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they faced an army of their
great-grandfathers, an army that
was the last hope of a dying
nation—and their duty

was to destroy

fiction By GEORGE BYRAM

I Am xoT a frivolous man. 1 detest prac-
tical jokes of all kinds, most especially
those involving matters of serious inter-
est. I consider any deliberate attempt to
subvert knowledge—such as the Piltdown-
man  hoax—almost criminal. 1 believe
that this is the only attitude a true his-
torian could have. Thus, 1 was extremely
annoyed with Clifford Hanson.

I must record that Hanson is one of
the best students 1 have ever encountered
and, {urthermore, a steady young man
who has never shown any signs of playing
antics with the recorded past. I was, there-
fore, astonished when he presented me
with a weird forgery apparently concocted
i an cffort to solve two small but quite
salient mysteries that occurred in the same
geographical location, though separated
by some 80 years. 1 still remember how
angry it made me at the time.

Hanson, to begin at the beginning, has
a most lucrative hobby that combines his
interest in early 19th Century building
methods with a small business. He
searches out authentic structures erected
between 1800 and 1865 and buys them
for relatively small sums in order to sal-
vage the old brick, walnut umbers or
antique pegged flooring. These he sells at
a good price o builders of fashionable
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new houses or to makers of custom [urni-
ture. In the spring of 1966, he bought a
nondescript old building near Nashville
—one that had variously played the roles
of warchouse, stable, storehouse for farm
machinery and, finally, derelict. It was
about to be razed 1o make way for a
housing development.

At first, the building seemed in no way
unusual. Hanson had determined, from
county courthouse records, that the edi-
fice was put up in 1865, and his knowl-
edge of the construction methods ol that
day confirmed it. Confirmed it, that is,
until he came 1o the flooring. The boards,
said Hanson, were the right age, but
something about the way the floor was
laid seemed indefinably wrong. Afier all
these years. it was still a good, solid floor,
but its carpenury differed, Hanson no-
ticed, in many small details from the
customary workmanship ol the local
craftsmen of that past ¢ra. Hanson was
even more surprised to discover beneath
the floor a small quarter basement.

Now, the sum of all these things oc-
curred to Hanson as quickly as it would
occur to any of us: 1865, a year ol devas-
tation around Nashville, where a great
battle had just been fought: an e¢x-Con-
federatie knowing that he must hide the
family weasures: the hand of an amateur
carpenter laying the floor; then, the
quarter basement completely sealed off
and hidden. When he lowered himself
down, Hanson was almost certain that he
would find an old ironbound chest. In
fact, he found two.

They held no jewelry, no gold picces.
no family silver. One contined some
twisted metal. The other contained some
old papers, which, a few days before the
university opened in the fall, Clifford
Hanson brought to me.

When 1 came 1o examine them, I
found that the topmost papers were cer-
tain orders and documents pertaining to
the Battle of Franklin, a Civil War action
that took place at the end of November
1864. For me, a splendid discovery! Per-
haps it is not too immodest to note that
I am the author of 4 Study of the Tactics
Employed by General |. B. Hood, C.5. A.,
During the Tennessee Campaign of 1864
(Sewanee: University Press of the South,
1962).

I made a quick survey ol the find. The
loose sheets were made ol the lamiliar
stout rag paper ol the 1860s, originally
grayish in color but now loxed and rather
yellow. The last object in the stack was
a surprise. It was a dun-colored, bound
notebook, roughly cight inches by ten in
size, containing 80 pages in three different
styles of handwriting. The tde page
read: “The Chronice ol the 656th
R.C.T.” There was no other identifica-
tion. I took one look at the paper and
I knew that | was faced with a shameless
forgery! It was vellowed, faded, flaking
and extremely brittle to the touch. 1 had

to be careful lest it fall o dust in my
hands. I knew at once that it was modern
paper—the kind of wood-pulp, high-acid-
content paper that didn’t appear until
considerably after the Civil War, When [
read the first page or two, I was exiremely
irritated. 1 got Hanson on the elephone
and ordered him to come to my house at
once.

He arrived in a short time—the tall,
long-faced. sober young man I'd learned
to trust through his three years of gradu-
ate study. Something told me that 1
wasn’t being quite fair, but my anger
urged me on. “If one wishes to play a
stupid hoax on a hisworian,” I said, “one
should learn 1o do it with finesse. This
is so transparent as to be laughable!™ My
anger accounts for my brutal language.

Hanson looked genuinely nonplused.
“Sirs” he said. “Hoax? Transparent? I
really don’t understand.”

“This notcbook among your so-called
Civil War papers,” [ said. Il vou had
taken care to read it. you would see that
it plainly identifies itsell as a record ol
the 656th Regimental Combat Team.
which was formed in 1943. You would
have noticed that this was an experi-
mental cadre designed to operate behind
Japanese lines in northern China. You
would also have seen that it was a sell-
contained infantry outfit with mule trans-
port, carrier pigeons rather than radio,
but with the most modern weapons and
demolition supplies. The chronicle, you'll
be good enough to note, says that the
656th was sent into middle Tennessee on
a training mission on November IS,
1944."

Hanson was staring at the papers. still
refusing to look guilty. It struck me then
that the hoax was perhaps being plaved
on both of us by a third person. “I con-
fess T haven't read the papers,” Hanson
said. I brought them direcaly 1o vou. I
notice. sir, that the notchook paper does
seem o be old.”

“I's modern paper that somebody has
put through an aging process.”

“What would you say this is all
ahout?”

“Well. my guess is that some amateur
historian, Civil War bulf. has bungled
his joke. He managed to do a credible
job of fakery on some papers having to
do with the Battle of Franklin, but he
very stupidly left among them a purport-
ed document of 1944 vintage.”

Hanson still looked at me very calmly.
“The paper is dated 1944, sir? Then why
do vou think somcbody put it through an
aging process in order to make it look
older than thar?” He had me there. 1
could only shake my head in puzle
ment. “Let me tell you about the foor,
sir,” he said. “When pegs have been set
for a long time. the peg and the wood
into which it was driven sort of grow 1o-
gether—you might say they mate. There
is no possible way to pull them apart and

then remate them. I'd recognize that in a
minute. I'll swear on my life that I was
the first one 1o move those floor Loards
since 1865.”

The upshot of all this was that T apol-
ogized 10 Hanson for my suspicions and
then we went our separate ways next
day—he to Washington 1o get access 1o
World War Two files and 1 to the rare-
books scction of the university library.
where I wawched over two technicians
who, with infinite care, photostated every
leal of the papers.

When Clifford Hanson came into my
office three days later. he was looking
most unecasy and perplexed. 1 was sorry
that I had ever accused him of duplicity.
“The 656th,” he said as he sat down,
“has never been deactivated. Tt has dis
appeared, but it still exists! It’s a living
ghost.”

“Wait a minue,” T said. “Please, Clif-
ford. an orderly, scholarly presentation.”

“Sorry.” he said. “Well, I won’t bore
you with the details of my search, except
to say that the Department of Deflense
sent me to the Department of the Army,
who sent me to Archives, who sent me to.
- - . But the outcome was that I found a
Lieutenant Colonel McInnes—a military
historian—who got interested in  the
matter and goe all the files opened up for
me.

“Well. the basic facts jibe. The roster
of the 636th corresponds with the list
given in that notebook. The outfit's T /O,
T/E and mission are just as set down in
the chronicle. On November 18, 1944,
the 636th went on mancuvers in middle
Tennessee. That was the last ever heard
(o] I

“Nonsense!”™ 1 said. I'm alraid that
some of my bad temper came back in a
rush. “An entive regimental combat team
does not desert en masse and get away
with it.”

