough.  You 

know, obligations of membership can sometimes prove attractive.  

Look at the success -- for a little while anyway -- of the 

Promisekeepers. They demanded much of the men who attended 

their meetings.  Men only, you notice.  And they were obliged to 

attend church, which I suppose most of them hadn't been doing.  

That ploy drew big crowds for a little while.  Until it fizzled." 

 "Maybe you've got something there.  How about 'Prepare!'  

or 'Be Ready!" 

 "You're dangerously close to plagiarizing the Boy Scouts' 

'Be Prepared' slogan.  Though I always did wonder just what these 

little boys were supposed to be prepared for." 

 "Prepared for whatever, I suppose, or for the next war 

coming along.  I never was in the Scouts, though I certainly agree 

with their rejection of queers and atheists.  In our case, we need to 

be prepared to resist domination and exploitation by the kikes, and 

the thieving and the raping by the jungle bunnies." 

 "All that is a little hard to work into a brief slogan," I said.  

"And you left out the Asians, the Slavs, and a bunch of others.  Is 

there a way of saying this that emphasizes the purity of aryan 
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blood?"  I hoped I might get him even more confused that he 

already was. 

 Pacelli nodded solemnly.  "Yeah, that's it.  How about 

'Blood calls to blood'?" 

 "Naw.  Sounds like a slasher movie.  Maybe something like 

'Circle the wagons'?"   I wondered if I were getting too facetious 

with Pacelli.  Was I walking into danger here with my sarcasm? 

 "'Circle the wagons.'  Hmmn.  'Completing the Aryan 

Circle.'  Sure.  That's it.  I like it.  'Closing the Aryan Circle.'  

That's better.  Jayo, my fine fellow, you've been most useful.  I'm 

glad you've joined us.  I can see you have a fine career with us 

ahead of you." 

 "Glad.  Glad."  Damn, I had actually contributed something 

in spite of my effort to be incompetent, ineffectual and useless.  I'd 

have to be more careful. 

 "Now, would you help us write up the press release?  

Come on over to the office, and I'll show you what we've 

planned." 

 So I spent the entire afternoon in the office with Pacelli, 

Cronian and Lee.  This time Lee spoke up more than I had ever 

heard him speak before.  He wrote most of the press release, with 

Pacelli sticking in an occasional phrase and me offering a few lame 

suggestions. 

 Most surprising was Cronian, who spoke little, but when 

she did speak, both Pacelli and Lee paid close attention.  I had to 

figure her out.  How had she acquired such respect in this male 

dominated militia cult?   She was smart, yes, but surely some of 

the other women restricted to the kitchen, bedrooms and 

gyneconitis were just as smart.  She must understand how to play 

politics from a subservient position, playing to this society's 

prejudices but overcoming them at the same time.  Twice she 

brought up scriptural passages, and obviously her command of 

Biblical passages was an important part of her influence.  She hid 

behind the Bible, used it as a negotiating weapon and knew how to 

choose the passage that supported what she wanted. 
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 Parker Lee said, "We need to appeal to those who feel left 

out of society, who feel abandoned by the political elite, who have 

been skipped over by the economy.  When half of eligible voters 

aren't bothering to vote, there's our opportunity.  They are already 

halfway ours." 

 I shuddered; damn, but the man had a point. 

 Pacelli looked at it from another view.  "No, we must 

appeal to those who feel the aryan kinship, the people who will 

join us in closing the aryan circle." 

 Cronian interjected, "Our Lord Jesus said, 'He who is not 

against us is on our side.'  Mark reports Jesus' words thus.  Shall 

we not draw the circle as wide as the world itself?" 

 Pacelli was impressed.  "I see.  I see.  Good point, Cronian.  

Very well, that's our appeal." 

 I didn't see.  What on earth did Cronian's words mean in 

terms of preparing for the gathering they were calling 'Closing the 

Aryan Circle.'   

 Clearly there was a special relationship between Parker Lee 

and Cronian.  When Lee seemed to want to emphasize a point, 

Cronian quietly supported what he said with words of her own 

that sounded as though she were quoting the Bible even when she 

was not.  Curious.  The two of them seemed to guide much of 

Pacelli's thinking.  I doubted that they could ever turn him if he felt 

strongly about something, but in all those areas where he was 

uncertain -- which was most of the time -- they sent him off in the 

direction they had chosen.  Lee had a better set of brains than 

Pacelli, though Pacelli possessed a street cunning that was alien to 

Lee.  Lee was brainier, but Pacelli was a force of nature one did 

not trifle with. 

 The press release was at last complete, and I had recorded 

this entire conference.  My own contribution was primarily in 

correcting grammatical mistakes and copy editing.  Basically, the 

article was an attack on Jews, African-Americans, immigrants, 

Congress, homosexuals, atheists, the United Nations, the Supreme 

Court and the President.  Equal opportunity hatred, with no one 
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left out.  The way Lee wrote it, if you agreed on any one target for 

hatred, you were assumed to agree on the others, too. 

 Late in the afternoon I joined the others at the firing range.  

Two of the unter-fuehrers were explaining automatic rifles I had 

not seen before; apparently my old favorite, the BAR, was now 

obsolete.  I always found weapons of any sort repulsive, and these 

were particularly repugnant for I saw how much more destructive 

they were compared to what I had known so many years ago.   No 

wonder Rebecca and her buddies were concerned about what 

these ninnies might decide to do with them. 

 Still, the fundamentals of firing the weapons were much the 

same as I had known, and six decades did not erase my memories. 

 The peculiar thing I saw among the nazi soldiers on the 

firing line was their affection for the weapons.  They fondled then, 

cradled them, caressed them, as though the guns were genitalia 

arousing them to a fever pitch.   A couple of deer wandered across 

the target range.  With shouts of "Hoo-ee-ee!" most of the soldiers 

wildly fired away at them.  The deer leaped away and disappeared.  

Some marksmen. 

 I cast about for some way to sabotage the target practice 

session, but I was fresh out of ideas.  I took my turn firing the new 

weapons, and found they worked much like the weapons I had 

been familiar with so many years ago.  Actually a little less 

kickback, I found, than I had remembered. 

 We all trooped back into camp, each soldier keeping a 

weapon over his shoulder for the next day's festivities. 

 Nothing unusual happened at supper, nor was anything 

scheduled in the orders of the day and services sheet for that 

evening.  We just talked, and I mostly just listened.  Different guys 

had different kinds of hatred to express.  It was all boring, and I 

felt sorry for Rebecca having to listen to all this later. 

 Finally I went to my motel room, shut off the recorder and 

got into bed. I began to think of my dear Marnie as I fell into 

sleep, trying to bring her face into my memory.  Suddenly, in a 

shock, my wits failed me and for a frightening moment I could not 
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remember the color of Marnie's eyes.   I flopped over in bed.  

Hazel, I gasped to myself.  Marnie's eyes had been hazel.  How 

could I forget? I tried to get back to sleep again, to evoke her 

memory once more, but she eluded me.  I was overcome by the 

sickening sense that now Marnie was withdrawing from my mind, 

now was withering away in my weak, old brain.  And for the first 

time since she died in that car wreck, I wept out of control, 

silently, convulsively, and shaking all over.  Then without a 

moment seeming to have passed, I woke to the morning sun. 

 I could not shake off my depression.  That these 

uniformed, leather-booted, hate-driven bigots existed in my sun-

drenched, green world while Marnie no longer did, that offended 

me.  I wanted to run.  Any place.  But Rebecca needed to know 

whatever I might learn here. 

 I put on my Supporting Member uniform, and thought of it 

as though it were a Halloween costume.  Church service was 

attended by a pretty good crowd, maybe a hundred fifty or so.  

The words uttered were pretty bloody, in stark contrast to the 

lovely natural scene beyond the camp fencing.  Cronian gave the 

words of Jesus:  "Nation will rise against nation, and kingdom 

against kingdom.  There will be fearful sights and great signs from 

heaven.  You will be betrayed even by parents and brothers.  And 

you will be hated by all for my name's sake.  These are the days of 

vengeance. Pray always that you may be counted worthy to escape 

all these things that will come to pass." 

 Pacelli's sermon spoke of the time of the coming of the 

black helicopters, piloted by Jews and Blacks I suppose, with 

missiles and machine guns serving as the 'fearful sights and great 

signs from heaven.'   He urged all the aryan soldiers to train well, 

to prepare for the great day.  "All of you in the brotherhood of 

pure blood," he solemnly declared, "must be ready for the great 

test to come.  Pure blood is our salvation.  Aryan blood will 

prevail." 

 He went on and on.  I was bored.  I recorded it for 

Rebecca and let my mind wander.  I glanced around at the balcony, 



- 97- 

where several women peered over the knee-wall at the edge.  They 

were bored, too, I thought.  No doubt most of the women up there 

were back out of sight, working on hooked rugs and wall hangings 

at the tables on the higher levels of the balcony.  Or putting black 

or red dye into cloth at the three sinks. 

 At the end of church service, we changed into camouflage, 

and we all lined up outside the chapel, filling up the Alley.  This 

business of falling into line was just as tedious as it had been 

decades ago.  We left for an hour of target practice, then turned in 

our weapons and tramped out toward the woods for maneuvers. 

 There were five or six dozen soldiers present.  Ten were 

separated into a squad of the enemy, the Mud Horde, and the rest 

of us were to defend ourselves against them.  Our green 

camouflage clothing seemed to me  to be like pajamas; I found out 

later they had been made by the women.  The Mud Horde wore 

tan camouflage outfits instead of green.  It's always a good idea to 

be able to recognize the enemy. 

 Parker Lee handed out weapons which, to my surprise, 

turned out to be paint guns.  We were to shoot each other with 

paint pellets.  He also gave each of us masks and helmets to 

protect our faces.  The young soldiers were enraptured by the 

prospect of shooting each other, even if only with paint.  Actually 

killing each other might be outlawed, but the paint guns were 

apparently an appealing substitute for murder. 

 As Parker Lee led the crowd down the Alley toward the 

wooded maneuvering area, Pacelli drew me aside.  "This is a 

young man's game," he said.  "You already know more than these 

kids about infantry maneuvers.  I've got another job for you."   

 I walked with him back toward the chapel.  "Jayo, you no 

doubt noticed that we never allow females out on the killing 

grounds."  I tried not to show surprise at his poetic term for the 

maneuver area.  I just nodded. 

 "Ordinarily Parker Lee would take the lunch wagon out, so 

they could eat lunch during instructions.  He's otherwise occupied.  

I want you to do it.  The women are fixing up the wagon now.  I 
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want you to go get it and drive it out to the stands by the killing 

grounds so they can eat before the full scale exercise begins." 

 I saluted without a word, which seemed to please Pacelli, 

and turned on my heel to walk back to the mess hall.  The women 

had the lunch wagon parked by the kitchen door.  It was an old 

truck fixed up to hold twenty-gallon garbage cans for soup, 

dozens of metal trays, and a refrigerated chest holding cole slaw 

and canned peaches. 

 Ann Athema began bringing the food out to me, with a 

fetching smile on her baby face.  "I'm glad to see you again, Jayo," 

she said.  She seemed timid about using my nickname, and I 

guessed that in doing so she was violating some Christocratic 

convention.  Did women use familiar names of men only when 

they were being actually intimate?  Or, maybe not even then? 

 "Your pleasure at our meeting is exceeded only by my 

own," I said, and responded to her smile with one of my own. 

 Ann ducked back into the kitchen and returned with more 

food to pt into the containers on the truck.  "How did you come to 

be in the Christocracy?" I asked her. 

 "I heard Uber-fuehrer speak one time, you know, Jayo.  

My boyfriend at the time decided to enlist, so I came, too.  He left 

a few months later, but I stayed." 

 She next lugged out a tureen of soup, and I earned another 

smile by helping her place it on the truck.  "You were given the 

name Ann Athema," I said.  "What names were given to some of 

the other women?" 

 "Their Christo names?  Now, let's see.  There's Ohdie Yuss 

for one.  And Nass Tillie.  And let me see . . ." 

 "Okay, I get it.  Do each of them come here by following 

their men?" 

 "A lot do.  Then, there's the women who were in other 

fundamentalist churches, but they felt those churches were not 

strict enough to the world of the Lord Jesus.  We know the world 

will end, and end soon.  Here, we know we will be raptured.  Out 

there, well, it's doubtful, you know." 
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 "When do you expect it?" 

 "What?" 

 "The end of the world.  When will it happen?" 

 "Oh, any time, you know.  I think the Uber-fuehrer knows 

when.  We have to be ready whenever it happens, you know.  

We're ready, you know." 

 On her next trip, Ann set a tray of  hamburgers covered 

with a clear plastic lid onto the truck's rack.  "Condiments next," 

she said. 

 "Right." 

 In several more trips she had the truck fully loaded, and I 

got behind the wheel.  "Thank you, Ann.  The guys will really 

appreciate what you women have prepared for them, I'm sure." 

 Ann brightened.  "Oh, do you think so?  They never say, 

you know." 

 "I'm sure." 

 "Am I going to see you later tonight?"  She was so wistful 

as she said this I could almost believe there was solid emotion 

behind her words.  She let one hand linger on the window ledge of 

the truck door.  I looked at her.  It might be useful to keep her 

dangling.  I might learn something more.  But that wouldn't be fair. 

 "No, Ann."  I let my hand rest on hers for a moment.  

"There's too much difference in our ages.  I might be a surrogate 

grandfather for you, but not a lover."  Her face showed a measure 

of disappointment, but I had to suppose that was from being 

unable to carry out Pacelli's assignment to chase after me into my 

bed.  I can't believe any teenager would be lusting after me. I'm 

not that deluded. 

 I drove the truck carefully down the Alley, not wanting to 

slosh the soup about.  Some retirement this is.  I could be lolling 

about on a beach somewhere, or in a luxurious resort, or best of 

all in the magazine room at the Main Library on Woodward 

Avenue. 

 As I came close to the motel room -- the cell -- where I'd 

stashed my stuff, a thought crossed my mind.  I stopped, went into 
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my room and returned to the truck with my extra bottles of 

Laxolot.  Though I had not found a constipated elephant, the 

surplus Laxolot would not go to waste after all.  No one was 

around.  No one was watching me.  I poured all the Laxolot 

bottles into the soup.  A good journalist like me always enjoys 

finding just the right way to offer editorial comment. 

 The tan camouflage uniformed enemy squad had already 

disappeared into the woods when I got back to the firing range.  

The nazis gathered around the food truck, talking excitedly, 

grinning and then attempting to look solemn and heroic.  Parker 

Lee was talking to them in small groups of five or six, coaching 

them, giving tips, warning them what to watch out for, answering 

questions about the paint guns and the paint pellets. This exercise, 

I decided, was a politically brilliant program because the men 

seemed to feel it was important while it was fun . . . at the junior 

high school level.  Though, of course, there was no military 

training value to the exercise.  It was merely a game.  Even a 

skilled player of this game would have no advantage in an actual 

fight.  They were learning nothing they could carry into any real 

combat.  Dunderheads. 

 The paint killers lined up for the food I brought.  I found it 

prudent  to rub my belly and complain of griping, within Pacelli's 

hearing.  I planned to absent myself later, for a while, then come 

back to complain of diarrhea. 

 "Soup's on!" I cried.  "Nice and hot.  Good for what ails 

you.  Eat up.  Can't shoot straight on an empty stomach." 

 Whenever anyone appeared to be passing up the soup, I 

urged a bowl on him.  "Delicious stuff," I said.  "A recipe from the 

royal chef of Prussia.  This is the soup that was invented by 

Frederick the Great himself." 

 None of them seemed to know who Frederick the Great 

had been nor what value to place on his being the soup's architect, 

but my chatter seemed to appeal to the crowd.  I saw Uber-fuehrer 

Bull Pacelli watching, and a brief smile flitted across his round, 

multi-chinned face.  Glad he approved. 
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 As the dosed soldiers melted into the woods, I had little to 

do.  I managed to take my cell phone out of my pocket and 

unobtrusively take pictures of  the firing range, the back gate and 

some of the soldiers. 

 Time passed all too slowly, I felt.  When would the Laxolot 

kick in?  After a surprisingly long period of time, the exercise was 

delayed, then aborted, by urgent, distracting considerations.  

Soldiers began shame-facedly filing back to the command post, 

since the porta-crappers were located there.  Unfortunately for 

morale, given the exigencies of the situation, there were only two 

of them.  I had taken the precaution of occupying one of them for 

as long as was politically acceptable, by which I mean until the 

soldiers began pounding on the door.  I exited, to see that a long 

line had formed.  The looks of despair on the faces of the soldiers 

at the ends of the lines gave me considerable satisfaction.  Some of 

these gave up hope and began wandering off into the woods where 

shrubs gave them a measure of privacy.  Okay, guys, I thought, 

now you're learning something about real combat conditions.  You 

all thought soldiers in combat were always in the best of health, 

did you?   After all, John Wayne was always in good health, right?  

Those movies were all lies.  Soldiers were sick as often as not, and 

still had to fight. 

 I have to admit that the expressions on the faces of these 

youngsters caused me a bit of remorse.  They had been, to me, 

little more than lead soldiers, no, not even lead soldiers but hollow 

plastic soldiers, without a hint of humanity about them.  But in 

their distress they began to seem a bit human, considering that it 

was I who had caused that distress.  As sternly as I could, I kept 

myself from thinking of them as fellow humans.  I wanted to think 

of them as merely hollow plastic pseudo-men.  I was more serene 

that way, and all the great spiritual leaders of earth approved of 

peace of mind. 

 Hostilities ceased as soldiers lost interest in shooting paint 

pellets at their  fellows with their pants down.  Indeed, most of 

them were absorbed in their own intestinal distresses and relegated 
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the paint contest to second place in their list of personal concerns. 

 That evening I lay awake a long time in my bed, staring at 

the ceiling.   Once in a while I find I have to ask myself three 

questions, to center myself, in a kind of special state of mind that 

helps clarify any lack of focus that might be disquieting me.  When 

I come back up for air, I'm stable, better able to cope. 

 My questions:  Who am I?  What am I doing here?  What is 

it I really want, need and aim to do? 

 The first was the easiest.  I, I thought, am a specimen of a 

carbon-based life form, having evolved on this planet under a 

beneficent sun to become one of the lesser primates, smaller and 

weaker than some such cousins.  I am a member of the species 

which unaccountably displays intentions of friendship and trust by 

baring its teeth at one another, a habit which raises doubt among 

less fanciful beings.  My own species of ape certainly did lack the 

enviable fur and the magnificent musculature of the great apes, but 

we had somehow acquired a certain feral cunning.  My personal 

level of wiliness was, I thought, equal to or better than that of 

most other specimens of my species that I usually ran into, 

especially at Berchtesgaden.  I was the son of a ditsy and 

capricious mother and an absent-minded father.  I was the 

widower husband of a charmer who had tolerated my 

eccentricities for forty years.  And I was the bemused father of a 

sometimes impudent daughter living at an unnecessarily great 

distance from me.  And, I must never forget, the brother of a sassy 

and reliable sister.  That's who I am.  We of our species define 

ourselves in terms of our relations, who set standards and 

definitions of our identities for us.  Their expectations help each of 

us understand our selfhood, even to the point where we are likely 

to pass up an opportunity to sexually molest an appealing waif of a 

child even though punishment would likely be absent. 

 Next question:  what am I doing here?  Yes, what?  Well, 

protecting the populace?  Well, yes, I suppose, but that's not all.  

Supporting the government?  But that part of the government that 

ever talked to me knew scarcely half of what I was dong here.  
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And if Rebecca ever found out what I was doing at Berchtesgaden 

with my purchase of bargain-day laxative, she'd have my scalp.  

Was I exacting vengeance on these nazis because some nazi had 

killed my buddy in arms so many decades ago?   Well, no, not 

exactly.   That buddy would be puzzled in trying to help me 

answer what I was doing here.  He would likely have found my 

present situation a source of great merriment.  He had been an 

eminently sensible young man -- who had been denied by some 

damn nazi of the opportunity to decay into old geezerhood as I am 

doing myself.   

 So, what was I doing here?  Was I suppressing an incipient 

dictatorship?  The incipient dictator himself clearly did not think I 

was.  The value of my actions was not clear to me, but I was 

having a little fun as my moments of life clicked away.  

Surrounded by despicable people and hideous ambitions, I 

sustained my own principles -- and enjoyed it.   There: that is my 

answer. 

 And what did I really want?  Yeah, I wanted something.  I 

missed my darling Marnie, now dead for several months, dead in a 

car wreck, and I cling to the fact that once I was loved.  Now, 

surrounded by wild hatreds, I wanted to find what was lovable in 

these people.  It must be there.  Somewhere. 

 Now I was falling asleep.  That's okay.  I'm centered. 
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Chapter 10  

 This time I mailed the cell phone to Rebecca's office; there 

was nothing particularly urgent in it.  Four days later we met again 

at Trudy's apartment.  Rebecca showed up carrying a pan of 

chicken legs.  "They're broiled, not fried," she said before Trudy 

could raise the question.  Rebecca knew we were both eliminating 

fried -- especially deep-fried -- foods from our diets. 

 The three of us crowded Trudy's small kitchen, putting 

together a sumptuous feast:  sweet potatoes, green beans, 

raspberry lemonade, cole slaw, onions, garlic toast, herb tea, and 

of course Rebecca's luscious chicken legs. 

 "What happened out on the firing range?" Rebecca asked.  

"There was a long period when nothing seemed to be happening, 

then confusion and noises." 

 "Nothing important.  We ate, the soldiers all went off with 

paint guns, then they came back.  A certain percentage had 

diarrhea, that's all."  Yeah, I thought, a certain one hundred 

percent. 

 "Paint guns?" 

 "They were playing cowboys and Indians, shooting each 

other with paint pellets." 

 "Why shooting with paint pellets?" 

 "Pacelli thinks that running around in the woods shooting 

paint pellets at each other is good training for infantry warfare."  I 

laughed. 
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 Rebecca raised an eyebrow.  "And you don't." 

 "Certainly not.  It's a child's game, with little relationship to 

what really goes on in combat.  And it makes a person careless 

because getting shot with a pellet is of little consequence 

compared to getting shot with a bullet." 

 "You can't use real bullets." 

 "In infantry basic training we used real bullets sometimes.  

We shot at targets with real bullets. It's impressive how easily a 

few bullets can tear apart heavy wood beams and boards.  Made 

us think, that did.  We had live bullets fired over our heads as we 

wormed our way through barbed wire entanglements." 

 "People could get hurt." 

 "Ah!  Good point.  Something you want soldiers to be fully 

aware of." 

 "Did anyone get hurt during your own infantry training?" 

