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Walking on toward Graz, the wreckage of constant bombings was unmistakable. 
Whitey remembered flying three or four missions to Graz and standing here now was a 
strange emotional mixture of apprehension, guilt, and pride. He could tell there had 
been a raid earlier that day. Forced laborers in black and white striped suits were doing 
the repair work. A little farther on a locomotive was propped on its side. Close to it were 
two freight cars standing end-up, leaning against each other for mutual support. 

Toward the middle of town every building was little more than a shell—no roofs 
and rarely four walls. There were few civilians but a lot of military personnel. Whitey 
recognized the brown uniforms of the Organization Todt, the armed labor battalions. 
As the sky darkened he could see a yellow-orange glow behind the leftover buildings. 
Fires from the raid were still burning or being allowed to burn. The occasional rumble of 
delayed-action bombs hovered from across the city. 

Another ten minutes of marching brought Whitey and the three other American 
prisoners to a section of the city that had suffered less damage. They followed their two 
German guards, Schmidt and Dietrich, to a temporary canteen. There was a crew of 
Organization Todt men standing outside, waiting their turn to go in. One of the OT 
men recognized the American uniforms. He pointed and started yelling. Immediately 
his buddies joined in. Schmidt and Dietrich unslung their guns, and Schmidt gave the 
OT men a curse-laden piece of his mind. He was even backed up by an OT officer, who 
turned on his own men and yelled until he turned red in the face. By his gestures toward 
the Luftwaffe guards and their four American prisoners, he was obviously warning his 
men not to interfere. But the surly OT men did not grumble and return to their place in 
line until they heard Schmidt and Dietrich release the bolts on their weapons and point 
them precisely in their direction. 

Motioning for Schmidt, Dietrich and the four Americans to follow, the OT officer 
led the six of them past his unruly soldiers, into the canteen and found them an empty 
table off to the side. Even though the soup was good and the bread was fresh from a 
local bakery, Whitey and the others had difficulty eating. Whitey was greatly relieved 
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when they were finally led back outside by the OT officer and started walking back to 
the train. 

“Hey, John, do you think our guards would have actually fired on those 
assholes?” 

John, the oldest of the American prisoners and the only one of them who spoke 
German, turned and asked the guards. “Yeah, Whitey, they say they would have. Not to 
save us, but to show the OT officer they would do their duty no matter what. Laurel and 
Hardy were pleased with the way we handled ourselves. It could have ended our trip if 
we acted up.” 

“Well, for a while there, this stud had his tail up over the dashboard ready to race 
for the barn,” Kaintuck, the Southern boy of the Americans, said while he lit up one of 
his Players. 

The trek back to the train was monotonous and depressing. There was no more 
conversation until they arrived at the train, where they were told by an SS officer that 
the tracks weren’t yet clear and probably wouldn’t be until morning. After a brief 
exchange of German, Schmidt and Dietrich decided to divide into two groups. Schmidt 
would take John and Kaintuck. Whitey and Joe, a radio operator on the same B-52 as 
Whitey, would go with Dietrich.  

Dietrich led Whitey and Joe down the tracks until he found a derailed passenger 
car standing upright and only slightly damaged. In one of the empty compartments 
Whitey and Joe took a seat. “Man, this is not too bad. Soft, quiet and warm. Yahoo.” 

“Knock it off, Whitey, I’m already asleep.” With that they both closed their eyes.   
In the morning, Whitey kept hearing a voice, which he tried to attribute to his 

imagination, to a lucid dream, but it didn’t work. 
“Los, los, auswecken!!” Whitey and Joe sat up and blinked at the early morning 

sun. Kaintuck, John, and Schmidt were standing outside the car waiting for them. 
Whitey stepped out and, for a brief moment, forgot where he was and who he 

was. Soft early sunshine, long early shadows on the mountains, and green trees 
transported Whitey back to California, back many years to a camping trip when he was 
seven years old. Closing his eyes, he took a long, deep breath. 

John’s voice violated Whitey’s tranquility. “The guards are going to walk us back 
to the canteen we were in last night, but one of them will go in for our coffee and 
bread. When we’ve finished, we’ll come back to the train.” 