“No.” said Hanson slowly, “it doesn't.
And that’s the conclusion the War De
partment finally reached back in 1945,
But they reached it only after one of the
most [rantic scarches you could imagine.
The Army Air Corps covered the area;
the Milicry Police combed it: the C. 1. D.
and the C. L C. sifted every 1own, village
and city for deserters. Not a clue. G-3
poured fire and brimstone on everybody
concerned. Finally, they had 1o give up.
A vear later, all the next of kin were
notihed by telegram that their soldiers
were missing in action and presumed
dead.  Insurance  policies  were  paid.
Every scrap of paper was classified Top
Secret and the whole thing was swept un-
der the rug. Tt was as if a whole body
of woops stepped oft the planet one
sunny day in November—and left no
forwarding address.”

There was no use sitting around and
scratching our heads. “You take the 1864

(continued on page ;)
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’Ihe ChroniCle (continued from page 66)

papers.” I said. “I'm going 1o read the
chronicle of the 656th.”
o fev m

The chronicle had been kept in the
beginning by First Sergeant Otis Hodge.
His cntries, which went through No-
vember 28, were terse and accurate but
with many misspelled words and some
bad sentence struciure. Obviously, a
man ol some ability and liule educa-
tion. On the 24th, the commander, Colo-
nel John Gilbert, took over the chronicle
and kept it to its conclusion, except lor
two items at the end. The chronicle is
more minutely detailed than one would
expeat from an Army ofhcer. (Laer, 1
went to the trouble of finding out about
its author. 1 discovered that's exactly
what he was. An author. Prior 10 World
War Two. John Gilbert was one of the
lesser-known American novelists.)

- - -

Nowvember 24. 1944, This is being
written in bivouac. I begin the happen-
ings of this strange day at 1330 hounrs.
We were marching across open, rolling
hills, approaching a densely wooded
arca. Out to our leflt 600 yards were
some isolated rock formations, making
ideal targets for mortar fire. We un-
packed several crates of shells. fired for
ten minutes, making some admirable
hits, then quickly packed and ran for the
woods, simulating an actual situation of
hit and run. Then we followed an old,
rutted road leading through the woods.
As the head of the column reached the
far side, T called a rest halt.

Major Bateson Powers, a native of this
arca. who was sent along 10 make sure
we didn’t wander out ol the uninhabited
sector the Armny had reserved for live-
ammunition training exercises. was at
the head of the column, scanning the
terrain into which we would move. Our
doctor, Captain Friiz Payson. Licutenam
George Michelson and  First Sergeant
Hodge were with me in approximately
the center of the column. [ was sitting
with my back 1o the road. Sergeam
Hodge was facing me. The captain and
the Lieutenant were lving on their backs
with their eyes closed. We were talking
about nothing of any consequence when
something happencd.

I was idly observing the woods over
Hodge's shoulder. There was  what
scemed 1o be a pulse of light all around
us: but in the moment of seeing it my
eyes scemed 10 go out of focus and 1
wasn't sure I had seen anything. 1 can-
not be sure how long it lasted. but when
my eyes focused again, 1 knew the
woods was not the same. Leaves, twigs,
branches, even the boles of trees seemed
subtly shilted. T looked at Hodge. He was
looking past me and his cyes were wide
with astonishment. It was the first time
I had ever seen his face uncontrolled.

“The road is gone!” he exclaimed.

Up and down the column, men began
1o ger o their feer in bewilderment
Everyone knew that something had hap-
pened, but there had been no sound, no
feeling, except (at least, in my case) what
seemed 1o be a wrenching ol the senses.

The gangling figure ol Major Powers
was coming on the run along the natural
opening the road had followed. He had
to dodge an occasional tree that grew in
the center of where the road had been.

The men were beginning to collect in
groups. talking and looking uncasily over
their shoulders. I ordered Hodge to take
charge and to see that nobody wandered
off. Then 1 ook the major and Lieuten-
ant Michelson aside for a conlerence.

Immediately. Powers said, “1 had my
field glasses focused on an old, lightning-
struck oak snag up there on the ridge
we'd have to climb. It wrned ino a
green young tree right belore my eyes.”

His long, aristocratic face wore an
unusual expression—ofl  embarrassment.
1 couldn't quite tell whether he was
embarrassed because he was saying some-
thing that was patently impossible or
because he knew that he had scen the
impossible and was (nghtened.

“What do you think?" I asked Michel-
son. He looked amused and unworried—
Michelson is a man of about 30, but he
always seems to be a large-scale boy. A
very confident. self-reliant boy, it's true,
but forever mmmature. That's why he
made a superb platoon leader but would
make a terrible company commander.

He laughed. I slept through it all, sir.
I really did—1 dozed off. But™—and he
became more sober—"when 1 cune 10,
I could sce that the whole terrain had
changed. When my eyes closed, I'd been
looking off to the left there. It was heavy
brush and saplings. Look now! You can
sce a kind of a dearing and under that
oak there's a fallen-down log cabin.”

Powers spoke again. in a troubled
voice. “Did you feel anything?™ 1 did. 1
don’t mean that sort of odd light eflect. 1
suddenly had the feeling that my wife
had died. I don't mean that I thought—
I mean that I knew it in my heart.

1 called Hodge over 1o us. “Get all the
noncoms together,” I said. “Have them
take the men up 10 that ridge line yon
der. We're going 1o bivouac here and
we're going lo dig in. Understand? I
want a delense  perimeter  established
along the ridge. Machine guns on the
flanks. Pick a good spot for an o.p.”

I was glad Hodge was with me. I'd
trade anyone in the regiment for him.
His combat record was splendid. He was
tough and brave—and, best of all, he
had a very limited imagination. Because
ol an odd mix-up at headquarters, the
656th was far under strength in ofheers.
Until we got some replacements, my sen-
ior noncoms were doing the officers’ jobs.

1 liked it that way. I hoped we'd never
get any shavetails from O.C.S.

“Oh, yes. And, Hodge, bring me one
of the pigeon cages.” Every day about
this time, we reported our position back
o the Columbia H. Q. 1 wanted to keep
the men busy and I wanted 1o maintain
the normal routine until 1 could get some
clue about what had happened.

“If I can make a suggestion, John?”
said Powers. "Why don’t you tell H. Q). 10
send a light recon plane overz I think
the men are a livde puery and dhat ought
to straighten them out.”

“The general will think I'm off my
rocker,” 1 said. Then I had a second
thought. “Maybe. Maybe that’'s not so
bad. We'll call it a camoullage exercise.
Have the men camouflage and request
that recon plane to take some photos.
The pictures will show il anything really
crazy has happened.”

I released the pigeon at 1500 hours.
The men had dug in and Hodge had
done a good job ol supervising the cam-
ouflage. George Michelson had taken a
corporal and a couple of men on a re
connaissance. 1'd ordered the cooks 10
give the men an early meal—a hot meal
of C rations In actual combat condi-
tions, we'd probably live off K rations,
but on this exercise we had the luxury
of Coleman stoves and a supply of C ra-
tions. When Michelson got back, the
four of ws sat around the officers’ club
and had a drink—the club being Friiz
ayson's shelter half, two stumps and a
boulder; and the drinks being bourbon
and branch in paper cups.