 Trudy broke in, saying, "You can carry this stuff to the 

table now.  We're about ready." 

 I transported the sweet potatoes and green beans, while the 

women brought in the chicken, the buns, the tea and other stuff.  

What a beautiful table! 

 Trudy's table was a round little thing, just right for the 

three of us.  It was possible to put a board in the middle in case of 

extra diners arriving, but as it was, it made conversation easy with 

us facing one another close up.  The lamp overhead cast a warm 

pool of light that made the food -- and the women's eyes -- 

sparkle. 

 I answered Rebecca's question.  "One guy in the 

neighboring company got panicky during the barbed wire exercise 

with the bullets flying inches above him. He stood up.  The cadre 

stopped firing as soon as they realized what he'd done, but he got 

several bullets in him.  Things happen fast." 

 "Did he die?" 

 "Don't know.  Suppose so.  One of the guys in my own 

company got a splinter in his eye because he didn't throw a hand 

grenade the way he was supposed to.  Someone's always getting 
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hurt in basic training.  I don't know how you'd avoid it." 

 "Unless you use paint guns." 

 I shook my head.  "No good.  You have to learn how to 

work with dangerous stuff.  It's worse when you get into combat 

because then there are a bunch of guys who are really trying hard 

to kill you, not just pretending, like in training.  And by that time, 

you have to be familiar with guns, grenades, flame throwers, 

mortars, mines, all of it.  If you're not, then you're as much danger 

to yourself as to the enemy." 

 As we sat down at the table, Trudy grimaced.  "How did 

we get into this subject?" 

 "How did you feel about all this?"  Rebeca asked.  "You 

seem like such a gentle man, not given to violence at all." 

 I nodded.  "I didn't care for it at all.  Some guys did, or 

claimed to.  I think they were just trying to cope with what they 

had to do, and that was their way of doing it." 

 "I remember," Trudy said, "how you kept it all going round 

and round in your mind before you were drafted." 

 "Yeah.  Yeah, I did, didn't I?  My natural instincts are to 

keep people from getting hurt, not to go out and kill or maim 

anyone.  It was hard to think that I was going to have to harm 

people.  That target wasn't just a target; it was a German teenager 

like me, hoping to live, to raise a family, to enjoy life." 

 "Did you ever think about being a conscientious objector?"  

Rebecca asked. 

 "Yeah, sure.  I thought about that a lot." 

 "And?" 

 "I decided that being a conscientious objector was -- for 

me -- at that time -- a morally repugnant thing to do, worse than 

fighting." 

 "No turning the other cheek for you," Rebecca said. 

 "No." 

 "Why?" 

 "First I thought being a conscientious objector would be 

okay, morally, I mean.  For me, just me.  But I always judge what's 
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moral by what the probable consequences would be.  And my not 

fighting meant nothing to the war or to the history of the world.  

Then I realized that the only reason my refusal to fight would have 

no consequences was because others were out there doing my 

fighting for me.  I have a moral magnifying lens that I use to 

decide what's moral about an action when I can't see, right off, 

what the probable consequences would be.  I just ask what would 

be the consequences if a larger and larger number of people did the 

same as I did.  I keep enlarging the number of people until the 

consequences of their combined actions are obvious.  And I saw 

that if a large enough number of men in my age group failed to 

fight, the Germans and the Japanese would win.  That was a 

consequence of stunning malevolence.  I could not accept the 

responsibility for such an enormity.  So I accepted the draft and 

did not claim to be a conscientious objector.  Of course, that was 

that war, and I could figure differently for other wars.  Especially 

when we did the attacking, not the other guys.  It's the attackers, 

like us in Iraq, who are the immoral, iniquitous murderers." 

 "You surprise me, just a bit.  Most people I talk with look 

at these issues differently." 

 I nodded.  "Yeah, I know.  But look at history.  The nazis 

attacked many nations, some outside Germany, but also some 

inside Germany.  Compare just the Jews and the British.  Jews 

turned the other cheek, and five million seven hundred fifty four 

thousand were slaughtered.  The British fought back as best they 

could, though ill prepared, and suffered four hundred fifty 

thousand four hundred dead.  Which  took the more moral 

actions?  I think the British.  If the Jews had fought back, would 

they have suffered as much?  It doesn't pay to turn the other 

cheek, no matter what clergymen say.  It pays to fight when you 

are attacked.  Now, I don't criticize the Jews; their passive 

acceptance of Christian oppression had worked well enough for 

them in the past, but the nazis changed the rules on them." 

 I felt awkward about my preaching, but Rebecca merely 

asked for more information.  "So, you went into the infantry." 
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 "The government was kind enough to make that decision 

on my behalf." 

 Trudy said, "Now the three of us are in another fight, of a 

different kind.  We are the three musketeers, fighting for the king 

against his eminence, monsieur le cardinal." 

 "One for all.  All for one," Rebecca said. 

 Trudy steered the conversation into calmer waters, talking 

about when she and I were kids, and Mother used to read The 

Three Musketeers to us, and The Hobbit, and Jules Verne stories, 

and Frank Baum's Oz stories.  Then she turned to Rebecca. 

 "You said your mother was Jewish, which makes you 

Jewish, but you're Congregational now.  How did that happen?" 

 Rebecca smiled.  "Religion is a matter of choice." 

 "I guess a lot of people choose something different from 

what they were raised in.  And you chose something else.  You 

weren't happy with Judaism?" 

 Rebecca considered.  "No, I was, really.  I liked the 

traditions and history, the ceremonies, the sense of belonging.  But 

I decided I had enough problems just being Black.  It was an 

attempt to escape some of the harassment, I guess.  I was thirteen, 

and you know -- " eying Trudy "-- what it's like to be a thirteen 

year old girl." 

 "I do, I do," Trudy said, glaring at me.  "Men." 

 "For a Black girl, in the little town where I grew up in 

Arkansas, with separate Black and White water fountains and all 

the rest -- well . . .    You know, clothing stores wouldn't let me in, 

no matter that I had the money.  You see, if I tried on a blouse, or 

a pair of shoes, then they were contaminated and no White person 

could ever be persuaded to buy them.  The stores wouldn't let me 

inside, for fear that people would think I had tried on every single 

piece of clothing the store had." 

 "Damn," Trudy said, "that's pitiful."  She reached over to 

take Rebecca's hand in her own. 

 "At thirteen.  Mother talked to me often about it, and that 

helped me.  But you know the world is daunting enough for a 
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teenager.  Add being Black.  And add being Jewish." 

 "The world is plenty tough enough for any thirteen year 

old female."  Trudy scowled.  "The usual confusion, the dealing 

with mysterious emotions, the wondering what you're all about.  

Then raw, harsh oppression on top of all that.  Oh, Rebecca, that's 

just pitiful."  Trudy then reached with her other hand to take mine.  

I got the hint, and I reached over to take Rebecca's hand.  We 

three sat there, hands linked, talking softly. 

 "When the family moved to Detroit, for the jobs, of course, 

I decided I'd fit in better as a Christian.  But most churches 

wouldn't have me.  Christian love is only for the images Christians 

see in their mirrors, self-love, not for people who look a little 

different from themselves.  Finally I found this Black 

Congregational Church, and I've been at home there ever since.  

Oh, I never cared much for any religious doctrine, but we don't 

talk much about doctrine.  We're just a community for the folk." 

 "And I thought I had had it tough."  Trudy's eyes were 

moist. 

 Evening conversations need a road map.  After a bit, the 

next turn our chatting took was about what our mother had read 

to Trudy and me.   

 "Mother read beautifully," Trudy said.  "Oh, Dad did, too, 

but not so often.  She loved stories of fantasy and imagination, 

romantic history with swords and jewels, goblins and dragons, 

wizards and indomitable little orphan girls who always came out 

on top in the end." 

 In the fading light from the windows, with the chandelier 

above, our dining table was illuminated like a planet floating in 

space by itself.  I felt, and expected the women did too, secure and 

cozy in a world far distant from the goblins and nazis and beasties.  

I could live in this world forever. 

 Trudy said, "Rebecca, we really are the Three Musketeers, 

and we love the fact that you've become a good friend, besides 

being our guide in an important social undertaking." 

 Trudy's words alarmed me.  In my many decades of life, I 
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have made many friends.  But I do not recall ever telling any of 

them that that was what they were.  Saying a person is a friend 

seemed to be . . . well, seemed as though . . . well, it was risky, 

somehow.  I guess women do that sort of thing more than men, 

who find it safer never to announce the warmth of friendship for 

others except of course when trying to . . . when it was necessary 

for a man . . . I mean, there are times when . . . with Marnie, for 

example -- well, no one else, really.  But you see what I mean.  

Right? 

 Rebecca squeezed my hand and, I had to presume, Trudy's 

as well.  "We are friends, indeed, and I'm so pleased that we are.  

You know, so often White folk don't ever say what they feel.  Too 

frozen and too formal, too often.  So many act as though their 

spines had been replaced with cold iron bars, stiff and stern.  I 

used to think that was just the way you all treated us Blacks, but 

then I realized that Whites generally treat each other that same 

way, too.  I'm pleased to find you two are as open as my Black 

friends are.  Maybe that's because your mother read all those 

passion-filled stories to you." 

 "The story-telling, yes, and also the singing Mother led," 

Trudy said.  "We sang a lot.  What fun that was!" 

 "Singing, followed by ice cream, to cool down fiery 

throats," I said.  "Perfection." 

 "Well, now," Trudy said, "I just happen to have some ice 

cream."  She got up, letting go of my and and Rebecca's.  So I let 

go as well, not wishing to be presumptive. 

 "And I've got music as well."  Trudy has an upright piano 

in her living room.  She led us over to it, turning on the lamp on 

the music rack.  "First, we sing.  Then, ice cream if you deserve 

it." 

 So we sang, first songs from Music Man, then other 

Broadway tunes from the old twentieth century years that were 

fading into the misty past.  The women sat on the piano bench.  I 

stood behind them and eventually put one hand on the shoulder of 

each, when I got up the nerve to.  Trudy played for us, sounding 
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much like a piano player in a cocktail lounge for the well-bred.  

When she decided we had had enough, she got up abruptly and 

announced, "Beautifully done.  Everybody deserves ice cream, 

with chocolate fudge sauce and peanuts." 

 In fact, she put caramel sauce on the ice cream as well as 

the fudge sauce and peanuts.  We had a grand time, all in all.   

 Finally, Rebecca said, "Much as I'm enjoying this, I do have 

to work in the morning.  I'm not retired just yet, like some 

fortunate people." 

 I drove Rebecca home.  When we parked in front of her 

building's entry, I said, "Rebecca, this has been such fun."  And I 

quickly kissed her on the cheek before she could run away. 

 "I enjoyed it, Jayo," she said, and lightly brushed my cheek 

with her fingertips.  Then she was out of the car and disappearing 

into her apartment building. 

 As I drove home, I thought to myself that I'm damn glad I 

live on a planet that has such women on it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 11 

 The sky next morning was dull gray, with a miserable 

drizzle that maliciously introduced cold, clammy dribbles down my 

neck.  This affliction focused by attention on my philosophy of life.  

Specifically, I mean, I addressed the issue:  just what did I mean by 

kissing Rebecca on her lovely cheek?  I had to take into account 

that possibly Rebecca was considering that same question herself.  

Possibly she would raise the issue in our next conversation.  

Possibly I, having no carefully-thought-out answer to the question, 
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might stammer, stutter, hang my head, choke on ill-reasoned 

words and generally disgrace myself.  If I were not prudent, I was 

in danger of appearing to Rebecca as irresolute and shilly-shallying 

as . . .  as, in fact, I was.  I needed to think this thing through. 

 How did I feel about Rebecca?  I scarcely knew her, really.  

No, I knew her well enough, having both a personal friendship -- 

yes, yes, I can say that, to myself anyway -- a personal friendship 

and a professional relationship as well.    I can decide that question 

about, well, uh, about, hmn, feelings --hmn, well, some other time.  

Was it just that Rebecca and I -- well, of course, with Trudy, too, 

of course, of course -- had had such a grand time, with intimate 

conversation, and singing.  And ice cream with fudge and caramel 

sauce for the deserving.  Perhaps that was all it was.  Perhaps I 

had been carried away by fudge and caramel.  Baloney.  I would 

have kissed Rebeca without the fudge and caramel, even without 

the ice cream.  Well, then, why did I kiss her?  I must have had a 

reason for doing such a thing.  Sure.  Certainly.  I did have a 

reason.  What was it?  What would Trudy have to say about it?  

No, I don't let my little sister make such a decision for me.  

Besides, I know what she would say.  She seemed anxious to get 

me married off, ever since I got on top of my slow and painful 

recovery from that accident.  Or, at least, ever since I moved back 

to my own apartment.  Why was that?  She doesn't seem to show 

any interest herself in marrying again.  No, I know what it is.  She 

thinks I need a keeper.  Pooh. 

 So:  why did I kiss Rebecca?  My mind churned.  Why?  

Ah!  I know why:  because I wanted to.  There. That was cleared 

up.  I felt much better for having worked it all out. 

 One of the advantages of being retired is being able to 

wander about downtown at a leisurely pace, checking out stores I 

never had had time to shop in before, such as 'Back to Bach.'  I 

love good music, and I enjoyed being able to browse through the 

music store's racks of compact discs.  I passed by a tape of 

Wagner's Ring, remembering Mark's comment that Wagner's music 

was really better than it sounded. 
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 I had picked out a Maurice Ravel disc -- the Noble and 

Sentimental Waltzes was the main attraction -- and a disc of some 

Beatles tunes played by Arthur Fiedler's Boston Pops.  I then 

noticed a display of discs with a sign, "Sounds in Motion."  The 

clever display permitted one to sample the sounds on offer by 

pressing buttons.  I listened to one disc with steamboat sounds, 

complete with steam whistle, the churning of the big paddle wheel, 

and the leadsman's calls of the river's depths.  It could have been 

Mark Twain himself.  Another was of the hissing, thumping, 

clacking, rumbling, and shrill screeching of a steam locomotive, 

and a third was of fog horns.  You don't hear fog horns or steam 

locomotives any more.  Diesel rules the rails, and now every ship 

has radar, but when I was a boy those sounds filled the world.  We 

lived close to the lake front and the docks, so whenever fog hid 

everything from everyone you could hear the booming voices of 

the boats talking to one another through the impenetrable mists, 

warning all others to stay out of their way.  I loved that sound.  I 

missed it. 

 Then another disc caught my eye:  helicopters.  I pushed 

the button to hear it, and I was impressed.  The tape started with 

the throbbing of a distant helicopter, more of a fluctuating pressure 

on the ear than a sound, exactly, but it grew louder in an insistent 

crescendo and was joined by a second helicopter and possibly a 

third.  It all grew so loud and threatening that I stopped it before it 

really got into the main part of the disc.  Interesting.  One might 

have some fun with that, might one not?  Yes, one might.  I bought 

it. 

 Thinking about this new amusement, I realized that I 

needed to buy something I could take with me to play the disc on.  

Thanks to the foresight of the thoughtful merchant, such machines 

happened to be for sale in another part of the store.  I found one 

that could play compact discs such as my current purchase, had its 

own battery, and had two speakers with long cords for binaural 

realism.  The display showed a photograph of a young couple on a 

picnic, lying indecently in a scandalous manner upon an erotic red 
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and white striped blanket, with a speaker placed at each end of the 

blanket.  Such an arrangement of electronic technology was 

intended to serve as an aphrodisiac, I gathered, judging from the 

expressions on the faces of the young man and young woman.  It 

appeared to me that the manufacturer did not consider my 

particular age cohort to be expected purchasers of his machinery.  

Nor, it seems, did the young sales clerk whose aid I solicited in 

order to consummate the purchase. 

  "You want the Mobile Demon model?"  he asked, his tone 

expressing incredulity about my capacity for handling the 

emotional imperatives of the machine.  He was a skinny lad of 

about twenty or so, with his own ideas of what senile persons like 

myself ought to buy. 

 "Oh, yes, indeed," I assured him with a smile that included 

both a curled lip on the left side of my face and eyelids that were 

half closed.  I have found, by experimentation, that particular 

expression produces vivid responses in people out in front of me 

who can get the full effect straight on.  "It is for a lady I am 

attempting to seduce, and I believe it will do the trick.  She is just 

graduating from high school, and we are going to celebrate that 

release from servitude with a drunken picnic." 

 He was paralyzed for a moment by the concept, but 

managed to contemplate my wrinkled face and my graying hair, 

then recovered well enough to take my money and hand me a 

receipt without another word.  I regarded the receipt thoughtfully.  

I supposed the FBI would not care to meet that expense, since 

Rebecca had no idea what I intended to do with it.  It was not an 

approved part of my surveillance responsibilities.  Oh, well, 

everyone has expenses relating to ones hobby, and this was mine. 

 The drive to Berchtesgaden seemed shorter this time, for it 

was becoming familiar.  There I had a pure aryan Christocratic 

lunch, during which I talked with Parker Lee at considerable 

extent.  How we got around to the subject I don't know, but we 

chatted about the end of the world.  He seemed apprehensive that 

it would prevent him from finishing his lunch. 
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 "People do get stirred up every so often," I said.  "Look 

how many idiots thought the world was going to end on December 

31, 1999.   They each thought their various gods were going to 

help them survive the general devastation.  Most of them did 

survive, but they were disappointed to find that most everyone else 

survived into the new millennium, too."  I laughed, a dignified 

rumbling sort of chuckle, not a giggle, I made sure. 

 Lee frowned and blinked, and I realized I had stepped into 

something.  "We here were prepared," he said, "just in case.  But 

then, we are always prepared to be raptured any time our Lord 

Jesus calls us."  He took a last bite, and left.  Damn, I must be 

more careful what I say.  I mustn't laugh at something merely 

because it is ridiculous.  It could be something sacred to someone 

like Parker Lee. 

 We spent the afternoon on the firing range, using assault 

rifles on paper targets which could be drawn close by a pulley 

arrangement for inspection and for grading of ones performance.  

During break, Uber-fuehrer Bull Pacelli announced, "First off, 

tomorrow early, we will begin a strenuous hike with full packs, 

each man carrying an automatic rifle and two bandoleers of 

ammunition.  We're getting an early start, before sun-up.  

Therefore, we will have church services this evening instead of 

Sunday morning.  Second, you will check over your packs, your 

weapon and ammunition this evening before you go to bed, to be 

ready for immediate departure when you hear reveille.  Third, 

there will be no cards or dice playing this evening.  You will need 

every minute of sleep you can get, believe me on this.  All right, go 

clean up for supper." 

 I was attending these Christocracy church services now 

more often than I attended my own Unitarian Universalist church 

services.  Damn.  Oh, well, Unitarian Universalist attendance is 

pretty thin in the summer anyhow.  No one will consider my 

absences significant, for none of us are exactly fanatics.  But, I 

was glad none of the UUs knew where I was.  They would all 

agree I was lost; about the only thing everyone would agree on. 
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 We had swiss steak for supper -- just like Mom's.  I must 

remember to tell Trudy.  And most of us were pretty sleepy when 

we filed into the chapel for the services.  Fortunately, the service 

was pretty brief.  I was hoping Pacelli would warn again about the 

black helicopters coming in the night, piloted by the blackest 

African-Americans and the most Judaic Jews -- but he didn't talk 

about that this time.  Instead, he had blood on his mind.  After a 

few introductory words, he turned to Cronian for the words from 

Jesus' mouth.  Her words crackled across the chapel, startling 

some into vigilance who were otherwise sinking into a comfortable 

post-prandial somnolence. 

 "Hear the words of our Lord Jesus, the Christ, the 

Messiah:  'Drink of it, all of you; for this is my blood of the 

covenant, which is poured out for many for the forgiveness of 

sins.'" 

 Drinking human blood then seemed no more attractive for 

me than it had last visit.  Cannibalism has never whetted my 

appetite.  But it clearly appealed to the Christocrats. 

 Pacelli pounced.  "Blood!  There is no forgiveness without 

blood.  Go back beyond the earliest history of our race, go back 

into the swirling mists of ignorance, and you will find men 

shedding their blood upon their primitive altars.  Blood carries life 

to every cell of our bodies.  Blood carries God's power and God's 

blessing, yes, and God's punishments, too.  Jesus gave his blood 

for us, pouring out his sacred blood for the forgiveness of our sins, 

for all of us aryans from the days of his life, through two 

millenniums, and including us here today.  We have a claim upon 

that blood, that ocean of forgiveness, that throbbing river carrying 

the most precious freight.  Blood!  There is redemption in blood, 

in Jesus' blood, and in the blood of each one of us as well.  The 

blood of all of us flows in one great crimson river through timeless 

eons, and we each stand ready to shed our blood for our 

redemption, just as Jesus shed his blood for us.  There is no 

forgiveness without blood.  There is no admission to heaven and 

eternal life, without blood." 



- 117- 

 I have no idea what all this meant, but you get the gist of 

it.  Pacelli's sermon went on and on in much the same vein -- uh, 

well, within the same theme, I should say.  I was a little surprised 

by his use of poetic imagery because it seemed out of character for 

this slug-like chief.  Perhaps he had read it somewhere.  His flow 

of words was stanched for a spell while we all went into the prayer 

booths on the aisles.  This time I was one of the last to come back 

out, for I did not relish more blood.  Pacelli was not done yet.  He 

had some bitter words to say about the Jews.  He turned again to 

Cronian and asked, "Give us the words of the Chancellor Fuehrer, 

as he spoke to the Reichstag in 1936." 

 Cronian was ready.  "Hear the words of the Chancellor 

Fuehrer, our inspiration:  'Today, I believe that I am acting in 

accordance with the will of the Almighty Creator: by defending 

myself against the Jew, I am fighting for the work of the Lord." 

 Funny, why did they not name Hitler?  Why this indirect 

reference to the Christocratic 'inspiration?'  I let the cell phone do 

the recording and turned off my own ears.  I didn't want to let 

myself get angry; that would make it hard to get to sleep. 

 Though all of us retired fairly early, not long after twilight 

had faded and the darkness of the night engulfed the camp, still 

there were lights shining from the rooms where the soldiers were 

staying.  And a few streetlights also helped fight off the moonless 

dark.   Most soldiers seemed to take Pacelli's advice to heart, I 

suppose, and were checking over their knapsacks, rifles and 

ammunition belts.  I took my Demon Model CD player out of its 

box and read the instructions.  The disc player was simple enough.  

I didn't really need to read the instructions.  Why did I feel guilty 

for not reading instructions of the things I bought?  Probably 

because Trudy always did read instructions.  I put the disc in and 

ran the machine briefly to be sure it was functioning.  But I would 

need something more, something that would be the convincer.  I 

looked around the room.  Nothing came to mind.  What could 

reinforce the effects of the helicopter sounds?  Then I had it:  I 

took a wire coat hanger off the closet rack, bent and twisted it 
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until I had broken off an eight inch length, which I bent double.  