It took little more than an hour to make the walk and return to their 
compartment, still munching on fresh Bavarian rye. The whistle blew and they started to 
move, rolling through the marshaling yards of Graz, gliding past total destruction. Every 
building was gutted or at least half-crumbled. They saw steel rails twisted like pretzels, 
some standing perpendicular to the ground. Whitey saw a bomb crater between two 
rails, each one bowed out by the explosion. It looked as though the crater had been 
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there first, the tracks then laid around it. Cars of all types lay helter-skelter and broken in 
the most bizarre ways, as though a child had emptied his toy box on the marshaling 
yard, then decided to play elsewhere. 

After leaving Graz, the train traveled through some beautiful foothill country— 
scattered farmhouses, an intermittent village, and sprinklings of grazing cows. Here and 
there were two- and four-wheel horse-drawn carts. As they began descending into a 
valley, heading down to lower levels in the landscape, they passed through an 
occasional tunnel. Try as he might, Whitey could not enjoy the scenery this morning. A 
deep nagging hopelessness had now latched onto him like one of Austria’s long purple 
shadows. He settled for a kind of half-seeing stare out the window, letting the sound of 
the wheels and the rocking of the car lull him into the fringes of conscious awareness. 

The train accelerated, the sudden increase in speed indicating another 
downgrade. For some reason, Whitey relaxed more easily at the higher speed. But 
relaxation for him was short lived. His subdued state of half-seeing, half-sleeping was 
shattered unexpectedly by frantic German screaming. “Flieger! Flieger!” and 
“Achtung, Flieger!” echoed loudly throughout the train. The German shouting soon 
filled the aisles with wide-eyed occupants, who kept bending over to look out the 
windows and up at the sky. 

Whitey felt the familiar knot high in his stomach—the one he used to feel as a 
small child just before he threw up. He was cold and felt goose bumps begin to form on 
his arms. Fear and panic were quickly infiltrating his whole being. 

Everything went dark as the train entered a tunnel. Almost immediately, 
everyone standing was thrown to the floor. Those sitting were thrown out of their seats. 
The engineer had hit the emergency stop. No one knew for certain what was 
happening, but amid all the yelling Whitey and the others caught one word repeated 
several times: “Mustang!  Mustang!” The four of them wanted to cheer, but they were 
well aware of the danger they now found themselves in. They could easily be facing a 
German lynch mob if casualties ensued. They might even be in for a bad time if there 
were no casualties, just damage. To be bombed now, trapped and helpless inside a 
train, could be the final straw for many of the Germans on board. 

Schmidt returned to their compartment. John translated the information he 
brought with him. “We were jumped by a P-51 just before we entered the tunnel. The 
Jerries think staying here long enough will either force the pilot to look for another 
target or run low on fuel and have to leave. They have guys outside the tunnel watching 
for the plane.” John stopped translating and spoke his mind, “I think he’s out there on 
the deck just a few miles away. He’ll hit us as soon as we’re all the way out.” 

“Could be, but, hell, if he runs low on fuel, he’ll just switch to ‘all-call’ and see if 
someone can come down and take over his little cat and mouse game. He’s not about 
to let a whole troop train get away.” 
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“Whitey, that son-of-a-bitch has hung that thing on its prop, and he’s up at 
twenty-five grand right now lookin’ down at the tunnel. And you know we’re going to 
catch holy hell if he’s there when we come out.”   

John’s theory was sobering, but Whitey was actually excited about seeing a ’51 
jump a German train, and although he realized the potential danger, his excitement 
preempted fear. 

While they were waiting, an SS officer poked his head into their compartment 
and hissed something to the two guards. He pulled his head out of the compartment 
but then poked his head back in, pointed at the four Americans and spoke in cold 
English, “If there is trouble, you will pay the price.” One of their guards stood up, 
looked hard at him, and put his hand on the pistol grip of his burp gun. The officer 
turned and went on his way. 

Panic began to hover over the tunnel and inside the train like an ugly, patient 
vulture.  After about thirty minutes of heavy breathing, sweating, and sporadic outbursts 
of German, things began to quiet down and the train started to roll. Their car burst out 
into the sunshine. They were lower now and in orchard country. Whitey recognized 
apple trees and what he thought were peaches. The early spring warmth had begun to 
bring out leaves and buds, reminding him how he and a high school buddy always 
made a point to fall in love with a new girl every spring. It was always difficult to find a 
suitable dame during Easter vacation week at Balboa and Huntington Beach. 