Fritz, 1 should note, was a dual-purpose
ofhicer of the kind required by our un-
orthodox outfit. He 1 medic, but he
was also trained as an infanuy ofhcer
—which was how I would use him until
we had some real casualties.  “Doclor
Fritz.” I said. “1 want 1o consult you.
Have you ever known a case ol a mass
topographic  hallucination? How 15 1t
that a whole group ol presumably sane
prople can imagine they see a forest
change in [ront ol their eyess”

“Can’t sav, Colonel. But I don't see
why we should be much worried. One
wee's Just as good as another, as far as
I'm concerned. Sure, the road’s gone,
but that isn't much of a loss. You'll have
to admit it wasn't any superhighway.
Now. I suggest that we just proceed as
uswal with the mancuvers and some rea-
sonable explanation will turn up belore
long.” We all had another drink on that.

2204) howrs. 1 am writing this last line
by flashlight. No plane has come.

- - -

November 25, 1944, 1000 hours. It
began 0 rain In the night, turned to
sleet toward morning and quit abom
dawn. The ground is muddy and Hodge
asked permission for the men w0 light
fires. 1 agreed—but it ook an cnormous
cffort of will to overcome a superstitions

(continued on page 124)
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fecling that has suddenly come over me.
As if some watcher were out there. 1
told Hodge that the men could dry out
but that the fires had 1o be extinguished
promptly at 0900—becanse of the expeat-
ed plane and the cimoullage oxerdise.

That pigcon must have decided 10
walk. Our headquarters at Columbia is
about 30 mmles  souwthwest—which s
about a twoday march for us cross-
country, much less than an hour’'s flight
lor a pigeon and about 20 minutes for
one of those light planes. Columbia isn’t
much of a plice. As Payson put it. “I'm
from Boston and Columbia doesn’t do a
thing for me. Seven  thouwsand  souls
perching on limesione clifls and in -
minent peril ol shding o the Duck
river.” He added. however: 1 wouldn't
mind seeing it right now. though.” We
all fele thar wav. T have written a “Most
Urgemt™ to General Cuavler. Payson s
abowt o release the pigeon.

1300 howrs. The thivd pigeon ook off
an hour ago. That one might have a
mishap is quiie possible. That two might
fail is unlikely. but ics suill a chance. 1
can't inuigine three not making it

1100 howrs. 1 asked Haodge 1o veport
and, when he came, T oasked him how
the men were.

“A luale shook.  Colonel.  Theyre
wondering what messages them pigeons
been carrying.”

“I won't kid vou, Sergeant. Some-
thing’s gone wrong with 1he pigeons.
And i's wrgent that T get a message
through 10 Columbia as soon as possi-
ble.,” I'd thought this over carelully. It
was really  Licwtenant AMichelson’s  job,
but, for various reasons, I orusted Hodge
morc in this cee. A tough,  shrewd,
courageous red-neck Trom  the  north-
Georgia hills can be the best noncom in
the Army il he wants o, Or the worst. 1
wouldn't rust Hodge with a womuan,
five dollars or a bottle ol Liquor. There's
nobody I'd rather have with me in a
fire hght.

“Hudge, take six ol vour best men
and however numy mules vou need. 1
want you to head back for Columbia
double time. See on the map—you cut
across country until you hit the Colum-
bia Pike right here. As soon as you get
to a gas stition, ¢l in 1w the motor pool
lor i couple of vehicles—umless yvou can
flag down an Army truck on the high-
way. Then ger Colonel Wright's reply o
my message and drive to Spring Hill.
I'll renddezvous with you there tomorrow
alternoon.” 1 didn’t quite know how 1o
add the last sentence. “And. Hodge—if
there’s anything  wrong  at Columbia,
just head back 1o the rendezvous point.™

“Whit do you think might he wrong
at Columbia, sirz” Hodge was probing
to find out what the ofhcial view was. 1

knew he'd open the message as soon as
he safely could.

“Nothing, Scrgcant. Now high-tail.”

1500 hours. Major Powers is a zod-
send. Tt isn't just that he's easy 1o ga
along with and knows the terrain. While
Hodge is mv idea of the best kind of
Southern backwoodsman, Powers is what
I'd always magined a veal Sowthern aristo-
aat o be. He can serve under another
man without resentment and  command
other men without shouting. Along with
that, he seems to have a kind of sixth
sense ahout our present odd predicament.
He just come 10 me and suggested that
we lorgo the usual praciice hring this
alternoon. I had already decided that. but
I was glad thar Powers had said it first.

“Bateson,” T said, “is there anything
vou know or that you've noticed that
isn't apparent 1o the rest of us?”

“No." he said. “I've known this coun
try around herve all my lile. Something
odd has happened 1o i, but T leel that
it’s basically the same. The Iulls and the
rivers are sull i the night places, even
though the rees have changed. What
spooks me is this ghostly fecling I keep
having—I leel something out heve that
Fyve never known belore.”

1800 howrs. Instead ol going through
one of the usual vaining problems. T left
Payson in command and wok Powers
and Michelson with me on a patrol. We
swung  west over some  rough  ground
and through a lot of scrub to the hule
village ol Waverly, which marked the
wostern border ol our mancuver area.
When Powers led us up the knoll over-
looking the town, | was sure that all
three ol us expected it 1o have vanished
—and we were right. We searched  the
immedute area and found not a trace of
roads or foundations. At that point, my
greatest worry was Hodge and his men
—what kind ol an unknown had T sent
them into? Once back at the bivouac, |
ordered the men o be prepared 10 move
out at 0700 the next morning. We were
going to lollow & compass course [lor
Spring Hill and move as fast as we
could.

- - -

November 26, 1944, 1200 hours. 1
write this at our noon break. 1 drove the
men hard this morning, but, what with
the mud and the cold and the broken
country, we didn’t make very good time.
We have to slow up continually in order
to clear paths. Along with that, there are
no Lindmarks Powers cin zuide by, We
did run across some signs ol life this
morning—an  isolated, hurned-out cabin
and a log bridge across a small stream.

I had Michelson and Powers head up
the column, while Payson and I hiked :u
the rear. I said, “Iritz, have you noticed
that each ol us reacts in a somewhat
diflerent way 1o this puzzle? It seems to

have been a tonic for Michelson. Up to
now, he's always gone through the train-
ing in a Kind of halfhearted way. But
since the thing happened. he's suddenly
m top form. A real eager beaver.”

“"Well” Pavson said slowly, “George
has alwavs been a concealed mishi. He
was a kid from a rich famibv—and il
vour father happens to be president ol
one of the big tire companies, people
will think vou have little Lulings, but
they'll overlook a serious maladjustment.
George’s only real interest 1s in blood
sports. He's a big-game hunier. He's an
expert with just about any kind of small
arms you Gan name. He's heen the ULS.
siber  champion. I doubt il anybody
could take him with a knife or at judo—
he's superb.”

"1 osee,” 1 osaid. “You veally didi't an-
swer my  question. Fritz. But 1 know
what you mean. We've been playing war
and George has been bored by i Now,
like a hunter animal, he's caughe the scent
of blood i the wind.”

“You said it: I didn’y,” said Payson,
stalking on ahead.

W @

Navember 27, 1994, Northern China
can’t be any worse than middle Tennes-
se¢ in bad weather. We're bogged down
in mud half the time. It balls up on the

mules’ leet. Swollen sireams and  thick
underbrush have lorced a lot ol detowrs
and dthrown us ofl course. We are al-
ready Late for our rendezvous with

Huodge. My present thought is 1o drop
the araining exerase and hit south for
Columbia frsell.

November 28, 1944, 1500 hours. The
whole thing must be gerting on my
nerves. This morning 1 did  order o
change in the course 10 head for Colum-
bia. What decided me was something
strange within mysell. We went into biv-
ouac vesterday around 1530 hours. The
men were exhausted and wet dhvough.
Twice Payson cime 10 me and requested
that the men be allowed o Duild hres. 1
wanted 1o say ves, but something 1 can't
explain held me back. 1 refused. 1 do.
however, intend 10 give everybody a three-
day pass combined with a weckend as
soon as we get straighiened out.