Would I be able to short circuit the electricity and trip out a few 

breakers?  Well, now, we'll just see. 

 Before I could move, however, someone knocked at the 

door.  I pushed the broken coat hanger under the bed.  "Who is 

it?" 

 "Jayo, it's Parker.  Got a minute?" 

 Parker Lee?  What on earth?  "Yeah, Parker."  I turned on 

my cell phone recorder and set it on the night stand before 

unlocking the door.  "Come on in.  How're you?" 

 "Good, good.  Saw your light was still on.  Want to ask 

you something." 

 "Of course.  Any time." 

 He settled heavily into the one upholstered chair.  I sat in 

the straight back chair, with my elbow on the desk.  I felt 

apprehensive about this.  Was he going to reproach me for making 

fun of people like himself who thought themselves living in -- what 

did they call it? -- the 'end times?' 

 "You know, Jayo, I'm not satisfied with our recruiting 

efforts." 

 "No?" 

 "Well, are you?  Surely not.  Got only the smallest part of a 

small fraction of the men of Michigan joining the Christocracy.  

Indiana's doing much better than we are.  I have to wonder why." 

 I had not heard the Indiana Christocracy mentioned before.  

Rebecca would be interested to hear this when she replayed the 

cell phone recording.  "I've never seen the figures, Parker." 

 "No, no, of course not.  But the real comparison has to be 

with Germany in the thirties.  The Fuehrer in those days merely 

announced we were accepting recruits and we were overwhelmed 

by the enthusiastic response.  That's what we want.  And we get 

mostly kids.  You are the only adult we've got recently.  And you're 

a journalist; you understand publicity.  You must have some ideas 

about all this." 

 Again the blatant identification with Hitler, but without 
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mentioning his name. Why?  I nodded solemnly, wishing he would 

leave, and warning myself not to lose my temper. 

 "Jayo, I tell you, this younger generation doesn't have the 

stuff our generation had." 

 I was fascinated to hear a man twenty years younger than 

me claim to share my generation.  But then, I had some difficulty 

understanding the identity relationships among all these 

Christocrats, anyway. 

 "Well, Parker, conditions were much different in Germany 

of the thirties.  Germany was defeated, humiliated, broke, trapped 

and hungry.  When the armistice was declared, the Allies 

maintained the blockade for a long time yet, and Germans were 

starving.  That tends to get a person's attention and certainly was 

talked about.  Their ally, the Austrian Empire was split up into 

many smaller countries, each one with its own grisly troubles.  

There were few jobs, no opportunities.  Is it any wonder the party 

was able to recruit members in great numbers?" 

 He gestured to dismiss the impact of historical forces.  "We 

have to admit aryan fighting instinct isn't what it used to be, not 

like the good old days.  What are we going to do?" 

 I found this sudden intimacy curious and wondered if he 

were trying to scope me out again.  "Parker, I'm still learning here.  

But it does seem to me that . . ."  I stopped.  "No.  No, I shouldn't 

say." 

 "Sure, Jayo, everyone puts in his ideas.  What have you 

got?" 

 I leaned forward and spoke in a confidential tone.  "Hitler 

created jobs.  Good jobs, building planes, tanks, fortifications, 

rocket missiles.  High level skills were needed.  Now, what kind of 

jobs can we provide?"  I took pride in the conspiratorial tone I 

managed to put into my voice. 

 "Pf-f-f-ft!  You've got to be kidding.  What can we do?" 

 "That's my question: what can we do for the hundreds of 

thousands of aryan men who find themselves trapped in dead end 

jobs?  Getting low, low pay?  Even unemployed?  Maybe their 
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unemployment checks have run out?  Can we give them work that 

expresses their creative abilities?  Work that taps into their 

intuitive superiority?  Work that pays well?" 

 He was baffled.  "What kind of work?  What would it 

cost?" 

 "That's what I'm asking you.  Where can we apply our 

skills in strategy, maneuvering, weaponry?  Where can we display 

our courage, our perseverance?  Where can sheer will and 

determination pay off?" 

 "Oh.  Now I see."  He sat silently for a bit.  "I thought I 

had  judged you right, Jayo," he smiled as he said it.  "You are one 

of those intellectuals who understand the decisive role of seizing 

an opportunity, many opportunities.  As many opportunities as 

there are banks throughout the state."  He sat with a wan smile on 

his face, his eyes fastened on mine like a pit bull. 

 I nodded, blinked slowly and smiled what I hoped was a 

sardonic smile.  Now just what the hell was he talking about?  I 

had been talking gibberish, but he had taken some sort of meaning 

from my words that I myself did not comprehend.   

 "All right," Parker said, "I can tell you now, though Bull 

wanted me to wait before telling you.  We will be conducting bank 

raids, beginning in two weeks.  We will make substantial 

withdrawals.  We have a team of twenty who can enter a bank like 

a blitzkrieg, empty the accessible cash in an instant, and be on their 

way before the alarm has scarcely begun to ring." 

 Damn!  Damn! Damn!   I had to say something.  "Rich or 

poor, Parker, it's nice to have money." 

 He laughed.  In his excitement he got up to pace the room.  

"We've been planning this a long time.  I wondered if we shouldn't 

include you in putting this whole scheme together.  You quickly 

see the key elements;  you grasp the full strategy.  You know, Jayo, 

you've got a great career ahead of you here." 

 Parker stopped, for the FBI cell phone resting on the night 

stand had caught his eye.  He reached to pick it up from where I 

had left it.  "What brand of cell phone do you have, Jayo?" 
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 "Brand?  I don't remember."  I sat up straight and scooched 

to the edge of my chair. 

 Parker began pushing the tiny buttons on the  phone, at 

random, using his fingernail.  The phone squawked, then began to 

talk in Parker's own voice:  "All right.  I can tell you now, though 

Bull wanted me to wait before telling you.  We will be conducting 

bank raids, beginning in two weeks.  We will make substantial 

withdrawals. . ." 

 He dropped the phone, his eyes wide, his jaw working 

frantically, and turned on me.  "You!  You are recording 

everything.  You traitor to your race!" 

 I lunged toward my rifle, but Parker was closer to it.  He 

snatched it away and stepped toward the door.  "So, you really are 

an FBI mole, Jayo."  He leveled the rifle at me.  "I'll just take the 

key to your room." He picked it up off the table. 

 I said nothing, for nothing seemed necessary under the 

circumstances.  I watched closely, waiting for some distraction, 

some happenstance I might use to escape.  But nothing happened.  

Parker backed away, the rifle still pointed at my chest.  He opened 

the door, still glowering at me.  I was terror stricken, thinking of 

how these nazis would probably dispose of my lifeless body. 

 "I'm locking you in this room," he said, "but I'll be back in 

a few minutes with a court martial team of judges.  We'll consider 

the charges against you, we'll find you guilty, and we'll execute 

you.  We'll do it the way the Bible says, by stoning." 

 He grinned, obviously enjoying this.  "You Judas!  Don't 

think you can escape justice, because I am posting guards at the 

gates, front and back, and you would never escape the camp even 

if you were to do the impossible and escape from this room." 

 Then he was gone, taking the cell phone evidence and my 

rifle with him.  He locked my door from the outside.  I could see 

that I was only moments from being killed, and I was stupefied.  

Maybe James Bond would never have been daunted by such a 

situation, but I was.  I sat down on the edge of the bed, mainly 

because my legs had gone out from under me.  I found my hand 
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resting on the bent wire from the coat hanger and looked dumbly 

at it.  What the hell.  Oh, yes, well here was something to fill the 

time while waiting for Parker's return -- with executioners.  

Holding my bent wire hanger in a couple of dry towels, I jammed 

the wires into the electric socket.  The result was highly 

satisfactory.  The light in the ceiling went out, amid a shower of 

sparks shooting out of the electric socket.  I could barely see my 

Demon Mobile model tape player, that I had already loaded with 

the helicopter disc.  I put one speaker by one open window and 

the other speaker by the second window about fifteen feet away.  I 

turned up the volume and pressed the go button. 

 Considering that it had only a nine volt battery, I thought 

the machine did quite well.  The throbbing of the apparently 

approaching helicopter shook the walls.  I peeked out the window.  

Every light, including street lights, was out in my section of the 

camp.  Only close to the front gate were any lights left burning. 

 It seems that Parker had gone only about thirty feet or so 

from my door when I got the helicopter disc going.  Or else, he 

had started to come back, in the sudden dark.  A burst of gun fire 

shook the room, and I dived behind the bed, for whatever good 

that might do.  Fortunately, Parker's bullets mostly hit the door, 

showering splinters and blasting out gaping holes.  He did not hit 

Mobile Demon, down on the floor, and the helicopter sounds grew 

insistently louder.  I began to hear panic-stricken voices shouting 

in the dark up and down the street.  Parker fired again, and the 

door of the room shattered, falling to the floor in pieces.  How 

close was he standing? 

 Then firing from other locations in the camp began, and I 

could hear bullets ricochet against the building.  They could 

scarcely know what they were firing at, since there were no lights 

to see by.  Stupid amateurs. 

 I decided not to attract any more attention and pulled 

Mobile Demon out of the window.  I turned it off.  At this point, 

that made little difference because different cabins in different 

streets of the camp were firing at each other.  No one could have 
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heard any more of my helicopter disc anyway. 

 This was no time to stay around, with bullets flying 

everywhere.  I crawled to the door, but could not see anything.  I 

dragged my overnight bag and my Mobile Demon with me.  The 

loudspeakers were behind, so I pulled them to me by their wires 

and fastened them back in place on the Demon.  Damn, but I 

wished Parker hadn't taken that cell phone.  That evidence against 

me was pretty conclusive. 

 I crawled a few feet down the Alley, then bumped into 

something soft oozing a warm stickiness in the dark.  I patted the 

thing and realized it was Parker.  I also realized that everywhere I 

patted him, he was torn and bleeding.  My own hand, now, was 

sticky.  I felt down his arm in the pitch dark and found his hand 

still clutching my cell phone.  I pried his fingers off of it.  Was he 

dead?  There was so much blood around him, he must be.  Or was 

about to be.  Certainly unconscious, anyway.   I began to reach for 

my lighter, to light a flame so I could see him.  But I realized at 

once what a mistake that would have been, just like back in 

France.  Probably when he shot at my door the other soldiers had 

fired at his gun flashes.  Some soldier he was.  Had been.  

Careless.  Well, inexperienced. 

 I put the cell phone in my pocket and kept crawling, still 

dragging my overnight bag and Demon.  Several men came 

tramping along in the dark, walking upright, and presenting 

random targets for random bullets.  I rolled against the side of the 

next cabin, out of their way.  Someone fired at the sound of their 

steps, and they shot back.  Poor discipline can kill friends on your 

own side.  Fortunately. 

 When I got to the next street, closer to the front gate, I 

stood up.  I passed a couple of soldiers, who saluted me and asked 

me what was happening.  "Everybody started shooting," I said, 

returning their salutes with the hauteur befitting my exalted rank.  

"They've gone nuts."  True, true. 

 One of them pointed at my hand.  "You're bleeding." 

 Yes, my hand was indeed covered with blood, though it 



- 124- 

was Parker's, not mine.  "I got hit by a ricochet," I said.  "Got to 

get it attended to."  They nodded solemnly. 

 I walked toward the unguarded gate, which sat open.  I 

moved toward my car, parked in the lot by the gate.  At the door 

of my car, I glanced back.  A fire had started in one of the cabins.  

It may have been mine, or close to mine.  Perhaps it started when I 

short circuited the electric outlet.  Or, it could have started 

anywhere along the electric line, I supposed. 

 I unlocked the car door.  It seemed to me that everything I 

did was in slow motion, like wallowing in molasses.  As I opened 

the car door, there was an explosion in the darkened street I had 

left.  The fire began burning higher. 

 The shouting grew louder, and more soldiers came pouring 

out of their rooms, each one carrying an assault rifle.  They were 

eager to fire their weapons, and they did not seem to care what 

they aimed at.  Mainly, I think, their bullets were demolishing the 

buildings.  I climbed into the car and locked the doors -- as though 

that would do any good.  Habit is strong.  I started the engine and 

backed out slowly.  I did not turn on the lights. 

 I was able to glide slowly out the gate and down the long 

driveway toward the road.  At the road I stopped, parked on the 

verge and watched the camp with my head out the window and my 

hands gripping the steering wheel.  Now I began trembling with 

fear, but I was also relieved.  The flames grew higher, devouring 

the flimsy wooden buildings like kindling.  Against the flames I 

could see the silhouettes of men running around, bunching 

together, waving rifles.  I heard fewer shots, however, and it did 

seem that some of the men had begun making an effort to fight the 

flames.  In only a few minutes, however, the flames were leaping 

across streets to engulf  more buildings.  Crowds of men -- well, 

women, too, I suppose -- began coming out of the front gate.  I 

have to presume the heat drove them away from the buildings.  

They began getting into cars and a parade of cars began creeping 

toward me along the driveway.  I watched them file out onto the 

highway, and I watched the fire spread across more of the camp.  
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There wouldn't be much for these nazis to come back to.  The 

adventure was over. 

 It occurred to me that I would have to get a life.  Maybe I 

could plant an organic vegetable garden.   Where?  Maybe it was 

time to buy that cabin up north I'd once thought about.  I 

brightened up some when the thought occurred to me that perhaps 

Rebecca would have another assignment for me. 

 I decided not to stick around.  When I moved to put the 

car in gear, I became conscious that my hands were sticking to the 

steering wheel.  Parker's blood was like glue.  I turned on the 

headlights and drove away.  

 Parker's plans for robbing a few banks seemed likely to 

have been aborted, but I wasn't sure how Rebecca would react to 

this night's work.  How much should I tell her about this?  I 

couldn't tell her I burned the place down because I didn't really 

know if that were true.  I could tell her that Parker had discovered 

who I was.  And that he tried to shoot me through the door of my 

room.  Should I tell her he was shot by his own soldiers?  Yes, I 

suppose I could say that because it was certainly true.  It could 

have happened even if I had not played the helicopter disc.  Who 

am I kidding?  It never would have.  My disc started the whole 

deal.  No, I can't prove that.  Yes, it needs no proof because I 

know it's true.  No, that wasn't my official role here, but only a 

joke I played on these buffoons.  Yes, I did it to them.  Ha!  I 

realized I was talking to myself, my voice nervously pitched too 

high.  I forced myself to shut up and watch my driving. 

 As I drove the long road through the night, I contemplated 

my culpability.  I had not killed Parker.  He had shot at me, but it 

was not I who shot him.  I didn't do any shooting at all.   Well, I 

did create the situation in which the others -- some unknown 

others -- shot him.  They don't even know they did.  Does that 

count?  Was I responsible?  The jury was still out on that question.  

What jury?  I'll never be blamed for this.  My intentions were only 

to make these jerks look silly.  Yeah, like Parker looked pretty 

silly, didn't he, lying there dead, wouldn't  you say?  Damn.  Well, 
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if they weren't always playing with guns, Parker wouldn't be dead.  

But he wasn't dead until I played the disc.   Maybe I shouldn't 

have.  Yes, the disc was a bit excessive.  Over played my hand 

there, I suppose you could say.  Silly game, all this.  But it stops 

being silly when the guns start firing.   

 Would I be blamed?  In spite of my obvious innocence?  Of 

course it was my fault he died.  And who else?  Would I even ever 

know who else?   Just what would I be charged with, anyway?  

Playing a disc of helicopter sounds? 

 My brain was on overdrive, pulling facts and emotions out 

of dark corners to confront myself.  Shouldn't I be feeling 

triumphant?  The way I had felt when Germany collapsed?   No.  It 

was different.  But I wasn't the one who put guns in the hands of 

these idiots.  I hadn't overplayed anything.  The madness of these 

youngsters was what caused all the trouble.  Too much 

testosterone.  Oh, yeah, testosterone has probably been the cause 

of  tens of thousands of years of trouble.  We evolved in a 

competitive, bloody world.  Of course we are the way we are, too 

damn bloody minded to likely survive as a species.  The camp was 

a blight on our society, and I had cleaned it up.  But the people, 

most of them, who had made the camp were still out there, ready 

to make more trouble. 

 The weapons that had worried Rebecca and her boss were 

no longer worrisome.  I'd heard some explosions, and every 

explosion had doubtless destroyed a good many weapons.  The 

rifles, automatic and powerful, would have gone through intense 

fire.  Probably the barrels had partly melted, or at least bent from 

the heat.  No one would dare fire them any more.  The world was 

safer. 

 Harold Morgentag came to mind.  Maybe now he could 

marry that sweetheart of his, the wife-to-be whom he had 

forsaken, for Jesus' sake, for crying out loud. 

 I did not feel triumphant, not even for Harold.  No sane 

woman would take him back now. 

 I did not feel triumphant.  I suppose the difference from my 
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infantry days was the half century which had passed.  I wasn't the 

same teen-age boy I was then.  When I had been in the army, I had 

still been a child, and the world was simple enough.  Now the 

world was more complicated.  Like me.  Like this person I had 

become. 

 I wondered where I could wash my hands.  Was Parker's 

blood on my clothing, too?  I supposed so, but it was too dark to 

be sure.  I clicked on the ceiling lamp, but it did not shed enough 

light to tell me much. 

 Should I stop my car and sleep for a while?  I was 

exhausted.  Nah.  I wanted to go home, for whatever comfort an 

empty, unoccupied apartment might give.  Well, I still had the 

memories of Marnie. But, damn, if she were still alive, what would 

Marnie think of all this?   In a dark depressive thought, I was glad 

I did not have to tell her about this night. 

 I should really have stopped and washed up.  I must have 

been a nauseous sight.  How would I get into my apartment, 

looking like this?  I wondered if I could sneak in, in the dark. 

 Hours later, parked in front of my apartment building, still 

well before sun up, I sat in the lot for a while.  No one was 

around.  Finally, I got out, ran to the entrance and quickly took the 

elevator.  I was able to rush into my room without anyone seeing 

me.  But the video camera saw me.  Could it see the blood on my 

hands?  Probably black and white video, so maybe it wasn't 

noticeable. 

 In my bathroom, I examined my hands, the palms covered 

with darkening blood.  I stared at myself in the mirror.  Ordinary 

soap didn't do a good enough job.  I put gritty cleanser on my 

hands, rubbed and rubbed, and rinsed off with hot water.   

 Now, really, I told myself, this isn't even as bad as when I 

killed nazis in Europe.  I had done the shooting then; now I 

haven't.  Then why did I feel so bad? 

 I showered a long time, then ran all my clothes through the 

washing machine.  Finally, I went to bed, to lie awake in spite of 

being so deathly tired.  I wanted to escape into sleep.  Escape.  I 
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had to get away.  From . . .  Well, just away.  When I got up, I'd 

have to clean the car, especially the steering wheel.  Why couldn't I 

sleep?  I was resting, anyway. 

 The nazi Christocratic camp was no more.  Wiped out.  

Burned out.  Now I would have to get a damn life. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 

 I wrote a note to put in the package with the cell phone, to 

mail to Rebecca.  "Rebecca, the camp burned down.  Parker Lee 

discovered me, but I have reason to believe he's dead, and I don't 

believe he had a chance to tell anyone about me."  I didn't sign it.  

I really just forgot to; I wasn't trying to be cryptic.  But after all, 

my signature was unnecessary.  Should I have offered my services 

on some other assignment?  No, I could bring that up in casual 

conversation later.  Never good to seem too anxious when 
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applying for a job.  What sort of a job was an unemployed spy 

good for? 

 As I dropped the package in the mail, I thought that the 

really serious result of the burning was the loss of an excuse to 

spend evenings singing with Rebecca -- and Trudy, of course -- 

and sharing dishes of ice cream with her. 

 I dropped by Trudy's for a late breakfast, or brunch, really.  

I greeted her with my usual charm and cheerful greetings, but she 

eyed me suspiciously. 

 "What's wrong with you?" 

 "Wrong?  Why should anything be wrong?  Nothing, 

nothing."  Damn, but I wish she weren't able to read me so easily.  

Nothing worse than having a sister who understands one. 

 "Okay.  I'll wait.  You'll tell me eventually." 

 I looked through her Free Press.  Nothing about the fire, of 

course.  It'll be in tomorrow's paper, if ever.  I commented on a 

couple of items, for small talk.  Trudy sniffed and regarded me 

with arched eyebrows.  She has the most demanding style of 

waiting of anybody I know. 

 "I think I'm going to go looking for that cabin up north 

somewhere," I said. 

 "Mmn-hmmn." 

 "I'm saving on the apartment rent, compared to the old 

townhouse." 

 "Mm-nn." 

 "Maybe in the upper peninsula.  Lots of pretty spots up 

there.  I could take side trips into Canada, maybe circle Lake 

Superior, you know?  Go in September, look at the leaves turning.  

You'd be welcome to visit." 

 "You've got lots of time on your hands now, Hmmn?" 

 "Well, Trudy, I am retired now.." 

 She sat down at the kitchen table and leaned forward to 

squint into my eyes.  "All right, Jayo, what's happened at that nazi 

camp?" 

 "Oh, well, nothing but what you might expect at a place 
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like that.  Why?  What makes you think something happened?" 

 "I'm just trying to figure out what you won't tell me.  

You're acting like that time you ate my Easter candy the day 

before." 

 "Stop that.  I am not.  Anyway, I didn't eat your candy.  I 

didn't do that." 

 A sinister smile crossed her face.  "'You didn't do that.'  

You aren't talking about my Easter candy, are you?"  It wasn't 

really a question. 

 "Are we having fried eggs?"  I asked, putting the 

newspaper up before my face. 

 "Jayo!  Stop this!  What was it you didn't do to the nazi 

camp?" 

 I put the paper down.  "I'm not the one who burnt it all 

down.  I'm really not.  Not actually, anyway." 

 "Twisting tornadoes!  Rebecca will scoop out your brains 

like a pumpkin.  Anyone killed?" 

 "No, not anyone I know about.  Not by the flames, 

anyway." 

 "But someone was killed, some other way.  How?" 

 "Well, yes, Parker Lee was shot by some of his own 

people, in the dark." 

 "Why did they do that?" 

 "I suppose they couldn't tell who was firing in the dark, 

you see, so they just shot at the flashes of gunfire, when Parker 

was shooting." 

 'What was Parker shooting at?" 

 "Not at me, actually." 

 "What." 

 "Well, yes, all right.  He thought he was shooting at me, 

but he was just blasting away the door to my room, and I was safe 

enough.  Really.  I had the foresight to lie down on the floor, at 

one side of the room, so I had nothing to worry about." 