“ACHTUNG! ACHTUNG! FLIEGER! FLIEGER! MUSTANG!” The cries rattled 
down the aisles from compartment to compartment. The pastoral beauty around them 
instantly became ancient history. Whitey turned to look out the window, saw nothing, 
and was about to conclude “false alarm” when the train slammed to another 
emergency stop. Whitey watched men in the aisle go down like pins in a bowling alley. 
Bodies jumped out of windows while some made frantic moves down the aisle to reach 
the doors at the end of each car. He was just forming the words “what the hell” when 
he heard a strange tearing, splintering sound. Looking up, he saw large chunks of 
wooden ceiling coming down from a row of jagged holes that appeared as if by magic. 

Everything was happening so quickly that thoughts and feelings were running far 
behind the visual images. Nothing seemed real. Strange noises. Screams. Splintered 
wood. Grunts. Curses. A face on the outside of the compartment door window turned 
to pink mush when the glass in front of it exploded. Whitey found himself curiously 
detached, as though he were a reporter sent to get a story. The chaotic, unbelievable 
horror of the events swirling around him seemed to have nothing to do with him 
personally. Looking toward the outside window, he saw John jump out of the train.  
Whitey followed. Hitting the ground jolted him back to the present tense. 

Whitey shouted to John, “He’s gone around to make another pass. Move up!”  
He was not sure his legs would work, but Whitey managed to scramble a few feet up a 
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grassy embankment. Then he heard a noise he could never live long enough to forget— 
half purr from a cat, half growl from a beastly grizzly bear. It was the Merlin Rolls Royce 
engine of the ’51 going full throttle. He looked over at John, who was also belly down 
with his head turned to the side. John’s mouth was opening and closing, but there was 
no sound. Large chunks of grass and soil were flung into the air. The screaming roar of 
the ’51 passed just twenty feet overhead. Whitey realized slugs from the plane’s six fifty-
caliber machine guns had torn up the ground between him and John. Turning his head 
to the other side, he looked for Joe or Kaintuck, but instead, found a German soldier 
ten yards away looking at him—staring with only his eyes. The bottom half of his face 
was gone. 

Whitey knew it would be a few seconds before the ’51 could come around for 
another pass. Waving at John, he jumped and ran over to the wounded German who, 
while attempting to get to his knees, held up his arm to Whitey. Whitey grabbed it. 
They both stumbled and scrambled a little farther up the gentle slope of the hill.  
Hearing the purring growl again, they fell flat on their stomachs.  Again, chunks of grass 
and dirt flew in an angry outrage. Again, the agony of screams and curses raged from 
every direction. The ’51 streaked over the hill.  Once again Whitey grabbed the German 
soldier with half a face. He struggled to carry him, but eventually scrambled up the hill 
to the perceived safety of a tree. 

A German officer standing there took hold of the wounded soldier who had now 
passed out in Whitey’s arms. The officer eased the wounded man down against the tree 
then stood up and stared at Whitey for a few seconds before noticing the U.S. Fifteenth 
Air Force patch on his shoulder. He paused, momentarily taken aback by the realization 
that he was looking at an American. He frowned as if he needed an explanation, but 
then looked Whitey in the eye, nodding his head slightly, and said, “Danke.” Whitey 
could only return the same quizzical look and quietly mumble, “Ja, ja.” Turning around, 
he saw John, Joe and Kaintuck sitting on the grass a few feet away. He went over and 
flopped down beside them. Whitey noticed a farmhouse a few feet beyond the tree. Its 
door was open and he could see into what must have been the living room and on into 
what was apparently the bedroom. The woman of the house soon came out bearing 
sheets and towels to do whatever she could to help the wounded. 

Whitey and the others sat close together in silence. Finally, John asked, “Have 
any of you seen our guards anywhere?” They all mumbled, “No.” “Guess we might as 
well sit here and wait. I think at the moment we could get shot for almost anything.” As 
John spoke he kept twisting his head to look for Schmidt and Dietrich. 

“You know, I’ll bet we’re the first prisoners in history who’ve ever had to worry 
about their guards escaping.” Whitey somehow managed to chuckle at Kaintuck’s 
remark and kept on looking, even though he was fighting to control a stomach that 
wanted to empty itself. Whitey’s fear always had a greater impact on him after the fact. 
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Maybe that’s what thirty-one missions in a ball turret had done to him. He knew they 
had to get the damn plane down first, and then he could be scared to death. 