1630 hours. We'd  finally made it
through the worst of the woods and were
just about to enter more open country
when we heard it—ummmistakably, it was
the sound ol wrullery. It came rom the
direction ol Columbia. We stopped in
our (racks and Powars and I stoed a
cach other. There was no artillary ag
Columbia. The only firing range was for
snall arms. The only units in the vicimi-
ty were small infantry combat weams Like
ours. ‘Then 1 suddenly saw a strange
look of recognition and understanding
come over the major's face. He an-
swered my unspoken question. “That
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sound comes out of history,” he said.
“Cannon firing at Columbia.”
- - -

November 29, 1944. 1300 hours. We
had stopped  yesterday just where we
were. This morning shortly after dawn,
Hodge came into camp. Two of his men
were dead and two were wounded and
he had o dead stranger with him. The
squad was mounted on four hine-looking
riding horses and the bodies were strapped
onto the backs of three led horses.

The men came running. They began
to crowd around the horses, yelling
questions, and it ook a few minuies to
ger them under conwrol. Friz  stayed
with the wounded men. 1 took Nichel-
son and Powers aside with me to hear
Hodge's report. T gave Hodge the last of
my whiskey in a canteen cup and he
gulped it down. This is his story, given
more or less in his own words:

“We run into a lot ol mighty rugged
country, and it wasn't till day before
yesterday evening we got to Columbia.
We hewrd a Tew shots, so we crept up on
it kind ol cautious like, and damn if we
didn’t see the wildest sight you ever laid
eyes on. There was one army just leav-
in’ its positions on the south bank of the

Duck and crossin® over. There was an-
other army movin’ up [rom the south—
but they didn’t auack. We could see the
cavalry, the caissons and the old-time
cannon. The men said we must of lost
our way—and we'd run into a movie
outht makin® a Civil War picure.

“But I knew it was Columbia, though
it was all different. Just a few muddy
streets and frame houses. But the lime-
stone blufls were the same and the rver
was the same. Still, T knew it couldn’t
be. So we lay low that night. Next day
we started  scoutin® up and down  the
Duck, keepin’ 1o cover as much as possi-
ble. When some more hrin' broke out,
we headed for Spring Hill, movin® along
a dirt road. They spotted us about the
same  time  we  spotted  them—maybe
fifteen, twenty horsemen.

“Well, sir, by this time, I was crazy to
know what in hell was gomn' on. So 1
told the hoys to get oft their mules and 1
started wavin® 1o the people down the
road. They didn't pay me no mind. They
formed up like a cavalry troop, started
out at a trot, went nto a canter and sud-
denly they were whoopin® and  headin’
down on us at a dead run. So there I
was out in the middle of the road yellin’,

‘Hey, MGAM or 20th Century-Fox. or
whoever the goddamn hell you are, lay
of. This is the U.S. Army.’

“But those boys weren't playin’. They
currying  big horse pistols  and
double-barreled shotguns and they looked
real mean. They were right on top of us
and maybe I would have hesitated still
if they hadn't shot our mules right then.
We let “em have it with the choppers. 1
just didn't have no other choice.” He
stopped at this point and looked :,n_rlnip,hl.
into my eves. “You knew what it was
and who it was when you sent us back
there, Colonel.™

“You're wrong, Hodge,” T said. " I'd
known, I wouldn't have sent you.”

“It's my fault,” said Powers in a quict
voice. “'1 should have known the answer
—or part of i, anywiy. Some tremen-
dous natural lorce has racked us back
eighty years in time.”

“It can’t be,” said Hodge. “T was born
in 1920. Now you say this here is 1864."

“That dead horse soldier back there”
Powers said, “belongs o the cavalry
corps of General Nathan Bedford For-
rest. We are in the midst of the Civil
War,”

There was a crazy look on Hodge's
face. "Now I know why them bovs at-
tacked us!” he said. “They thought we
was Yankees!”

“General J. B. Hood commanding.”
suid Powers. "He has given Forrest in-
structions to clear this arca of all hostile
forces. You probably looked like creatures
from Mars to them, not Yankees—Dbut
they were following orders.

“Colonel, may | bave your permission
o brief this group? My grea-grandlather
was a general in the War Between the
States. His house was not very far Irom
here and he was—will be—killed in
battle belore long. So, you see, 1 have a
pretty good idea of what is going on.

“Here is the picture, Grant has Lee
locked in a vise in Virgima. Sherman
has burned Adanta and is marching 1o
the sca. There is only one Confederate
army that can sull suike—it is Hood's.
He has thirty-eight thousand men; he has
come north into Tenmessee and he's aim-
ing at Nashville. Afier that, he has designs
on Cincinnati and Chicago. Opposing
him is General George Thomas, who is
gathering woops at Nashville now. Im-
mediately in front of Hood is his old
West Point classmate General John Scho-
ficld, with about twemy-two thousand
men, at Columbia, Hood i1s going 1o cross
the river with pinrt ol his army and move
on Spring Hill this afternoon. That will
cut Schofhield oft from Nashville and put
him in a wap.”

“Yippee” sand Hodge.

“Not so fas, Sergeamt,” said Powers.
“Something very strange ]lilppcns_
Something that nobody—participant or
scholar—has ever been able to explain,
Tonight, General Scholield will march
his army away from Columbia, up the
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Columbin Pike. and his seventeen thou-
sand men—he has sent one division on
ahead—will march practically  through
the middle of Hood's army and escape
unscen.”

“Well, goddamn,” said Hodge.

“Tomorrow,  Schohicld’s  army  will
make a defense ol the town of Franklin.
Hood will attack him with evervthing
he can muster. And now, gentdemen,
vou get the second mystery. The charge
ol the Conlederate inlantry will hecome

one of the bloodiest disasters ol the
War. In a htde less than five hours,
Hood will lose six thousand men. Na

onc has ever been able to explain the
massive, unheard-of fircpower that the
Federals threw against him.”

Powers paused and  remained  silent
for at least three minuies, It was ob-
vious that there was a terrible strugele
in his mind—and 10 me it was also
obwvious thm he wamied me, as the com-
nanding officer, to make the next deci-
sion, I said. “There is only one answer 10
the two mysteries. Your implication is
plain—the [orcknowledge of what will
happen plus the incredible irepower of
the [uture. DBut, Bate, this is not our
war.”

“It is the history ol our country.”
Powers said. “Look at it this way: Fate
is the field marshal ol all armies. It bas
given us a mission.”

Haodge had been thinking hard. *Ma-
jor, are you sayin® that the escape -
night and the batle tomorrow will win
the War for the Northz?”

Powers smiled sadly. "No one ever
knows precisely when it was that a war
was lost, All I can say is that the South’s
only striking force will be crippled to-
morrow. Hood will lose a great many of
his finest oflicers. What's more, he'll be
dealt a terrible psychological blow. At
the Battle of Nashville to come, he will
behave like a man in a stupor and
Thomas will rout his army.”

“You and me been brought up a liule
dilferent, Major,” Hodge said. "My dad-
dy taught me two things—one was to
hate Yankees and the other was that you
ain’t lost till you're dead. 1 figure il we
help Hood get loose, he kin raise so
much hell that the North will have to
wme o terms. Maybe he kin burn
Chicigo!™

“Thatll do, Sergeant!” I snapped.
“No more of that talk.”

“Hodge's [ace had a remote, calculat-
ing look. “Permission to ask a question,
sir?” 1 told him to go ahcad. “Where's
the colonel from?” he said.