 Trudy stared at me for a long time.  "What a relief.  At 

least, until he could look around and see you cringing there on the 
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floor by the wall."  She did not need to load her words with such 

sarcasm. 

 "No, no.  He couldn't.  You don't understand.  All the lights 

were out.  A -- well -- a fuse or circuit breaker, or something, had 

blown out.  Most of the camp was dark.  He couldn't see me.  

Nobody could see anything." 

 Her eyes were wild by this time.  I considered that I had 

won the game, so now I put it all in context. I told her all the 

details, with myself the innocent victim, or almost-victim.  I did 

not feel it necessary to mention the helicopter disc. 

 "So it's over," she said. 

 "So it would seem." 

 "Glad?" 

 "I do need a hobby now.  I can't do gardening where I 

live." 

 I did not mention the worse problem, that I no longer had 

an excuse to share ice cream and singing with Rebecca. 

 Trudy was silent for a while, thank goodness.  I felt 

uncomfortable about the situation, I admit.  She set fried eggs and 

sausage in front of me, and put a plate of the same down for 

herself. 

 She said, "I know what you're feeling.  Exhausted.  

Drained.  You need some quiet time."  She actually patted my 

hand. 

 "What."  I said.  "Because a nazi got himself killed?  

Because a bunch of huts burned up?" 

 "I'm not thinking of them.  I'm thinking of you.  When you 

were a kid.  You always complained.  About having to go to 

church."  

 "Oh, that.  I don't know why Mom insisted the two of us 

go to church.  I hated it.  Didn't you?  Dad didn't seem to care 

much, one way or the other." 

 "Church didn't bother me the way it did you.  I just let it 

slide off my back.  I made friends and ignored everything else.  

You let it get to you.  I remember.  You were the rebel." 
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 "Rebel?  No, I was the outlander, the egregious stranger in 

my own church.   All the weird stuff about supernatural matters, 

pre-destination junk, you know.  They expected me to believe 

ridiculous things.  Like babies sentenced to hell, like being 

punished for eating off the tree of wisdom.  I thought I was 

supposed to learn wisdom, to become wise, not be punished for 

eating off the tree of wisdom.  Ridiculous.  I didn't do anything 

about all those silly things." 

 "What should you have done?  Burn down the church?" 

 "Dammit, Trudy, I did not burn down the nazi camp." 

 "Ah, now I understand." 

 "You know, Trudy, there is child abuse that goes beyond 

just beating up a kid.  You make him a stranger in his own town 

and everywhere, demand he believe things he knows aren't true, 

then condemn him for not believing.  That's abuse." 

 "Do you want to switch over to decaf, Jayo?" 

 "You know what that church really taught me?  They 

taught me to lie, to be insincere, deceptive.  That's how I got along 

at church, in those days, by learning to be really, really insincere.  

Funny, you know?" 

 "Funny, how?" 

 "When I was at the camp, I was thinking about the guys 

there, those pure aryans, and wondering how they came to be 

there, what experiences drove them there, what things their 

parents taught them that they could hate anybody so terribly much.  

That their hate could so dominate their lives that they would spend 

every weekend out there, so they could be with people who shared 

their hates.  Then I thought, I'm out here too.  I've come every 

weekend so far.  But in my case, it's all right, because -- get this -- 

in my case it's all right because I'm insincere about it all.  Now 

where do you suppose that thought came from?  You see my 

point?" 

 "Yes, Jayo, I see that it was really the old Presbyterian 

church you tried to burn down, but the camp just happened to be 

close at hand." 
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 "How did you escape all that, Trudy?  How did you avoid 

being alienated, and estranged, and driven away while still at 

home, and isolated, and turned off, separated and cast out?" 

 Trudy shrugged.  "I never exactly understood what was 

going on at church."  She laughed. 

 So I laughed, too.  I fell silent and my blood began to cool.  

I finished breakfast, offered to help with the dishes, but Trudy 

knew I was -- insincere.  After a while, she and I went for a walk 

through the park, and I listened to her talk about the Audubon 

Society's plans.  I owed her that.   

 That was Monday.  Rebecca phoned me at my apartment 

on Thursday morning to say she would pick me up.  "We'll take 

your car." 

 I went out to my mini-van and sat there, waiting for her.  

She was there in moments and climbed into my car.  "Exactly how 

much of it burned?" she asked. 

 "Hard to tell.  It was dark, except for what was on fire.  

I'm not sure what was on fire and what wasn't.  We should look in 

daylight, then I could give you a good idea." 

 "I suppose that's the only way." 

 "We could run up there now.  Why don't we do that?  But 

would that be safe for you?" 

 "They've got other things on their minds.  I'll go with you.  

Are you all right, Jayo?"  Her tone of voice touched me. 

 "Sure.  I'm fine.  I'm not in any real trouble here."  That 

might not have been an accurate statement, but it was robustly 

masculine, which was more important, under the circumstances. 

 We headed out the John Lodge Freeway.  "Who was John 

Lodge?" I asked. 

 "Wasn't he a mayor?  Or maybe a governor?  I don't know.  

Maybe he made automobiles.  Was there ever a Lodge motorcar?" 

 "Not in my day, and my days go back pretty far.  He had to 

have been somebody or other, once.  How much could you make 

out from the recording?  At one point, Parker Lee picked up the 

cell phone, out of curiosity, I suppose.  He poked at the various 
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buttons and just happened to set off the play-back.  He heard his 

own voice, talking about planning to rob banks.  Not happy about 

that, let me tell you.  That's when he accused me of being a traitor.  

That's for sure a novel experience, being accused of treason by a 

damn nazi, of all people." 

 "A thrill a minute, just like Cedar Point," Rebecca said.  

"The recorder started again when he set it back down, and I heard 

him accuse you.  I heard a lot of noise after that.  What 

happened?" 

 "He grabbed my rifle before I could get it, and my room 

key.  Then he left and locked me in.  The lights went out.  A short 

circuit, certainly.  Sizzled a good deal, then noises outside, and 

Parker began shooting at my door.  Turned out to be a big 

mistake, because in the dark his gun flashes could be seen, and 

some soldiers fired at the flashes.  That's what I figure." 

 "He was shooting at your room?" 

 "At my door, which he had locked a moment before." 

 "If he decided to shoot you, why didn't he do it up close, 

while he was in your room? That would be a sure shot." 

 "He'd locked me in.  First he was just holding me for 

execution biblical style, by stoning.  He wanted everyone in on the 

fun.   Then, the lights went out, all over that section of the camp, 

everywhere I guess except the small section near the front gate." 

 "I heard a motor on the recording.  What was that?" 

 "Don't know.  I was concerned with other problems."  I 

didn't much like lying to Rebecca, but I sure wasn't going to talk 

about the helicopter disc. 

 "Why were the soldiers so jumpy that they'd shoot into the 

dark?" 

 "Oh, you've heard Pacelli's sermons.  He gets them stirred 

up.  They're paranoid and will shoot at anything or nothing.  They 

expect to be attacked at any moment, like at Waco." 

 "This is too much like Waco.  You can't imagine how 

anxious we are to avoid anything like Waco again." 

 "Sure.  I can understand that.  Anyhow, I had lost control 
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of the cell phone at that point, locked up in my room, and with 

Parker Lee holding the cell phone in his hand." 

 Rebecca looked at me shrewdly.  "Cell phone in one hand 

and an automatic assault weapon in the other." 

 "Yeah, I guess." 

 "How does one fire a weapon like that with only one 

hand?" 

 "I use two hands myself, but I'm your thinking infantry 

man.  I aim my weapon.  But if you've seen John Wayne in action, 

he shoots with a machine gun in each hand.  Of course, you can't 

aim at anything and can't hit anything, but it looks good on the 

screen.  Movie-goers think that's pretty sexy." 

 Rebecca shook her head.  "Something wrong here.  How 

do you know he kept it in his hand?  Maybe he put it in his 

pocket?" 

 "That was where I found it, in his hand." 

 "How did that happen?" 

 I switched the car into a faster lane.  I had to be careful 

here, not to reveal too much.  "After I heard the shooting, I 

decided I'd better get out of there.  Lee's bullets had shattered the 

door, so I could get out even without the key.  I crawled, very 

low, and I crawled right into Lee's body.  It was sprawled maybe 

twenty feet from my door.  Well, I guess twenty feet, maybe more.  

I was distracted at the time." 

 "And you recovered the cell phone from his body?" 

 "Right.  I patted him down, looking for it and found it 

grasped in his hand." 

 "You were sure it was Lee?" 

 "If it were someone else, I could never explain how he got 

there.  Had to be Lee." 

 "You were sure he was dead?" 

 "I found myself splashing through his blood.  My hands 

especially and also some of my clothing were soaking in blood.  If 

he wasn't dead then I knew he soon would be.  I didn't want to 

stick around long enough to find out.  Especially since he wanted 
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me dead." 

 "Was there any possibility that if you had stayed you could 

have saved his life?" 

 Now that was a question I realized I had avoided asking 

myself.  Parker's death was too convenient for me to take much 

interest in preventing it.  "No way," I said.  "Bullets whizzing just 

over my head, pitch dark, general chaos.  I don't think I could have 

saved his life even if we were on the doorstep of a well-lighted 

emergency room." 

 "And it was not in your interest to save him." 

 That shut me up.  Damn.  Rebecca's as bad as a sister.  I 

drove along at the speed of the flow of traffic, edging into the turn 

lane well ahead of time.  I had to pick up I-696 and the I-96 to 

Lansing. 

 We were well ahead of rush hour traffic, so we maintained 

maximum speed and soon picked up I-96 toward Lansing.  I've 

driven that stretch so often it seems like home, and I drive it on 

auto pilot.  Much later, near Lansing, we picked up US-127 north.  

Rebecca seemed not to want to talk any more, but she appeared to 

be doing a good deal of thinking.  Had I revealed more than I had 

wanted?  I hoped not. 

 "What a rotten crowd," Rebecca said.  I took that to be 

small talk. 

 "They are human, and as Twain said, 'You can't call them 

anything worse than that.'" 

 Rebecca glanced over at me, but said nothing. 

 I said, "Calling them that saves the trouble of looking up 

worse cuss words, I suppose.  Mark had the same thought himself 

when he was residing among the miners of Nevada.  He observed 

the cheating, the thievery, the whoring, the fighting, the murdering 

and said, 'This is no place for a Presbyterian.'" 

 "I know this one: so he quit being one."  Rebecca laughed. 

 I sighed.  "So he says.  Don't know, though.  He 

considered the human species totally depraved.  That's an attitude 

he learned before he even learned to walk.  Have you heard this 
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one: 'We all belong to the nasty, stinking little human race.'" 

 "There's a depressing thought."  

 "That's Presbyterianism, straight out of the bottle.   That's 

Mark Twain.  He says things I've heard in Presbyterian sermons." 

 "But he was such a good man." 

 "The part of him that got cured of Presbyterianism.  But 

his humor still had a cruel streak in it, some of the time." 

 I turned on the radio and picked up the PBS station in 

Lansing, WAKR, which reached most of our route. 

 When we finally pulled into the long driveway at 

Berchtesgaden, we could see the devastation within the barbed 

fencing through the slumping front gate. 

 "Want to drive on into the camp?" I asked Rebecca. 

 "No, we don't need to go in.  All I see from here is 

blackened ruins.  Once those wood buildings catch fire, there's 

little chance of saving anything." 

 "Looks like one building survived," I said.  "The chapel is 

still in good shape, see?  It stood well apart from the others.  

Looks like the fire jumped from building to building, but didn't 

jump to the chapel because of the extra distance." 

 "Looks like that.  Also, did they ever store ammunition in 

the chapel?" 

 "No, I never saw any there." 

 "That makes a big difference.   A few explosions make it 

easy for fire to sweep across everything."  She seemed to know 

something about it.  Did her training cover such matters?  "I see 

some other buildings still standing, too.  Off to the back.  What are 

those?" 

 "Staff residences: Pacelli, Cronian, and a couple of others.  

I think one of them is home for several of the women.  Those 

buildings were separated from the others, too.  And probably had 

no ammunition." 

 "Wait; look.  Someone's coming."  Rebecca slid down in 

her seat, out of sight. 

 Someone was indeed coming.  Three trucks with large 
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trailers were turning into the drive.  I pulled my mini-van onto the 

driveway's verge to get out of their way.  As the trucks and trailers 

passed us, I read the signs on their sides:  'Joseph Green, General 

Contractor,' 'A. Leonard, Electrical/Mechanical Systems,' and 

'Pyramid Masonry.'  They went though the gate and parked in the 

lot. 

 "Well, they're not going out of business," Rebecca said.  

She put her hand on my elbow.  "We'd better get out of here.  

Others may be coming we don't want to see us." 

 I backed up and out of the drive.  We were back on the 

road before anyone else showed up. 

 "Lunch time," Rebecca said.  "Let's find someplace to eat.  

We need to talk about this." 

 The Country Cookin' Restaurant was less than a mile down 

the road, near an intersection, and we parked, choosing a slot 

around the side of the building near the back.  Rebecca wanted my 

mini-van to be out of sight from the road.   As we went in, 

Rebecca looked around the restaurant.  "Drat these high backs on 

the booths," she said.  "They make it hard to see who's here." 

 "Want to try someplace else?  Where you can see 

everyone?" 

 "No.  We'll chance it.  On the other hand, others can't see 

us very well." 

 We took a booth toward the back of the room, hoping for 

seclusion.  Actually, I rather liked the decor, with the high-backed 

booths.  Each booth seemed like a little intimate room by itself.  

One wasn't just feeding at the same trough as all the other hogs. 

 "Ask the waitress to bring me some coffee when she 

comes," Rebecca said.  "No cream."  She headed for the women's 

room. 

 She had hardly disappeared when I heard someone call, 

"Well, Jayo, my lad!"  It was Bull Pacelli himself, coming out of 

the men's room.  I realized that a booth at the back of the 

restaurant was not to be considered secluded when it was also 

close to the rest rooms. 
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 Lad, he called me?  Humorous.  "Hello, Commander."  I 

congratulated myself for not stammering or appearing alarmed.   

Would I be able to get rid of him by the time Rebecca returned? 

 Pacelli slid in next to me, not across from me.  Dammit, I 

thought, here's big trouble.  "Thanks for coming back early," 

Pacelli said.  "You're true blue loyal, and I hoped you'd be back 

this weekend.  I'm glad you couldn't stay away even the full 

week." 

 "You know I'm interested, of course."  Yes, in my way. 

 "Yes, yes, you are."  Pacelli leaned close, his mouth only a 

few inches from my ear.  "I've got bad news, Jayo."  So this is why 

he sat next to me, not across from me: to whisper something 

confidential. 

 "I know, I was there when it burned down.  I thought I was 

going to get burned up myself.  I got out fast.  What was it all 

about?" 

 "No, no, I don't mean the fire.  Besides that.  I mean, well, 

the bad news is we've lost Parker.  He's dead, Jayo." 

 "Dead!  Damn.  Was he trapped in the flames?  What a 

horrible way to die.  Oh, I am sorry, Commander.  It's a terrible 

loss for us."  How could I get him out of here before Rebecca 

came back? 

 "Terrible loss indeed, Jayo.  No, it wasn't the flames.  It 

was friendly fire.  He was shot dead by our own troops." 

 I put on a display of astonishment and grief on my face.  

We spies have to do that sort of thing. 

 "Yes," Pacelli said, "It's horrible."  He seemed to have 

mixed emotions on this point.  He really was saddened at losing 

Parker Lee, if I was reading his face right.  But there was 

something else in his voice, pride perhaps, awe maybe, but an 

excitement about having Big Things happening to him.  Death was 

more than cessation of life for him.  It was death's attendance that 

made any event memorable for the man. 

 "Shot?  Commander, how could that happen?" 

 "The men were shooting into the dark.  I checked the 
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bullets that killed Parker myself.  They came from our own guns." 

 "Our own!  What did the police -- I mean, the sheriff say?  

He'd consider this a homicide, wouldn't he?  Do you know who 

fired the shots?  Has the sheriff begun an investigation?"  I began 

to wonder if  my own fingerprints might be found on something 

fastened to Parker's body. 

 Pacelli shook his head, looking down his nose at me, with a 

sardonic grimace on his pudgy face.  "No investigation.  You 

worry too much.  No, I'm afraid Parker's body was so thoroughly 

destroyed by the fire that there's little question about how he died, 

so far as the sheriff or the coroner are concerned."  Pacelli seemed 

to exude satisfaction with his dismissal of official inquiries. 

 I thought about this.  I had left Parker's body lying in the 

middle of the street, far enough from any building -- twenty feet or 

more -- that it would not have burnt.  If his body had been 

destroyed by fire, then somebody had moved him into the fire.  

But only after Pacelli had recovered bullets from his body.  That 

can't be done in the dark, nor can it be done quickly.  This can only 

mean that Pacelli had found Parker, removed him to whatever 

building remained standing -- the chapel I'd guess -- taken out the 

bullets, and then deposited him back into the fire in order to cover 

up the cause of Parker's death.  Now wait.  The fire was burnt out 

that next morning.  So, Pacelli had had to start a new fire to do the 

job.  And I thought this was a man without brains.  He has them, 

twisted and warped, but they function and they protect him.  I 

resolved to be more cautious in my dealings with the man, and it 

appeared I would still be dealing with him. 

 "This is astonishing.   Damn, Commander, I'm sorry to hear 

this.  Anyone else killed?" 

 "No, no.  Lucky, really.  Could have been even worse.  You 

know, Jayo, he was especially fond of you.  He was talking about 

bringing you onto staff.  Cronian agreed with him." 

 "But, Commander, I'm not even of Gauleiter rank." 

 "No, you're not.  But requirements for staff people are 

different from requirements for line people.  You've been on the 
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line, in the U.S. infantry.  Jayo, I'm offering you Parker's position, 

as administrator general.  Meeting you here,  returning early, 

convinces me I'm right.  Will you accept?" 

 I stuttered, more worried about Rebecca.  "I --  I'm 

flattered, of course.  I just never expected -- " 

 "No, of course not, but dangerous times mean rapid 

promotions, and talent jumps grades.  You've proven yourself, 

Jayo, and your talents in writing, in analysis, in administration, 

well, that's what I need, what the Michigan Aryan Christocracy 

needs.  Will you do it?  Let's shake on it now.  Ceremony later, 

right?"  He held out his hand. 

 In shock, I found myself grasping his hand.  What would 

Rebecca say about this?  When would he leave?  Soon, soon.  But 

he had seemed to have found a home, sitting there whispering 

hoarsely in my ear.  He'd found a cozy spot next to me. 

  At this point, Rebecca returned.  She sat down across 

from me and Pacelli before she realized he was there.  Each of the 

three of us was flabbergasted, but Rebecca recovered first.  I tried 

signaling her, wobbling my head and grimacing while I waggled 

my eyebrows.  She may have had some difficulty interpreting my 

message. 

 She leaned forward to glare at Pacelli and me.  "The two of 

you think you can escape surveillance, don't you.  I'm here myself, 

in person, to tell you that you can play in the woods all you want.  

But if you think you are going to take your soldier boys out into 

the real world to shoot up some banks or post offices or whatever, 

you're sadly mistaken, you hear me?  Any illegal actions you may 

be thinking of, any bank robberies, or any assault on any citizens, 

and you'll both find us right on your necks.  That's my message:  

don't break any laws, don't use your weapons out in normal 

society.  Think about it." 

 She abruptly got up and stalked out of the restaurant, 

leaving Pacelli struck dumb. 

 "The bitch," I observed mildly.  "Women ought to remain 

silent." 
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 His mouth gaping open, Pacelli nodded.  "How -- how 

could she -- but I seldom come here.  How did she know I'd be at 

this place, at this time?  I didn't know, myself." 

 "You're right, Commander.  We've got to be more careful 

than ever." 

 "This confirms what I've suspected."  

 "What, Commander?" 

 "I had some dental work done a year or so ago.  That 

dentist planted a radio device in my teeth.  She can home in on me, 

any time, wherever I might be."  He turned a sad face toward me.  

"Jayo, you will have to keep close watch for that woman.  She'll 

be after you from now on, now you're administrator general.  You 

must watch her closely." 

 "I will, Commander, I will."   Oh, hell, yes. 

 "When we take power, Jayo, she won't be so uppity." 

 "Hmnpf.  Uppity women."  I thought about the uppity 

women in my life whom I had loved and wondered if I had been 

able to inject enough disdain in my voice.  Some acts are more 

difficult than others. 

 "I'm going to have to get out of here.  I suppose she's 

driven off by now."  Pacelli began easing out of the booth. 

 I didn't suppose that myself, but I did not argue the point.  

"I'm just picking up a couple things to go," I said, "and I'll eat 

them on the way home." 

 Pacelli nodded.  "Coming this weekend?" 

 "I wanted to ask you.  Should I?  Would I have a place to 

stay?" 

 "Oh, sure.  Already taken care of.  Yes, come.  I need you.  

Heil!"  

 I saluted.  Actually, sort of waved.  I muttered, "See you 

then." 

 Where was Rebecca?  I flagged down a waitress, ordered 

two coffees and two  burgers to go, and urged diligent speed.  The 

waitress seemed happy enough to see I was planning to leave 

soon.  Did she find my association with Pacelli worrisome?  Could 
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be.  Waitresses notice a lot more about their clients than some 

people think. 

 "I was pleased to see my friend in here," I said. 

 "Uh-huh." 

 "Do you know Mr Pacelli?" 

 "Yeah.  Comes in once in a while.  Not often." 

 Shortly, she presented me with my burgers and coffees, I 

paid up, and walked out. 

 Standing in the parking lot, I could see Pacelli was no 

where to be seen, nor was Rebecca for that matter.  Where could 

she have got to?  I got in my car and sat behind the wheel.  I could 

see most of the lot from there, and peered about looking for clues.  

Maybe she had taken refuge in the convenience store attached to 

the restaurant.  I started to get out. 

 "Just how long are you going to sit there, Jayo?  Get us 

out of here."  I discovered her in the rear-view mirror, lying on the 

floor behind the second seats.  She'd used some papers and a 

pillow to hide herself. 

 "Yes, Ma'am."  I cranked up the engine and pulled out on 

the road.  I went less than a mile, stopped and said, "You can 

come up here and be comfortable.  He couldn't see you now." 

 She was in an irritable mood.  She climbed out of the back 

and into the front passenger seat. 

 "Had to get us some food. Have some hot coffee.  Hope 

it's still hot.  Wish you could have seen the expression on your face 

when you saw Pacelli." 