They continued to look silently for their guards until all four sets of American 
eyes fixated on an approaching German officer walking uphill among the wounded 
toward the farmhouse. He was tall, sporting a square Adolf Hitler mustache and a 
monocle. His uniform was field green, but instead of breeches and boots he was 
wearing long trousers with a scarlet stripe down the side seams. He wore few 
decorations, but a prominent Iron Cross encrusted with diamonds was suspended from 
his neck. He was immaculate. Whitey wondered how he had kept his trouser creases so 
razor sharp with all that had happened. As the officer negotiated through the wounded, 
dead, and dying, nearing the farmhouse, whenever he was saluted he returned it with a 
rote wave of his swagger stick, touching the tip of the stick to the black bill of his cap.  
From a leather strap around his neck hung a camera case. When he was close enough, 
Whitey saw Leica printed on the lens cover. In his left hand, the officer held a small 
zippered leather case. Once he stepped on the porch of the farmhouse he rapped on 
the open door with his swagger stick. 

“That son-of-a-bitch is on High Command staff. You can tell by those red stripes 
on his pants. We’ll see damned few of those.” John was abruptly interrupted by the 
officer shouting in his best command voice, “Achtung, hausfrau! Kommen sie hier, 
nun!” While waiting he continued to rap the doorframe impatiently with his swagger 
stick. Less than a minute later the harried housewife appeared with more towels and 
sheeting for bandages. 

She was about to say something but was assaulted by an explosion of German 
demands from the officer with the monocle. She became so flustered that she dropped 
what she was holding and almost curtsied as she said, “Ja, ja, Herr Officier.” Without 
waiting, the officer walked into the bedroom and over to a dressing table with a good 
sized hanging mirror. Setting down his small leather case, he proceeded to open it and 
arrange its contents on the dressing table. He carefully removed a velvet case, which, 
when opened, revealed a pearl-handled straight razor. He withdrew from his kit a 
shaving brush with a silver handle, then a china shaving mug and, finally, a silver colored 
can of talc. After setting out each new item, he made slight adjustments to the others 
so that each piece was in its proper place. Stepping back, he then removed his tunic, 
which he hung on the back of a chair, careful to center its collar on the wooden backrest 
so that the sleeves hung down evenly and straight. His Iron Cross, the first thing he had 
removed, was set to the side on the dressing table where nothing could be dropped or 
splashed on it. 

The frantically hustling housewife returned to the bedroom with a large china 
washbasin and matching pitcher of steaming water. From the bottom of his kit he 
brought out a whetstone and proceeded to sharpen his straight razor. 
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“That son-of-a-bitch is going to shave! I can’t believe it! Guys yelling and dying 
out here, and this fucking asshole gets ready for an inspection parade.” Whitey had put 
all their thoughts into words, leaving them nothing to do but stare and mumble 
obscenities as the officer shaved, oblivious to the battleground outside. 

The officer finished his methodical process with a ceremonial patting of talc on 
his clean shaven face and neck, then a meticulous, ballet-like routine of putting 
everything back again in its proper place in his leather kit. A final brush of his hair and 
the martinet was almost ready for war. The woman of the house helped him into his 
tunic then he carefully adjusted his Iron Cross around his neck, picked up his camera 
and swagger stick, and walked out in front of Whitey and the others without giving them 
a glance. 

“I’d like to trip the bastard and rub his face in shit and blood, preferably his 
own,” said Kaintuck. They all silently agreed. 

As if delivering the devil’s own coup de grâce, the officer then unsnapped his 
camera case and began to take photos of the moaning, helpless wounded, even 
reaching down occasionally to rearrange arms and legs for a more photogenic 
composition. Whitey could not understand why the man was saluted rather than shot. 

“You know, killing that bastard would be like stepping on the world’s slimiest, 
ugliest, poisonous insect,” Kaintuck snarled. They all had had enough and turned away 
before he snapped his next photograph. 

The German officer who had thanked Whitey earlier for helping the soldier with 
only half a face approached the four of them. He asked if any of them understood 
German. John was a little unsure what this might lead to, but acknowledged that he 
did. The officer spoke rapidly then John translated. “Whitey, he says he would like for 
you to come over for a minute. The guy you helped up the hill is dying but thinks you 
saved his life and would like to see you.” 

“John, ask him if that soldier knows I’m an American flyer and a POW. I mean, it 
might come as a hell of a shock to that guy to find out all of a sudden, you know what I 
mean?” John nodded and turning to the officer, explained what Whitey was trying to 
say. He listened to the officer’s response then turned back to Whitey. “He says he 
understands what you mean, but it’s OK.” 