“Wisconsin.”

“Does  the colonel remember  the
qualthcations 2 man had to have ‘fore he
could volunteer for the 636th? Combat
veteran, Pacific Theater. Experience with
mules. Now, where do you think mule
skinners come from? Two thirds of your
men are ole country boys [rom Dixic. No,
sir, we ain’t gonnma save the bacon for

“I guess we're sort of engaged. He gave me an urn
containing the ashes of his dvaft card.”

some Yankee general. We gonna change
history.”

“No, Sergeant. you're wrong.” The
nujor’s voice was sad and quiet.

“But you're from Tennessee, sir! You
said you grew up around here.”

“Tomorrow,” Powers snud slowly, “the
bodies of five Conlederate generals will
be laid out on my greatgrandfather’s
porch. Filteen hundred Southern  boys
will be buried on his farm. It breaks my
heart to know this. But tomorrow vou
will sce an even more heartbreaking
sight. You will see an army that is the
forlorn hope of a dying land. You will
see men barcfoor and wearing rags. You
will see hundreds of wounded men who
will dic simply because there are no
medical supplics. The Confederacy is
breathing its last—it's only humane to
ger the War over with.”

Hodge sm sllull]:e(l down; he shook
his head. "My greatgrandmother was
raped by one of Sherman’s men. My
preat-granddaddy died in a Yankee war
prison.”

“You're under orders, Sergeant,” 1
said. But I had more important things to
do. “Come on, Major. You and I have to
brief the men. Michelson, you sce that
those men in the o.p. are keeping a
sharp lookout.”

Powers and [ stood at the edge of the
small clearing. And the men sat in a
semicircle. The sun was shining and the
November leaves were all bright reds
and yellows. It scemed like one of our
training classes; it all scemed so normal.

Then 1 began, “Men, that weird change
in the forest the other day was actually
the sign of. . . .” They listened, rense,
motionless, soundless. When 1 finished,
I wried to tell from their faces whether or
not they were with me. I couldn’t. Then
Powers began to explain the military sit-
uation. He did it admirably and he
ended up by saving some ol those same
things about the South and our mission
in history., He asked il there were any
questions. Nobody spoke—then I sud-
denly noticed their eyes. They were all
looking at a point te our lelt, behind us
among the trees.

I started to wrn. “Hold it. Colonel.
And you, oo, Major,” Hodge said. He
was standing there with his .45 covering
our backs.

He took a couple of steps lorward and
yelled. “You Southerners! You gonna let
these Yankee officers make you kill yore
own kin? Listen to me! Y'all can change
history tomorrow if you want to. I'm
goin’ 1o put these Yankees out of action
and 'm goin® to join the Stars and Bars.
These here machine guns will be on onr
side tomorrow. Every man who's with
me, stand up.”

“Soltly, soltly, General Hodge!” Mi-
chelson had come quictly up through
the 1rees and now he was standing
there, holding an M-3 submachine gun
peinted almost carelessly at Hodge's
back. “We all have an appointment in
Samarra. Only, here in the U.S Al id's
called Appomattox.”

Hodge spoke back over his shoulder:
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“You got a gun on me, I got a gun on
them. Supposin’ we both let down and
then you and I fight it out fair, Yankeez”

Michelson was enjoving  everything
cnormously. “Marvelous.” he said. “All
right with vou, Colonel? I'll even let you
choose your weapons, Hodge.”

“Where you lvom, Yankee?”

“I'm [rom Chicago, Ilinois.”

“OK. Then I choose knives. There's
nothin® I'd like beuer than to open
vou up and sce what color a Yankce is
inside.”

We joined the semicircle. Somehow,
under the strange circumstances, this sin-
gle combat seemed no more bizarre than
anything else—but 1 did make sure that
I had Michelson's M-3 under my arm.

Hodge's hand dipped in his pocket
and the blade flicked out as he extended
his arm. But Michelson was hall a sec
ond carlier. They crouched and began
10 cirde. Suddenly, Hodge feinted. then
his knife came up and he jumped to at-
tack. It was all over in a moment—a
weird, tragic moment for me.

Hodge must have learned his kuile
fighting on counry crossroads Saturday
nights. He was tough and he was quick.
But Michelson had learned his style
irom the finest of professionals—that was
apparent at once. There was another
thing. Michelson, given the chance, was
a born killer. At the moment he spilled
Hodge's guts on the ground, he
laughed.

1 mourned the brave man who had
wanted to kill me and I hated the man
who had saved my life.

We all stood spellbound a moment.
Then Michelson said, “What I came to
tell you, sir, is that a rebel unit has
picked up Hodge's trail. Miller has them
under observation from the o.p. They're
bound to hir us within a hall hour.” I
came to. I began to issue my orders.

Our position was just at the edge of
the woods and we occupied a small rise.
At the end of the meadow that sloped
away from us, I could now see a line of
cavalry forming up. It was perfect and
beautiful. I could understand  why
Hodge and his men had thought they
were watching a movie being made.
Under the bright autumn sun, their col-
ors and their unit guidon snapped in the
breeze,

Our array was not nearly so pretty.
We were strung along the low ridge,
BARs and machine guns on the flanks,
mortars to the rear ol the clearing in a
shallow emplacement.

Far off there in the sunlit meadow,
the toy captain raised his toy saber and
the line began to move forward. In a
short while, they were no longer toys.
We listened to the rumble ol hooves.
Suddenly, when they were halfway
aaoss the meadow, the first moruar shells
made red-black holes in the perfect gray

128 line.

I heard Powers vyelling. “Mortars,
hold your fire! We need those horses.
BARs and rifles, ger the men, but don't
hit the horses il vou can help i.”

The Conlederates had not broken
stride. They closed ranks beautifully
and now their horses were stretching
into a dead run. Then came a sound
that no living mun ol our time has ever
heard—the rebel vell. 've heard it de-
scribed as a whoop and as a kind of
“Yippee,” but actually, it’s much akin
to that fear-inspiring ahady' Alexander
taught his phalanx so many centuries
ago. I glanced at our line ol prone men,
silent under their steel helmets, sighting
down the barrels of their weapons. 1 had
wondered whether those Southern ingers
would pull the triggers. But now my
men were being challenged as disciplined
soldiers and I knew they would.

I ordered hiring 1o begin ar 200 yards,
Our illllolllil[iC'\\'CilI}O“S men S(llli.'(_'lcd
oll bursts ol three, correcied lor range
and began to riddle the line. I heard Mi-
chelson say to the gunners, “Leave the
captain for last. None of them must get
away.” They were 150 yards away.
Loose horses were running ahead of and
behind the charging line. There were
less than 30 men left. At 100 yards,
there were less than ten. Then there was
on¢. The caprain was still turning his
head wildly, in disbelief av the hrepower
that had demolished his troop in min-
utes. Our firing stopped as the captain
reined up, all alone. At this distance, I
could sce the bewildered look on his face,
the saber sagzing down across his saddle-
bow, the sweaks ol gray in his brown
beard. He was no longer the enemy com-
mander. He was simply a lost, shocked
human being. And I knew that none ol
my men could kill him.

Michelson  pitched him ouwi of the
saddle with a single shot.

- - -

November 29, 1864. 1500 howrs. Then
came the hardest part. We had 1o collect
the horses and strip the dead ol their
uniforms. It was pittable. The Confeder-
ate boots were no more than tatiers of
leather thiat dung 1o the leg and the
soles were almost all worn through. The
uniforms were hardly uniforms at all—
ragged, patched, pieced out with civilian
things.