 "Yeah, I'm in no doubt.  Your own face was a study: eyes 

wobbling back and forth, eyebrows going up and down.  I thought 

you'd got distemper.  But I admit --" she laughed "-- Pacelli's 

expression was better.  You'd have thought I was the devil herself, 

sitting right there staring at him.  My!  I don't get that good a 

reaction but once in a couple years.  Heh, hee-ee!" 

 I put the car back on the road and accelerated with some 

exuberance.  "Hee-ah-hoo-ee!  We're back in business again.  The 

game's afoot, Watson!  Let me tell you what Pacelli has just done." 
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 Rebecca shook her head.  "Driven you out of your mind, 

apparently.  Do you understand what we have just witnessed?" 

 "Yes I do:  we're still in play." 

 "We just witnessed a dazzling exercise in raw power.  Only 

four days since the fire, and they've already got contractors 

coming in and setting up their on-site offices and tool cribs.  

Anything less than two months is wildly unlikely.  Getting it done 

in four days means that the contractors have abandoned other 

customers to do Pacelli's job.  How can he have such power?  

Doesn't that make you think?" 

 "So, Pacelli has friends in he trades.  He called in some 

favors.  Probably did them favors in the past." 

 "So you think these contractors are doing it for love?"  Her 

expression showed she did not think so herself. 

 "Sure.  Including love for money.  Pacelli's paying a 

premium for special attention.  But let me tell you what he's done . 

. . " 

 Rebecca sighed.  "The fact that he's got these contacts and 

this much money gives you some sense of his real power.  We'll see 

if we can trace the route that money took to get into his hands.  

That should tell us something." 

 "I haven't told you the big news.  My big news.  About 

me." 

 "We've always known," Rebecca said, "there were some 

high rollers backing him, and we've identified some, but maybe 

now we'll have a fuller picture." 

 "Guess what." 

 "What!  What!"  She seemed a little testy, but maybe it was 

just me. 

 "Now that Parker Lee is dead, Pacelli promoted me to take 

his place." 

 She twisted her head to stare at me.  "Parker was second in 

command." 

 "Sure was.  Now I am." 

 "Let me be sure I understand this.  You are now Pacelli's 
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right hand man?  The brain behind the muscle?  The cool, 

calculating . . .  This is too much.  What did you say when he 

offered this?" 

 "I modestly pointed out that I wasn't even a gauleiter yet, 

much less an unter-fuehrer.  But he said staff positions are different 

from line positions.  And he needed me.  I'm rising in the world of 

pure-blooded aryan Christocrats."  I grinned at her for a moment.  

Her brow was furrowed in thought.  I could see her mind was 

racing. 

 "Why does he need you?  What did he say?"  Her mood 

was grim and all business, and not a celebratory or congratulatory 

temper. 

 "I presume because I'm a writer.  You recall that he found 

me useful in writing up a press release, and in helping him figure 

out a name for the big conference coming up in just a week.  Keep 

in mind that all the other recruits he's got are in their twenties, or 

even only teenagers.  I'm a half century older, wiser, and an 

experienced warrior trained by the U.S. infantry and a blooded 

combat veteran.  See how valuable I am?  Wouldn't you want me if 

you were he?" 

 "Oh, dear." 

 "What?" 

 "You were supposed to be just my eyes and ears.  We have 

to figure out what use to make of you now.  We -- I don't mean 

you and me -- I mean we, my supervisors and the psychological 

analysts on staff." 

 I said, "Seems to me we should look for the powers behind 

Pacelli, the people who use Pacelli and who must have something 

in mind for him to do for them, sometime or other." 

 "I know, I know.  We've got to be very careful.   They'd be 

upset if a newly recruited soldier defected, but they'd be truly 

murderous if they found out your connection with me now that 

you are in a more strategic position." 

 "Makes the game more interesting."  I grinned at her. 

 Rebecca rolled her eyes and compressed her lips.  I could 
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see she hates it when I talk like a B movie testosterone-driven 

action hero.  We drove mile after mile and I felt better for every 

mile we put between ourselves and Berchtesgaden. 

 Finally I said, "There's one more point you should know 

about." 

 "Oh?" 

 "I found Parker's body lying in the street, dead.  But Pacelli 

said he had removed bullets from Parker's body, and he couldn't 

have done that until the next morning." 

 "Okay." 

 "When I asked about the sheriff investigating Parker's 

death, Pacelli said not to worry, because Parker's body had been 

mostly destroyed by the fire.  Nobody would think to look for 

bullet holes in him."  

 "He couldn't have taken the bullets from a burnt corpse?" 

 "When I checked him out, his body was lying in the street, 

far from any building.  He couldn't have been burned there.  I 

figure somebody dragged him into a fire the next morning to hide 

the bullet wounds.  But the big fire must have burned out by 

morning, so it had to be a fire Pacelli had set that morning just for 

the purpose of destroying Parker's corpse.  Pacelli realized the 

sheriff would want to know who shot Parker." 

 "Ah."  Rebecca was silent for a moment.  "He's a shrewd 

animal, covered his tracks." 

 "Shrewd about not giving the law an opening to get at 

him." 

 "I'll include that in my report."   

 "Ever the diligent bureaucrat," I said.  

 She stuck her tongue out at me for that. 

 I dropped Rebecca off at my parking lot, saw her safely 

into her own car, made sure she locked the doors, and exchanged 

a wave as she drove off. 
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Chapter 13 
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 When I got back to Berchtesgaden early Saturday morning, 

I found a back-hoe following stakes and strings to dig basement 

foundations.  The old barracks had been built on sill beams laid on 

concrete piles, meaning that these new buildings were going to be 

considerably more expensive than the ones that burned.  So, where 

was the money coming from? 

 I found Pacelli out on the firing range, where he was 

supervising the unloading of tents from a flat-bed truck.  A crew of 

a dozen soldiers were pulling the tents into place as Pacelli 

pointed. 

 "Morning, Dawe," he greeted me.  "Take over here.  Get 

these tents up."  He walked off. 

 Sure, I could do that, you bet.  I followed the army scheme 

for lining up tents, with the mess tent at one end of the area and 

the latrine at the other.  What would we do for water?  Or 

electricity, for that matter?   The answer came later:  we'd do 

without, except for water the women brought out in the mess 

truck from the staff residences.  I was glad to see the women were 

safe. 

 I put my bag into one of the tents and wondered if I 

wouldn't be better off sleeping in my mini-van.  I vetoed that idea, 

on grounds that as Numero Dos I had to inspire the troops with 

my own willingness to share their hardships.  When we had all fifty 

tents set up, I led the men back into camp.  "Take ten, men!" I told 

them, and sought out Pacelli. 

 "When they start coming in, Dawe," Pacelli said, "assign 

four men to a tent.  Get Kalbmiller on it.  He's done it before."  

Kalbmiller turned out to be the fierce young man with a perpetual 

frown who had first greeted me on my initial visit.  I set him up by 

the front gate and assigned the men who had put up the tents to 

guide new arrivals back to the tent area.  Their route to the tents 

led them past the back-hoe working on the new buildings, so the 

depressing burnt-out ruins were not the only things new arrivals 

would see. 

 By mid-afternoon, a couple hundred Christocratic soldiers 
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crowded the tent area.  A couple dozen or so had arrived in 

recreational vehicles, which Kalbmiller lined up behind the last row 

of tents.   He insisted on RV owners taking in additional guests, to 

supplement our tent spaces.  By mid-afternoon, we were filling up 

the RVs and the tents,  Pacelli was everywhere, greeting new 

arrivals, giving orders and advising everyone to be at the parade 

ground at 4:00 pm, in full dress uniforms. 

 Next week was going to be the big conference Pacelli was 

calling "Closing the Aryan Circle."  This week served as a dry run 

for that event, and it looked like we'd have over two hundred this 

week.  Great heavens, how many would be here for that 

conference next week? 

 At one point, Pacelli put his arm around my shoulders, and 

I hoped I had not shuddered.  He seemed to be in an excited, jovial 

frame of mind, a party mood.   

 "We are saying goodby to a valiant companion in arms this 

afternoon, Dawe.  And we're introducing you as the new 

administrator general, to take his place.  I know you will make a 

good impression.  Be bold!  Show you are the true aryan fighting 

man, the man who commands, born of the race which rules."  

Then he was off again, leaving me wondering how to apply his 

instructions in the event.  I recorded everything for Rebecca. 

 As I wandered back toward the tents, to change into my 

uniform, I pondered my situation.  What am I?  What am I doing 

here?  What do I really want? 

 I'm a warrior, that's who I am.  A warrior carrying secrets, 

in the camp of the enemy.  No, that's not right.  I'm a spy, a mole 

burrowing deeper and deeper into the inner circle of a dangerous 

conspiracy, waiting for the right time to pounce and eliminate this 

threat to my Humanist values.  No.  That's not quite it.  I'm an 

outsider, a skeptic among zealots, a Unitarian-Universalist looking 

on from a transcendent vantage point with a sweeping perspective 

before me.  These people are dead wrong about the most 

important things in life.  Fortunately, I know what's right, and 

fortunately, I'm here. 
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 Okay, okay, that's arrogant.  But I am right, you know.  I 

am.  Look at these people here, milling around, getting dressed up 

fancy like little kids, drifting toward the parade ground.  They're 

doing something important to them.  Not important to me.  Why 

are they doing all this? 

 What am I doing here?  Watching.  Calculating.  Stalking, 

like the hunter I am.  Hunting the haters.  Protecting everyone 

against the haters and the hateful weapons they wave about. 

 What do I really want?   I want the life I used to have, 

before Marnie died in that car wreck.  A life without nazis to 

trouble me, that's what I want.  A life of looking forward -- for a 

few more years, anyway.  I liked my life.  I didn't need haters in it.   

 The parade ground was filling up with uniformed men.  

Pacelli had taken a place on the wooden stands, and he had 

Cronian beside him.  A detail was setting up flags across the back 

of the stands, huge flags of eye-burning scarlet, each with a black 

swastika on a white circle in the middle.   To one side of the stands 

were several band members, with bagpipes, drums, trumpets and 

cymbals.  They were lining up next to a gun carriage.  Upon the 

gun carriage was a white coffin with a large swastika on the cover.  

Over done, I thought.  Not to my taste. 

 Pacelli motioned for me to join him on the grandstand, and 

I reluctantly did so.  I would have preferred to be invisible in the 

crowd, but my time of invisibility seemed to be behind me.  I 

stood, as instructed, by Pacelli's left hand and one step behind him.  

Cronian stood by his right hand, one step behind. 

 "Atten-n-n-n-tion!" he bellowed.  "Dress right!"  The 

soldiers fell silent and dressed their rows.  "Stand at ease."  They 

spread their legs and put their hands behind their backs.  He 

looked around himself, proudly contemplating the more than two 

hundred soldiers before him. 

 "We bid a fond farewell to a gallant partner in combat," he 

shouted in a strained voice.  "Every one of us here today . . ."  

dramatic pause  ". . . owes an immense debt to administrator 

general Parker Lee.  His devotion to our cause was well known.  



- 151- 

His vigilance opposing treason against the White race, his 

determination to win victory, his wisdom in seeking the triumph of 

the will, are a heritage we treasure now and for years to come.  He 

knew the necessity of preserving the purity of our racial heritage.  

He fought well to sustain the battle.  The Jews and the Blacks 

have eliminated one of our strongest warriors, but that shall avail 

them nothing.  The mud people will know our vengeance is sharp.  

We will smite them, for what they have done to administrator 

general Parker Lee.  Our racial purity gives us the strength, the 

will, the devotion, the life, liberty and pursuit of our happiness:  

that will give us the victory. 

 "Parker Lee -- how his name brings tears into my eyes, nay, 

into my very soul -- Parker Lee contributed much to the goal we 

all seek.  We shall always remember his name.  From this day 

forward, the mess hall where we share a brotherly intimacy and 

where we gain the strength to carry on our labors, that hall shall 

henceforth be known to us all as Parker Lee Hall."  He paused, 

and shouts of "Heil!"  "Heil!" rose from the crowd. 

 "In a moment," Pacelli went on, "I shall order the parading 

of the colors, in honor of Parker Lee, for his funeral 

commemoration.  But first, permit me to introduce to you a 

comrade in arms many of you have already met.  Though he is new 

to us, he has shown himself to be a true aryan, a man accustomed 

to command, one who has known bitter combat, who joins us with 

the enthusiasm of a seasoned, blooded veteran.  He is our new 

secretary general, administrator, stepping into Parker Lee's shoes 

in this time of our need.  I give you Jayo Dawe!  Dawe, come 

forward." 

 I stepped forward, and Pacelli took my hand as though 

welcoming me into the club. 

 "Jayo Dawe, you are entering upon an awesome 

responsibility.  You are following in a great man's footprints.  But I 

know you are the man who has a sure stride on the battlefield, 

who understands combat strategy and has the will to win through 

great difficulties.  Soldiers!  Here stands a man who fought hand 
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to hand across hundreds of miles of harsh terrain, in the bitter 

freezing of Europe's worst winter cold, never daunted, never 

flagging in his forward march, and brave, although his companions 

around him were shot down by his side.  On our very own firing 

range, he has demonstrated a cool, calculating marksmanship.  He 

is a good man to have beside you in the fight.  He comes from a 

long line of Swiss fathers, mixed with Dutch and German 

ancestors.  I must tell you, my true companions, that before he 

died, Parker Lee had recommended to me that Dawe be brought 

onto staff, where his courage, his wisdom and his shrewd strategic 

thinking can strengthen us all." 

 Now clapping broke out, and more cries of "Heil!" 

 "There is no finer example of aryan racial purity than this 

man who stands before you, this man who from this day forward 

works to advance our cause.  I give you, our new administrator 

general, Jayo Dawe!" 

 I managed to stand up straight all through this, and I kept a 

straight face in spite of the hype.  Indeed, I even kept from 

smiling, for among these folk a smile is out of fashion in such a 

circumstance.  I was greeted with waves of applause, cheering, 

even whistles, that seemed to go on and on.  I looked from one 

side to the other, until it occurred to me that I must be making 

myself look like Mussolini, so I stopped to stare straight ahead as 

solemnly as I could manage. 

 Finally the crowd quieted down.  Pacelli stepped forward 

and cried out, "Color guard!  The funeral parade of colors!  

March!" 

 The small band let loose a frightful noise.  Trumpets and 

bagpipes do not mix harmoniously.   They vigorously contested 

the field with one another, while the drummers set up a marching 

rhythm that put the field in motion.  Flags appeared from the sides 

of the crowd, and the ranks and files of uniformed soldiers 

followed the various flags in a complex maelstrom of black pants 

and shirts, white faces, red flags and saluting hands.  They weaved 

back and forth, side to side, and around again.  A couple dozen 
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soldiers produced brands which flared up fiercely when they set 

matches to them, creating weird, dancing shadows on the parade 

ground around the fast moving soldiers.  With its white coffin, the 

gun carriage moved into this whirling storm.  The unter-fuehrers 

gathered about it and grasped the coffin's handles.  They guided it 

forward, then made a circuit of the parade grounds, moved past 

the three of us on the stands, and then off toward an area 

designated for the camp cemetery.  Pacelli took me by the arm, 

and we followed the gun carriage as it trundled along. 

 A detail had dug a deep grave in the camp cemetery 

marked off by an iron fence, beyond the far side of the parade 

ground.  Seven of the unter-fuehrers lined up at the side of this 

grave with rifles held before them as if for inspection.  The 

pallbearers stopped at the opposite side of the grave, attached 

straps to the coffin's handles and eased it over the edge of the 

grave.  The bagpipers and trumpeters let loose a hideous sound, a 

long, sustained, shrill note that hurt my ears.  When the coffin 

reached the bottom and the straps went slack, the noise stopped 

abruptly and the soldiers holding all the flags and torches let them 

dip toward the grave.  For a long count there was no sound, 

hardly a breath. 

 "Farewell, dear comrade in arms!" cried Pacelli.  "We'll 

meet again in Valhalla."  After a pause, he shouted, "Salute."  The 

unter-fuehrers fired their rifles in unison seven times.  Then, 

"Trumpeter, sound retreat!"   

 One trumpeter stepped forward to blow a call of only a 

few notes.  The unter-fuehrers, using arm gestures, now directed 

the ranks of soldiers in a quick march back toward the tenting 

area, where they were dismissed.  I must say, it was all done with 

vim, rather unlike the bland Presbyterian funeral services I had 

witnessed as a child.  But then, the Presbyterians were the people 

who used diluted grape juice instead of wine for their communion 

services, so what could you expect? 

 We milled around the tents for a while, and many of the 

men came up to shake my hand, grinning like apes.  Morgentag 
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and Kalbmiller were among them.  I was beginning to recognize 

many of the regulars now. 

 Pacelli motioned at me, and I worked my way over to him.  

"Come with me," he ordered.  We walked back toward the staff 

residential area, which seemed to have escaped the fire with only 

smoke damage.  Pacelli unlocked the door on his own house, and 

we went in. 

 "I need a drink," he said.  "What's your preference?" 

 "Beer.  Whatever you've got."  I sat in a swivel chair, which 

had only minimal padding. 

 He poured himself a tumblerful of vodka and handed me a 

bottle of beer and a mug.  I poured it out and began sipping.  

Pacelli swallowed the vodka in three gulps and filled his glass 

again. 

 "Historic," he said.  "That's what it is."  He flopped into a 

large wingback chair.  "Things are moving fast now.  The damn 

muds will never stop us now.  Did you see all the guys with the 

flags, the way they moved?  We've practiced that drill.  They got it 

right.  I'm proud of them.  Parker would have been proud of them.  

Means a lot, you know.  Shows solidarity.  Shows decisivenesses -

- decisive -- decision.  Shows we can  do anything we decide to 

do.  Shows triumphant will." 

 "Impressive."  Well, yes, I was impressed, in a way. 

 "Yes.  Oh, yes, impressive indeed.  Just the right word.  

Impressive.  I'll miss Parker.  God, I'm glad you came along when 

you did, Jayo.  You know I'm glad you got to know Parker before 

he left us.  Historic figure.  Important personage.  He liked you, 

Jayo.  Really.  Liked you." 

 This couldn't be his first drink of the day.  He was slowly 

sinking into a mellow inebriation. 

 "Admirable."  I smiled, nodded and waited. 

 "I know Jayo isn't your name.  I know that's really only 

initials.  Name:  Jules Oz.  Nutty name.  No offense.  Weird, but 

no, intend no offense.  I got a nutty name, too.  Bull.  People think 

that's a nickname.  You know?  Not so.  No, sir.  No so.  Bull, huh.  
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My mother named me Bull.  My father was long gone, never saw 

him.  Gone away.  Somewhere.  Mother named me Bull.  Don't 

know why.  She wrote it on the certi -- certificate.  Bull.  Fits, 

though.  Fits -- now.  Didn't fit when . . . when I was a baby.  Ha!  

No, not then.  Ha!  Ha!  Funny how things work out." 

 He sat staring at the floor for a while.  I didn't say 

anything.  I have never found much benefit in conversing with a 

drunk.  Some would say I'm antisocial, I guess. 

 "Jayo, Jayo, we're going to have to fix up Parker's house 

here for you."  Bull raised his bleary gaze at me, to my alarm.  Was 

he expecting me to move here permanently?  He loosened his tie 

and rubbed his neck.  His jowls needed the expansion space. 

 "After the conference next week.  I'll get it done."  He 

again fell silent and drank more vodka.  "Want another beer?  Got 

more.  Here." 

 I waved him off.  "Thanks, Bull.  Appreciate it.  But I'm 

fine." 

 "Okay.  Up to you."  He began to doze, then startled 

awake again. 

 "Oh, Jayo," he said, "it's such a heavy burden I carry.  No 

one knows.  Heavy.  More than other preachers carry.  I hear them 

preach, sometimes.  On the radio, I mean.  They don't care what 

Jesus said.  Just what they say theyselves.  Don't care what Jesus 

says."  Another long pause.  "Heard one guy peaching.  Says, don't 

pay attention to what Jesus said about giving away all  you have -- 

to the poor, I mean.  No, no!  Don't do what Jesus said.  The man 

says, he says, 'Jesus just wants you to be willing to give away what 

you got.'  Willing, he says.  Don't bother to do it.  Willing, that's 

all.  What counts.  Don' hafta doot.  Dumb jerk.  Ha!  Some 

preacher he was.  I follow Jesus.  Do what Jesus say.  Give 

ever'thin' I have to Christocracy, ever'thin'.  I follow Jesus.  Do 

what Jesus says." 

 He drifted off and began to snore.  My cue to go. 

 "Bull, I'm going back to the tents," I said softly.  "See you 

in the morning.  At breakfast." 
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 He roused up, nodded, then braced himself against the 

arms of  his chair.  I guessed that nodding made the room whirl for 

him.  "Breakfas'.  See ya." 

 It had been a half century since I had slept in a tent, but I 

made do.  Fortunately, the weather was warm and dry, the insects 

were not out in force, and my tent mates were quiet.  In awe of my 

exalted status, I supposed.  I slept pretty well, waking only twice 

to use the latrine, about average for me in recent years. 

 At breakfast, I was surprised to find the soldiers treating 

me with deference.  They waited until I spoke to them before they 

spoke to me.  That was okay with me.  But when I was their age, I 

despised the officers who ordered me around.  What was wrong 

with this crop, that they were so subservient?  Yes, I wanted 

distance from them, not because I wanted command but because I 

despised the hatreds which were their tectonic plates in motion, 

scraping up fierce, hot volcanoes of enmity.   Well, a fine mess 

you've got us in this time, Ollie. 

 The women had taken over the food service tent, preparing 

a solid breakfast for more than two hundred hungry men.  What 

had they all done during the fire?  I must have been right about 

them sleeping in the staff residences.  Like a women's college 

dormitory.  Or a harem.   Tolerable when teen agers, but surely 

vexatious for adult women. 

 I could never understand what made these women accept 

their exploited, subservient, submissive and docile status.  The 

men here were hate-warped personalities.  The women were no 

less so.  What had happened to them in their lives to make them so 

acquiescent, so biddable, so compliant?  At first I had pitied them, 

but my opinion was changing.  They did not have to accept the 

role the Christocrats placed them in.  They could just walk away.  

Ann Athema said she came here with her boyfriend, who then left. 