Whitey walked over to the poor soul with half a face and knelt down, hoping his 
own face did not reveal the total turmoil in his mind and stomach. After one look he was 
not sure how much more he could take, but the soldier lifted his hand and Whitey took 
it, and he was sure he could detect a smile in the soldier’s eyes. Trying to ignore the 
flies teeming on the bloody, temporary bandage where the soldier’s mouth and jaw had 
been, Whitey managed a strained smile and nodded to him. Taking a deep breath, the 
soldier exhaled, then his whole body relaxed. His eyelids closed slowly and easily, like a 
poppy closing its petals for the night. 
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Respectfully rising to his feet, Whitey looked at the officer and shook his head. 
The officer looked at Whitey and again said, “Danke.” Whitey said, “Bitte.” Faint, sad 
smiles were exchanged. Turning, Whitey shook his head again and walked back over to 
the others. He sat down and began quietly talking. “One minute I’m ready to kill every 
fuckin’ German in the world, and the next I’m holding one’s hand, trying to help him 
die.” Whitey raised his voice, “What in hell’s name is going on?” 

They all sat quietly for a minute. Then Kaintuck said, “We could drive ourselves 
crazy trying to figure it out.” 

“Yeah, and besides that, we’ve got another problem. Where are our guards?” 
No one could answer that question either. They all looked again in every direction, to 
no avail. 

“Wait a minute,” John said. “You guys stay here and I’ll go over to the officer 
Whitey was just with. I’ll ask him to tell our guards we’ve gone back to the car. Can you 
guys think of anything else?”   

No one could. John walked over, saluted the officer and began talking. In a 
moment he turned and waved them back to the train. 

They said nothing to one another, trying not to look at the wounded as they 
crossed the torn grass knowing that a wrong move or misunderstood conversation 
could ignite a volatile reaction from a hot-tempered German soldier. Fortunately, the 
arrival of a new locomotive with two extra cars, each marked with a red cross, captured 
almost everyone’s attention. As the hospital cars were backed into place, Whitey 
noticed the poor state of their train’s engine. Its boiler was full of holes, each one 
sending a long tendril of white steam into the sky. Once the four of them boarded the 
train he got a panoramic view of the aftermath they left behind on the grass.  Shattered, 
bleeding bodies lay on both sides of the train.  Here and there some forms were already 
covered with ponchos or overcoats. Medics were scurrying back and forth with 
stretchers, carrying the wounded to the train, where they had to be passed through 
windows to be put on board. Large divots of green grass and dirt had been torn from 
the ground and tossed haphazardly across the hillside. Mars had invited some of his 
Roman buddies for a hellish game of golf on this beautiful, Bavarian country orchard.   

The scene brought back to Whitey a phrase used by the French Poilu, combat 
infantrymen in the trenches of World War I. When any act or acts of war became 
gruesome beyond the mind’s ability to cope with it a Poilu would simply mutter, “C’est 
la guerre,” shrug his shoulders, and, with his mind duly purged, slosh on to whatever 
was next. 

“Son-of-a-bitch! There they are!” Kaintuck was pointing straight up the hill. They 
all watched Schmidt and Dietrich work their way down, swiveling their heads left and 
right. Finally, the officer Whitey and John had spoken to earlier motioned the guards 
over and pointed down at the car. Whitey almost chuckled as he watched them try to 
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hurry in their long overcoats. In a less macabre setting they would have looked like two 
old maid aunts attempting to frolic in the springtime countryside. Schmidt and Dietrich 
got close enough to recognize the faces of their charges and actually broke into broad 
grins. 

“You can bet your life those are two relieved German guards. If we hadn’t been 
here, they’d have their asses hauled before a general court-martial and been lucky just 
to have been sent to the Russian front.” 

“That’s for damned sure, Kaintuck. And, you know,” Joe continued, “I thought of 
trying to escape, but where the hell would we have gone?” 

“Yeah, I did too, but there was too much going on and too many people all over 
the place to slip away unnoticed. And,” Whitey added, “I can just imagine what they’d 
have done to us if they caught us.” 

Schmidt, the bigger of the two guards, the Hardy look alike, was the first to reach 
the window. With a few grunts and groans plus a little help from John he was able to 
pull himself into the car. Dietrich, the Laurel double, could not make it on his own. After 
Whitey had relieved the shorter guard of most of his gear, John leaned halfway out the 
window and grabbed his wrists. Once he was wrestled in, they all sat down for a 
breather. 