We had a formation and DPowers
briefed the men. We were to strip off
our o.d.s and put them in the fiwe. The
helmets had 10 be buried deep. For the
time being, we were 1o wear the Con-
[ederate clothes, he explained, and later
we'd have to change to Union. Only our
most essential equipment was 1o be re-
tained—and all of that carelully hidden
under tarpaulins on the mules’ backs.

Once we had donned the gray tatters,
Powers addressed the men again. He

was wearing the dead captain’s uniform.
He noted that Schofield had now scit
the 5000 men under Stanley with his
wagon train back to Spring Hill. Hc
said that Hood had now brought hall of
his army across the Duck and wu_u](l
soon be at Spring Hill. Then the Con-
federates would bivouac for the night and
our job would begin—the job of spiriting
Schofield’s army salely through.

When Powers asked for questions, a
rawboned corporal named Finch got up-
“I'm from Mississippi, sir,” he said. "I
believe I'm speakin® for most of the
Southern boys here.” 1 held my breath.
“Well, sir,” he went on, “we didn’t hold
none with Hodge. That is, we're loyil 1o
the outfit, to Colonel Gilbert and all.
But, sir, we don't see quite why we have
to get ino this mess. This here Battle
of Franklin tomonow. Now, somec ol
the bovs remember hear tell of how they
had relatives killed in it. We don't fecl
much like shooun’ our own kin. 50
we're wonderin® if maybe the colonel
wouldn’t turn us loose, them as wanis to
go. We'd swear on the Bible not to jine
up with Hood. We'd jist keep out'n the
whole squabble and head west. Il we
shoot anvbody, iCll be Indians.”

“Tomorrow some of my kin will die,
too,” said Powers. “Your decision,
Colonel.”

1 began. “Well, I've thought about it
and I believe iU's only just to give you a
choice. But hrst let me say this. We are
lost forever. Our world has vanished
into the mist of the future. Your wives.
sweethearts, children will not be born
for some sixty vears hence. Your com-
rades in this outhit are the only [amily
vou have. Your ancestors out there
could never accept you—we are stran-
gers from an unborn age.

“Stll, I know vour feelings. I amn
going 1o order all of you to stick togeth-
er as a unit. Tomorrow, when the shoot-
ing starts, those who do not wish to hre
have my permission to take shelter and
try to survive, Then you can start west,
il you like. There is no use in anvone's
heading out tonight. In Confederate
uniform. he’'d be shou as a deserter; in
Union blue, he'd be shot even faster.” }
was surprised to find that only about 15
of our 70 men ook the noncombatant
way out.

As Powers, Michelson and I rode at
the head of the column toward Spring
Hill, we compared a lew personal notes.
Michelson spoke with an cager zest.
“This is the age Tor me! 1 couldn’t be
happicer. 1 found the 20th Century pret-
ty depressing on the whole—and 1 had
no ambition to die in Hankow or what-
ever. Think of it! There's gold in Cali-
fornia. In the next few decades, Morgan
and Vanderbilt and Whitney will be
making their millions. And with what 1
know, I'm going to live a [ull life,
believe mel!”

Powers said, "I have no more feel-



ings. My only interest is in keeping the
record straight. John, when the dust has
sertled, T want you to finish that journal
vou've beenr keeping. And then 1 wam
10 bury it as a kind of time capsule to be
found someday after 14, T want our
[amilies to know what h;lppcncd to all
ol us.”

I said, “Agreed. Alter thag, 1 think I'11
move on up to Wisconsin. Get me a
homestake out in the woods somewhere
and retive. I don’t have much interest in
lile afier this.” But I knew that, in fact,
we'd all be dead. There was no other
Iunbil)“il}'.

. - -

November 30, I8of. 1100 hours. We
are now dug in before Frauklin and 1
liave a chance to Ll in this journal. Last
night, we moved along a dirt road
through hilly, wooded terrain toward
Spring Hill. Units ol Jackson's corps
were moving up and no one paid any
special atention o us. Spring Hill is a
hiub for roads, however, and when the
roads hegan 1o converge, we passed
alongside a brigade of Hood's infantry
and we looked at them curiously.

Most ol them appeared o be less than
20 years old. Their footwear was hurlap,
their uniforms were nondescript rags. All
carried a blanket rolled over one shoul-
der and ved together under the opposite
arm. Most of them had the long, muzzle-
loading rifles, hut a lew, 1 noted, carried
the Sharps rifle, All wore the Johnny Reb
caps. They slogged along in great good
humor.

“I'n vou ain’t the purtiest bunch of
bloodied-up hossmen I ever did sce,”
yelled one of them. "How'd you happen
to gl so near the hghtin'z”

One of our Southern boys said, “Does
yore momma know where you're atz”

“Not since  Missiomawy  Ridge.  she
don’t. But you git me leave an’ I'll be
right proud to tell her.” Laughter.

“Where  yall been?”  another  one
yelled. “Butcherin® hawgs?™

“Yankee hawgs.” said one ol owrs and
there was more laughter,

We saluted their commanding ofhcer.
“You are part of Cleburne’s division?”
Powers asked.

“Sivteenth Alabama,” said the ofhcer,
“and I'd give anything to know where he
1s.

“I happen 1o know that he's at Spring
HOll" said Powers. “The Yankee wagons
and about five thousand men are there.”

As we got closer to the town, we be
gan to hear occastonal firing. We ook a
sitde road—Dowers confidently in the
lead—and skirted away [rom the barttle-
held. Then we wok a path that led up
o a wooded vamage point somewhat
west of the town. Here we stayed con-
cealed while we had a dinner ol K ra-
tions, The four of us oflicers scanned the
area through held glasses.

I was fascinated 1o see a Civil War
scene laid out, as il in miniature, below
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us. In the town—actually, no more than
a village—we could see the Union wag-
on train drawn up. Just on the edge of
the houses was the uneven Jine of de-
lenses, a hasty improvisation of shallow
trench and whatever had come 10 hand
for breastworks. Now and then we saw a
pull of black powder, but there was no
steady fliring.

“And to think that 1 onge lectured on
this campaign before the Nashville His-
toncal Sodey,” Powers said, T still can't
help thinking I'm dreaming all this.”

“When does the attack comer™ Payson
asked.

“There won’t be any this aficrnoon,”
Powers said. "I never quite understood
belore why Hood held off from  de-
stroying the supply wrain at Spring Hill.
But now I can understand. It's just 100
late 1o organize anything.” It was true.
The short day was already darkening.
Confederate cavalry units  reconnoitered
the Federal lines and a few skirmishers in
eray exchanged shots with the delenders,
but there was no concentration of forces.
“Look there!” said Powers, pointing 1o
the south. In the distance, we could sce
a dark host, the main body of Hood's
army moving up. “Do you sce that Luge
woods there alongside the pike? That's
where Hood will bivouac tonight. And
we must join him.”

We pave the town a wide berth,
crossed the pike as it was getting dark
and entered the woods. We were just in
time. Hood’s advance units began hlier-
ing ino the wees shortly alterward.

We made camp in a clump of wees a
quarter mile from the pike, picketed our
mules and horses and made fires. just as
Hood’s men were doing. There was unbe-
lievable confusion. No one paid attention
to us. They were exhausted and interest-
ed only in eating and gerting to sleep.
Soon, the emire woods was hilled with
men, as unit alter unit chose a spot and
made a camp.

There were small fires cverywhere
and men scrounging for firewood. Here
and there were loud greetings. Through-
out the woods was a steady murmur of
voices. Couriers on horseback galloped
to and [ro. ascertaining where the vari-
ous command posts were being set up. It
was weird, chilling.