But she did not leave.  What was it about so many religions that 

break the women to the harness?  It was as though they asked to 

be domineered, but I could not countenance the placing of the 

blame on the victims.  This crushing subordination certainly went 
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way back, certainly to Biblical times.  Were some women 

perversely attracted to those religions because of male 

domination?  I could not believe this, since I knew so many fully 

mature women who would never accept domination, not even 

when it gained them the pleasures of sex.   Most women I knew 

matured before men of the same age did.  Was there a male instinct 

which caught women at an immature stage of development and 

maneuvered religious doctrines in order to keep the women at an 

arrested stage of development, making them permanent "children" 

and subject to male "parental" controls?    Certainly, most 

descriptions of god were of a male parental figure, designed to 

infantilize the women.   Only the men, well, men like Pacelli, 

claimed to be god's mouthpieces.  Seemed to be a great way to 

acquire wealth, as these warped "children" felt they had to give 

and give to the divine mouthpieces. 

 Some people are afraid of freedom, afraid of growing up to 

become mature adults.  I can't explain it to you.  If you ever figure 

it out, let me know. 
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Chapter 14 

 I woke earlier than the mass of Christofascists in the tents 

and the recreational vehicles.  I washed up and dressed almost by 

myself.   In my black uniform with white piping, and my cap with 

its shining visor, I routed out several guys from the brass band.  

Still sleepy, they nevertheless followed my orders and, after 

dressing, began marching down the rows of tents blasting reveille 

on their trumpets and bagpipes.  Such squalid noises!  I had never 

heard reveille like that before and found it enchanting -- since I 

was already awake.  The effect on those whose slumber it 

interrupted was probably appalling. 

 In the infantry I had never made any grade above corporal, 

which is pretty much automatic if you are still breathing.  So I 

rather enjoyed marshaling the men into ranks and then giving them 
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a morning inspection.  I strove to find something wrong with each 

one.  My only problem was to keep from giggling.  I call them men 

because that is conventional.  Actually, they were kids, teenagers 

and early twenty sorts.  They seemed grateful to me for pushing 

them around.  But I noticed the women were waiting patiently for 

breakfasters at the mess tent, so I dismissed the men with a scowl.  

And I still managed to be first in line with my  tin tray.  The boys 

stepped aside to let me go forward.  Nice. 

 Service in the chapel came next, and we all lined up outside 

the chapel door, until Pacelli showed up.  He seemed recovered 

from last night's inebriation.   Probably pretty much routine for 

him, I supposed; that helped to explain his bountiful gut. 

 Pacelli opened with a hymn which sounded much like a 

college football fight song.  Indeed, I suspected the tune had been 

filched from an unsuspecting institution of higher learning.  When 

Pacelli call on Cronian for the words of Jesus, she responded 

solemnly, "But those mine enemies, which would not that I should 

reign over them, bring hither, and slay them before me." 

 As she spoke, the sun came out from behind clouds and 

shone down upon her and Pacelli, as though they had arranged it 

all beforehand.  It was dramatic and you could see most of the 

crowd appreciated the effect, their eyes widening and heads 

turning to glance at one another.   

 "'Slay them before me!'" Pacelli cried hoarsely.  "Those are 

Jesus' very words.  Why?  Because they had refused to permit 

Jesus to reign over them.  They had rejected Jesus' rule.   They had 

been warned.  John  the Baptist had said, 'I baptize you with 

water; but he who is mightier than I is coming, the thong of whose 

sandals I am not worthy to untie; he will baptize you with the Holy 

Spirit and with fire.  His winnowing fork is in his hand, to clear his 

threshing floor, and to gather the wheat into his granary, but the 

chaff he will burn with unquenchable fire." 

 That got everybody else's attention, but I admit, in my 

case, my mind began to wander.  I had turned on my cell phone to 

get it all recorded, so my job was done.  I knew what he was 
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doing well enough.  He was bullying these nazis into doing what 

he wanted done.  He threatened them with slaying and burning, 

with unquenchable fire, no less.  So,  he was angry about the fire 

that destroyed his camp.  And he wanted revenge.  I was beginning 

to find this game less fun than I used to think, and I was getting 

bored with it. 

 Until I was suddenly jolted awake, hearing Pacelli call out 

my name, and seeing all the boys turning in their seats to look 

back at me, smiling, nodding, grimacing in what I supposed was 

approval.  Pacelli was motioning to me, to come up to the front of 

the chapel to stand by him.  I recalled Morgentag's ordeal 

momentarily and had mixed feelings about Pacelli's summons, but 

the expression on Pacelli's face was reassuring. 

 I slowly -- dramatically, I hoped -- marched up to the 

podium on which Pacelli was standing.  He put his arm about my 

shoulder and I stared out over the heads of the crowd. 

 "Well, Secretary General Dawe," Pacelli enunciated 

carefully, "what do you say?" 

 Applause swept the hall again, giving me a moment to 

ponder his question.  I wished I had paid a little more attention to 

whatever it was he had been talking about, but then I decided it 

would have made no difference.  I straightened up rigidly, drew 

back my shoulders and put my hands on my hips. 

 "Brothers of the blood . . ." I began.  Again applause.  "Let 

us swear by our shared blood heritage, that we pledge our lives, 

our fortunes and our sacred honor . . ."  more applause while I 

tried to remember whence I had stolen that line ". . . to the success 

of our mission, the achievement of our divine purpose, and the 

glory of our lord, master and supreme ruler of our destiny,  the 

Christ and Messiah, Jesus H. Christ." 

 Good grief, had I actually said "H.?"  Oh, I had, I had, and 

now they'll . . .  I looked around me wildly, expecting someone to 

start knotting a rope.  But they didn't.  They cheered passionately.  

At that point, I could have read the phone book to them, and they 

would have voted for me, or worse.  They recognized me as an 
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authority, and clearly assumed that the H was a mystical honorific 

with spiritual significance beyond the comprehension of ordinary 

mortals.  No doubt they expected I would let them in on this 

awesome secret when they had earned that mercy. 

 I was beginning to warm up to the task, and could have 

gone on for a while.  But Pacelli  was alert to that possibility and 

stepped in, his arm again around my shoulders and his other hand 

waving benignly in the air.  He was not about to let me upstage 

him. 

 "You see!  We've chosen the right man for the job, I do 

believe!" he roared, and the crowd roared back.  Gesturing for 

silence, he bellowed, "Now will the world know us, for what we 

are, for what we stand for, and for what . . . we . . . will . . . do!"  

Whatever the "job" was, the crowd ratified Pacelli's belief in me. 

 I don't like to dwell upon the painful moments in this 

chronicle.  There wasn't much more that warrants the telling, 

except that at lunch, all afternoon and until I drove away, different 

soldiers came up to me with tears in their eyes to shake my hand 

and pledge their undying fealty to me.  I cringe, now, to recall that 

memory and to confess that I found the experience charming.  No, 

no, I really wasn't about to be corrupted by all this power and 

devotion, but I began to understand why so many otherwise sane 

men and women run for office, or seek exalted ranks in their 

churches, or put on silly gowns to parade up to other people in 

silly gowns to receive doctorates, or stand at attention while some 

senile old graybeard pins a ribboned medal on their chests.  Are we 

all so uncertain of love from our own species that we need such 

trifling evidences?  But no, I was not risking corruption here; I 

was protected in this instance, of course, by my . . . well, by my . . 

. dammit, by my insincerity. 

 On the long drive back home, I wondered what Pacelli had 

said in praising me while my mind was otherwise occupied.  

Something rather contrary, I was sure, to my ethical bent, my 

moral disposition, my political wisdom and my generally 

beneficent character.  Something my federal employer might not 
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entirely think well of, I dared guess.  What will Rebecca think?  

Oh, yes, I might be in big trouble here. 

 

 

 "H?  You actually gave Jesus a middle initial?  H?"  Trudy 

was persistent in questioning me, as always.  She seemed to give 

some importance to my addition to Jesus' name. 

 "It wasn't my fault.  It just slipped out.  I didn't plan it.  

Everybody's got a middle initial.  Maybe his middle name was 

Harold.  How would I know?"  Besides, I thought, if I had had 

time to think, I would have come up with something more original 

than H.  Z, maybe, or X. 

 She rolled her eyes to the ceiling and clenched her mouth.  

"I'm amazed you got out of there with your life." 

 We had finished a late lunch and were waiting for Rebecca 

to arrive.  Before sending the cell phone to Rebecca, I had not 

been able to make the damn thing work and had not, therefore, 

been able to listen to Pacelli's words about me.  So, I didn't know 

just what he had told the crowd I was to do for the Christocracy.  

How had Parker Lee happened to turn the thing on?  Just 

stumbled across it, I guess.  I spent the afternoon browsing 

through Trudy's library, skimming through a couple of her 

gardening treatises.  She has her own way of saving the world, and 

that's okay with me. 

 When Rebecca showed up, she seemed grim, not her usual 

brisk, commanding self.  I'd hate to think Rebecca had been 

unnerved by what I had recorded.   While Trudy finished getting 

supper ready, Rebecca and I sat in the living room going over our 

plans.  "What could you have been thinking?" she demanded.  

"We've never had an agent take control of a subject of surveillance 

before this." 

 "Is that what I did?  I took no initiative in this.  Pacelli just 

bumped me up when he lost Parker." 

 For an answer, Rebecca drew the cell phone out of her 

purse and turned it on.  I watched, so I would know how to do it.  
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Pacelli's voice came booming out of the thing. 

 "They burned us out.  We shall burn them out.  With 

unquenchable fire.  They killed our Parker Lee, the most idealistic, 

dedicated warrior among us.  We shall require that they be brought 

hither, to be slain before us, in emulation of Jesus the Christ and 

the Messiah.  We have been too patient too long.  We have 

suffered too many indignities degrading to the aryan followers of 

the Christ Messiah.  We have not yet exercised our God-given 

right to rule.  We have waited too long, oh Lord, to wreak your 

vengeance upon those who oppress us.  We shall strike, soon, to 

defend the purity of the White race. 

 "For all this we need a lieutenant competent in the practice 

of lightning warfare, one who is an expert marksman, one who can 

train the young among us to act like men, one who knows the 

tactics and weaponry we must use to claim our dignity.  We need 

one who is ruthless, merciless and resolute.  You have seen one 

such among us out on the firing range, one who shows his 

marksmanship, his instinctive skills with weapons.  You have seen 

one such among us who can take charge, who can impose 

discipline, for only the disciplined can survive this war and win.  

You have seen one such, new though he was only a few weeks go, 

who is devoted heart and soul to our cause.  Yes, his hands are red 

with the blood of his enemies, for he has slain them, not just once, 

not twice, but time and time again.  You'll want to shake that hand, 

to share his combat mastery, to sense the will to triumph which 

drives this blooded warrior.  I appoint him whom you have seen 

among us to organize the lightning strike force, train it for action, 

and lead it in terrifying strikes against the enemy.  You all know 

him of whom I speak:  Jayo Dawe!  Here, Jayo, stand up so 

everyone can see you.  Come on up here, Jayo!  Know him, 

soldiers, for the blooded combat veteran he is.  Yes, here, Jayo, 

stand by me." 

 After a pause, he said, "Well, Secretary General Dawe, 

what do you have to say?" 

 You could hear the clapping and general turmoil.  After a 
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noisy stretch came my own voice, "Brothers of the blood . . ." and 

more turmoil.  "Brothers of the blood," I repeated. 

 Rebecca turned the cell phone recorder off.  I smiled at her, 

but she did not return the smile.  Her expression was aloof, 

impassive.  "You created quite a stir back at the office downtown." 

 "My performance played well among the spooks, did it?" 

 She shook her head.  "Don't say spooks.  That's another 

agency altogether.  To be sure, your performance did create a -- 

shall we say --- a twitter among us." 

 "Thank you, thanks to all.  A good actor relies upon an 

appreciative audience.  Certainly your associates are in a position 

to relish the subtle nuances of my handling of my duties.  What did 

they have to say about my performance?" 

 "I was just coming to that, Jayo.  I had our staff 

psychiatrist analyze what you said." 

 "Great!  Is he Freudian, Jungian, or . . ." 

 "I recorded what he said, knowing you'd want to hear."   

Rebecca looked so grim when she uttered these words that I 

listened with mixed feelings.  She zipped the cell phone to the end 

of my own part in the recording, then pressed the play button. 

 "Here's what he said about you." 

 The pontifical voice that filled Trudy's living room was 

almost self-assured, but with an edge to it that I calculated might 

indicate some small uncertainty of mind.  Or, was that tone merely 

his professional hauteur? 

 "The speaker is a cool cat," the voice said.  I nodded and 

smiled. Indeed.  Right on.  That I am.  I'm the first to admit it. 

 "In order to preserve that cool in those circumstances, the 

speaker either has little understanding of what is going on around 

him or else has slipped into a dangerous mode of thought we 

sometimes see in combat-exhausted veterans.  We call this 

overstretched mode the 'Achilles syndrome,' for it connotes a sub-

conscious conviction that he is invulnerable to the consequences of 

his actions, that he can't be killed.  The difference between life and 

death in combat is often merely chance.  Some soldiers are killed 
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in situations normally thought to have little danger in them.  Some 

veterans have survived situations in which no one can understand 

how they happened to survive.  The dangers were so powerful, so 

numerous that every person looking at them rationally would 

judge that death was inevitable.  Yet, the veteran himself  knows 

he is still alive, and he comes to the intuitive gut feeling that death 

cannot touch him.  It is not the same as fatalism, in which the 

person believes the manner of his death is pre-ordained and 

nothing can kill him until the appointed moment.  It is worse.  It is 

a feeling that he is playing a game, that winning the game is 

splendid, but losing the game has no real consequences because it 

is, after all, only a game.  He will pick himself up, dust himself off 

and be ready to play the next game, like an actor who dies in this 

movie but is available to sign a contract for the next movie.  

Notice how this differs from the kamikaze soldier, who isn't 

playing a game at all and understands the fatal consequences of his 

actions but accepts them for the greater good of the nation he 

serves.  The worry here is not just that the Achilles syndrome 

person will carelessly, thoughtlessly blunder into his own death but 

rather that he has a carefully hidden agenda of his own, his own 

rules for his own game, the rules that tell him whether or not he 

wins .  .  .  or loses his own game, and those rules are not the 

Agency's rules.  Indeed those rules -- the goals of his personal 

game -- may be in conflict with the Agency's purposes in placing 

the spy or the mole into his position." 

 Rebecca turned off the recording and looked solemnly at 

me.  I smiled and shrugged my shoulders in what I thought would 

be considered an engaging manner.  She continued looking, as 

though trying to peek through my eyes into my mind.  For a 

disturbing moment, she reminded me of Parker Lee's way of 

staring at a person, trying to fathom the hidden depths of a 

person's psyche.  It occurred to me that I would not ask that 

psychiatrist to fix lunch, for he sliced his baloney too thin to be 

tasted.  I did not offer that opinion to Rebecca. 

 I said, "You think I'm an Achilles player?" 
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 "Yes.  Do you?" 

 "What makes you think so?"  I didn't like this.  I felt as I 

would have, had I been sitting quietly in a restaurant with dimmed 

lights, enjoying a private and intimate conversation with a friend, 

when suddenly a spotlight shot down from the ceiling onto me, 

just me.  I felt singled out, no longer hidden among the crowd, 

safely anonymous, but now only too notorious. 

 "Intuition, perhaps."  She looked at me with penetrating 

eyes.  "I have understood from the first that you have a different 

way of looking at the world and at these crazy militia types.  Do 

you, in fact, have a different agenda?  A different game all your 

own, with your own set of rules?" 

 "I thought you felt confident I was not susceptible to their 

blarney." 

 "I have no worry on that score.  But, I do get the feeling 

that you are wandering down paths I know nothing about.  What 

game are you playing here?  Your game?  Your rules?  With nazis 

and us agents as pieces on your board that you move around?  For 

fun?  A cryptic game of some sort?" 

 "The aryans' game?" 

 "No.  Your game.  Are you toying with the Christocrats?" 

 "How would I be doing that?  I need an example in order 

to understand what you mean." 

 "Right.  Okay, then.  How did the camp happen to burn 

down?" 

 "I didn't set it on fire." 

 "How did it happen that the camp burned down?  I think 

you know just how it happened, and I think you had something to 

do with it.  No, I don't think you set it on fire yourself.  Not 

deliberately.  But . . . I don't know.  There's just a big question 

mark here.  Would the camp have burned if you had not been 

there?  You might not be the arsonist.  Were you somehow the 

ultimate cause?" 

 As Rebecca spoke, Trudy came into the living room from 

the kitchen, a fierce expression on her face. She had been listening 
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intently. 

 "Was I?  I suppose, if we look at it a certain way, a case 

could be made that my presence, my actions somehow made the 

fire possible." 

 "What were you doing just before the fire started?" 

 "I was in my room, talking with Parker Lee." 

 "The night he died?" 

 "Yes, the night he was shot in the street outside my room.  

You've heard the recording, what he said." 

 "That recording was interrupted after Lee asked you what 

brand of cell phone you had." 

 "That was when he picked it up, looked at it and -- I don't 

know how -- he set it off, heard his own voice coming out of it 

and realized I had been recording everything." 

 "Ah!"  

 "He understood at once what was what.  He accused me of 

being a spy, said he was going to put me on trial, trial by the 

Christocrats.  That means death by stoning, since that's what is in 

the Bible.  I started to grab my rifle, but he was closer to it than I 

was and seized it before I could.  He took my room key off the 

table and locked my door as he went out, to keep me a prisoner.  

Though he overlooked the two windows.  He said he'd notify the 

perimeter guards that I was a traitor and not to let me leave, even 

if somehow I did get out of the room." 

 "And then he was shot.  Within seconds."  Rebecca's voice 

was strained, and she looked at me as though I weren't quite 

human.  Sort of an alien of some kind, something that had evolved 

on a far different planet. 

 "Well, within moments, yes."  I was pleased I could leave 

out the effect of the helicopter sounds without actually lying about 

it. 

 "Did you shoot Parker?" 

 "No.  I had no gun to shoot him with.  I might have shot 

him.  If I had had a gun.  Contrary to your psychiatrist's views, I 

know when I am in danger and will take steps to survive." 
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 "What did you do at that moment?" 

 "Mainly I took a wire coat hanger and bent it double. I held 

it in a towel and stuck the ends into the electric outlet.  I short-

circuited the electric outlet.  That blew a breaker, apparently, and 

the lights in all that part of the camp went out.  All except near the 

front gate, so far as I could tell." 

 "That was when Lee was shot?  Then, who shot him?  

Why?" 

 "Yes.  Soldiers in the other cabins began firing when the 

lights went out.  There was shouting. Some of the guys came out 

of their cabins into the street, it sounded like.  I'd guess Parker 

figured I had managed to cut the lights, and he began shooting at 

the door of my room.  Hard to hit anything in the dark, of course.  

Silly thing to do.  All he did was smash the door.  That's how I got 

out.  I'd guess the other soldiers saw the flashes when he was 

shooting, and they fired at the flashes.  They aren't well 

disciplined, that crowd.  Too young.  Too inexperienced.  It was a 

dark night.  They should have held their fire until they could 

distinguish targets clearly.  Of course, if  their careless shooting 

had not killed Parker, he would have killed me right then." 

 "Does that upset you?"  Rebecca spoke intently, and I 

wondered if that thought upset her. 

 I shrugged before I realized that wasn't very smart, and 

quickly added, "Yeah.  It makes the umpteenth time I have nearly 

got myself killed.  I'm upset whenever that happens." 

 Of course, all the other times were in combat in northern 

France, with fire coming from original German-bred model nazis. 

 "The way Pacelli described you:  bloody warrior, killer of 

many men, skilled in personal combat, knowledgeable in the ways 

of mayhem.  Is he right?  Is that you?" 

 "Oh, Rebecca, he was just trying to be nice to me.  And to 

encourage the others to like me." 

 "Is that you?" 

 "Well, I have to admit, yes, it was, once.  Then I got 

married."  I smiled briefly in what I hoped was a reassuring way.  
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Would she understand that Marnie had calmed my warrior mode, 

made me a respectable, civilized, gentlemanly sort of chap? 

 "Now, you are no longer married. Have you become that 

bloody warrior again?" 

 I was silent a long time, but I did not let my eyes leave 

Rebecca's face.   Finally I smiled.  "I'm hoping your questions have 

now gone beyond your responsibilities as an agent of the Federal 

Bureau of Investigation.  I'm hoping I can take that personally." 

 At last she laughed, and her face relaxed in a jovial smile.  

"I refuse to answer." 

 Trudy, her face lined with worry, broke in.  "Dinner's ready.  

Are you two ready?" 

 "Thank you, dear friend Trudy," Rebecca said.  She and I 

got up, and the three of us sat down to eat.  Trudy was relieved 

that the tension between Rebecca and me had evaporated so 

quickly.  Rebecca seemed relieved, presumably because she felt 

she had got the truth out of me at last.  And I was certainly 

relieved that the tense discussion had ended without Rebecca even 

suspecting the truth of what had happened that night when Parker 

Lee had been shot to death.  I did not need to mention that the 

Christocrats were all panic-stricken by the thought they were 

being attacked by black helicopters in the dark of night, piloted by 

mud military men in blue helmets.  I had got away with my prank. 

 So everyone was happy, and our conversation was 

contentedly intimate.  Good food helps soothe unsettled 

dispositions and induces a contentedness in troubled hearts.  We 

chatted about Detroit politics, always fascinating.  We covered 

questions about Trudy's Audubon Club and its cries in the 

wilderness.  We talked about a dozen topics.  When we finished 

eating, we sat at the piano again and sang Broadway show tunes 

of decades ago.  I always love Larry Hart's melancholy love lyrics 

and the lilting melodies Richard Rodgers put them to, melodies 

with sophisticated twists in them. 

 When I dropped Rebecca off at her building, I took the 

opportunity to clasp her to me for a moment, long enough to kiss 
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her, this time on her lips.  And she kissed me back.  Then she 

quickly got out of  the car and into her building. 

 She had kissed me back.  Well!  That was something! 
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Chapter 15 

 This was the big weekend:  "Closing the Aryan Circle." 

 Pacelli had advertised in all the small publications willing to 

carry Christocracy ads and in a dozen or so Internet e-groups that 

wallowed in faith-based hate, racism and anti-Semitism.  Some of 

these callow youths were here because they hated Jews, some 

because they hated homosexuals, some because they hated 

Atheists, some because they hated African-Americans and Asian-

Americans.  So, they all understood each other.  They talked about 

the love of Jesus, which they all understood was a code word for 

the hatreds that really drew them here. 

 A couple dozen more tents were set up, I saw.  What must 

they cost?  Accommodating this big conference in such a short 

time after the fire was an amazing piece of work.  Also, more than 

a dozen basements had been built for the new buildings to replace 

the burnt flimsies.  Money seemed to be flowing like a rising tide.  

Those who came this weekend would see evidence of power, 

money and resolve.   