“Mein Gott!” yelled Dietrich as he pointed to Kaintuck, who was sitting directly 
across from him trying to figure out the reason for his sudden outburst. Then they all 
saw it. Sitting there as innocent as a two year old with jam on his face was Kaintuck, 
unperturbed and totally unaware of the fact that he was holding the guard’s rifle 
between his knees. With a half-choked “Yipe!” and with exaggerated caution, he 
grasped the barrel between his thumb and forefinger and offered it the guard.  Dietrich, 
chagrined but embarrassed, said, “Bitte,” and started to chuckle. The others soon 
joined in. But they all stopped laughing when an officer poked his head in to investigate 
the source of their audible levity. 

“John, ask the guards if we can smoke. It seems like everyone else is.” 
“They said it’s OK, Whitey.” 
Whitey and Kaintuck lit up. While they were smoking, the wounded continued to 

be loaded onto the train. The walking wounded came back to the regular cars, the 
more serious cases were taken to the newly added hospital cars. As soldiers filed by 
their compartment some stopped to cast threatening stares. Others stopped to deliver 
sneering comments to the guards that were obviously meant for the four American 
prisoners. 

“John, you don’t have to translate what they’re saying… but dammit, they made 
a deal with the devil, the one with the ridiculous mustache, so now it’s time to pay up— 
the last act of Faust.” 
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“Well said, Kaintuck, but this last act is going to take a little longer than 
Goethe’s.” 

They had just begun to clean up the splinters of glass and wood when they heard 
a sharp voice just outside the compartment, “Herr Feldwebel. Achtung!” 

The two guards looked up at the man’s boots, processed the high ranking 
uniform, then immediately leaped to attention, saluted and replied, “Ja wohl, Herr 
Oberst!” as they slammed their heels together. Whitey recognized the red stripe down 
the Oberst’s immaculate trousers. Whitey thought maybe he wanted them to pose for a 
photo. The officer standing next to the Oberst was the one Whitey had talked to by the 
tree, through John, about the dying German soldier without half a face. The ensuing 
conversation involved the officers, the two guards and John, who twice nodded in 
Whitey’s direction. 

“Whitey, the colonel has something to say to you. I’ll translate as he speaks.” 
The colonel with the red striped pants looked directly at Whitey and spoke 

rapidly, hands behind his back, gold-corded cap on square and monocle in place.  
When he had finished what seemed to be several sentences, he gave a curt nod to 
John, who then began to translate. 

“The colonel wishes to commend you for your act of compassion toward an 
enemy soldier under fire.” 

Again the colonel spoke, and again John interpreted. “He also says that the 
officer here with him, and our guards, told him that you and the rest of us acted as well 
trained soldiers in a difficult situation. For that we have his respect. He says he wants 
you to know he expects at least as much from all those under his command.” 

John stopped and looked back at the colonel, but it was the other officer who 
continued. When he had finished, John turned back to the others. 

“The colonel has arranged for a special guard to be posted at our compartment 
door with instructions to see that there are no incidents, and that we are extended all 
the considerations defined in the Geneva Convention regarding prisoners of war.”  
They all saluted, which was returned by the officers, who then departed. 

“As my daddy would say,” Kaintuck said. “Damned if that wouldn’t curl the 
whiskers on a catfish.” 

“I can’t believe he’s the same son-of-a-bitch we saw shaving a few minutes ago.  
How the hell do you figure these people?” 

“I don’t know, Whitey. I think maybe they’ve seen too many Hollywood movies.” 
“Joe, that’s it!” 
“What?” 
“No, I don’t mean that’s what happened. I mean that for once Hollywood was 

right. These arrogant assholes aren’t being arrogant, it’s the way they really are. It’s not 
an act! They believe all that supremacy crap, Glory for the Third Reich and all that shit.” 
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Whitey was on a roll. “I can’t put it together yet, but from the time we got shot down 
I’ve compared everything and everybody to some movie or actor—the officer that 
looked like Cary Grant, then the major who was Eric von Stroheim, the Mercedes from 
Casablanca. It’s like everything was make-believe, like nobody who’s for real acts like 
these guys. But these sons-of-bitches in their Barnum and Bailey uniforms aren’t 
acting.” 

“End of fucking lecture,” Kaintuck said in agreement. 