Powers gathered us closely around
him. “There are three major actions we
have to pcr[orm," he said. “First, one of
us must get a Union uniflorm. ride south
down the pike toward Columbia and get
word o General Schofield thae the pike
will be clear by the time he gets here.
This is a dangerous mission——"

“I'll take it,” said Alichelson. “1 saw
where the Union people at the wagons
were laying out their dead. I'll get my
uniform there.”

Powers took the field-message kit from
the saddlebag ol the Confederate cap-
tain whose clothes he wore. He wrote
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ed by General George Thomas. com-
mander of the Union lorces at Nashville.

You are caught between two sec-
tions of Hood's army. Your situation
is desperate and requires desperate
measures. 1 am sending 4 company
of daring men to kill Hood's pickets
and clear the pike. The plan has a
chance because ol the exhaustion of
Hood’s men. You are to  begin
marching upon receipt of this order
from Licuwtenant Michelson. Aler
delivering this message, he is to gal-
lop back and have vour supply
wagons ready to depart by the time
you arrive at Spring Hill.

Signed: General George Thomas

“Thomas couldn’t possibly have sent
this message,” said Powers, “"But Scholield
doesn’t know that.” He scaled the message
and handed it to Michelson. “Make it
stick, George.”

My own mission was to take charge of
the remainder of the men. form them
into commando teams and, after the
Confederates were  asleep. pawrol  the
pike. We ware 1o kill every picket or
anyone close enough to the pike to sce
the Union army as it passed.

As [or Powers. he ook two horses and
a corporal to accompany him. “Forrest’s
cavalry are straddling the pike about
three miles over there—north of Spring
Hill. Ovdinarily. it would be their job 1o
interdict the road. I am going to carry an
order Irom Hood saving 1hat Forrest ¢
bivouac his men and that Brown’s divi-
sion will be responsible for securing the
road.

“Later tonight. despite all your efforts,
someone is going to see the Union army
passing. There will be a small alarm.
Hood sends General Johnson 1o investi-
gate. Johunson's uniu is nearest the pike.”
He wrned and pointed. Tt was the divi-
sion nearest us. “As a matter of fact, you
can see his tent over there about two
hundred yards. 1 will be the courier who
delivers that message to Johnson. I will
send the man who accompanies me 1o
warn you that the general is coming.
When vou receive that word. you and
your men move up and down the Union
column and pass the word lor them to lic
in the ditch on the opposite side of the
pike until lurther notice. Youw'll have to
be in Union unilorms by then.

"I suggest that now, while it's carly,
you send a detail to get those uniforms.
Be sure o ger unilforms for my man and
me. When 1 return from escorting Gen-
eral Johnson back to his quarters alier
hie's inspected the pike. all will be clear,
We then join the Union army and march
to Iranklin. Any questions?”

“Must we Kill those pickets?™”

“"Not only kill them but bury them
and camoullage the graves. I know how
you leel, but tell yoursell these men
have in actual fact been dead cighty
years.”

Powers chose his man and faded into
the darkness.

I divided the men into teams of
threes. We mmprovised garrotes from tent
ropes. I showed those who weren’t famil-
iar with this method of murder how it
was perlormed. There was a garnote man
in cach threesome. Once he had the rope
around the vicim’s neck, the other two
were to hold the viciim down so that
strugele would be at a minimum.

Pavson ook another commando team
1o get the uniforms. They had blackencd
their faces and sripped down to just a
few essenual  picces of dark  clothes.
They had to emer the Union lines, a
problem made less dithcule by the fact
that we'd had a chance to study the de-
Tenses through our fickd glasses carlier in
the day. Then they had to find the wag-
ons carrying unilorm supplies. It seemed
to me that this might be a place where
the whole scheme would go wrong, bt
that was not to be. Payson lelt in the
dark: by the time he came back there
was still no moon. but a hazy mist ol
starlight gave the Landscape some visibili-
ty. He reported the job done with hardly
a hitch—ounly one Union sentry had 1o
be disposed ol. Now, by the dull gleam
of the campfire embers. the G36th un-
dressed. became wransformed  from  a
ragged grav unit 1o a wrinkled but fully
wrapped blue one.

By 2200 hours, the pickets had been
cleared along the road—there had,
thank God, been only a lew men to get
out of the way. The other campfires had
died down 10 coals. It was very quiet,
but the forest scemed to breathe with
the heavy slumber of the exhausted
army. When Michelson came back, he
was walking his horse not on the hard-
surlaced pike but on the grassy verge.
Nevertheless, I could hear him some
minutes before he arrived. He reported
in a whisper that all was well.

Then came the sight that history has
never explaiined. They were coming—
an endless line of marching men, eight
or ten in a rank, covering the width of
the pike. They were moving as carefully
as they could. but no army is soundless.
The head of the column came past my
post. with just an occasional clink ol can-
teen or muflled clatter of equipment.
Hall an hour went by. We wanted tense-
ly for the iuncident. Then it cune.

A slecpy Johuny Reb came out of the
woods 1o urinate. He did not see the
masses of blue on the pike but, sudden-
lv. there was the clank ol some picce of
equipment and he turned dazedly and
sighted the ghost army. My men were
strung out along the line of march and I
saw two ol them rise 1o catch him, but
he recovered his senses and was gone
back into the woods.

But my men had been briefed and
they were ready. They rose up in their
groups ol three and passed along this
whole secior of the line, giving the
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officers the warning. Miraculously, there
was little confusion. The column moved
off the pike to the meadows and the [ar
side and sank onto the ground. Sudden-
ly, the route that had been choked with
a mighty army looked empuy in the faing,
dim lLight.

That was the way it was when the
Confederate General Johnson—cursing
and grumbling at the lool who was
seeing ghosts in the night—vode out of
the woods to take a look. Riding with
him were two aides—and even at this
distance, 1 was sure I could recognize
which was Powers. They stopped some
hundred yards from the road, the gener-
al’s voice going on in angry tones for a
minute or two after he had discerned no
sight of the enemy. With Powers sceming
1o urge him, the horses wheeled and the
party rode back to the encampment.

When  General  Jolmson  lay  down
again to sleep, Hood's last chance had
gone. He was doomed. In the morning,
he would awake and discover his error.
Hood is a fine leader, but he is also a
man with a high temper. Tomorrow, that
temper would make him blind and deal.

- Ll L]

December 24, 1864. Nashuville, Ten-

nessee. Major Bateson Powers  writing.

With heavy heart on this forlorn Christ-
mas Eve, I take up the chronicle where
John left oft. Colonel Gilbert is dead.
But I must keep faith with him and
finish the record, because it was the one
thing he cared about.

On the southern outskirts of the liule
town of Franklin, there are two houscs:
the Carter house and the Gin house. Just
to the east of them is the Harpeth river
and  just between them s a narrow,
U-shaped pocket where the Lewisburg
Pike dips into the town proper. It was
on this narrow front, on the morning of
November 30, that the 656th set up
its sandbagged emplacements and its
shrouded machine guns. We were some-
what isolated from the Ohio regiment on
our right and the Minnesota regiment on
our lelt. John decided that we'd forgo
the use of barookas or mortars—the
expenditure of ammunition in our ma-
nceuvers had lelt us a few rounds only. In-
stead, we had a front line of automartic
weapons. Behind that, in support, there
was a shallow trench where our lew
rilemen and men armed with M-3 sub-
machine guns waited in support. Colonel
Gilbert commanded the front line; Mi-
chelson, the support trench; and Captain
Payson, with his Southerner noncombat-

“That seltles it, Irma. No more timesaving
household appliances for you!”

ants as stretcher-bearers, set up his aid
station in the cellar of the Carter housc.