 I had gone back on Thursday, at Pacelli's request.  He 

assured me my permanent residence would be ready for me to 

occupy before long, after the conference weekend.  Plans for 

"Closing the Aryan Circle" had been written up by Parker Lee, and 

we followed them closely.  A dozen of the unter-fuehrers had come 

back to help, and the women in the kitchen tent -- always present, 

it seemed, and their silent services were exploited thanklessly -- 
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had their numbers augmented by the girlfriends of a number of the 

young soldiers just arrived for the weekend.  I wished I had an 

opportunity to talk with them, to learn what their motivations 

might be.  Did they live for humiliation?  Did they cherish the 

insults of their men?  Were their self-images so dehumanized that 

they thought their "silent in church" roles were their just desserts?  

Incomprehensible. 

 I supervised the youngster -- his name had slipped my mind 

again -- at the gate who had first greeted me on my initial visit.  

Without words, but by his scowl and the tilt of his head, he made 

clear his disapproval of the fact that I greeted each new arrival 

with a smile and a handshake.  That was contrary to the severe, 

restrained mood he clearly felt was required at all times. 

 Pacelli stopped by the front gate to advise me that he 

wanted me to give the troops a lecture Sunday afternoon on the 

principles governing the strategy of the lightning strike force.  

"Like the Storm Troopers, you know," he said.  "Or Commandos, 

you know.  Special shock troops, you know, ready for any kind of 

rapid projection of force, in any kind of hostile environment."  The 

youngster I was helping staff the front gate now looked upon me 

with new respect. 

 I nodded.  "Yes, Commander, I'll be ready." 

 Oh, good grief, could I remember enough from my rather 

commonplace infantry training to put together a lecture about 

blitzkrieg commando tactics?   I had been only a grunt, not an 

officer concerned with principles of strategy or subtleties of 

command.  But then, little as I knew of the subject, fortunately my 

audience would know even less.  I would give them battle prattle, 

and no one would guess how little I really knew.  Yes, I could 

learn from Rebecca's staff psychiatrist:  it was time for the next 

move in my game.  

 When Saturday morning arrived, we already had a good 

sized crowd on the grounds, and I must say they seemed well 

organized.  The parking lot began filling up with Jeeps, Rovers, 

Troopers, pick-up trucks and Broncos.  When a stretch Cadillac, 
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as long as a football field, drove into the lot it did not park but 

stopped right at the gate.  A very old man slowly emerged, 

carefully planting his feet on the ground and straightening his back 

with deliberate care.  Though Pacelli had not been around earlier, 

he suddenly appeared and passed me by to greet the old man.  He 

clasped the old man's hand in his own large hands, wrapping fat, 

sausage-like fingers around the old man's shriveled hands. 

 "Mr. Feral!  What a pleasure to see you again, sir." 

 This Mr. Feral was not likely to make it into heaven, 

because of the weight of the heavy chains of gold burdening his 

spirit.  But while he remained on earth he could find an 

enthusiastic welcome at any church he might choose.  He must, I 

concluded, be a -- perhaps the -- source of funds for the Michigan 

Aryan Christocracy's rebuilding program.  I resolved to learn more 

about this generous fellow, beginning with the license plate on his 

limousine.  I was easy to memorize:  "MINE." 

 Pacelli, who had already demonstrated his ability to 

browbeat the youngsters who devoted their lives to his religion, 

now demonstrated an equal competence at fawning.  He walked 

sideways, crablike, as Mr. Feral made his progress into 

Berchtesgaden.  He faced Feral and smiled while eagerly listening.  

But Mr. Feral did not talk loud enough for me to hear.  Finally, 

Pacelli noticed me and gestured for me to join them. 

 "Dawe," Pacelli called, "come over.  Mr. Feral, I want you 

to meet our new Secretary General, Jayo Dawe." 

 I stuck out my hand as I approached his eminence.  Mr. 

Feral looked me up and down, with a calm deliberation.  He had a 

somewhat protruding belly, but was otherwise scrawny, reminding 

me of a prairie dog which had swallowed its neighbor.  His face 

showed at least as many years as mine did, but he was longer in 

the jaw and hollower in the cheeks.  He squinted as though he 

were in bright sunshine, though it was an overcast day, and his 

eyes glistened like those of a jackal watching the business activities 

of his next meal.  Slowly he extended his hand, though not fully, 

making it necessary for me to come closer and reach further.  We 
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could scarcely have been said to shake hands, for he caught my 

hand only with two fingertips and his thumb, as though he were 

picking up an insect of doubtful reputation.  I guessed that he must 

suffer from arthritis, he seemed so reluctant to move his various 

body parts.  No doubt his knuckles hurt him, and I took care not 

to squeeze the two fingers he offered.  His oblong skull was nearly 

devoid of hair, like the head of a vulture intent upon career 

opportunities. 

 He waited for me to speak first, so I obliged.  "Glad to 

meet you, Mr. Feral." 

 "Oh?"  He paused.  "You're taking Lee's place." 

 "No one can take Mr. Lee's place, Sir, but I hope to serve 

the Christocracy to the best of my ability."  

 He nodded.  "Good man."  But he wasn't talking about me.  

"Lee was a good man." 

 The three of us walked slowly toward the new 

construction. 

 "Got a start, Bull." Feral said. 

 "Yes, Mr. Feral," Pacelli said.  "We had to call in some 

favors, but we're under way." 

 "Cost enough," Feral said. 

 "Very costly, Sir."  Pacelli was happy to agree. 

 We walked inside one of the new basements, where the 

walls had been poured only a couple days ago, and sat down on 

the fresh concrete.  Feral fixed his stare on me. 

 "You're different from what we usually get," he said.  

"Commander, let me talk to this man alone.  Go about your 

business." 

 Startled, Pacelli stammered a bit, then said, "Thank you, 

Mr. Feral.  I must attend to the program, and I appreciate your 

understanding that.  Send Dawe, here, for me when you want me."  

He bustled off. 

 I shifted into my journalist mode, anxious to explore Feral's 

motives and imperatives, his mind and character while I had him 

within reach.   Now, I know everyone has a low opinion of us 
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journalists, an opinion which I share in a few cases I could put 

forward for your consideration.  Too many interviewers badger 

their interviewees, trying to get them to lose their temper, or erupt 

in grief, or otherwise lose self-control sufficiently that they will say 

something worth a sixty second TV shot, to help that journalist get 

that promotion into a more prestigious market. Sure, I know how 

disgusted you get when you see that on television talk shows, and 

I despise that too.  Me, I don't do that.  I'm proud to say I'm more 

subtle.  Instead, I try to sense from whatever clues the interviewee 

gives just what is important to him or her, just what kind of grief is 

preoccupying the interviewee, or just what preening pride is 

warping the interviewee's judgment.  I start every interview by 

listening for those clues.  This, then, is the moment I get 

despicable, for I use that insight to establish an instant rapport 

with my victim.  You see, that is when they really start blabbing, 

for they think I am a friend and just like them, sharing their views 

and prejudices.  They are mistaken. 

 Feral did not take his eyes off me.  He seemed to have 

difficulty opening them fully, giving him something of  the 

appearance of a tired, aged horse, what with his long face. 

 "For one thing," he said, "you're older than any other 

recruits I've seen.  Pacelli tell me you're a blooded combat veteran, 

too.  We haven't got many of them.  Why you?" 

 "I'm different, all right," I said, wondering just how to 

handle this man.  "I have my own reasons for coming in.  Maybe I 

don't agree with all of the religious stuff, the anti-this and anti-that, 

but I see a vigor here I don't see in mainstream America.  There's 

energy here." 

 He laughed.  "I'm a combat veteran myself." 

 "Yes, I know you are, Sir.  I sensed that in you." 

 "Did you indeed."  He leaned forward confidentially, and I 

felt I was hooking my fish.  "I appreciate your telling me about 

your skepticism.  I see a strength in you.  I admire strength.  Do 

you admire Pacelli?" 

 "Certainly."  I answered in similar confidential tones.  "He 
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has street smarts, solid instincts.  Oh, I know he'd be lost in 

combat, thought he seems to want to talk about it a good deal.  

Most real combat men don't talk much about their experience, but 

it leaves its mark on them, as it has on you yourself, Sir.  Pacelli 

pulls people to him.  People willingly take orders from him, even 

when they don't entirely agree with him, when it may even be to 

their disadvantage to do what he says.  Pacelli has chutzpah."  I 

could have used the word 'audacity,' or even 'guts.'  But I wanted 

to see how Feral responded to a Yiddish term.  His face showed 

no adverse reaction.  So, I've learned that much. 

 Feral was quiet for a spell, and I could almost hear the 

gears meshing in his skull.  "I size him up about the same, that, and 

he's loyal to me.  I value that."  He squinted his moist eyes on me 

again.  "I'm trying to figure if you're the sort to be loyal to me, 

too." 

 With my eyes fixed on his, I said nothing, but slowly 

smiled.  And waited. 

 "Ah.  No.  I see.  I thought not," he said.  "You're loyal to 

yourself.  Like Parker Lee.  You'd be loyal to me so long as it 

served your own purposes.  That's something I understand in a 

man.  Just what are your purposes, Mr. Dawe?" 

 I caught that 'Mr."  Good.  We're making progress here. 

 In a low, deliberate voice, I said, "Loyalty is a two-way 

street, earned and not merely donated.  I give loyalty in return for 

loyalty." 

 He nodded and smiled.  "Yes, yes, I respect that.  I expect 

that.  I suspect that . . . we understand one another.  I must know, 

just what are your purposes, Mr. Dawe?" 

 I was drawing a picture of myself in the man's mind, by 

holding up a mirror to let him see himself reflected in what he 

thought he saw.  Now I had to complete the picture with a 

purpose so vague that it too was a Rorschach image mirroring 

whatever might be in the man's mind.   I smiled broadly as I mulled 

over this strategy.  I wanted him to feel that his question amused 

me. 
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 "Surely my large investment in my time and energy 

parallels your large investment in money," I said. 

 "Truly?"  He tilted his head back to look along his nose as 

though it were  rifle sight.  "I've invested many hundreds of 

thousands of dollars in Berchtesgaden, Mr. Dawe." 

 "I know.  I'm thankful that you have, Mr. Feral.  But you 

have more millions left, in my calculations, and I am investing my 

time and my energies, and my investment leaves me less left over 

than your investment leaves in your bank account." 

 He laughed, a sort of coughing, gasping laughter that 

nevertheless shook his scrawny body.  "Perhaps so, perhaps you 

are right.  This is only one of my investments, it is true.  And 

though the gamble is speculative, you are right: I can afford it.  

There may come a time, Mr. Dawe, when it is wise for me to have 

my own army." 

 Bingo!  There it is!  That is the clue to the man.  Now I 

understood him fully enough.  "Exactly, Mr. Feral. Strength comes 

in many forms.  Sometimes in political influence, sometimes in 

cash on the counter, and sometimes in the number of armed troops 

one can put in the field." 

 "You are shrewd, Mr. Dawe.  I see you are probing for my 

understanding of the future of our civilization.  Do I see rightly?" 

 Future of our civilization!  Good grief.  Did all his 

investments have this megalomaniacal scope?  I had to drive the 

nail home. 

 "Mr. Feral, I was a history major in college, and I've 

studied history as a vital enthusiasm all my life.  I've studied the 

collapse of empires, great power structures that seemed invincible 

but that collapsed nevertheless, in the fullness of time.  The 

Romans, the Greeks, the Persians, the Chinese, the Moguls -- 

when their empires collapsed, for most people life changed little.  

People still fell in love, married, raised children, created arts, made 

their livings.  The average citizen hardly realized it when Rome 

fell.  But when our civilization falls, it will be far different.  Every 

electric clock on every wall will forever after mark the exact 
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instant when our civilization fell, mutely reminding every citizen of 

each individual's personal grievous loss at the exact moment of 

that great fall.  That is when the strength of bank accounts will 

vanish like morning dew under the noontime August sun, when the 

strength of political influence will be scattered in the hurricane's 

winds, and when the only strength remaining will be the gun.  

Whatever else, this group we both support will retain some 

measure of that strength.  Here, we will have the strength of 

organized warriors." 

 Feral's face seemed frozen, tight and drawn, as though he 

had seen the four horsemen of the apocalypse pounding down the 

Alley toward us.  Finally, without speaking, he reached out to take 

my hand and to clasp it in both his own.  We sat silently that way 

for a while, until he said, "At last!  I tried to make Lee understand 

that.  I even talked to Pacelli about it, but he couldn't see what I 

was driving at.  We understand one another, you and I, Mr. Dawe.  

I have been waiting for such a one as yourself to appear.  I will 

back you to the fullest.  Now, I see Pacelli lurking about.  I don't 

want to turn him against you, not now.  So, I will turn you loose, 

that I may spend the rest of my time today massaging Pacelli's ego.  

He needs that.  I see it is not necessary in your case.  You may go 

now." 

 I was relieved to be dismissed, for I felt the strain of this 

interview.  Feral has started our interview by being deliberately 

enigmatic.  But once I understood he was nothing more than one 

of those silly survivalists, he was easy enough to get around.  Silly, 

but with a lot of money -- a most dangerous combination in 

anybody.  I could use this knowledge of the man's mind.  If not for 

the FBI's benefit, then certainly I could use it for my own game.  

Somehow.  Ha!  That FBI psychiatrist was right about me.  I did 

like to play games well enough.  When it seems to mean 

something, that is.  And I believed this crazy Christocracy could be 

stopped in its tracks.  That would mean something.  

 I quickly said my goodby and walked away.  I noted Pacelli 

returned to Feral as quickly as he could. 
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 Saturday afternoon was devoted to a parading of the 

colors, the colors in this case being mostly red, black and white.  

Though most of the soldiers parading here were only occasional 

visitors -- probably no more than three or four times a year at 

most, I'd guess -- nevertheless the parading was excellent.  If you 

like that sort of thing.  They kept their lines straight, their pacing 

regular and always in step.  Motivation counts, and hatred is a 

great motivator.  Alas for our species. 

 After several hundred of the soldiers in black uniforms had 

paraded, they fell into company formation, facing the stands where 

Pacelli, Feral and I now stood, with a dozen unter-fuehrers lined 

up behind us.  These hundreds of men were absolutely silent, like 

the stillness before a storm.   After a moment's pause, we heard 

drums in the distance.  Soon a large swastika flag came down the 

Alley, borne by a husky flag bearer in an unter-fuehrer's uniform 

with death's head patch, accompanied by a drummer on each side.  

The sound of the drumming grew closer, more dominant, more 

compelling and hypnotic.  They came down a center aisle that the 

marchers had left open directly in front of the stands.  A group of 

six honor guards fell in on each side of this trio and escorted them 

toward the stands.  As they reached the stands, the flag bearer 

dipped the flag to Pacelli, then marched up past us to install the 

flag at the back of the grandstand. 

 The flag bearer took his place behind the row of other 

officers.  The two drummers turned and stood at one side of the 

stands, still drumming.  The honor guard wheeled about to return 

back down the aisle, where a second flag appeared, with another 

pair of drummers.   I realized now that these flags bore not only 

the swastikas but also the names of Michigan communities.  Like 

the first, this second flag was dipped, then installed at the back of 

the grandstand.  The two new drummers joined the first two, and 

all four kept on drumming, mindlessly. 

 One by one, more flags were brought in by their bearers 

and drummers, each group starting from a distance down the Alley 

and coming to dip the flag to Pacelli, Feral and me, with Cronian 
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and the growing number of unter-fuehrers arrayed behind us. 

  As the number of flags grew, the drumming sound 

insinuated itself into my internal organs, in an intimate penetration 

of my interior organs.  The effect was more than hypnotic, almost 

hallucinatory.  I wanted to escape the throbbing vibrations, and I 

refused to surrender to the drums.  As it continued, the 

combination of marching men's footsteps, the drums, the swirling 

of the flags became almost sexual in their impact, and I fought the 

seduction of it all.  My mouth was dry, my eyes responded to the 

dust by watering, and my muscles ached to move. 

 By this time Pacelli, Cronian and Feral were looking dazed.  

This gathering of the colors was, I saw, a highly emotional 

torment, even a poignantly religious ordeal.  What was an 

annoying intrusion for me was, for them, a transcendence beyond 

normal experience that transported them into a powerful mystical 

state.  The marching, the drumming and the swirling colors 

penetrated these men's sense of self, taking them over, compelling 

their surrender and giving them a grotesque, perverted exaltation. 

 Finally the last flag and its community was welcomed and 

installed.  In an instant the company of drummers fell silent, all at 

once.  How did they do that? 

 The silence was awesome for a long count.  Pacelli raised 

his hand and several hundred men began to chant.  It was difficult 

to make out what they were saying.  Something about, "Michigan, 

Michigan soon is ours.  Then the world, the world will hear . . . "  

But the rest of it was lost to me. 

 I yearned to disrupt this show, one way or another, to 

interfere with the powerful gravitational force pulling all these 

haters together, giving them all a visceral conviction of the 

authenticity of their various malices.  But they were beyond my 

reach.  For the moment. 

 The ranks began to move in a peculiar swirling pattern of 

motion,  not like the old infantry parades I had been used to but 

something different in how they moved across the field.  The 

closest thing I've seen would be the remarkable university 
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marching bands which display unusual formations in constant 

motion.  These Christocratic formations seemed designed to stun 

any spectators as well as the marchers.  I fought off the stupefying 

effect of the drumming, the chanting and the marching.  I glanced 

over at Pacelli, who seemed lost in a trance.  I attempted to resist 

the narcotic effect of the scene. 

 After a few more moments, the drill was over and the 

soldiers once again lined up before us.  Pacelli stepped up to the 

microphone. 

 "At ease."  His words boomed over the hundreds of heads 

before him. 

 "An evil man once said," Pacelli paused as he glared about 

him, "that he --  HE was master of his fate, the captain of his soul.  

That's arrogant!  Arrogant!  No, we are none of us masters of our 

fate, God is.  God is!  We are not captains of our souls.  Jesus is 

captain of our souls.  Jee-sus!  The Christ!  Those who preach 

against obedience to God would condemn each of us to isolation, 

would make us spiritually lonely.  Those heinous Atheists who 

claim 'Anything goes,' are responsible for the decline in morals in 

our time.  Those who place arrogance at the top of their false list 

of values have created an uncivilized chaos, have brought our 

civilization close to collapse.  Jesus is coming!  We aren't told the 

exact day or hour, but we must be ready to accept Jesus whenever 

he arrives.  Jesus is coming to rule us in heavenly perfection.  Oh, 

never think he will set up a government of so-called democratic 

processes.  You didn't think he'd be asking your opinion, did you?  

No, Jesus is not interested in your opinion, nor in mine. Jesus 

knows what we need better than we do ourselves. It is Jesus' will 

that rules us, as a dictator rules, yes, you heard me, a dictator, who 

assures us our happiness and our moral perfection by setting down 

those perfect laws for us -- us infants in the sight of God -- his 

fatherly orders which he knows are best for us.  We will no longer 

be separated from our fellow aryans. Our individuality will be 

melded into Jesus' person.  We will all be part of something greater 

than each of us, to become united with the universe, for Jesus is 
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the universe.  Jee-sus is nature.  Jee-ee-sus is everything, and we 

will be part of Jesus.  Only when you are part of something better 

and bigger than yourself can you achieve pure, contented 

blessedness. Lose yourself in the greatest personage in the entire 

universe.  Lose yourself in Jesus, and find your true self in Jesus.  

Be at one with everything.  Do you feel it?  Did you feel it in the 

parading of the colors?  That feeling of wholeness was a faint hint 

of what unity with Jesus can mean to you.  But only if you are not 

arrogant, only if you forget self, and selfishness, and the things we 

are selfish about.  Forget your country.  Forget your job, no matter 

how important you may think it is, or how important you may 

think it makes you.  Forget your parents.  Forget your wife and 

your children. Forget this ugly thing you call your Self.  Lose 

everything.  Gain union with Jesus.  Gain perfect communion with 

Jesus.  Gain the world!" 

 Pacelli went on like this for some time, getting more 

mystical and incomprehensible, though I suppose he thought he 

was giving the troops his most important message.   The speech 

was anti-freedom, anti-maturity, anti everything we Americans 

build our free society with. 

 Finally he reached the end of his sermon, shouted "Atten-

shun!  Dissss-misssed!"  And the crowd broke up.  I had recorded 

it all, and I pitied the poor FBI agents who were obliged to listen, 

not only to listen, but to pay attention.  Well, we all have our trials 

in this world.  The soldiers seemed to buy the message, and 

clustered around Pacelli to thank him for his words and to praise 

him.  Modestly, he said it was the Holy Spirit talking, not himself. 

 We ate as quickly as the men could fill their metal trays and 

find seats.  As dusk fell, we gathered once more on the parade 

grounds.  This time, a detail had erected a large wood cross behind 

the stands, and wrapped it with burlap.  They soaked it with 

gasoline.   

 Feral, Cronian and I had seats off to the side of the stands, 

and Pacelli again took charge of the microphone.   The men all had 

brands in their hands this time, all soaked with gasoline.  Pacelli 



- 183- 

again spoke of the purity of aryan blood, and said the aryan spirit 

would spread around the world like spiritual fire.  I noticed he had 

a heavy glove on one hand. 

 "Your spirit will illuminate the world," he said, and his 

words boomed out into the dark.  "Your hand will bring Jesus to 

us."  With that, he lit his hand with the glove, and it flared up in 

yellow and blue flames.  He held the burning hand above his head 

for a moment, then turned to the huge cross behind him.  His hand 

flaring brightly in the dark, he thrust it against the cross, and the 

flame  began crawling up the cross.  As it began to burn, he turned 

back to the hundreds of men surrounding the stands. 

 "The cross is your inspiration.  Come, set your souls on 

fire from the cross Jesus bore." 

 Immediately, rows of men came up to the cross, used it to 

ignite their own brands, and marched back into ranks.  When they 

had all filed through, the parade grounds looked like an inferno, 

and I could feel the heat coming from all those hundreds of brands.  

Then they began their intricate marches again, with flaming brands 

instead of flags.  The mood was peculiarly different, as though the 

men had been replaced by demons from hell.  They chanted as they 

marched, calling out, "Ray-Hoh-Wah!  Ray-Hoh-wah!" over and 

over.  They moved about in intricate maneuvers, as the drummers 

set the pace.  Within moments, however, the brands began to fail, 

and quickly the men filed past a dozen large steel barrels, where 

they plunged their brands into what I supposed was water.  

Individually, they returned to the mess hall, not marching this time. 

 The Parker Lee mess hall was taken over by the punk-rock 

band that called itself "Fourth Reich."  The music was pleasing to 

the teenagers and twenty-somethings, but was only noise to me.  

The girls who had come with the men danced with them, brought 

them desserts, and fondled the men, raising their excitement to 

another level.  I sat by myself, off in a corner, and tried to listen to 

the words of the songs.  That same chant, "Ray-Hoh-Wah!" 

popped up in some of the songs. 

 "Six million more!" the lead singer shrieked, and the crowd 
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responded with "Heils" and nazi salutes.   I also heard, "Kill the 

fags!  Kill the godless bastards!"   

 "You kill all the niggers, and you gas all the Jews --"   The 

lead singer did his best to follow the heavy beat. 

 "Kill the gypsies and those fagots, too. 

 "You just killed a kike, don't it feel dead right? 

 "Fuck 'em!  Kill 'em!  Get 'em!  Fourth Reich!" 

 The crowd began howling, "Raaaay-ho-o-oh-wa-a-ah!" 

over and over. 

 I finally grabbed one of the lower ranked youngsters and 

demanded, "What are they saying?"  He grinned a malicious sneer 

and said, "Old granddad, they're saying ray-hoh-wah.  That's short 

for racial holy war.  We're out for blood, old man, blood."  He 

snickered and giggled, then turned back to the band.  I don't know 

if he was on drugs, but he acted as though he was. 

 The earlier frenzy was outdone by the band's performers, 

who now began swinging large machetes around their heads, 

occasionally bringing one smashing down on one of the chairs on 

stage.  I wondered if  Pacelli had ordered a supply of chairs for the 

purpose. 

 I'd had enough for an old man.  I went to bed, finding my 

tent in the flickering light from the mess hall. 
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Chapter 16 

 Pacelli arranged for a second service on Sunday morning, 

to accommodate the crowd.   The first service was jammed.  All 

were in black uniforms, some with dress caps for supporting 

members and wire-stiffened officers' hats on the unter-fuehrers.  As 

they entered the chapel, each man removed his headgear and held 

it in his hands. 

 More than the usual number of women were watching 

from the balcony.  Rather than occupying their time with dying 

strips of cloth and hooking rugs, they kept close eyes on their 

men.  I wondered what they really thought of these proceedings.  

Whatever their opinions might have been, they kept silent.  

Doubtless, each had been warned on this point by the man who 

had brought her. 

 When Pacelli called upon Cronian to recite Jesus' words, 

she solemnly uttered, "Every kingdom divided against itself is laid 

waste, and a divided household falls.  And if Satan also is divided 

against himself, how will his kingdom stand?"  She paused, 

perhaps giving the audience a moment to think through the answer 

to this rhetorical question, then added, "When a strong man, fully 

armed, guards his own palace, his goods are in peace; but when 

one stronger than he assails him and overcomes him, he takes 

away his armor in which he trusted, and divides his spoil.  He who 

is not with me is against me . . ." 

 Pacelli built a baneful sermon on this theme and put some 

of his own rhetorical questions to the crowd. 

 "Will we aryan Christocrats permit our house to be 

divided?"  he roared. 

 It took the crowd a moment to realize he wanted them to 

answer, so he stared out over the heads of the soldiers until several 

responded, "No, no!" 

 "Are we strong men?"  he shouted. 

 Now they understood what he wanted and in voices 
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equally loud answered, "Yes!  Yes!" 

 "Are we fully armed?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "Are we guarding our own palace?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "Are our goods in peace?" 

 "Yes!"  On this point I thought he was taking some risk, 

since his camp had been burned to the ground, but they knew what 

answer he wanted, regardless of the ashes blowing about on the 

premises. 

 "Shall we permit anyone to overcome us and take away 

our armor?" 

 "No!"  "Never!" 

 "Are we all with Jesus the Christ Messiah?" 

 "Yes!  Yes!  Yes!" 

 By the time Pacelli had run through more such questions, 

the crowd was excited and each soldier had overdosed on his own 

adrenaline.  I looked around to search the faces of these men, each 

one trying to look strong, fully armed and dangerous.   

 My own speech was set up for the early afternoon.  The 

chapel was again crowded, but this time almost exclusively by the 

unter-fuehrers.  Pacelli had other doings arranged for the lesser 

men. 

 Formidable as my audience appeared, I found it reassuring 

to know that few -- if any -- of these men had military training, 

and I doubted that any had ever been in combat.  They must have 

looked upon me as a historical artifact, some sort of Roman 

gladiator or medieval knight disinterred for the occasion to share 

ancient secrets with them. 

 "First," I said, "forget what you have seen in the movies.  

John Wayne was never actually in combat himself and never knew 

anything about it.  Narrow escapes from dangerous predicaments 

are okay for movies, but you don't want any such thing.  You want 

to succeed in your objective, not to entertain some yahoos.  The 

best and most successful armed assault is the one in which you 
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seize your goal without ever having to fire a shot.  You achieve 

success by showing conclusively your capacity for overwhelming 

fire power instantly, without warning, so the enemy knows that 

resistance is futile.  He sees that at once, and you don't have to 

explain it to him, understand?   You make shooting unnecessary 

when you show that your firepower is far heavier than that of your 

opponents.  You take possession of your objective, then once you 

have in your hands what you came for, you disappear as quickly as 

you came, like lightning, so the enemy no longer has a target.  No 

one is able to shoot at a lightning bolt." 

 I rambled on a while in this vein, keeping my remarks 

vague and general.  These dummies, I thought to myself, would 

not get anything they could use from my remarks.  I had only to 

utter generalities that sounded good, but were of no use to anyone 

without real training.  Nevertheless. after the talk, twenty or thirty 

pompous and scowling unter-fuehrers clustered around me to 

compliment me on my wisdom as a warrior and to express their 

appreciation of my sharing my battle experience.  I let the cell 

phone record it all, out of foolish pride, I suppose.  It tickled me 

to think of Rebecca's friends back at FBI headquarters hearing all 

this.  Hey, if you can't have fun, and find pleasure in your work, 

you might as well not bother going to work. 

 After dismissal, as I walked back toward the tent where 

Pacelli's temporary office was set up, a dark mood of depression 

settled about my shoulders like Dracula's cape.  This was all 

getting to be too much like a job, dreary and boring.  I ought to be 

plotting some merriment, but I was wrung dry.  Was the 

atmosphere of the place beginning to get to me?  Was I showing 

yet another sign of old age?  Worse, was my attitude changing 

toward these losers, taking them more seriously?   Meeting Feral 

somehow made me sober, even gloomy, instead of eager to poke 

fun at these misfits, these wash-outs.  Money did that, I thought.  I 

could write off these bozos as dumkopfs and essentially harmless, 

as long as they were no more than a bunch of silly losers running 

around the woods shooting themselves with paint pellets.  But 
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with Feral's money behind them, they began to look a little 

different.  Feral gave them a capacity for mischief.  I could shrug 

off the under-achievers themselves, disregard the guns and 

dynamite, the flags and flames,  the talk about battles and brawls, 

which none of them really knew anything about.  But I could not 

dismiss so lightly Feral's millions.  Pacelli had a pipeline into the 

man's wallet.  I knew how compelling Pacelli's words could be on 

certain kinds of personalities.   Feral made this whole deal more 

serious, and this just wasn't as much fun as it had been. 

 Okay, maybe it wasn't just Feral's money.  Maybe I was 

letting the overwhelming sounds and sights of the parading of the 

colors and flaming brands wear me down.  It ought to be funny, 

laughing out loud funny, to see hundreds and hundreds of men 

dressed up in silly uniforms, lined up like dancing ants, marching 

to deafening drumbeats, frenzied by chanting their hatreds, 

blotting out everything human within themselves.  How could 

they?  Why didn't they all collapse in a giggling, embarrassed 

heap? 

 But then, I was a key part of their disillusionment.  No, no, 

I mustn't think that.  In my case, it is all right because I am not 

sincere about it.  I must hang onto that thought, that insincerity.  It 

was that insincerity which preserved my integrity whole. 

 I entered Pacelli's tent and found myself the only occupant.  

I wondered if this were a fortuitous opportunity, but decided, nah.   

I just slumped down in a swivel chair to wallow in melancholy for 

a while, when Cronian came in.  I guessed she had seen me go into 

the tent and had come after me.  Without any greeting, she said, 

"If you had wanted, I could have come up with a biblical quotation 

for your speech." 

 I stirred myself out of my despondency.  "Thank you, er . . 

.  Tell me, what do you wish me to call you?  I don't feel I can call 

you Cronian, the way Commander Pacelli does." 

 She smiled.  "Yes, call me Cronian.  It's my name now."  

The smile helped her face, in spite of its wrinkles and blemishes of 

encroaching age.  Much like my own face. 
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 "Okay, Cronian.  What sort of quotation did you have in 

mind?  I hadn't thought of that." 

 "Oh, most anything you're talking about, I can find a 

quotation for you." 

 "But what if the pertinent quotation is contrary?  I mean, is 

in opposition to the point I want to make?" 

 "Oh, I'd find another.  I can find just about anything you 

want in the Bible.  If one quotation doesn't work, another one will.  

There are all points of view in the Bible.  Just pick out the one that 

fits best, that says what you want said.  That's what's so wonderful 

about the Bible." 

 "Ah.  I see.  Say, Cronian, I wanted to express my 

sympathy to you, about Parker Lee, I mean.  I know you and 

Parker were close friends.  I saw how well the two of you worked 

together." 

 My remark seemed to alarm her rather than comfort her.  

She did not respond for a bit.  So I waited. 

 "Deputy Commander Lee was a great man," she said 

quietly, as though in an effort to be demure.  I had not heard the 

Deputy Commander title applied to Lee before.  "Now, 

Commander Pacelli has asked you to help fill his shoes, at least on 

most things.  I did my best to help the Deputy Commander.  I shall 

devote my efforts to helping you, as well, Secretary General 

Dawe." 

 I nodded.  "Thank you, Cronian.  And what is your title in 

the Christocracy, may I ask?" 

 "Archivist." 

 "Ah, I see.  You keep the religious records and books." 

 "Yes.  A passive role, I must point out.  Other than bringing 

forth the sacred words at the times requested, I keep silent.  I 

know what is required of me." 

 This would be a curious remark any place other then 

Berchtesgaden.  I did not pursue the point.  Instead, I said, "Your 

choices of verses are very much to the point.  You must know 

more about the Bible than anyone else here." 
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 "Thank you, Secretary General.  I try to please." 

 "I thank you for your words of support.  I'm sure I will 

need your help and guidance in the months ahead."  I watched her 

face closely, but she showed no reaction.  So I went on, "No other 

woman here plays a leadership role, as you do.  How did you 

come to hold the prestigious position that you have?" 

 Again, she seemed more alarmed than complimented.  "If, 

as you say, I hold a unique position within the Christocracy, I 

would say it is a result of God's favor, as He acts through the 

Commander.  I hope He is pleased.  I am totally dedicated to the 

Christocracy, devoted to God and the Holy Spirit and loyal to the 

cause.  Perhaps the Commander sees that.  I know he sees your 

devotion and understands your talents and experience.   He has 

placed you in a unique position of leadership here within a very 

brief time.  He respects you.  Therefore, I respect you and will 

give you my full support to the limit of my ability." 

 Then her expression changed subtly, a certain shrewdness 

creeping into her eyes.  "You are surprised," she said, "to find 

yourself thrust into such an important position in the Christocracy, 

second only to the Commander himself, aren't you."  It was a 

statement, not a question. 

 "It was nothing I planned, or expected or even thought 

about," I said, relieved to be able to say the truth for once. 

 "The Commander prefers to promote people who are not 

ambitious, personally ambitious, I mean.  He judges you more 

reliable than someone who might have campaigned for the job."  

She watched me carefully, reminding me of Parker.  I tried to 

display a look of innocence and dutifulness -- if that's a word. 

 "That helps me understand you," I said, "and the role you 

play here.  I can see that you, too, are reliable and interested only 

in serving the Commander." 

 She nodded.  "You and I are two of a kind in that.  Just as 

Deputy Commander Lee was, while he lived.  You are so like the 

Deputy Commander.  He never sought the position which 

Commander Pacelli holds." 
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 I thanked her and fell silent.  There was something odd 

about her last statement, but I couldn't put my finger on it.  I was 

too tired, too melancholy and distracted by the day's trials.  Or, 

perhaps it was just old age weariness pressing upon me.  No.  My 

mental alarm bell was ringing.  There was something here about 

Parker's death, about Cronian's peculiar statement that Parker 

never sought Pacelli's position, about the spooky relationships 

among all these people  -- something needed figuring out.  

Damned if I knew how I should interpret all this. 

 Cronian's unique role contrasted and emphasized the usual 

role of women here.  Even this woman, though obviously 

exercising great power, spoke of herself as totally subordinate and 

without ambition of becoming an independent person.  Could I 

somehow make all these women shed their childish status and 

become fully adult, fully themselves?   How could such a 

dominated, subjugated person blossom into her full potential?  And 

just why did these men all insist on being proxy parents to their 

women, rather than lovers and husbands sharing life with partners 

who are worthy of equal status?  I was afraid I knew the answer to 

that.  These men identified themselves with history's greatest 

losers, the nazis.  Naturally they would fear having a woman who 

was reasoning, articulate, a mature adult and a full human being.  

Perhaps if I brought a woman to camp who exemplified a strong 

female adult, a fully human persona?  Say, like Trudy, who never 

was subordinate to any male in her life, once she passed infancy.  

Or, heavens, like Rebecca, who exuded responsibility and 

leadership instincts.  I found that thought entertaining. 

 I returned to my tent to relax, troubled by the day's events.  

Rebecca said never underestimate these clowns.  Okay, so I 

wasn't, I guessed.  But I was still in a bad mood.  Here I was 

overtly supporting a hate-filled thing that I despised, and I was 

stressed out in doing so.  What was I to make of Feral's remarks?  

Why did he look for the joker's card in this deck?   A survivalist?  

What a joke; the man was even older than I was, and death would 

find him at least as soon as it would find me.  What could 
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survivalist strategy possibly mean to a man at the end of his natural 

span of life?   The game he was playing was even sillier than any 

game I might be playing.   He wanted my loyalty, to himself 

personally.  And he said he had had a special relationship with 

Parker Lee, a relationship he tried to re-establish with me now.   

 Cronian's odd comment about Lee not wanting Pacelli's 

position came back to me.  Had Feral tried to use Lee to displace 

Pacelli?  In effect, to take personal command of the Christocracy 

through Lee, finding him more complacent than he had found 

Pacelli?  As much as Pacelli fawned on Feral, he did so only to 

suck out some money from him.  With Lee, it would be different.  

Feral would have his own surrogate in control 

 Suddenly it came to me.  Cronian was trying to let me 

know, without saying it, that Parker Lee had indeed tried to push 

Pacelli aside and take his place.  She was warning me I'd better not 

do that or I would suffer the same fate: death in the dark by 

Christocrat bullets.  My melancholy was instantly replaced with a 

chill.  I was in danger of interfering with other people's games. 

 So: that meant Pacelli had murdered Parker Lee.  Cronian 

must have known that and tried to warn me off. 

 Good grief!  Who am I?  What am I doing here?  What do 

I really want? 

 Who am I?  I'm an insincere actor, playing a devious role, 

in a perfidious play, upon an illusory stage, with a counterfeit 

house attending to my every spurious word.  The only real persons 

in my make pretend world were my dear sister and my dear 

control.  Oh!  Did I . . .  yes, I did, I called her dear in my mind.  

Well! 

 So that's who I am.  What am I doing here?  Simple.  I was 

spying on vicious people whose instincts were far different from 

mine.  I was keeping an eye on them for people who could defend 

my Michigan against whatever evil they might do. 

 What did I really want?   I wanted to be me, the real me.  I 

wanted out of here, to be some place where I could be myself. 

 The next morning was better.  Morning's world is always 
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more tolerable than the night world.  I watched Pacelli see Mr. 

Feral off in his limousine.  Then he beckoned to me, and I 

wandered over to join him as he walked back toward the mess 

tent. 

 "Now you've met our most generous supporting member," 

Pacelli said.  The relief in his voice was obvious.  "He likes what 

he saw of the work going forward.  He likes you, Jayo, and hopes 

you will fill Parker's shoes." 

 "Thank you, Commander.  I'll try." 

 "I appreciate your staying overnight instead of going back 

home last night.  From now on, Dawe, I'd like to have you come 

for extended weekends,from Friday morning -- or Thursday 

evening if you prefer -- until Monday evening, or Tuesday 

morning.  We have a great deal of work ahead of us.  And 

remember, once we have Parker's house repaired and redecorated, 

it's yours.  Stay in it whenever you wish." 

 "Thank you, Commander.  I'll do it.  And I'll be here 

Thursday evening, as you wish.  I appreciate the confidence you 

show in me." 

 The long ride back home was tedious.  I was tiring of this 

game.  How did real spies and moles, out there in the real world, 

continue to function year after dispiriting year? 

 I looked forward to seeing Trudy and Rebecca.  I needed 

to get my own personality back. 
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Chapter 17 

 Before I reached home I dropped the cell phone in the mail 

to Rebecca.  I holed up in my apartment and ran the television 

with some kind of romantic comedy, but without actually 

attending to it.  I just needed something to flush out the drums, 

swirling flags and flaring torches.  I went to bed early. 

 The next morning, I stopped by Trudy's apartment, but she 

was out.  So I took a long walk by myself, along the curving paths 

through the municipal park within the Elmwood Park super-block.  

It was lovely, and soothing.  I began feeling better, more my own 

self, as the intrusive images of Berchtesgaden and its hordes of 

nazis began fading away.  I loved Detroit, and this municipal park 

was one of  the reasons. 
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 I wanted to see Rebecca.  For personal reasons, not merely 

business.  When I returned to my apartment, I phoned her office. 

 Without even saying 'hello,' she asked, "Where are you 

phoning from?" 

 "Oh, uh, my apartment." 

 She slammed down the receiver, without concern for the 

well-being of the instrument.  Yeah, yeah,  okay.  Damn, I was 

careless.  So I shouldn't have called her from here.  But surely no 

one could have traced the call in such a short instant.  Could they?   

Dammit,  all I wanted was to talk with her a bit. 

 I spent the next couple of days writing a first draft of a 

novel about an alien visitor from another  planet.  This extra-

terrestrial was puzzled by the habits of humankind and was politely 

asking for explanations.  Oh, okay, I'll let you find your way of 

diverting your mind and you can let me have mine. 

 Wednesday morning, there was a knock on my door.  

When I looked out through the peep hole, the main thing I could 

see was a badge, with the fingers holding it up.  Behind it was a 

face I did not know.  "Who is it?" I asked. 

 "'Rema', Mr. Dawe." 

 It took me a moment to recognize the code word Rebecca 

had given me.  I had almost forgotten it.  I unlocked the door and 

the man entered. 

 "Mr. Dawe, Agent Rebecca Matezewski is in the car 

downstairs.  She wants you to come with us, please." 

 I nodded, hastily turned off the lights in the apartment, 

locked the door behind me and left with the man.  He led the way 

to a car parked with the motor running not far from the building's 

entrance.  The agent opened the door to the back seat, and I 

climbed in, to find Rebecca there, glaring at me. 

 "You are an absolute idiot," she greeted me. 

 "Good morning to you, too, Rebecca." 

 "Jayo, how dare you phone my office from your 

apartment?  Have you learned nothing at all?  Are you totally 

ineducable?" 
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 These were not exactly the words I had yearned to hear 

from her.  She did not, under the circumstances, take the time to 

introduce me to the two men in the front seat.  The one who had 

fetched me rode as passenger, and the older one drove.  I sensed, 

without any real evidence, that the driver was the agent in charge. 

 "Uh, well, I . . ." 

 "I had told Mr. Slater about the events of your last visit to 

the camp.  He wanted to hear for himself.  We were going through 

your recording, and Mr. Slater decided he had to talk with you." 

 "Ah.  Yes.  Well.  Who." 

 "I'm Slater," the man driving said.  "How do you do, Mr. 

Dawe?  I've heard so much about you." 

 "Hello, Mr. Slater," I said, "But you mustn't believe 

everything people say about me.  You know how people 

exaggerate and tell lies.  I deny everything." 

 "No, it's good . . ." he stopped and laughed dryly, giving 

his head a little shake. 

 I added in a stage whisper, "There is scarcely any evidence 

to support her claims about the rope burns on my neck, Mr. Slater.  

Oh, perhaps in the direct sunlight, but . . ." 

 "Jayo!"  Rebecca tried to be very serious as she punched 

my shoulder, but failed to achieve her goal.  She stifled her 

laughter.  But I got no more laughs out of Slater and the other 

agent. 

 Slater had business to conduct.  "Yes.  Well.  Mr. Feral's 

presence makes this surveillance a more important matter than we 

had thought. You do know who Feral is?" 

 "A rich guy who likes to invest in private armies." 

 "Yes, Mr. Kanin Feral is an investor.  He's become highly 

successful by investing in dubious enterprises that are just barely 

one side or the other of legality." Slater said.   He eased the car 

onto the John Lodge freeway and speeded up.   "We've been 

checking him out for some time, and this is the first evidence we've 

got that will hold up in court that he's been bankrolling the 

Christocracy.  So, Mr. Dawe, there are several of us from the 
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Agency who want to question you about your experience with 

Pacelli and find out what you know about Feral's connection." 

 I said, "Pacelli calls him his most generous supporting 

member.  I think he helps in other ways, too, when influence is 

needed to get things done, or when Feral has information that 

might be useful to Pacelli." 

 "I'll reserve my questions until we get to the meeting," 

Slater said.  No more was said for several miles. 

 Finally, we exited from the highway and headed for a hotel, 

where we went directly to a conference room.  Four other men 

and two women were already gathered around a coffee urn.  

Nodding to one another -- admittedly an efficient mode of greeting 

but I was left ignorant of anyone's names -- they all took places at 

a large conference table. 

 "Agent Matezewski," Slater said, "please finish up with the 

recording.  We've all heard the first part already."  This last 

comment was an aside to me. 

 The recording started with my conversation with Cronian.  

I listened to her voice, now sounding like a character in a radio 

play. 

 "The Commander prefers to promote people who are not 

ambitious, personally ambitious.  He judges you more reliable than 

someone who might have campaigned for the job." 

 "That helps me understand you," I heard my own voice 

say.  "And the role you play here.  I can see that you, too, are 

reliable and interested only in serving the Commander." 

 Cronian again:  "You and I are two of a kind in that.   Just 

as Deputy Commander Lee was, while he lived.  You are so like 

the Deputy Commander.  He never sought the position which 

Commander Pacelli holds." 

 There was a silent period in the recording, during which I 

thought about what Cronian had said.  Why did she say that 

business about Lee not seeking to supplant Pacelli?  I went over 

that again in my mind, and I decided I was right: Lee had aimed to 

become Commander and got himself shot for it. 