Before the baule, John gathered us
and made a litle speech. It was short and
simple, mainly a matter of thanks and
goodbyes. At the end, he said that he
was leaving a record of our Cxpt'ricnc_CS
that he hoped would come to light m
the 20th Century and be publishr;(l
and read by many Americans. He s
that the Civil War had become a part of
romantic literature—and that our truc
story would serve to remind Southerners
and Northerners alike how tragic and
bloody it is when one half of a nation
quarrels with the other half.

Then he ordered me not to take part
in the battle, My assignment would be to
gather all the modern weapons and de-
stroy them when the battle was over.
Not a trace was to be lelt.

1 observed that baule, and every de-
tail 1s burned into my memory, but I do
not have the heart 1o describe it at any
length. There was the initial Confeder-
ate  success—routing  two  brigades ol
Federal troops that had been too slow to
take shelter in the defenses—and the sei-
zure of some wenches held by a raw reg-
iment Irom Ohio. But success ended
there. The action began around 1600
hours and all the rest of that short after-
noon, Hood flung his lines of gray infan-
try against a storm of steel. The Federal
batteries across the river ripped the
Southern ranks. They wavered, mended
themselves  again and  swept  down
against us. The machine guns heaped
them in the meadows in front of our
position. 1 counted 13 separate assaults.

But their fire, though not nearly as
massed as that of the 656th, cut down
our own men slowly but surely. When
one of the charges threatened to over
whelm our front line, the men with
submachine guns would stand up and
break it. Inevitably, we lost a few men
each time. At the end, Michelson and
Colonel Gilbert themselves were man-
ning guns. Even Payson and the medics
had been cut down.

Now dusk came. My last sight of Gil-
bert and Michelson came in the dark, as
they were illuminated by a flash now
and then. They were out of ammunition
and they were pitching the Iast e
maining hand grenades at what was o
be the last charge of the batde. They
must have been killed at very nearly the
same time.

In the smoky dusk, 1 made my way
over the bodies of the 656th. collecting
all of the weapons. We had with us 3
crate of the composition C-3, a putiylike
explosive for demolition. This I had
molded around our weapons belore |
dropped them into the well of the Gin
house. Then I unwound a long spool of
primer cord and strung it down the hill.
The explosion of the Gin-house well was




the last sound of the battle of Franklin.

I collected a Tew pieces of metal aflter
the explosion and then I began to
trudge. That night, T slept under the
porch of my  greatgrandlbudher’s house,
the house where I had ofien staved as a
bov. Later that night, 1 heard the men
Living out the bodies of five Confederate
gg"[ll.‘:l als on the porch above my head.

My great-grandmother must have had
another queer experience the next morn-
ing—unless she was beyvond shock by
this tme. She heard a noise in the carly
morning and she avose, taking the old
horse pistol from the fiveplace as she
went. When she looked out of her win-
dow. she saw a strange Yankee ofhcer,
cap oll, head bowed, staring at the five
dead men. Staring particularly at the
[ace of her own hushand. And. strangest
ol all, there were 1ears running down the
cheeks of that Yankee oflicer. 1 like 10
think that she may have noticed my fam-
ily resemblance before 1 mrned away.

- - -

Marvch 3, 1865. 1 have dug a shallow
quarter basement and laid the founda-
tion with my own hands, and I shall put
down the floor without aid. A carpenter
and his helper will be here next week o
build the frame. I have selected this site
with care—it s near Nashville and yet
not 100 near so that I an bothered by
curious passers-by. My hope is that the
building will be razed and this journal
discovered in tme for the 636ih's next of
ki 1o learn the Lme of their men. As
closely as 1 can caleuline, the suburbs of
Nashwille should reach this area some-
tme 1 the 19505 or 1900s,

I have two small, stout chests. Into
one I shall put the papers—this note-
book, plus copies ol those orders 1 have
been able to save. There is a copy of the
[alse message T sent 1o General Scholield
and a copy of the one I delivered to
Forrest. In the other chest go  those
chunks of modern metal—the only re-
mains ol the 636th’s weapons that were
not buried in the well. 1 put them there
as an additional proof. May God protect
these papers [rom rot and mildew. They
are the only grave marker for a group ol
men who died in one ol the
strangest impossibilities ol history.

A great weight has fallen on me now.
Al during the action. I could be some-
whiat abjecuve. 1 could remember  the
decree ol history on the Conlederacy and
I could remember that 1 was an ofheer
ol the Army ol the United States. In
retospect, i is dilferent. 1 have scen the
raks of my own people torn apart by
machine guns. 1 have seen the dead lace
ol my great-grandtather. When the ware-
house is fnished, T shall kill mysell. But
now I have 1o work on the lloor.

- - -

I, Howard Jamison, finished reading
the chronicle and slowly returned 1o the
present in a state of dazed beliel. As a

brave

“Son, why don’t you bring some of the New Left
home for Cokes and cookies?”

historian, I find it peculiarly distressing
to be absolutely convinced of the truth
ol something that is clearly impossible.

Nevertheless, Hanson and 1 set about
to see what verithcwon we could ger by
means of the materials. 1o briel, the re-
sults were:  Analysis of  the chronide
notebook  paper showed that (as T had
suspected) 1t contained an acid  bleach-
ing agent that was not in use until the
20th Century. Testing showed that the
messages were written—also in the hand-
writing of Bateson Powers—on  paper
that must have been manufactured in
the 1560s. The fused chunks of metal
from the weapons contained molvbde
num—uwhich was not used in sieel alloys
until the 1900s,

When the results were o at last, 1
could see only one thing 1o do—that
wis to smoke out the Pentagon. Having
served in two wins, T know the militiny
burcaucratic mind and T konow that di-
rect methods would bring me up against
a stone wall of scorecy. Fortunately, I
am a rather wellknown professor at a
great university. an occasional guest at
some fairly top-level Washington parties
and  (when necessary) a man with a
modicum of low cunning,.

All three stoodd me in good siead. |
cilled Claive Hudson: @ week larer. at
the dinner taible of her Foxhall Road
house, T was telling my story to an au-
dience that could only be described as
“influential™ Washington. The Post and
the Star were not there, but 1 was will-
ing to ber that their colummists woulkd
have the story within a few howrs. In

fact. T could see from the [aces around
me that my tale was going 1o be some-
thing of a sensaton.

When ahe  telephone  call came  the
nexe alternoon, it wasn't, however, quite
what T expecied. It was not from the
Pentagon: the voice idenuhed the caller
as Pawrick Tolliver—who simply invited
me, in the politest way possible, to call
on him at his White House ofhice. Tolli
ver 1s, ol course, the ranking Presiden
tial aide, the Sherman Adams ol  this
Admimstration.

He was very pleasant in our first in-
terview, He said that he’d had reporis of
i rather incredible story 1 was supposed
to be telling around town, He said thae
I'd undoubtedly  been  misquoted  and
that he'd simply wanted to hear the
ruth abouwt it from me. He sud that,
quite apart from his own personal inter-
est i lastory, there was a mater ol
some insinwation about the Pentagon’s
suppressing the news ol @ milicy di
ter of World War Two. What, exacly,
had myv remarks been?

“1 was telling the story of the 656¢h
Regimental Combat Team. which disap-
peared in its entivety on November 24,
1944, while on manecuvers in Tennessce,
Just recently, there have been  discov-
credd some documents that disclose the
tate of those men. 1 have photostats of
the papers here for your examination.
You will also find reports on certain test
resules.”

That was the end of our first 1alk.
Two davs later, T was called back. This
time, Tolliver began by saying, “What
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Where w111 it all end?

Lolﬂof “ s are going to great lengths for e






